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Ronja and her Betas

Thomas dutifully holds open the right back door of his shiny silver, freshly washed Mercedes for Ronja. She has dressed up, because she is going to a house party of one of her friends, who has a very large apartment downtown. With the black high heels on her feet, a dark red dress accentuating her body, and a small black Prada bag in her hand, she gets into the car gallantly and smugly grinning. For that certain something and to stand out, she wears sunglasses that barely block out any light, but come with pink-tinted circular lenses, even though dusk is already setting in. She pushes the glasses up, into her blonde-dyed hair, which only the roots suggest is her brunette natural hair color. Thomas slams the door and walks hurriedly to the front driver's door. Ronja watches him go, smirking to herself. He has also dressed up and is wearing a suit, but he won't be coming to the party. He used to be with Ronja, but this is no longer the case.

"Well, come on, my chauffeur. Now, hurry up. Swing your hooves!" comes a laugh from the back seat. Thomas starts the car and drives off in the direction of the address Ronja has given him. He dares a quick glance in the rearview mirror and sees the discreetly made-up, perfect face of the woman who has had him wrapped around her finger for the last few months. He feels a wistfulness arise at the thought that he was still with her four months ago, but he can understand that such a beautiful, self-confident woman as Ronja is, does not commit herself permanently to a man. He still has her words in his ear: "One man is not enough for me. One alone can't even manage to satisfy all my needs." That was even before he started dating her. He really liked Ronja's strong, sassy nature. And he still likes her. He looks at her again through the rearview mirror and looks directly into her brown doe eyes, which are so sweetly deceptive after all. He quickly looks ahead again.

Ronja has just looked up from her smartphone and is now watching Thomas drive her through town. At 34, he's six years older than she is. They also met at a party and Ronja was all excited about the fact that he's a car nut and drives a really nice Mercedes. He's also a very good, safe driver, which was important to her when she started dating him. She quickly noticed that Thomas was thrilled by her dominant nature and there was a submissive soul slumbering inside him that was just waiting to be kissed free by her. And that's exactly what she ended up doing. In their short relationship, she wears the pants right from the start, got to know Thomas deeply and then nicely sneaked, but still underbuttered him day after day and quite consciously. She has to smile when she thinks about how he tried to see eye-to-eye with her just a few months ago, marking the self-confident man with his fancy car and responding to her cheeky, unbridled ways with a quip. But she already noticed his underlying insecure nature when they first met. And Ronja learned early on that the specimens of the male species who hide in their insecurity can be quickly impressed, even intimidated, by a self-confident woman. If they then also are into legs and feet, that is exactly the type of men she wants. Because she can bind them to her most easily and take advantage of them. And that's exactly what she did with Thomas. She tied him to her, with an amorous look he took her in his car. They often did it in the car. But at some point she just renounced her pussy to him, after she made him hot with her feet and legs weeks before. He got to come on her feet so often and he enjoyed it. Yes, a real fetish developed in him.

"I've always liked feet, but yours make me so insanely horny, it's so abnormal. I love them," he had said to her and she laughed to herself about her conditioning working so well.

"You won't get more than my feet and legs either," she had thought at that moment, already imagining how she would make him her submissive chauffeur. She began to put conditions on the hot foot sex she allowed him to have. Only after he dutifully drove her was there any possibility at all that he would be allowed to touch her feet, and not even every time. This had an effect on him and he offered of his own accord to drive her wherever she wanted to go. She had connected his foot sexuality caused by her with the chauffeur service. As a second step, it was then only necessary to couple his insecurity about his fragile masculinity with his sexuality by humiliating him further and further in sexual play, showing him that a woman like her deserved better and that he was allowed to sacrifice himself to enjoy her attention at all. His submissive sexual disposition thanked her and now it was possible for her to jump around with him as she wanted and that too without being with him.

Ronja has female friends who complain that so many men in a relationship become wimps and doormats, but Ronja doesn't understand the problem at all. These are exactly the men she hooks up with and with a bit of subtlety and finesse she trains them to be foot-kissing betas that serve only one purpose: Her well-being, comfort and luxury.

"Men are just like farm animals to me," she once told a friend, and it's true. It gives her an absolute high to jump around with men like this and watch them develop into little submissive betas under her hand, which she pulls close, binds to herself and then takes advantage of. This doesn't work with all men; a certain submissive sexual disposition must be present, she has found. Or a deep infatuation that lasts a very long time.

Thomas is not the only and first one she has transformed from a partner to a servant this way. There is Matthias, whom she has raised to be her personal house slave and who regularly comes to her apartment. Cleaning naked at her feet is his specialty. However, sometimes she is not even at home when he comes. He has been her slave for many years already. With him she was also never officially together, because he is actually married, but his old lady doesn't turn him on so much after he met Ronja and she quickly brought him to his knees with her engaging manner and trained him to serve. Like Thomas, he is self-employed, so both are on call for her. Ronja carefully considered this beforehand and chose the two of them accordingly.

She has never fallen in love with a man, even though she is already 28. She doesn't understand what it is about them. It may be that something from her childhood has influenced her. Maybe she can't love at all. "But what's the point? I live great like this!" Ronja thought to herself four years ago and hasn't given it a second thought since. "Feministically speaking, that's flawless, too, isn't it? I'm just a very modern woman," she added to the reflection at the time, laughing. "And if so many men find that horny too, yes, then I'm doing them a favor," she continued to justify herself with a grin. Thereupon she enjoys her philosophy and her lifestyle only more and to it also her third beta contributes, who calls himself Christian. Actually, he is her favorite of all. He works a lot in his job, so he has little time to meet her, but earns a lot of money. And since he's always under so much pressure at work, she's figured out where his submissive tendencies probably come from and made him realize that the best way to relieve pressure isn't to have sex, but to simply hand over his hard-earned money to her after work. Over time, Christian has developed a penchant for financial domination and can't get out of it. She often goes shopping with him, but sometimes she goes straight to the ATM and every time she tells him with teasing eyes while stroking the slot of the ATM, "That's you for me." and he actually gets a bulge in his pants from it. She has never laughed more enthusiastically at a man than at Christian.

"Here we are, my chauffeur," Ronja calls forward, opening the door and stepping out of the car in her high heels first. Normally Thomas runs to her door to hold it open for her, but she doesn't feel like waiting right now. "You wait here nicely until I want to go home again," she pokes her head in again and then closes the door and leaves. 


The chosen one

"And who are you?" the head of the man to her left on the sofa turns to Ronja. He's just come out of a conversation with the friend he's there with. Ronja has been sitting next to him on the couch the whole time, sipping her cocktail as she briefly takes a break from the hustle and bustle of the party and just observes. But she's also made it a point to be approached by him, glancing to her left repeatedly with interest.

"I'm Ronja, a friend of Michelle's," she replies briefly and then looks away again, as if she's not particularly interested in talking to him. In her experience, many men jump at this a lot, the conquest instinct leaves them no choice, but with some shy specimens this can be too much of a deterrent and so she always tries to incorporate a good balance of interest and disinterest into conversations with men she finds interesting and see what they jump at.

"I'm Samuel. I met Michelle through work," he then replies in a slightly emphatic tone, smiling at her as she turns her head back to him. The beautiful green eyes look at her sympathetically. He really has a very pretty, clean face with his short dark brown hair and symmetrical countenance, Ronja thinks. He seems to work out, too. They strike up a conversation and she learns he's 32 and works at an online marketing agency as a web developer.

"For a code nerd, you look really good," she says cheekily to his face.

He laughs, taken aback, and quickly returns the compliment.

Looking down at her now drained cocktail glass, she turns her upper body, which had been facing forward the entire time while he sits already fully turned toward her, toward him. She holds it out to him and says with her upturned brown doe eyes:

"Be a gentleman and bring me another cocktail. Then I won't have to get up."

She's always quick to build little orders and favors into her flirting to see how a man responds. In any case, Samuel doesn't need to be told twice and gets up with a smile. When he returns, she praises him like a little puppy.

"Good boy."

She can see in his eyes that he is pleased on the one hand and amazed by her manner on the other. But after Ronja finishes her cocktail again, he asks of his own accord if she would like another, and she lets him have it again for her. She senses that he likes it and takes a deep, comforting breath as he is on his way for her. Good doggie. You definitely have potential, she thinks to herself secretly. And good-looking for a man, too.

She flirts with him all evening and then asks him without further ado if he doesn't want to come to her place.

"With me, you can then get right on with refilling my glasses, as is proper," she laughs at him.

"But for you, I'd love to," he laughs back, looking at her playfully and delightedly.

She takes out her smartphone and writes to Thomas, who is still waiting for her outside the apartment building in his Mercedes, just hoping that he will soon be allowed to drive her home again, because usually Ronja is drunk after these evenings and he is allowed to touch her feet much longer as a reward than usual. But this time she just writes:

"You may drive home. I'll get someone else to drive me."

She is gracious, however, and takes a picture of her feet still in the high heels. With one leg crossed and the black heel dangling from her right foot, she shows off her slender, beautiful heel in the picture for Thomas, who will surely only be more greedy for the next foot fuck in the car as a result.

Arriving with Samuel at her home, she first takes off her high heels and her beautiful, slender feet with dark red decorated nail polish are revealed.

"Go ahead in the kitchen and get us two prosecco ready. The bottle is in the fridge, you have to look for the glasses. You can massage my feet while you're at it," she tells him bluntly. The alcohol has made her even looser than she already is.

Samuel smiles sheepishly and does as he is told. He feels magically attracted to Ronja and finds her leading and easy-going manner very attractive. Somehow, however, he can't quite judge her yet and can't decide if her manner is just a facade or if she really is always the way she is with him. Be that as it may, he thinks with a brief glance at her feet, which he would very much like to massage. After putting the drinks to her on the side table of her leather couch, he kneels in front of her and wordlessly starts massaging her feet. They feel good in his hands. From a drawer she digs out a cream and holds it out to him. He immediately begins to cream her slender, pretty feet and visibly enjoys the scenery. She smiles with pleasure.

"You seem to really like this, huh?" she asks in a suggestive, low voice.

"Yes, they feel very good, nice and soft," it comes back from him, while he really massages her in a decidedly soothing way. She lets out a light sigh of relaxation.

"Take off your top," she whispers with her eyes closed and when she opens them again, Samuel is kneeling in front of her with his naked torso. She looks at his shapely, well-toned arms, his toned, steely-hard looking chest and his flat washboard stomach. She is pleasantly surprised and already slightly aroused by the sight. Slowly she removes her creamed feet from him and touches his chest with her soles, slowly stroking along his torso, to his stomach and back up to his chest. He closes his eyes and feels the touch of Ronja's feet on his body, almost losing himself in them. She moves one foot to his face and strokes his closed lips while she moves the other foot down to his privates, drawing a bulge in his pants. Samuel moans slightly and begins to lick the soft sole of Ronja's foot, still damp from the cream, holding his head with his eyes closed at the back of his neck as he unzips his pants and pulls them down a bit, along with his boxers.

Like a snake, his hard cock is lusting after the graceful foot Ronja is now pressing very gently against his writhing, twitching friend with the bulging head. The soft, warm back of her foot presses against the pulsing flesh as her toes press into his soft, large scrotum. Feeling the warmth on his member and sack, he moans slightly, opening his mouth. Ronja, watching the scene with her eyes open and rubbing her pussy with her left hand, seizes the moment and thrusts her toes into his open mouth.

"Suck, my little waiter," it escapes her in a whisper as she further incites her own horniness at the sight of Samuel with gentle circular movements of her fingers, which by now are under her pink panties, on her vagina. The gentle circular motions Samuel makes on her toes with his tongue ignite her lust as he gets even more into desiring her by her utterance, moving his pelvis forward and back again as his cock rubs against the bridge of her foot and only pulses stronger.

She withdraws her feet from him, stands up, gallantly disrobes in front of him, removes her panties and places a hand on his head, bringing him close to her wet vagina. He opens his mouth, kneeling in front of her as she lies down on her couch and begins to slowly caress her pussy and then lick it in slow, circular motions.

"Lick me like you just licked my feet," she exclaims with a moan. Samuel's tongue electrifies her and she begins to moan rhythmically to it. Samuel enjoys the taste of her pussy and he really likes the kneeling position in front of Ronja.

"Fuck me, I'll make you my little pussy boy," came from Ronja, rolling her eyes in pleasure. The idea of making Samuel her personal lick slave appears in her mind's eye. He will satisfy her and be responsible for her pleasure. I lock his penis away, with which he may fuck my feet once every few months. She puts her hand on the back of Samuel's head and presses it firmly against her dripping vagina, which he now licks with ever faster tongue movements. This is exactly the kind of guy I was missing in my beta male pool. Ronja twitches more and more uncontrollably with excitement, breathing loudly and moaning. With her left foot, she presses into Samuel's center again and begins to rub, almost overwhelming him with the wave of his own arousal.

"I'm going to get you addicted to my feet and my pussy," she screams, moaning loudly. She contorts her face and opens her mouth to a scream as the orgasm spreads from her vagina to her entire body. Jerking uncontrollably, she enjoys this warm, circulating high as the image of Samuel as her well-trained, hot licking slave cradles her to the heights of ecstasy. After thirty seconds of floating sensation, she is back. Samuel holds her lovingly by the legs. Her breathing is fast and sweaty.

"I want you to come on my feet," she calls to him and begins to rub her foot against him again, gently placing the other with the sole on his face. He takes a deep breath, feels the soft sole, the heel and her toes resting on his face, grabs his hard, stiff member and starts jerking his cock in rhythmic movements while he keeps touching the bridge of Ronja's foot with his glans, taking in the feeling of tender skin. He feels the passion for her feet rise up and feels an animal power unleashed in him that he hasn't felt like this in a long time. Groaning, he licks and fucks Ronja's feet. On the verge of arousal, she says to him in a confident, loud voice:

"That's your reward, pussyboy!"

That gets him over the edge. He just wants to scream yes and he remembers how he massaged her feet after being allowed to bring her cocktail after cocktail at the party and comes at the images completely uninhibited, breathing heavily and in ecstasy on Ronja's foot. The white liquid splashes on the bridge of her foot, up to her slender ankles. He feels an unearthly power seizing him at that moment, flinging him at the feet of Ronja, whom he has just licked pussy.

"Wow," he exclaims breathing noisily, seeing her beautiful legs and stained foot with red nail polish before his eyes. He hasn't had such a powerful orgasm in a long time.

"I like you," she smiles at him. “I want to get to know you better."

Still quite out of breath and surprised by the animalistic part of him that has come out there in its intensity, he nods with a smile.

"Yes, please."

They meet almost every day from now on. Samuel's first trip after work is almost always to Ronja's. They enjoy themselves and repeat their game. Ronja also continues to incorporate Samuel's waitressing role into their meetings as their mutual running gag, and he happily bows to his task. One day he even comes to her home in a butler costume he has borrowed, with white gloves and a bottle of fine champagne, and the two have a great time. The kisses are hot, the sexual games breathtaking. But she won't let his penis into her vagina. She thinks he should get used to it right away, that he will only serve her with his tongue, just as she planned. She lets him cum on her feet each time, in a variety of positions and variations. Cumming on the bottom of her feet while she is lying in bed pleases him the most she quickly finds out. Not once does he come, however, until he has licked or fingered her into ecstasy to her complete satisfaction. She pays attention to that.

As time goes by, she also lets him just go empty a few times and doesn't allow him to come and does so more and more often. With thieving pleasure she finds that Samuel behaves even more submissive after such meetings than he already does anyway. Making him hot and then refusing him, that's how she has hunted down every submissive man, she laughs to herself. Even when he arrived at her place in his butler costume, he was not allowed to come the last two meetings. When Ronja sees him dressed up like this in front of her with his laugh and his amorous look, she thinks that today is the right day to go one step further. After he has licked and satisfied her again, she digs out a small black metal piece from her drawer and holds it right in front of Samuel, who is kneeling in front of her once again.

"How much do you think I'm going to cum when my little pussyboy is locked in the process of making me climax?" she grins smugly at him.

He eyes the sturdy looking penis cage in her hand and just looks at her questioningly.

"You'll be wearing that for me from now on!" comes it from her in a stern voice, before he can answer, starts to open the cage, bends down to Samuel's member and starts to dress him with the black metal bars and press his little one into it. Without saying anything, he presses his pelvis forward to make it easier for her. He didn't know what it was, but the fact that Ronja just puts the cage on him as a matter of course without waiting for an answer turns him on creepily. He feels taken, almost captured by her, but in any case he feels conquered and her hands feel so warm against his penis. He submits to his role and smiles at Ronja. She smiles back in pleasure and strokes his head.

Even when Samuel is not around, Ronja thinks about him every day and often lies on her bed, doing it to herself with her fingers, thinking about his muscular body and his cock that felt so good when she locked it. She also thinks about his loving gaze and his tongue. He is so charismatic and has such soft, strong hands. They laugh a lot together and even though she was about to bind Samuel to her and make him another servant in her stable, the whole relationship feels very different than it did with the others back then. He's not insecure like the others were. Quite confidently and devotedly he submits to her and afterwards still looks her confidently in the eye and has a fine conversation with her. The others have become more and more caved in and less confident over time, but Samuel seems to be completely at peace with himself. On the days he is not there, she really misses him.

Oh God, I'm not going to fall in love, Ronja startles from her bed, where she has just been lying quietly, deep in thought. Confused, she looks inside herself and feels a tingling, yes, a high, a feeling of excitement and uncertainty arise. She thinks of Samuel and how he cares for her. And suddenly, tears come to her eyes. She has fallen in love! Shit! It wasn't supposed to be like this! But it feels so good. She laughs out loud with moist eyes. What am I going to do, she thinks, I don't want to give up my useful beta males, but I don't want to lose Samuel either.


The confession

It is early evening when Samuel comes to her again. This time Ronja is the one who is enormously excited. She has decided to tell him today the story about her ex-partners, whom she has bred to be beta males addicted to her. Not in detail, of course, but at least that she paws them around at will whenever she needs them.

She lets Samuel take a seat next to her on the couch.

"I really like you, Samuel, and I would like to intensify our relationship, however, there is something you should know about me," she begins. She speaks in a confident tone, but inside she is beside herself with excitement. And then she begins to tell him about Thomas, her foot-kissing chauffeur, about Christian, the slave who pays himself silly for her, and about Matthias, who has already cleaned her apartment bright and shiny tons of times, while she controls and improves him, armed with high heels on her feet. She talks about how she has trained the three piece by piece for her and her benefit and how much the three are attached to her and look up to her.

Samuel looks at her dumbfounded at first and laughs in amazement.

"You've got quite a crowd of submissive men gathered around you."

"They're all lining up," Ronja replies with a grin, relieved that she has now told him everything and that he at least hasn't looked disgusted.

"Well, that seems to be a part of you I can live with, as long as you don't plan on doing the same to me," he says.

"You're very different from the others. You have what the others don't have: Real self-confidence," she tells him as she looks into his natural green, strong and loving looking eyes and almost melts.

He smiles charmingly at her.

"Maybe you can introduce me to the three of them sometime soon."

She almost chokes as she starts to snort.

"The bozos would actually go along with that, too, wouldn't they?"

Ronja and Samuel continued to sit together all evening talking about their slaves and imagining scenarios of how they could use them for themselves. Ronja feels immensely relieved and is beside herself with excitement to see how her betas will react to her new friend. They plan a date day together where she shows off her slaves to Samuel and that day is already tomorrow.

It's a balmy Saturday morning and Samuel wakes up in Ronja's bed. Today at noon they have planned to go to the best restaurant in town and Thomas is supposed to chauffeur them, but he doesn't know anything about his luck yet. Ronja calls him and he picks up after the first ring. She turns her head to Samuel, raises her eyebrows and grins meanly.

"Your chauffeur services are needed again. Come see me right now. Oh yes, I'm bringing another escort, but maybe you'll get a reward anyway if you behave," she speaks into her smartphone in a stern voice and hangs up.

Not twenty minutes later, her doorbell rings as a sign that she can come down. She presses the buzzer because she has taught Thomas to hold the front door until she comes down.

Ronja and Samuel have dressed up. Ronja is wearing a beige short dress and her black high heels again. Samuel is in a shirt and wearing an expensive watch on his wrist. They walk down the stairs laughing and go through the door, which is dutifully held open by Thomas. They made him wait a few extra minutes, and now he catches sight of Ronja together with Samuel.

"This is my new friend Samuel. - Samuel, this is my chauffeur Thomas."

Samuel grins in Thomas' face, who looks at him with wide eyes and gets a red head. He really didn't expect that. Without being able to say anything, Thomas rushes to the rear car door and holds it open for Ronja.

"And then the other door for Samuel," she laughs in his face as she gets in comfortably.

Without argument, he does this for her as well. But feelings explode inside him. Shame and insecurity rise up in him. With trembling hands, he gets behind the wheel and tries to hide his emotional world, but his flushed cheeks and nervous manner reveals him. Now the beautiful Ronja is sitting on his back seat with a totally attractive man, against whom he looks like a burnt potato, and now he is allowed to play the chauffeur for both of them. He gets hot and cold at the same time. Ronja is so mean. Now he understands her words from back then, which still come to his mind regularly: "You're not good enough for me," while he takes a look at her new lover through the rearview mirror. Shame spreads throughout his body, but he can't deny that this inconsiderate, mean, arrogant way of Ronja simply using him as a chauffeur for her new date warms and even excites his loins. He takes them both to the front of the restaurant they want.

"You wait here, driving slave, until we're done, then you can chauffeur us back home," he hears Ronja's voice from behind him. "But now bang, bang, open the doors!"

Thomas walks around the car and opens the door for Ronja, who gets out in front of him.

"Good boy, you little douche, now for my friend."

As he opens the door for Samuel, all his sense of honor and self-confidence dwindles and he would love to fall at Ronja's feet, escape into the horniness of his dreams and tell her how ashamed of himself he is, but still can't get away from his submissive desires for her.

The two disappear into the restaurant and come out laughing merrily an hour and a half later. In the meantime, Thomas has managed to calm down a bit and has even started to masturbate furtively in his car. After initial resistance, he admits to himself that he finds it incredibly horny that she just brought her boyfriend along while he now has to wait in the car. Thomas has felt like a loser for Ronja for a long time and in him sprouts the desire to tell her now from the bottom of his heart. He has tried to date other women without telling Ronja, but nothing makes him hornier than Ronja's arrogant manner, her laughter when he waits for her in the car for hours just to be allowed to drive her home for 15 minutes, nothing makes him hornier than caressing her pretty feet while knowing that its owner is his former partner who keeps him addicted and captive at her feet while she only uses him as a chauffeur. Nothing makes him hotter in this world than the power of Ronja that she holds and extends over him. A feeling of bliss in this paradoxical situation comes over Thomas when he sees the pretty couple coming out of the restaurant. He jumps out of the car and runs around the car again in a rush to hold the door open for Ronja with his submissive, now blissful look and he does the same for Samuel, who now belongs to Ronja and of course is equally entitled to his immaculate chauffeur services.

During the short drive, Thomas suddenly hears the two on his back seat start kissing. It becomes more and more passionate and he feels how this incites him. It's a pity that he's now the driver and can't take a seat at Ronja's feet. The smacking sounds from behind penetrate deeper and deeper into the ear of Thomas, who can hardly concentrate on the road. He feels his hard cock pressing against his pants. Ronja rubs him his inadequacy under his nose with full force, with her passionate kissing. They had never kissed so passionately. He feels himself getting his boxers all wet as he drives. His former girlfriend is making out in the backseat and he wants to sink to the floor in shame and horniness and also thank her for letting him also be the stupid chauffeur for her, putting up with it all. How strongly he feels to squirm with all his might at the feet of this woman who has dumped him and is having fun with a new guy in front of him.

"Pull over to the side, there in the parking lot, chauffeur," Ronja calls forward between kisses. She is all hot from the kisses, but also from the situation, which is also completely new to her. She really likes showing Thomas what he can't have.

He pulls into the parking lot with his heart pounding and stops.

Samuel and Ronja are kissing tightly, breathing loudly. Thomas glances to the back, and Ronja slips her high heel off her right foot, placing it on the back of the center console. The black shoe slides in front of her foot and she pushes it forward so that it slides onto the passenger seat on the right. The view is clear for Thomas to see her foot, which is encased in skin-colored, thin nylons. He looks at the sole of the woman's foot stretched out toward him, just making out with someone else. He feels this powerful moment, realizing that his former girlfriend is now calling him to his true place in life, and pushes himself out of the driver's seat belly-down onto the center console, its control stick pressing against his testicles in an uncomfortable manner, but he doesn't care, his face touches the nylon-covered sole of the foot that was just inside the high heel and he draws in the smell deeply, nuzzling his face against the damp material. He hears the kissing and moaning of the two above him and starts licking like crazy. Then he takes her foot in his mouth, absorbing the nylons and sucks himself into ecstasy.

Ronja feels her wet nylons, feels Thomas' tongue and warm mouth on her foot as she continues to make out with Samuel, who by now is rubbing his fingers along her vagina. She moans and stuffs her foot even further into Thomas' mouth and begins to fuck it in rhythmic up and down motions.

"Look at our beta loser," Ronja cries out breathing heavily between intense kisses from Samuel. "I'm going to fuck his mouth with my foot."

The word beta-loser goes through Thomas's entire body. Never before has she called him that, the word beta he is just hearing for the first time. But it fits him like a glove. His cock almost pokes through his pants, which he tries to open in quick, desperate hand movements. Finally he succeeds and jerks it off while Ronja continues to fuck him in the mouth with her foot. His arousal increases immeasurably, he feels himself surrendering completely to his beta-ness and it brings him to the brink of orgasm.

"I'm a beta loser, I'm a beta loser," Thomas cries out as Ronja gives him a brief breather with her foot. Samuel and she moan.

"You're a beta loser, no woman can do anything with you," Ronja laughs. Samuel agrees.

Thomas looks up at the couple in his horniness. Both look at him, show him the loser-L with thumb and index finger and laugh at him.

As soon as he catches sight of the scene, Thomas comes, completely beside himself. Moans with closed eyes and distorted face. The orgasm wrings everything out of him. He splashes on the center console of his car. His head is filled with the images of this couple laughing at him, in front of which he lies pathetically belly-down at the feet of Ronja and he just squirts while the laughter of the two is in his ears.

With his brain completely soft-fucked, he takes a deep breath. His owners let him lie there for a short moment.

Ronja is aroused to the hilt. She looks at Samuel, feels her way to his member with her hand, and feels the hard, metal behemoth encasing Samuel's penis.

"I think that's where I want to go today after all," she whispers in his ear with sheer love in her eyes and takes the key out of her Prada handbag.

"Drive us home, you pathetic beta cuck," she shouts in Thomas' ear, who immediately sits up and sits in the driver's seat as if dazed.

Meanwhile, Ronja fiddles with the small key on the penis cage of Samuel, who has already opened his pants for her. She releases him, quickly puts the cage in her bag and touches Samuel's steel hard big cock. Her excitement doesn't decrease and she can't wait to get home.

Suddenly she has an idea, quickly fumbles out her smartphone and starts frantically typing on it.

"What are you doing?" asks Samuel.

"I'm having the other two douchebags join us," she laughs enthusiastically. "They're just cucks like that one over there."

Not ten minutes and Thomas arrives at her front door, jumps out, and returns to performing his chauffeur duties as if he's done nothing else all his life. He thanks them for the experience and looks forward to the next time, which Samuel and Ronja acknowledge with loud laughter and the repeated display of the loser sign, which Thomas has fallen in love with.

Matthias is already waiting in front of their door; he lives only three streets away and is therefore often there very quickly, as long as he doesn't have to come up with a suitable excuse for his wife first. This time, however, that doesn't seem to have been the case.

He looks at the couple coming towards him in bewilderment.

"This is my new friend Samuel. - "Samuel, this is Matthias, my house and cleaning slave, who finds it much more awesome to clean for me than to have sex with his old lady," she laughs in Samuel's face, who chuckles amusedly at Matthias.

"It's cleaning time in the bedroom for you today," Ronja says, turning to the stunned Matthias, who can barely get a word out.

"You know, that's the nice thing about Matthias, he cleans well and is not a man of many words. If he's a man at all" she laughs, turning to Samuel.

The two walk past Matthias, who can't handle the situation at all, finally deciding to really shut up and follow the two. His eyes fall on the hot legs and high heels of Ronja going up the stairs in front of him. Unusually for him, there is a pair of male legs next to them, but secretly he has always had fantasies of how his own wife fucks other men behind his back and this puts the crown on these fantasies, when the woman for whom he has been cleaning regularly for years and whom he adores, now fucks someone else in front of his eyes. His head cinema jumps on and he is already looking forward to the cleaning session in the bedroom. Excited, but not at all embarrassed, Matthias moves upstairs. He's been getting comfortable with his proclivities for years and is happy about nothing more than when Ronja just takes advantage of him and bullies him to the hilt, like she did during so many of his cleaning sessions. Especially his little tail has taken a beating, which Ronja makes fun of so often, while he is allowed to swing his cleaning dick naked in front of her.

Upstairs, Matthias takes the cleaning bucket and the rag as a matter of course, undresses and starts to clean the bedroom floor on his knees. Ronja has deliberately forbidden him the vacuum cleaner and the floor mop with handle so that he can slide around nicely on his knees on the dirty floor while watching Ronja's feet. Today, however, two attractive people are watching him, standing in the doorway and making no effort to undress, but looking deeply into each other's eyes and then kissing. Matthias' penis is getting hard.

"You see, the mini dick is about to get hard with that when we kiss," Ronja laughs diabolically, while Samuel is goaded into only kissing more passionately at this spectacle and her words directed at Matthias, who can literally feel the arousal rising significantly in all three in the room. He preens more and more passionately and casts his eyes more and more often on the couple that is now coming towards him and places itself right in front of his nose. He gets to wipe around his lady's high heels and is very close to her legs as he wipes the rag across the floor time after time. He hears the kissing sounds of the two standing in front of him. Suddenly Ronja gets down on her knees in front of Samuel, opens his pants and pulls them down. Revealing his big, hard cock, which is now standing supplely in front of Ronja's face.

"Look Matthias, that's a real cock, look at it how big and beautiful it is compared to your misery down there," Ronja stretches out her hand and points right at Matthias' small erect cock. "What's that supposed to be there? That little stalk, huh? How are you going to satisfy a woman with that? Oh, wait, you're not doing that at all. I'm sure your wife fucks others behind your back," Ronja laughs icily in his face.

"Matthias? What do you think? I think you're really only good as a cleaner with your mini cock!", the bullying continues, while Matthias continues cleaning with a red face and feels how Ronja's words turn him on.

"Yeah, that makes you horny, Matthias. It makes you really horny when I tell you that your wife is fucking someone completely different from you, doesn't it?" she calls out to him seductively as Samuel's bulging privates pulsate in the air in front of her head.

Matthias moans slightly, inside him it screams "Yes!", but he doesn't dare to answer.

"Look, Matthias, what you will never get from me!", Ronja clasps Samuel's penis shaft with her right hand and slowly brings her mouth closer and closer to his shiny glans, stretching out her tongue and licking in circles around the glans. Samuel inhales and exhales deeply. Then she releases her hand and guides the dripping cock into her mouth and starts sucking it. Samuel emits deep sounds to the rhythmic movement and closes his eyes while moving his pelvis slightly to the beat.

Matthias can't look away and even forgets to keep cleaning. Aesthetics unfold in front of him, so close to his eye Ronja sucks this felt double sized cock of Samuel, while he is only allowed to swing the cleaning rag at her feet with his hard little mini dick. His body fills up with sex hormones and he feels them like a drug. His brain suspends and he is complete in this moment. With his mouth open he looks at the sucking Ronja and how deep she takes Samuel's long thick cock in her mouth. He hears Samuel's moans and the sucking sound of Ronja. He thinks of his wife, who might also have a cock in her mouth right now, while he's away, letting hot Ronja with the gorgeous feet use her as a putt. Everything around him is getting warmer, but it is only his body that is playing up this illusion for him. He bathes in his rising horniness and synapses ignite in his cuckold brain that have never been addressed like this before.

"Fuck the rag with your mini cock, you pig!", Ronja calls out to him.

As if in a trance, he takes the rag as the words really hit him and he falls into an ecstasy he never knew before. Completely surrendering to the feeling, he rubs the wet, cold, dirty rag against his little tail, which he himself thinks is absolutely ridiculous. With Ronja sucking in front of his eyes, he fucks the rag and only becomes more aware of his position. In front of this couple he belongs on his knees, in front of this woman he fucks a rag too. He looks at the black high heels of Ronja and the nylon-trimmed arch. The heel is very high and pointed. With this image in his mind, his excitement grows immeasurably. Staring at the shoes of this divine woman who is sucking the huge cock of her new boyfriend, he rubs the rag harder and harder. Groaning, he feels the magic this woman seems to be using on him as he can't get away from her. With this thought in mind, his brain synapses implode, taking him to the depths of the hopelessly submissive and perverted fantasies his soul is dreaming up for him. His cock pulsates, he feels his fast heartbeat, beads of sweat run from his forehead. Ronja meanwhile continues to suck Samuel's cock, which is making louder and louder noises, as if he would come at any moment. Suddenly a loud moaning scream follows from him and he comes in the mouth of his new girlfriend. With wide open eyes Matthias watches the scenery while still fucking the rag like crazy. Ronja pulls her face back so that Samuel's cock comes out, turns her head to Matthias, bends forward briefly and spits the cum Samuel has absorbed into his face.

"You laughable joke of a man. You're only good for cleaning," Ronja nags him in the face, laughing passionately. Matthias closes his eyes and comes. With a loud groan, he comes in the dirty, wet cleaning rag, his face wet from the cum, and throws himself flat at the feet of his goddess Ronja, gratefully licking the heel of her as she just laughs at him.

"And now you can fuck off again," Ronja calls down to him. She kisses Samuel, who was not only aroused by his girlfriend's sucking, but also because of her handling of Matthias. He has never experienced so much dominance in a woman.

"Wow, you're really hardcore!" he laughs. "I like you more and more," he adds with a seductive smile, grabs her hair from behind, pushes her toward him and kisses her with tongue for a long time.

Just then, the doorbell rings.

"That's the last beta for today," Ronja jumps up to open the door.

Christian is already upstairs and kneels in front of the door, just like Ronja taught him. Artfully he greets her with a kiss on each of her heels and crawls in front of her into the hallway, where Samuel is also already waiting and watching all this.

"This is my new friend Samuel. - Samuel, this is my personal bank account Christian," she introduces them both with a grin.

Christian blushes after looking up at Samuel, only to quickly lower his gaze.

"Yeah, today you can let off some pressure again, my little paypiggy," Ronja speaks to him as if to a little puppy. "Come on, off to the bedroom with you. Crawl!" she calls as she leads the way.

Christian's eyes fall back on her gorgeous legs and heels. Hopefully she'll still take them off, he thinks to himself. But the two of them have completely different plans for him. Samuel and Ronja lie down on the bed and look at Christian expectantly.

"Come on, my ATM, give me some dough, get your wallet. You may now give your goddess plenty again," Ronja smiles meanly at him.

"I'll make him pay for our dates from now on," she says to Samuel, who takes her in his arms and kisses her again.

"Do you like that, Christian? If you get to pay for our dates?" she calls over to him.

"Y-... Yes," he replies uncertainly and tersely.

He's never served an alpha couple before.

"I think we need to show that guy there what he's paying for anyway," Ronja looks Samuel in the eye and kisses him passionately and loudly. It gets hot and the two are pleasuring themselves, oblivious to Christian, who by now is kneeling in front of the bed with his wallet in hand, looking at his goddess making out with her alpha. The image burns into his mind.

Ronja feels the closeness to Samuel, how he looks at her, how he touches her pleases her very much. And also when she spontaneously took his cock in her mouth, she felt her own desire to be taken by this splendor. She is now touching it again and her excitement is increasing every second she touches it with her hand. Samuel sensually kisses her neck and brushes a strand of hair from her face. His hard magnificent cock writhes in her hand where she feels the warmth of him. Christian has forgotten all about her. She is only with Samuel now and wants nothing more than for him to enter her and fill her. She straightens up and he takes off her little dress, gallantly unbuttons her bra and touches her beautiful breasts. She breathes heavily and moans loudly as he runs his tongue around her nipples and finally takes them all the way into his mouth and sucks on them while he penetrates her under her panties with his right hand and feels her wetness. Moaning, she strips the high heels off her feet, which fall to the floor right in front of Christian. He looks at the wonderful soles of Ronja's feet and he feels hot as well.

Samuel's green eyes pierce Ronja as their gazes meet. They both feel like they are in a magical moment that connects them.

"Fuck me, Samuel, fuck me right in front of that jerk over there who's going to pay us for everything we want," Ronja shouts so Christian can hear it clearly.

Samuel doesn't need to be told twice and slowly penetrates her, looking into her eyes. She feels his hard, firm cock as he makes more and more room inside her. She feels the power coming from him and is seized by an infinite horniness that this man with this cock triggers in her. She moans softly and closes her eyes as Samuel slowly moves his pelvis up and down, massaging Ronja's vagina from the inside.

"Come to the side of the bed, Christian, I want you to see me getting fucked by Samuel right now while you're just there waving your bills stupidly that I'm going to take from you," she calls out to him.

Christian takes one last look at the soles of Ronja's feet, revealed to him so close to his current position, and then crawls over to the side of the bed to watch the woman he's already laid of what feels like half a fortune at her feet, get fucked hard by someone else.

"Get your bills out and wag them at us," Ronja shouts with a laugh. "All I want from you is your cash, but nothing else."

The sentences have an effect on Christian. He loves it when Ronja, reduces him to his cash and shows him what he is good for. The moaning of her does the rest, penetrates him and makes him wish that a woman like Ronja should be spoiled not only sexually, but also financially to the hilt. He feels the excitement rising inside him as he takes his bills out of his wallet. Then he starts waving them around, watching Samuel fuck Ronja much harder now, ramming his cock into her faster and faster. Groaning loudly, Ronja calls out:

"Cashslave, wave your bills at my feet, come on!"

Christian's heart leaps for joy, he darts to her feet and wags his bills right at the soles of her feet. The deep-devoted feeling rises in him to want to lay everything he owns at this woman's feet. He wants to make her happy. He wants to throw himself at her feet and just wave the banknotes until the happy moment comes when she takes them from him. Suddenly he discovers the pink panties that Samuel has taken off her, lying on the floor. He remembers it, he was allowed to pay for it single-handedly for her after they went shopping together. The memory resurfaces and his semi-erect penis turns into a hard bulge in his pants. Samuel dates and fucks Ronja while she wears clothes paid for by him. His fetish desires and fantasies rise up inside him and he only wags his bills harder, brushing them against the soles of his goddess' feet. He begins to move his pelvis, the natural motion of his penis trying to find a hole, but he is not allowed to fuck. He gets to watch Ronja get fucked and then lay his money at her feet. His horniness overcomes him and he shouts:

"I want to pay, I want to pay!"

"Yes, you perverted paying pig, pay for us!" cries Ronja, rolling her eyes and moaning under the influence of Samuel's cock, which fucks her properly.

Christian pulls down his pants and grabs his cock, which drips away in front of him. He jerks off, imagining how he will soon be allowed to re-dress Ronja and Samuel will then fuck her again. That's what I'm good for, he thinks to himself, pining for Ronja's feet. He takes his banknotes and throws them at the couple fucking there in front of him and suddenly feels a tremendous sense of relief, throwing himself into the moment, leaving his insecurities about Samuel behind and consuming himself with the scene happening there in front of him: blowing his dough for the woman who made him the piggy bank he is today. For the woman who takes his money week after week, while she wants nothing more from him. For the woman whose feet he would throw himself into debt for.

"Kiss my feet until I come," Ronja screams in ecstasy, moaning loudly and making Samuel catapult her to the seventh heaven, while Christian, with his ridiculously distorted face, touching the soles of his goddess' feet, spills out moaning loudly and sinks to the level of Ronja's black high heels lying on the floor in front of him.
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