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Chapter 1: Fetish Love

With her eyes, she slowly travels along his body. From his head over his slender upper body down to his legs. Stripped bare, he lies before her. His eyes are blindfolded with a black, wide satin ribbon. Piano music plays softly in the background. She slips the thin gold rings off her fingers that she wears every day. Quietly, she walks around the bed where he lies. Gently, she places a hand on his bare chest. He feels her warmth and takes a deep breath. Then she climbs into bed with him and over him. She runs her fingers through his hair. A tingling sensation runs through his scalp and he is able to relax even more into his position. A sigh accompanies her fingers as they now stroke downward over his face, neck and across his chest. Then she lies down on top of him so that their bodies are touching, his naked and hers clothed. He feels the tight leggings on her legs that she always seems so sexy in. Her face is now right above his. Deeper and deeper she bends down to him. He wonders when she will touch him. Millimeters separate his lips from hers. Her scent wafts up his nose. In his mind, she is already kissing him, but he does not yet feel her lips. He inhales briskly and moves his head up slightly, as if he could reach her. But she has already leaned up again. He kisses into the void and then lowers himself again. Then suddenly he feels her skin very lightly touching his lower lip. He twists his lips into a kiss and caresses her in a passionate attempt to win her over. He thirsts for her lips. But he quickly realizes that she has only put her finger in front of his mouth. If he didn't have the blindfold on, he could now make out her mocking grin. She runs her index finger very slowly along his lower lip, which is now quite sensitive. By not seeing anything, he is totally sensitive to her touch. Suddenly he feels something moist on his neck. She licks his carotid artery. Jerkily and as if automatically, his head goes up to expose his full neck to her. He loves this caress. No sooner has she licked once over his neck than she grips it with her hand. The firm grip around his neck triggers the tension in him that allows her to drive him so wild.

"There's my prey right in front of me," she whispers in his left ear as her grip barely loosens. Releasing him again, she quickly puts her hand over his mouth and grabs his nose, leaving him unable to breathe or give her an answer.

"Keep nice and still," she speaks dominantly into his ear. "Your goddess wants to check you out, top to bottom."

She holds his breath for a few more seconds. Then she releases him again and he breathes a sigh of relief.

"My slave looks good," she continues to whisper, licking his right nipple. He draws in the air and feels the arousal rising in him as she says her words. "Nice and defenseless he lies there in front of me."

"Yes," he breathes back. "My goddess can do whatever she wants with me."

"First she'll shut you up, because then you won't have to play Captain Obvious anymore," Daniela laughs out, lightening the mood. Her boyfriend lying in front of her has to grin. All of a sudden, she pushes something cloth-like into his face.

"Well, what's that?"

"Oh, your socks?" he asks as he breathes in her scent.

"Yeah, I wore those all day today, including this morning when I went jogging. Go on, take a nice deep breath, I want to hear you take in my scent."

Audibly loud, he draws in the air, and with it, at the same time, her sweet smell, stored in her sock.

"You like that, slave?"

"Yes, totally," Tjark moans softly. The image of her feet, which he has admired so many times before, pops up in his imagination. He finds it incredibly hot that she is currently pleasuring him with her socks. When he groans a second time, she unceremoniously stuffs the entire sock far into his mouth.

"Mhm, and now you may even suck it. Nicely suck out my sweat," she whispers seductively to him. "From your goddess you adore so much."

Tjark immediately begins to suck on the thin fabric. Meanwhile, she strokes his arms with her graceful fingers and then nuzzles his neck again. Very close she gets to his ear and bites into his earlobe.

"I'm going to get you addicted to my feet," she whispers seductively inside. "You will eventually just beg on your knees in front of me to kiss my feet and I will train you to be my perfect slave. Wouldn't that be awesome?" Her voice is so sweet and authoritative at the same time, without being harsh or loud. Her manner and words get him all hot.

"Mhmm," it comes out muffled from him, under the fabric of her socks in his mouth.

She comes close again with her face to his and watches his sucking movements, which by now have dried up his mouth completely.

"I want you to show all of yourself to me, with all your fetishes and preferences," she whispers to him and then she touches his with her delicate lips. She kisses him again and again on the mouth. Then she stays with her lips on his and gently guides her tongue inside him. She touches her own sock, which is floating there wet in the roof of his mouth, but that doesn't bother her. She kisses him passionately and their tongues would touch if the sock wasn't in between. Tjark is electrified. He would never have thought that Daniela would kiss him now. He suddenly feels incredibly accepted and secure by her. She continues to kiss him for seconds. She doesn't stop at all. Her heart is throbbing with love for her boyfriend and she wants nothing so much right now as for him to know that she loves him even with his unusual preferences. He hugs her lovingly and pulls her sock out of his mouth. It is completely wet. Daniela quickly pulls off his blindfold, they look at each other very silently and then their lips fall into each other again. The arousal is still there in Tjark, but he feels this deep connection to her and wants to savor it completely instead of just surrendering to his horniness. His heart beats faster and very gently and attentively he caresses his girlfriend. Sweetly she kisses him once again. They fuck their mouths with their tongues and the mood remains totally intimate and soft. The touches are as gentle as they are intense. Then Daniela withdraws her mouth from him, looks at him saucy and sticks out her tongue.

CLATCH! He flinches. She just slapped him, with the flat of her hand.

"Come on, get on the floor with you," she speaks loudly now, pointing her index finger in front of the bed. "You may kiss my feet now, for being so nice to you. Chop, chop."

Surprised, he looks at her and takes a second to process the change in her manner. But then he is on his knees in front of the bed. She dangles her feet over the edge of the bed in front of him so he can admire her wonderful toes and soles. She knows how much he digs her feet and how aesthetically pleasing and beautiful he finds them. They are small, slim shaped and incredibly feminine. Since they've been together, she takes even more care than before to groom them to perfection. Her nail polish is always flawlessly applied when she meets him, and every day she grooms her feet so they feel totally soft and smooth in his hands.

"Your heel fits so wonderfully in my hand and feels so good," he says now, feeling her soft soles. Then he leans down to them and kisses them.

"Thank you, Goddess, for accepting me as I am," he whispers, feeling the love with each kiss he places on the top of her foot. She allows him a few minutes to lose himself completely in kissing her feet.

"Lick my soles," she then commands him, lying back down fully on the bed again and enjoying Tjark's attention, with his tongue on her feet.

"Nicely from the heel up to the toes!" she calls to him. One hand has already moved to her vagina and is now slowly circling her clit. She is totally sensitive on the soles of her feet and gets really wet when Tjark licks her there. She moans softly. Then she presses her feet together.

"Lick my foot pussy," she laughs. But then moans louder as Tjark buries his face in her feet and licks in the crack between her two feet.

"Mmm, good slave," she praises him as he licks faster and faster, circling her feet as if they really were her vagina. "Nice practice for my pussy," she laughs mockingly. "Then maybe I'll let you have a go there, too. Otherwise, you're only good for sucking out my socks."

"Yes, Goddess, I'm struggling to get to your pussy, but I love your socks, too." His cock is already buzzing with arousal from her dominant ways.

"Well then," she moans out. "If you've already licked my feet wet enough, poke your little cock through there, maybe I'll feel it there," she laughs out.

Prompted by her mockery, Tjark pulls himself up and touches the crack of her foot with his hard glans. Zack! He pushes through and quickly Daniela bends her soles towards each other so he can fuck her properly. He moans out loud.

"This is so horny," he exclaims.

"Hornier than my pussy?" asks Daniela with a laugh, knowing by now that as a foot fetishist he's almost more into her feet than her vagina.

"Ohhh, n-n-nei...n, not hornier," he stammers, even though he's absolutely intoxicated by her feet right now.

"Go ahead, fuck her and then come on my pussy in a big way," she laughs, "maybe you'll score." With those words, she quickly strips down her pants and panties. "But if you hit my clothes, you're buying me new ones!"

Tjark doesn't need to be told twice and rams his privates through the soles of her feet and is about to cum. Then he looks at her naked pussy. She looks so tight and small. She is perfectly shaved. The sight while enjoying her feet brings him over the edge. His face contorts and he squirts his seed, sucking in her black pulled down leggings as well, but a little hits her pussy too. He moans loudly with excitement. Daniela laughs.

"I think there's a new pair of leggings in there for me! And new bedding!"

"I'll buy you anything you want," Tjark groans out, sinking back to his knees to kiss her feet. He is overwhelmed. He has never had a girlfriend with whom he could act out his inclinations so openly and playfully.

But he doesn't even know yet how much Daniela will still become a challenge for him.


Chapter 2: Trigger words

"Tell me your deepest fantasy. What would be your absolute femdom dream? What would you like to experience one day?", Daniela asks him.

"Phew, there's really a lot. I'm very versatile when it comes to my fantasies."

"Yeah, but one like that you've really thought about a lot."

They're sitting at the dining table having dinner together right now, and he can feel Daniela really being interested in his fetishes, but at the same time there's still so much shame in him to fully reveal himself to her.

"I totally like the way you play with me verbally. When you whisper things like you did earlier in my ear or humiliate me and laugh at me. That's really something that kicks me tremendously. You can really freak me out completely with that," he smiles a little shyly.

"Mhm," Daniela grins at him. "Which words do you like the most? Which ones really kick you?"

"You haven't had a submissive boyfriend yet, have you?" she asks Tjark instead of answering her directly.

"No, but I have a feeling I might like it," she smiles at him. "I like being your goddess."

"Well...", Tjark begins a bit uncertainly. "Well I..."

"You like it when I insult you real nice, humiliate you, and laugh real hard at you, right?", Daniela shoots out laughing, then looks at him in amusement. "Just now was harmless, wasn't it?"

"Uh yeah..." he replies abruptly, his face turning slightly red. So far, he's never really managed to communicate casually about his inclinations, even though he's always resolved to practice it on his own first, how best to explain it to a woman in the first place. But he hasn't really gotten the hang of it yet.

"So? Which words fuck you right?", Daniela storms ahead in the conversation. She's totally curious and at the same time so amused that her boyfriend is into something completely different than all her previous partners that she starts laughing all the time.

"Boah... I don't know..." says Tjark. He feels a bit pressured by her and he doesn't like that at all. "Nah, this is going a little too fast for me now." There is almost a spark of anger in his voice.

"Okay, okay," she replies quickly, gently placing a hand on his. "Sorry, you don't have to tell me everything right now. I'm just excited and I'd really like it if I could get to know and understand you there completely as well over time. I mean, it's good for you and you don't have to be ashamed in front of me!" Her sweet smile replaces her excited and amused laughter and she sensitively leads her boyfriend out of the situation and suggests another topic of conversation to his relief. The evening passes without another word about his preferences. Just before going to bed, Daniela lies snuggled in his arm with him in bed.

"You know what I would like? If we talked about what you're into during sex, because I also think it's really horny when you tell me, while you're inside me, what turns you on!" she smiles at him with her big eyes. "I can also tell you what would turn me on the most: When I make you so horny with arousal that I can make you cum with just my words, my bare feet, or a flick of my finger. I love to see a man when he is in pure horniness and could cum at any little thing."

"Okay, that sounds good," Tjark grins. "So what else are you into?"

"I’m into you," she grins back, grabbing him by the neck again. "And into you finally dropping in front of me, you submissive coward," she taunts him.

"Hey!" says Tjark suddenly in a slightly sour voice. He hates being badgered. "I..."

"Ssschh, did I give you permission to speak?", Daniela looks at him with raised eyebrows.

"No," he whispers, yet instantly lapses back into his submissive role. Daniela grins at him.

"How am I supposed to adequately belittle you if I don't know what your weak spots are?" she says seductively, and her lewd, hot look is already driving him wild again. She takes off her blouse and presents him her breasts, held in a dark red bra. "Imagine such a goddess humiliating you and laughing at you. Wouldn't that be horny?"

The aesthetics of her body make him all hot and so he purrs out a "Mhm" and kisses her neck and hugs her to feel her plump breasts against his body.

"Yes, that would be horny, Goddess, but I'm not a coward, I just need my time," he whispers in her ear. "But the way you humiliated me earlier was incredibly horny."

"Then undress me and make me horny," she whispers, sliding into his arms. "Show me your cock." Tjark doesn't let her tell him again and gets right to work. The two have sex until dawn and again and again Daniela lets the goddess hang out and tells him how to satisfy her. To the point where he loses himself in his horniness in front of her. He is about to come, about to orgasm inside her. Her fingernails claw into his back. Breathing wildly, they make out as his penis explores her from the inside.

"I'm going to tell you a word that kicks me tremendously," he whispers as he breathes loud and fast.

"Aha, out with it!" she whispers to him, hanging all sweaty and tight against his body, hugging him and feeling more connected to him than ever before. It's a magical night. They both feel it. And it's meant to bring them deeper and deeper together.

"I love such words as loser and simp, slave and servant are nice too, but I totally feel this incredibly deep humiliation with these words." His nervousness before this exposure is now completely covered by his deep arousal and union with Daniela. The words are coming out much easier now than he would have thought.

"Mhm," Daniela smiles and closes her eyes. After a moment, she then says, "Yeah, that suits you."

"Ey!", Tjark looks at her, uncomfortably touched. But she wraps herself around him and kisses him so passionately that he can't say anything else.

"My loser," Daniela grins at him. "Who kisses my feet, massages me, serves me, satisfies me, buys me new things, runs after me - not to say simps after me! And all because I'm his hot goddess," she grins at him.

"Yes," Tjark breathes, feeling an incredibly strong horniness rising inside him at those words.

"Mmm, I like that," Daniela says and kisses him. Their tongues touch and they perform a dance together. Their hot lips collide. Greed rises in both of them and excitement claps around their hearts.

"You really like that?" asks Tjark, breathing loudly.

"I love role-playing, in case you haven't noticed," she teases him. "For me, it's a play, a theater, an art to slip into a role and explore other facets of life. Plus, I think it's horny when you lick my feet, service me, and show yourself so submissive in front of me, yeah!"

"That makes me totally happy that you like that too!", Tjark is pleased.

"That's what I've been trying to get you to understand all along," Daniela laughs and reaches into his boxers, completely roughly and without fuss. She feels his hard cock while he groans in surprise. Then she presses her flat hand against his cock and presses it against his own body, skillfully rubbing it a little so that his drops of pleasure spread over her flat hand and moisten it.

"Now fuck my hand, you loser," she orders him, already making her mouth at his neck again, caressing it, nuzzling it and even biting it very lightly. He moves his pelvis up and down while fucking her hand, which feels so soft and wet and almost like a real pussy due to his numerous drops of pleasure spreading everywhere. "I certainly won't let twats like you touch my vagina!"

"Oh god," he groans out. "No, we're lucky we get to kiss the feet of a goddess like you at all." Slowly, he gets a little braver.

"I want to see you lying on the floor in front of me, worshipping me while I don't pay you a single glance, such a loser you are, you don't even deserve my attention, be glad I let you get close to me at all," she speaks to him in a completely dominant and serious voice. Then she pulls him back in with her other hand and kisses him passionately. Like fireworks, the synapses in Tjark's head explode at her humiliation. Hot and wild, he kisses her, needing her attention, thirsting for her lips, fucking her hand faster and faster. He is at a loss for words.

"That's so horny when you talk to me like that," he then blurts out.

"And I think it's horny when you open up more and more and show yourself to me. I want all of you and I can only have all of you when I know everything about you," she whispers to him. "Because then I'll fuck you with everything you are." Seductively, she hisses the last sentence in his ear and elicits a loud moan from him. He rubs harder and harder against her hand. His body twitches uncontrollably again and again in between. Then she forms her already completely wet hand into a tube, puts it around his shaft and jerks him, plays with her thumb on his glans and wraps her soft, wet, graceful hand around his best piece. Tjark closes his eyes in ecstasy. His body becomes more and more tense and then it gushes out of him. Accompanied by a loud moan and panting breath, he squirts his semen into her hand and into his own boxers. Meanwhile, Daniela laughs sadistically, which only kicks him harder at the moment of orgasm.

"Fuck, that was awesome," he groans out.

Daniela holds her completely soaked hand in front of his face.

"And now you lick your cum off my hand." Quite calmly she pronounces the command and grinning with pleasure she looks at the confused looking Tjark, who is now no longer horny at all. He looks at her hand completely sullied by his white liquid. Her fingers move, showing him the web of his cells wrapped around her.

"Come on, it's all about to drip down, lick it off!" she becomes sterner in her tone and although he doesn't feel the greatest desire to comply with her command, he does. He quickly licks his cum off and swallows it. As he does so, he keeps looking up at Daniela, who is visibly amused and smugly grinning as she follows the spectacle.

"Good slave," she whispers to him in between. "You follow my word, even if you don't feel like it, got it?" - "Wow, her voice is so incredibly dominant and her look so hot...", Tjark thinks to himself and nods quickly before he starts sucking on her finger.

"I'm training you to be my perfect loser. You sucker will cum on my finger snap and then take your ridiculous cum back inside you. This will become your personal loser cycle in our relationship," Daniela laughs meanly, already leading Tjark into the next wave of arousal. She can tell by the fact that he suddenly licks her hand quite passionately and removes every drop as a matter of course and takes it back inside himself. This hardcore humiliation is already driving him crazy again.

"You turn me on so much," he whispers, rolling his eyes at her.

"Well, I'm your goddess and you're going to keep falling for me and gratefully accept every humiliation," she smiles at him. When he's done with her hand, she still wipes off the moisture on his chest, then grabs him again and kisses him again.

"I love being able to fuck you so hard with my words. It makes me all wet myself, too!"

Tjark rolls his eyes again, seriously wondering how many submissive men would kill to have a girlfriend like this. His heart races with happiness.


Chapter 3: Painful memories

"You're only 19, but you're so good at being dominant, it's amazing," Tjark marvels after their session.

"And for the fact that you're already 25, you could really stand by your fetishes more, you loser," she says completely seriously and abruptly to his face. He looks down and is a little hurt that she says that so harshly.

"Hey. That 'you loser' was still out of the game!" she quickly shoots after him and snuggles up to him. "I wasn't that serious, but the one before that was."

"Yeah, you're right," he then says, blushing slightly.

"Don't worry, we'll work it out, but you should really know me well enough by now to know that I'm a very open person and I don't judge you for what you're into, I mean, we didn't just start dating yesterday," she smiles at him. "And you've been nibbling away at telling me exactly what you're into for a really long time, even though I keep telling you I like it, but at least we're making progress."

He looks into her eyes and realizes that she's being completely honest with him and just keeps nudging him over and over to show himself to her, and he appreciates that so incredibly about her. It's so incredibly hard for him to really confide in a woman, because his inclinations always seemed so unattractive to him before.

"I love you," he whispers to her, taking both of her hands towards him and kissing them.

"Awww," she looks at him in rapture. "I love you too, just the way you are. You know, I love you in the submissive role and then I find it totally hot again when we turn it around and you penetrate me so hard during sex and fuck me so dominantly like you always do in between. That's so horny, that combination, and especially when the two are then mixed and you were submissive before and suddenly you're dominant again. I like that a lot."

"I totally like that interplay too, although I like the submissive role even more than the dominant one, but I haven't explored that much yet either, to be honest."

"I know," she grins at him, sticking her tongue out. Tjark is always amazed at how she just bluntly slaps the truth in his face on such sensitive topics. Daniela then simply laughs away his caught or surprised facial expression until he has to smile himself. "But I also totally feel like exploring your submissive preferences with you all the way."

"You did ask about a fantasy I've often thought of and I thought maybe I'd take the plunge and tell you, even if it's not at all feasible, in reality, but it's been genuinely with me ever since I discovered the inclinations."

"Yes!" exclaims Daniela. "Wait a minute." She dashes into another room and suddenly comes back two minutes later, with her nerd glasses on her nose, which she wears from time to time for fashion reasons, and a notepad with a pen in her hand. She sits down by the once again stunned, nervous Tjark, straightens up and looks at him as if she were his therapist. She briefly writes something on the notepad and then shows him what she has written: "My shy friend Tjark finally gets it together to tell me one of his submissive fantasies - part 1:"

"You're really so stupid, you know that?," Tjark says angrily and looks back up at her, but can't help laughing after Daniela breaks into a fit of laughter in front of him. Secretly, it even totally helps him when she takes the whole thing with so much humor and playfully teases him about his shame until he finally dares to speak plainly. He shakes his head laughing. Then he tells her about the fantasy that has been with him for half his life and that has burned itself into him.

"And why do you think this fantasy in particular is so intense for you?" asks Daniela, who has actually been writing along after all, on her notepad.

"I think because there's just everything in it, I'm really allowed to serve as a slave and I'm used, I'm humiliated very hard and that too by several women and I'm just mercilessly paraded as the loser that I am then at that moment."

"And why do you think you've just had this fantasy from the beginning?" Her question stirs something in Tjark's heart, as he remembers his past and suddenly the memories come flooding back. They are painful memories and Daniela feels that too, giving him the space to tell them and listening to her friend very quietly and attentively.

"That's part of it," she answers him softly after he has finished and she has cuddled him through. "Most of the time, after all, such fantasies have a very real, painful background. That's just often the case in BDSM, after all," she speaks to him.

"But yes, this fantasy is of course incredibly horny for me because of that."

"Mhm, I see, but yes, that's really bad to implement, besides, I don't want you to cheat on me," she sticks her tongue out at him again. "I want you for myself, I want you to be my slave and me your only goddess."

"That would be super nice." He smiles at her and then they both kiss, holding hands, quite romantically.

"But maybe I'll show you off to my girlfriends sometime. They'll laugh their heads off," Daniela laughs out loud at the idea of her two best friends finding out about what she does with Tjark in bed.

"Please don't," he smirks, slightly pained. "That would be so embarrassing."

"Oh nonsense, you know them, they think it's funny and then it's fine again."

"Yeah yeah," Tjark says, already waving it off.

She turns to him with a saucy smile, reaches into his boxers again and this time grips his sack. Roughly, she claws his balls and squeezes them with her hand, as if she wants to feel how much cum he has produced again.

"Believe me, if you stay with me, I will force you more and more to your happiness. I won't stand still until you're in complete ecstasy and kneeling before me with all your submissive desires completely naked and vulnerable." Greedily she kisses him. "I won't leave you alone as long as you don't reveal everything to me and lay yourself completely at my feet, because that's your deepest desire anyway, to lay everything at the feet of your goddess. And the first thing I want is you, in your entirety." She pronounces the words in such a way that he could interpret them as eerily loving or eerily dangerous. It's that ambivalence she brings to the game that gets to him, and with which she blows his mind every time. Her sweet nature coupled with her sadistic dominance. Her honest desire to know him to his depths, coupled with the greedy tongue that wants to devour him. By now, at the latest, he knows he's chosen a girlfriend who won't let him linger in his comfort zone. And that is exactly what he loves so much about her. Patiently and teasingly, she gets him to open up and lovingly yet teasingly leads him to overcome his shame.

"You're really going to fuck me up, I can tell," he grins wryly.

"Well, for your goddess you may just strain and toil and above all... let yourself be put in uncomfortable situations," she whispers mysteriously in his ear. "If you're not careful, I'll make you my hot confident submissive lover - er I mean loser," she laughs teasingly at him. He smirks, his cheek slightly flushed. He can't get out of his skin and still feels uncomfortable when she just calls him a loser like that and humiliates him. It makes him feel a little inferior in front of her, but at the same time he notices more and more how she even likes that he's into this.

"Let yourself go," she whispers. They hold each other in their arms and he leans into her even harder. "Your goddess will guide and shape you in the way she likes best. But don't worry, you will also fall more and more in love with yourself in the process, because she only wants the best for you." With her words, she penetrates deep into him as he falls into her arms. "I'm going to make you the best man you can be, and in return, I expect you to bust your ass for me. You're going to have to face yourself. And someday I'll have you down on your knees before me, thanking me with tears in your eyes for what I've have made out of you." At those words, her own heart beats faster. She has always dreamed of a relationship in which both sides grow from each other and in which she, of all people, can also take the lead, and now she has found a partner in Tjark who still has so much potential for growth and with whom she feels that her leadership, her fire and her energy are valued, even if it is only a sexual game that they are both playing. Neither knows yet how much this game will change them.

"Mhm," Tjark purrs in her arms. "I love my goddess, she is so caring and dominant at the same time."

"There, now you sleep!" she commands him. "My submissive servant needs enough sleep so he can adequately serve me!" She kisses him goodnight and then gets up.

"What are you still doing?" he asks in wonder.

"I want to write something in my diary," she smiles, "I'll be up in a minute, go to sleep." He watches her bare legs and feet disappear into the doorway and lies down, closing his eyes and can only think of her words repeating over and over in his head. Suddenly he notices that his stomach is tingling and his body is filled with feelings of happiness. He feels this strong infatuation that he totally absorbed at the beginning of their getting to know each other and then their relationship became a habit at some point. But now it is blossoming again. Because subconsciously he already knows how fundamentally it will change their relationship when he can fully live his desires out with her.

Daniela scurries to her notepad, which is still lying in the kitchen, and writes down two whole pages. The ballpoint pen quickly swirls across the page. She wants to record everything Tjark has revealed to her. The details of his favorite fantasy, the painful memories from his past that are connected to it and that have led to his shame and insecurity, his trigger words and his fears that he has revealed to her in conversation. As she writes all of this down, she is immensely proud of herself and of him for slowly opening up more and more and telling her all the things he couldn't tell another woman in such detail before. She is determined to show him that he can let himself go and show himself completely to her, and that she will only love him more for that very reason. Inwardly, she is already developing a plan to make him love her even more. And this plan involves him facing his hottest fantasy and his past.


Chapter 4: Valentines Day

It's Valentine's Day. A few months have passed. Daniela and Tjark have integrated their femdom game more and more into their partnership. He was wondering how to make her a confession of love on this special day. At first he wanted to give her a simple gift, but then he got the idea to show her how much he has already grown through her and her guidance. He wants to present her how confident he already is with his tendencies. So he made some arrangements before she comes home and they see each other. He's put on his black dressy shirt, buttoned it all the way up, and put on a light gray and black plaid scarf, as if that's his new fashion style now. He applies his best perfume, also dresses the lower part of his body in stylish fabric, and then greets his girlfriend at the door. Charmingly, he kisses her as he walks in.

"Hey!", Daniela greets him. "You look different?" she asks, smiling in wonder.

But he doesn't respond to her question at all. He puts both of his hands around her waist, lifts her slightly and spins her around once in the hallway so that she is now standing positioned towards the bedroom. With one arm around her waist, he ushers her into the pleasantly tempered room with its large, soft bed. On the nightstand is a small vase with a red rose in it that he draped there especially for her.

"Oh wow, that's sweet," she gasps.

Jerkily he reaches into her hair, still gentle enough not to hurt her, but hard enough to pull her close and startle her. Their lips press together and he kisses her, first demanding and then again very gently and passionately. Her hands move to his scarf to take it off. There he slaps it away with a hard slap.

"Did I give you permission to undress me?" he asks her dominantly.

"No," she whispers and then is immediately grabbed by him again, he feels her body, her neck, her breasts, her waist, then spins her around again and gently presses her against the hard, cool wall and stands right in front of her. Daniela feels her boyfriend push her into a corner. She looks at him with her big eyes. He takes both her hands and presses them against the wall with his, as if he were tying her up with his hands. Then he kisses her neck. She moans softly. His harshness already makes her wet and the surprise makes her heart beat faster. She closes her eyes and draws in the air audibly. Then she feels his breath very close to her right ear.

"I want you," he hisses in her ear. "I'm going to undress you now and then you'll get your Valentine's Day present," he continues in a seductive tone.

"Oh," Daniela snorts. "That sounds hot."

Slowly, part by part, Tjark undresses his sweet little girlfriend with her plump breasts and tight vagina. Everything now presents itself in front of him. She stands completely naked in front of him, while his buttoned shirt and scarf still envelop him.

"I like you like this," he whispers. "Turn around!"

She follows his command, showing him her firm buttocks and slender back. He places a hand between her shoulder blades and then gently and slowly runs it down her. A shiver runs through her body and inside she is thrilled to be taken by him like this. CLATCH! His hand slaps hard against her buttock, leaving a slightly reddish imprint. Daniela moans in shock, pain and finally horniness. Again and again he hits her and makes her wet. Then he single-handedly turns her around again, kisses her and makes her even hornier with his fingers.

"You are so dominant today," she breathes, "This is so horny!" Her pussy gets wetter and wetter. He turns her on more and more. Then suddenly he gets down on his knees in front of her and licks her.

"Oh yes," Daniela moans out. "Yes, lick me." Her hand settles on his head as he works her with his circling, quick tongue. She moans louder and louder. Then, all at once, he stops again.

"Please keep going," she whispers with her eyes closed and her arms lolling in pleasure.

"First you get your present," he speaks in a confident voice, looking up at her from below. Slowly, he exposes his neck in front of her, removing the scarf. Revealing a black necklace with two golden, small hearts dangling from the front of it. She leans down to him and looks at the necklace and sees that the first letters of their first names are engraved on the hearts. Surprised, she looks at the collar, which fits snugly around his neck.

"You wanted a confident loser. You'll get one," he whispers seductively, undoing the buttons of his shirt, throwing it off him and presenting her with his chest. On it is written in thick, black letters: "Loser for Daniela". One line per word, and with bold, huge letters. Daniela's mouth contorts into a grin, inside she jumps for joy.

"And now I lick you, because a loser like me is only good for that," he smiles at her confidently and with a seductive look. Then he throws his mouth at her hot vagina again and licks her back into ecstasy.

"Yeah, lick me, you loser," she says lewdly. "Oh, that's so hot!"

She moans louder and louder and finally she comes still in the same spot.

"I'm so proud of you. Thank you!" she breathes to him as she enjoys the orgasm washing through her body. Meanwhile, he kisses her sweet feet.

"I have a gift for you too, but I can't give it to you," she says, getting down on her knees to him as well. "And you must dare to accept it. But first, I want to tell you that you did great. I'm so proud of you! And that collar looks so sexy on you!" The two kiss intimately and Tjark is happy that he managed to get everything just the way he wanted it. He was really excited just before she came home, but then he focused all his attention on pleasing her and he succeeded.

"What kind of gift is this that I have to dare to accept?" he then asks in a suspicious voice. He suspects that Daniela has thought of something that might not be so cozy for him. She's just like that. Always wanting to keep moving forward.

"You get to enjoy three goddesses at once to serve today. I asked Jennifer and Mila if we'd like to have a girls' night out tonight, with you as our servant and slave," she grins at her puzzled looking boyfriend.

"Nah, right?" he asks with a shocked face.

"Yes, you do!" replies Daniela. "Come on, you've been dreaming about it for so long. Now you have the opportunity."

"That's really sweet of you, but... Wait, have you told these two what I'm into yet! Without asking me?"

"Hey, we're the very best of friends, we tell each other everything. They already know that."

"Really?" Tjark's face turns scarlet. He's met Jennifer and Mila many times and finds them genuinely likeable. But now, when he imagines that they've known all along what he likes in bed, it makes him feel very different.

"Yeah, sure. But there's nothing wrong with that. They like you, they think you're totally charming and they're happy for us. They're sweet, you know them."

"Yeah, but..." he stutters incredulously.

"Hey" she whispers lovingly, gently cradling his head with her hands. "We don't have to do this today if you absolutely don't want to, but think about what an opportunity this is, you won't get it again anytime soon. I would love it!"

"Mhm," Tjark replies skeptically. "What did those two say about it?"

"They were thrilled," Daniela laughs. "They're all excited about it and would be totally thrilled to see us in our roles. You know, they're both also totally open and lovely people and also always want to try everything out and are curious and the good thing is that they're both single right now, so it's the perfect opportunity!"

"Well, I don't know..." His uncertainty is written all over his face. This would be a stark move for him.

"Well, we can go to them first. We don't start the game right away anyway, and if we realize, that it doesn't fit today after all, or find out in the middle that we're not comfortable with it, then we can always break it off and just have a nice evening with them like that. That's not a problem. I've already prepared them well for it, so you don't have to worry about that. You would just have to let yourself go and your goddess will do the rest," she smiles sweetly at him. "Come here, that was so hot of you just now and now let me give you a hot night!" She hugs him tightly and rests her head on his rapidly beating heart. Then she kisses him.

"Well, fine, we can go there," Tjark replies relentingly, even though he's more nervous inside than he's been in a long time.

"Great!" rejoices Daniela. A glow settles on her face. She gets dressed again.

"Put your scarf back on. Your collar you leave on and also the words on your chest you leave as they are, slave!"

He looks at her, distressed. "Oh no," he thinks to himself. "How is this going to turn out tonight?"

Then the two of them head off to Jennifer's apartment. Tjark with mixed feelings and enormous nervousness and Daniela in absolute high spirits. They are greeted by two girls who can hardly hide their curious and happy-expectant look.

"Come on in!" calls Jennifer. The greeting is long and warm. Tjark is hugged by both women.

"It's so sweet that you two want to share this with us. I'm so excited," Mila opens the door. By now, all four are holding a glass of champagne and standing in Jennifer's large kitchen.

"Um, yeah," Tjark smiles a little awkwardly when he notices Daniela looking at him and not responding herself. She gets right up next to him and says protectively, "Tjark's a little excited, let's just arrive and chat for a bit first," Daniela says quickly, snuggling into her boyfriend's side for a few seconds.

"Hey, you really don't have to worry about that," Jennifer says, smiling at him. "We think it's cool and brave of you! You have nothing to be ashamed of in front of us!"

"Exactly!" confirms Mila. "Don't worry about it, we're just going to have fun playing together and not take it too seriously."

The two of them are really sugary sweet, Tjark thinks, and after they have exchanged a few minutes of fun in the kitchen, about God and the world, he already feels a bit more confident again. Finally, they go into the living room and the three girls sit down on the big leather couch.


Chapter 5: Expandable

"I don't think there's any more room for you here on the sofa, Tjark," Daniela grins at her boyfriend. "Well, I guess you'll have to spend the evening on your knees in front of us." She points to the floor in front of her with her index finger. Now it's time to get down to business. Slowly he gets down on his knees, while Jennifer and Mila watch the goings-on with grins. He crawls to his mistress' feet and is greeted by her warm, gentle hand running through his hair.

"Let me introduce you," she turns to her two friends. "My slave, who will serve us dutifully tonight, at our girls' night."

"Well, we can really enjoy ourselves then," Jennifer says.

"Oh, nice, finally a man who knows his position," Mila laughs, still a little affected, but already settling into her new role.

"Say hello to your goddesses," Daniela commands, pointing to her shoes. All three women have left their shoes on, as Daniela had agreed with them. Starting at his girlfriend, he greets all three women with a kiss on each of their shoes. His heart throbs as he does so. Never before has he knelt in front of three women and kissed their shoes. It is unusual, exciting and yet so hot at the same time. Jennifer and Mila are both slim, young women around Daniela's age, equipped with pretty faces and feminine charisma. All three goddesses, whom he may serve as a slave today, appear totally sexy and feminine to him. With the shoe kisses he already falls a little more into his submissive role and all by himself he hears himself say: "Thank you, my honored goddesses Daniela, Jennifer and Mila, for letting me serve you today and spend the evening at your feet. It is a special honor and I am very grateful for this opportunity." He stalks through the sentences a bit bumpily, but Daniela gives him a nodding smile after he looks at her uncertainly immediately after finishing his sentences.

"Good boy, that's how you should do it," Jennifer replies with a grin and jumps right into the game. She doesn't seem to have any fear of contact with it.

"Take off your scarf and show my friends how you proved your love to me today for Valentine's Day, slave!", Daniela's strict voice sounds. He quickly unwraps his neck from the scarf, approaches the two pretty women again who look at him expectantly and presents them the black, elegant collar with the two golden hearts. Mila then takes the initiative directly and pushes his neck up with her fingers to take a close look at the hearts.

"You've trained him well, I can tell," she says, addressing Daniela, and both girls laugh, while Jennifer takes a closer look at the collar. Tjark feels his arousal slowly making itself felt. He thinks it's hot how the women talk about him.

"Cute, like such a little submissive puppy he is with it," Jennifer grins smugly at him.

"Well, I want to see if the puppy is obedient too," Mila interjects, pulling him close again. "There are still our champagne glasses in the kitchen. Fill them up and bring them to us."

Tjark nods submissively to her and is about to get up to go to the kitchen. Then he is brought straight back down to earth by his girlfriend.

"Ah-ah-ah, will you stay on your knees in front of your goddesses, tell me, do you want to shame me in front of my girls?" she asks with a seriously annoyed undertone. Instantly his head turns red and quickly he goes back to his natural position.

"No, I'm very sorry, I wasn't thinking," he whispers, looking down at the ground in shame.

"Such a thing will not be tolerated here! So, off you go! Into the kitchen with you!" she calls out to him, looking at him mockingly and with demanding eyes. Daniela has meanwhile perfected her dominance. She lets herself slide completely into her role and means it completely seriously. And that's exactly what kicks Tjark so incredibly hard. He no longer feels like he's just role-playing, it becomes pure seriousness and that helps him to let himself fall even more into his submissiveness. It blurs the lines between fantasy and reality, because he knows that his girlfriend will get really pissed off if he doesn't put in the effort and be all in. Even arriving in the kitchen and away from the stares, the girls now laughing and talking loudly, he doesn't dare get up from his knees and devotes himself to his task in this roundabout way. It takes him a little while to even find the opened champagne bottle and then, while pouring, he makes sure that all three glasses have an even content. Carefully, he then brings the filled glasses into the living room. He hands the first glass to Daniela, looking at her from below. She has a light makeup today, wears black ankle boots, which are among his favorite shoes on her, and looks downright ravishingly graceful. A tight, short, black dress accentuates her slim, busty body. She has traced her lips with a red lipstick. For seconds she looks at him with raised eyebrows.

"This is how you're going to present me the glass?" she asks him with derision in her voice. "I think today we're going to do a little training session: how to give your goddess the champagne glass in front of her friends."

Confused, he looks at her.

"You're not supposed to look at me while doing that, you're only allowed to admire my shoes at most!" she shouts at him sternly in response. "So, put your stupid face down, make yourself small in front of me, and then hold the glass above you so I can gallantly take it from you." Her voice drills into his brain. Her dominance never fails to get to him.

"Yes, Goddess," he just stammers and immediately bends to the floor as low as he can in front of her. His forehead is already touching the carpet and he pulls his knees up to his body, then holds the glass as high above his head as he can. With pleasure Daniela lets her boyfriend kneel in front of her like this for a few seconds while she grins at her friends. Then she slowly and elegantly extends her arm and takes the glass from his hand.

"What do you say?" she asks him sternly from above.

"Thank you, Goddess," he quickly replies. Mila claps her hands and starts laughing. She finds it incredibly funny the way Daniela is handling him. She would not have expected such a hard-hitting strictness from her. He continues with his humiliating glass handover with Jennifer and finally Mila takes the last glass out of his hand. But before he can get up again, she puts her legs over his back.

"He makes a nice footrest, too," she grins to the other two.

"He's already used to that at home," Daniela laughs.

"I need one of those, too," interjects Jennifer. "The things he could do for me, from household chores to foot massages."

"What does he do for you, Dani?" asks Mila in response.

"He kisses my feet, massages me, licks me nicely, cooks for me and serves me in bed, I haven't had him clean the apartment yet, but that's actually a good idea," Daniela laughs.

"And does he lick well?" asks Jennifer with a grin.

"Expandable," Daniela laughs. "I'm guiding him and he's still going down too fast, but I'll get that out of him."

"Really cool that you can drill him like that," Jennifer says admiringly.

"Yeah, I'll make him mine just the way I like him," Daniela smiles, then bends down to him again. "You want to please your goddess, don't you?"

"I do," he replies from under her legs. All three of them laugh at this, and his hard cock presses against his pants as he does so.

The evening ripples along like this, the women talking and always taunting their slave, who is allowed to serve them alternately as foot and leg bench and is sent to the kitchen every now and then to fetch something. In the meantime, Tjark has become more and more accustomed to his role in front of the three and enjoys admiring these three pretty women from his low position in front of them, looking up to them and admiring their femininity. He has completely arrived in his submissiveness and his cock has already delivered a drop or two into his boxers. When he arrives at Daniela as a footstool, she leans down to him and asks in a whisper while the other two talk animatedly, "Are you feeling good?"

"Yes, Goddess," he breathes back to her with a smile and she strokes his head and throws him a quick smile, then leans back again and places her feet on his back. She enjoys showing off her boyfriend in front of her friends in his role and she senses how much Jennifer and Mila enjoy dominating him. She is surprised at how quickly they get into it. Smiling to herself, she continues to sip her champagne glass. The evening is still young. But she still has a lot planned. How prepared her boyfriend will be for this remains to be seen.

One thing is clear: Today she will really finish him off.


Chapter 6: Dirty Heels

"I think now is the time to show you what your goddesses think of losers like you, don't you?"

Daniela holds her boyfriend by the neck with a firm grip and presses his face up towards her. She knows exactly how to get him to let himself fall even deeper into his submissiveness. She knows every trigger word, has memorized every fantasy he has shared with her and is now smiling at him with that smug grin on her lips that says as much as "now I'll show you properly". Tjark looks into her piercing eyes, which regard him from above with an amused expression. He feels his girlfriend fix him with her gaze and give him her dominant "fuck you" look, as he likes to describe it, which suddenly makes him feel very small under her. Her grip feels like a vice from which he can't escape. Her cool dominance, coupled with her totally feminine charisma, kicks him anew every time. Deeply she looks into his eyes and he can't take his eyes off her engaging eyes. He feels as if she is looking deep into him, unwrapping him with her eyes and then amusing herself with all that he presents of himself to her, yes, she is amusing herself with him and maybe her smug grin also turns into a brutal laugh that she claps in his face. Tjark's imagination runs away with him. Deeper and deeper he falls into the submissive world that turns him on so much. He breathes faster and no blink now interrupts the connection between the two pairs of eyes of the couple. He is sucked into her spell and feels the desire arise within him to surrender to her completely, to throw himself at her feet and serve her like the goddess she is to him. His heart is pounding. He does not know what is about to follow. He is always fascinated by how with just a few gestures Daniela manages to take him deeper and deeper. He nods to her in response and breathes a "yes." A sweet shiver runs through his body and her grip on his neck loosens a bit again.

"Undress!" she orders him, in her stern voice. "Show your body to your goddesses and let's see what shape our slave is in."

His chest begins to tingle. His heart is pounding. But he follows her command immediately. His fingers tremble slightly as he feels all three pairs of eyes of the beautiful women in front of him turn to him all expectant and demanding. He quickly looks down at the floor, unbuttoning his shirt and taking it off. His exposed upper body is revealed.

"Oh, how horny!" is the first thing Jennifer laughs out. Mila also gets in on the act, "Loser is already marked for his goddess."

"That was part of his Valentine's Day gift to me," Daniela smiles proudly, but then quickly grins back at him in her arrogant way.

"Well, he could do a little more exercise, couldn't he? He hardly has any muscles. What do you girls think?", Mila pronounces her first assessment in a slightly spiteful voice.

"What do you expect from a loser," comes back from Jennifer with a grin. "Come on, keep stripping, you jerk, did someone tell you to stop?!" she then barks at Tjark from above as he pauses to face the taunting words of his goddesses. He feels his cock already dripping again. This completely authentic, relentless dominance of the threesome turns him on immensely. The mockery in the voice, the humiliating speeches with words like loser get him so going. And then to be ridiculed by three such beautiful women, who are all dressed up for their girls' night, makes his excitement glow. He would never have imagined that he would experience this. Briskly, he now also opens his pants and quickly takes them off. Then he strips off his socks and squats on the floor in just his boxer shorts, dutifully waiting for the next command, while his gaze jumps around between the legs and shoes of Daniela, Mila and Jennifer. He doesn't dare to look directly at one of them right now and at the same time he enjoys the sight of kneeling like this in front of the women's feet. Suddenly he feels his girlfriend's black ankle boots on his cock, which by now is clearly visible in his boxers.

"Look at him, the little dick is already hard and has already soaked his underpants," Daniela laughs out loud and presses with her shoe sole exactly against his hard cock.

"He really likes it when we make him down," laughs Jennifer. She finds immense pleasure in engaging in this game. In her free time, she often plays in improv theater and enjoys everything that has to do with role-playing. And she likes this role of the dominant woman. She finds it fascinating how strongly Tjark reacts to her every word and gesture, and how hot she can make a submissive man, all without taking off her clothes or behaving in a particularly sexual way in the classic sense. "Do you? You like that when women really tell you what they think about you to your face, huh?"

"Yes, I like it when a woman treats me like that," Tjark whispers softly, horniness mixing with the air of his deep breath that follows his sentence. "And especially when I get to lie at her feet and worship her while she's doing it, too." At his words he feels all the time, the sole of his girlfriend's hot boots on his cock, who now begins to move her shoe slightly up and down to rub his penis and keep it horny. He moans softly.

"Take off your boxers, come on, chop, chop!" hisses Daniela down to him. "How do you even think of keeping those on?" With these words, she kicks him right in the balls with her cold, leathery shoe toe, so that for a brief moment he is paralyzed. Quickly, however, he catches himself again.

"Oh, excuse me, Goddess, I'll take them off right now," he quickly replies. His gaze falls to his girlfriend's face as he does so, and he sees that smug, arrogant expression on her face that she has so perfectly on. No sooner has he absorbed this image than the blaze of his horniness ignites into a real fire. His cock is bulging to the hilt. His fingers are now no longer just slightly trembling, but he feels his whole body writhing in this excitement that the three trigger in him and consumed for more. He quickly takes off his black underpants, which anyway could no longer hide his hard cock, and presents his privates and his sack dangling in the air to the women. He had gotten a cum ban from Daniela in recent days, so he can now present his beautiful bulging sack and at the same time already almost overflowing with horniness.

"There's your ridiculous little cock," Mila grins at him. "It's hardly bigger than my heel, is it?" She pokes her high heels lightly against his sack, just below his hard cock, which thereby touch the cold, narrow heel and wet it with his drops of pleasure. Tjark watches this spectacle as if he were completely taken in by the scene. Her graceful and red nail polished slender looking feet are so close now. The back of her feet and her ankles look so wonderfully arched and delicate. He breathes heavily under the sight and her slightly stinging treatment. His cock pulses against her heel.

"This loser is staining my heel!" exclaims Mila angrily.

"I... I-I'm sorry," Tjark says, puzzled, looking up at her. Her black, curly hair swirls lightly along her flawless face as she shakes her head. She has only put on very delicate makeup and looks so sexy and natural. Her dark brown eyes sparkle wickedly at him at first. Shortly after, a slight, mean smile plays around her lips.

"Open your mouth, you stupid fool!"

No sooner has Tjark obeyed her strict command than she sinks her heel into his mouth. He gets to suck it.

"Clean it up," Mila calls out to him.

"Hahaha, I like that!" laughs Jennifer, suddenly talking with eagerness. "This is the right sex for you after all, nice sucking the dirty heel of a hot woman! Go on, enjoy it properly. Mmm, close your eyes, suck nice, suck, you loser!"

"Suck, loser," Daniela also calls in and suddenly the girls have found their cheer. "Suck, loser. Suck, loser." Tjark is fired up and with his eyes closed he sucks the pointed, long heel deep inside him and then moves back again. With his tongue he plays around the end of the heel. Then he takes it back in as far as he can, so that his face brushes the slightly dusty sole on which Goddess Mila's beautiful toes rest. The chanting of the girls, who keep calling him loudly while clapping their hands, only further incites him to blow this beauty's heel. The loud laughter from the background goes deep into his ears and brain. His cock is already dripping on the floor from the overflowing excitement gathering in his private parts.

"While you're at it, lick my sole too, it needs cleaning anyway," Mila calls down to him dominantly from above. Her gaze is completely caught by the sight of Tjark actually sucking her heel in front of her eyes, closing his eyes again and again to enjoy this incredibly humiliating gesture. No sooner has she uttered the command than his tongue darts to the sole of her shoe. Almost bursting with horniness and withstanding the enormous pressure of wanting to touch himself now, he tongues along the cool, dusty and scratched sole of Mila's high heel. With her foot, she presses her shoe against his face, pushing him further and further to the ground. Finally she has her whole leg stretched out and Tjark is lying all curled up and flat on the floor so he can continue to work her sole. Completely enthralled, Mila watches him do this and has a dark glint in her eye. She crosses her other leg over the outstretched one so that the sole and heel of her other shoe is facing Daniela and Jennifer to her right.

"Look at the soles, girls, it's all dusty and scratched up. You know what I've been all over the place with there?", Mila laughs out loud. "They've seen the inside of every club in town."

"Now they're finally getting a cleaning," Jennifer joins in Mila's laughter. "That jerk in front is really passionately licking your dirty shoes, too. He's really making love to your heels." All three of them can hardly get out of laughing, while Tjark's body reacts with a burst of arousal to the beauties laughing at him and bullying him into the ground.

"What do you think I trained his tongue on, at our house?" laughs Daniela, really thinking about all the sessions where he was already allowed to clean her shoes. Individual scenes of this also flash in Tjark's brain as she utters the words. As he does so, he feels the dust in his mouth as Mila's sole shines clean again. He looks up and glances at the other shoe of hers.

"Look, he's already greedy for your second shoe, Mila," Daniela grins.

"Oh, are you done with that one already?", Mila asks him, leaning forward slightly and grinning smugly at him. A mocking tone comes out of her voice. Tjark nods quickly in response. "Let me see your tongue!" He obediently sticks his tongue out at her and all three of them start laughing again when they see their slave's slightly gray tongue.

"Yes, fine," Mila speaks to him as if to a little puppy. "Nice and good taking the dirt from my shoes into you, just like it should be, right?"

Tjark feels his head flush slightly. Mila is so incredibly humiliating him, which makes him so horny, that his cock is rising to the hilt again. Daniela kicks his leg from the side with her foot.

"Come on, answer her appropriately, like I taught you!" she hisses at him sternly.

"Yes," Tjark winces under her words. "Thank you, dear goddess Mila, for letting me lick the dirt off your shoes and make sure they're all clean again."

"Good boy," he receives in response from her with a catty smile on his face, who then turns to Daniela and says, "Oh sweet that you taught him to say thank you like that, I like that!"

"The loser idiot should actually be thanking us every second that he finally gets the opportunity for women to relentlessly show him what he really deserves," Daniela says with complete seriousness in her voice and without pulling a face. There is a flutter in Tjark's stomach as she says this and far too quickly and bumpily, he clasps his hands together as if worshipping the three of them, leans down and says, "Thank you, thank you, thank you so much for... allowing me to serve you. I am... honored to be treated this way by you. Thank you so much, my goddesses! Thank you for letting me be your slave! I..."

"Yeah, all right," Mila exclaims loudly into his flow of speech. "Shut your stupid mouth and better stick your tongue out as far as you can, I'm going to have you clean my other shoe nicely yet."

Quickly Tjark sticks out his tongue and a short time later, Mila keeps running her sole along it with rough strokes until it too is completely cleaned and her slave's tongue is even dirtier.

"Clean, girls?", Mila asks the other two, showing them the soles.

"Got it right, yeah," Daniela laughs.

Suddenly Jennifer takes the reins.


Chapter 7: Harsh words

Jennifer beckons him towards her. The fascination about Tjark's sexuality has completely gripped her and she feels completely comfortable in the role as mistress and goddess by now. With both hands she grasps the head of the already harshly victimized slave in front of her eyes and holds it tight. She pulls him further towards her so that he almost touches her breasts, covered by her dark red cocktail dress, with his face. Then she pulls him up a bit more. She is now looking down at him with her full face above his. He is so close to her that all he can see is her in his field of vision. He looks into her eyes and it seems to him that he can literally feel her excitement.

"Isn't it awesome how hard you get talked down to by pretty women like us and at the same time you get to worship us for treating you just like this?" she asks him with a confident smile on her lips.

"Yes, totally!" whispers Tjark to her, continuing to gaze into her deep blue eyes that look so contrasting to her blonde hair.

"Your little-tailed stalk down there was stiff with it the whole time too, you really like that, huh?"

"Oh goddess, yes," he whispers again as he looks up at her in her grip as if she were his sun, giving him light while working the shadow out of him. Her confident yet feminine voice burns into his brain. He finds it incredibly hot the way she says the words all calm and deliberate. And then also with this superior smile on her lips. The mood is suddenly quite intimate between them and yet so full of coldness and dominance. As if automatically, he tenses his pelvic floor muscles briefly and his plump cock bobs up even more and is in complete tension. Hot, a shiver runs through his body. The excitement concentrates in his glans.

"Isn't that the horniest part of all, that we show you what we really think of such a ridiculous loser like you and you find that arousing too?"

At the words, Tjark closes his eyes briefly and moans softly. He loves these intense verbal scenes more than anything. It's a mystery to himself exactly how he can be into being bullied and laughed at so hard, and it's the most humiliating thing in the whole world to him that this is also exactly what gets him hotter than anything else in the world. His body is already shaking slightly and he opens his eyes again, only to feel Jennifer's piercing gaze on him.

"It's so incredibly horny for me and it even shows once again how much I deserve to be treated like this by women," he replies in a shaky voice. Jennifer feels the arousal tighten inside him, how his body jerks under her gaze and how hard her words fuck him and she enjoys every second of this game with Tjark's twisted brain. She's incredibly fascinated.

"Can I touch myself? I can hardly stand it," Tjark whispers shakily, looking uncertainly to the side to find Daniela's pair of eyes.

"You're in my hands now, your girlfriend can't help you," Jennifer hisses at him. "You may take your ridiculous cock in your hand and jerk it lightly. But you are not allowed to cum. If you accidentally cum, I'll make sure you regret it for weeks to come, and for real! Are we clear on that?" Jennifer's gaze has become even sharper, and from her words Tjark hears that she's not just saying this in jest, but really means it. The look on her face speaks volumes. He quickly begins to nod.

"Yes, understood, Goddess, thank you very much!"

Relieved and lost in his own arousal, he clutches his stiff member and rubs against it as Jennifer continues to advance the conversation with him.

"Tell your goddesses why you think you've become such a loser. Get naked in front of us, how did it start?", Jennifer grins meanly at him. A greed has developed in her to humiliate him deeper and deeper and she feels a real desire to bully him with full force. Sadistically and darkly she smiles at him as he jerks off, trying to find the right words to her question and squeezing around a bit. She can see in his eyes that she has addressed his shame and it will cost him something to present himself so openly in front of them and that's where she wanted him.

"You have nothing to be ashamed of, we all already know you're a loser anyway," she laughs so meanly that Tjark rubs his cock a little faster, letting out a moan which he tries unsuccessfully to suppress. Daniela, sitting right next to him and watching the spectacle with a smile, is surprised and at the same time proud of her friend for playing with her boyfriend so dominantly and hard. Mila is also spellbound and silently contemplates this obscure and suddenly so serious scene that Jennifer creates there.

"I always found beautiful feet of women interesting," Tjark begins. "And then at some point I found out that I find it incredibly hot when I'm allowed to lie at women's feet, worship and adore them like my goddesses, and get rejected, humiliated and laughed at by them really hard."

"And when did you figure that out?", Jennifer asks him with her penetrating gaze.

"It was totally early on in my youth sometime. I was still in school then."

"Well, so what? Don't let everything come out of your nose, we want to know everything, how did you become the loser who is kneeling in front of us now?", Jennifer inquires sternly, while she continues to hold him tightly by the head. Tjark suddenly gets all red in the face. His heart pounds faster and a sinking feeling opens up in his stomach.

"I... At school... there were three girls who were teasing me and...", he prints around. It's visibly hard for him to talk about it.

"What did they do to you?", Jennifer smiles at him, using her voice a little softer now. With her right hand she strokes his forehead and then his head. "You may tell your goddesses."

"Well, they started stealing pens from my case and scribbled on my case, but with pens that the color wouldn't come out with and it really pissed me off, but I couldn't fight them off," Tjark now speaks frankly. "And when they realized I couldn't stand up to them, they kept teasing me and laughing at me. Once they just took away my finished homework and I told the teacher that I didn't do it because I was so ashamed of it and he marked me an F for it. After the lesson, the three of them came up to me and laughed in my face and left. But the weird thing was that while I got mad and also incredibly ashamed, I then realized over time at home that I kind of thought it was hot too. That was just when puberty set in and as far as I can remember, I then even masturbated to it and suddenly found it totally hot that the three of them were constantly bullying me. I then even let more stuff go over me and then masturbated to it at home, which felt totally good at the time. But now I can place it that that's when my preferences started to show."

"So it didn't develop with you at all, but your sexuality already started with you being into that kind of thing?" asks Jennifer with a grin.

"Yes," Tjark whispers, his face flushed. He feels the shame of that time and at the same time the horniness that arose in him then, which is a strange and at the same time sexually highly explosive mixture.

"So you were a total loser even then," Jennifer laughs in his face. She has leaned down even further toward him. He can see her white, flashing teeth in front of his eyes, her wide open mouth framed by her sweet, soft-looking pink lips, and her catty, mean laugh booming in his ears. "Girls, he's always been that loser, just like he's presenting himself to us now," Jennifer laughs at the top of her lungs. Sadism has taken hold of her, she finds it incredibly pleasurable that Tjark has revealed himself to them by the skin of his teeth and is now receiving the full load of humiliation in return. She feels these feelings for the first time today and yet she gets almost, as if into a small frenzy.

"No wonder you've become like this, you've just always been like this," she keeps laughing into his face. With horror, Tjark looks at her, surprised by her eerie dark dominance, after she had initially resumed an empathetic tone in her voice. But it doesn't take long for her words and laughter to have their effect on him. His cock throbs and presses into the longest shape it can reach. As if automatically, his right hand reaches for his extended antenna and jerks off. Loudly, he groans with horniness.

"Yeah, I've always been this kind of goofy loser who lets everything happen to him." Tjark plunges into arousal, can hardly hold himself, so horny he finds this sadistic way of Jennifer, which she suddenly displays. With a focused gaze, she just feasts on the physical reaction she has triggered in Tjark. Then she releases him again and takes her hands off his face, so that he backs away slightly and can look at all three women in front of him again. He looks to Daniela, who also laughs and, when their eyes meet, immediately extends the Loser-L to him with her hand.

"Well, what are you?" she calls out to him, leaning down to him and also laughing in his face, as Jennifer did before. Mila also comes down to him now from the other side and Daniela's laughter booms at his left ear, while he hears Mila's bright laugh at his right ear. His gaze falls on Jennifer, who also holds out the Loser-L to him, having seen Daniela hold out her hand. Gasping for breath, Tjark takes in the scene. His hand flits along his stiff cock. He is getting closer and closer to climaxing and wants nothing more than to be humiliated more and more by his three goddesses.

"And now we're the three girls from back then, laughing at you. Nothing has changed at all! Once a loser, always a loser," Daniela laughs more and more spitefully in his face, while she enjoys seeing her boyfriend only get hornier as a result. "Is that horny, how he lets himself fall in front of us," flashes through her mind as a thought and then she slaps his cheek with the flat of her hand. He winces and groans loudly. He quickly holds the Loser-L to his own forehead, just as he did before Daniela. He moans and groans. His cock is strained to bursting. Suddenly he hears a short, loud noise and feels something in his face. Splash! Daniela just spit in his face.

"Pathetic slave, I can only laugh at you," she shouts at him and spits directly into his face for the second time. Mila first looks at her in disbelief and then falls into the completely uncontrolled laughter of Jennifer, who can hardly hold herself. Then begins a spitting tirade of a special kind. One after the other, the girls spit more and more in Tjark's face while he jerks off to it.

"Nice in your rarely stupid face purely!"

"Open your mouth, I want to spit in it."

"Stick your ridiculous face out at us so we can show you what we think of it, you pathetic loser."

Smack! Tjark is already completely befuddled by the spit, which hails in a tour on him and hardly gets, before horniness and closed eyes, who gave him there a slap. But it also does not matter. He lets himself be spat on and the three find total pleasure in hitting him in the face. He rolls his eyes with pleasure behind his closed lids and is completely taken by his submissive desires, which are now addressed in such an incredibly hard way.

But it should get much harder.


Chapter 8: Flashback

"Open your eyes, you dirty loser," he hears his girlfriend's dominant voice hiss across the room. He quickly opens his eyes. His face is completely wet and the spit of the three drips down him. He is on the verge of an orgasm, so much he has made his cock glow. But no sooner do his eyelids open than he is surprised by a sight that gets to him. All three girls are holding out their middle fingers to him, very close to his face he sees the three long, graceful fingers, all decorated with different nail polish and whose colors have such a piercing effect on him. While he focuses completely rigidly on the three middle fingers, he sees the laughing faces of his goddesses in the background. As if time stood still, he is sucked into himself. The laughter of the three reminds him again of his school days, when he was teased and bullied by the three young girls. A scene comes into his head where they were standing in front of him while he was just kneeling on the ground to pick up his things again, which they just poured out of his backpack. They were watching laughing and one even had her shoe on a completed worksheet at the moment he was about to lift it. Zack, it tore in front of his eyes. He remembers very clearly how the black shiny shoe of her, burned itself in his brain. How much power a woman can have with her shoes and a simple gesture. He is completely taken by his memories, which now appear like flashes in front of his inner eye.

"Just imagine, we'll steal your pencils now, like it was did to you back then by those gorgeous girls," Jennifer laughs so sadistically in his face that his heart threatens to burst, on the one hand from longing for exactly this treatment and on the other from complete shame at himself. How frozen he suddenly is. It feels like when he couldn't defend himself against this superiority of the girls. Suddenly he could say nothing more in these moments, do nothing more. He was trapped deep inside himself and could not act on the outside. With a frightened face he let everything happen that the three girls wanted to do to him. And only at home he really came to himself again and then immediately put his hand on himself to replace the shame with the complete horniness that all this triggers in him. He has freed himself through his own horniness. Liberated from the trepidation and the powerlessness. And even now ten years later, he's horny again and experiencing the same treatment from the pretty women in front of him. "Nothing has changed," he thinks to himself. "I was and am a loser." As if automatically, these thoughts spill through his brain as he gets sucked deeper into the past. The torn homework, the girls' laughter, the red ashamed face of himself, the complete inability to fight back, the looks from the other classmates, the F the teacher put down and... the middle fingers they showed him. He can still remember that very clearly and will never forget it. They had laughingly shown him the middle finger, on the last day of school before Christmas break that was. He went to school in the morning and then they were standing there, as if they had been waiting for him. When he saw them from a distance, he got nervous. He had to pass them into the building and he had tried to ignore them, but of course they came towards him.

"Well, Tjark, are you looking forward to the vacations already?" one of them had asked with a laugh.

"Yes," he had answered quite artfully and seriously.

"We wanted to give you one more present before Christmas, so look what we have for you."

And then, for a brief moment, all three of them had rummaged in their pockets with their hands and simultaneously extended their middle fingers to him, laughing directly and completely brazenly in his face. Wide-eyed, he took in the scene then, barely able to break away as he went freezed again, but then he managed to tear himself away, ran inside and straight to the toilet. Gasping for breath, he locked himself in a stall with the door slamming into the lock and reached out as fast as he could. Wow, there it is again, that horniness that drowns out the unpleasant feelings. Intensely now all the images come back into his head, which he pushed as far away to the side as possible, in his mind. As if frozen, he kneels there before his goddesses in the present, and yet he is completely elsewhere. His hand, which has just jerked his cock, now only supports itself on the floor. Daniela immediately saw that he was tensing up and his gaze looked unusually fixed and absent. She quickly tapped Jennifer's arm next to her so that she and Mila bring their middle fingers back down. Daniela doesn't take her eyes off him and now gets down on her knees herself and gets very close to him. She snaps her fingers once.

"Hey! Look at me," she speaks loudly to him, causing him to flinch and look at her, startled. "Stay with me, look at me," she repeats again, softer now. She strokes his arm. She knows his insecurities and thoughts about the situations back then. Her heart is pounding in her chest, she is completely in the moment and wants nothing more than to help him.

"You're not a loser," she whispers in his ear. "Look at you, you're a great man who's letting himself go so beautifully right now." Then she looks deep into his eyes. "You are so much more than what you were then. You've accomplished so much." She smiles fondly at his face, stroking the cheek she was slapping a moment ago. "You are a very loving person, you are a strong man and you have a great girlfriend who loves you," she continues to smile at him. She speaks to him very softly and quietly as she brings him back to the here and now with her touches. His gaze becomes a little clearer again. "What happened then doesn't matter. Maybe you couldn't fight back then, but no one would be able to do that to you today, only if you want and choose it yourself, like today. I love you and I love you even in your loser role, in which you let yourself fall so beautifully, because you just find it horny!" Deeply touched, her boyfriend looks at her with wide eyes. "I think it's so nice to see how you show yourself to us, so openly and you go along with everything so beautifully, simply because that's part of your sexuality and I think that's strong of you." His heart is pounding faster, he is excited and still shaken by the flashback to his school days. Daniela's gaze falls on his mouth, which has just been spit on and used to lick the soles of Mila's high heels clean. But she doesn't care. Her chest is suffused with love for Tjark. She loves him and it almost tears her heart to see her boyfriend so insecure and back in his old patterns. While she is fully clothed, he is completely naked and vulnerable in front of her. Her hand moves to his neck and then reaches into his hair, she pulls him to her and after looking deeply and lovingly into his eyes again for a second, she moves her lips toward his. She kisses him and she kisses him for a long time. More and more passionately she does so. He feels the softness of her lips, her tongue advancing inside him. As if a blanket had wrapped itself around his whole body, he feels a warm shiver go through him. He suddenly feels totally safe and seen by her. He embraces her, falling into her and into her kiss. He can't believe what a wonderful girlfriend he has with her by his side. Daniela supports him so much in his fetishes and makes him feel strong again. Slowly he comes back to himself and leaves the past behind. One last time, the image of the three girls who teased him at school appears in his mind's eye. But he just passes them by, doesn't even notice them. He doesn't even see them anymore. For there is a glow on young Tjark's face. Holding hands, he walks past them with the most beautiful girl in school, while they just stare after him with their mouths open. And this most beautiful girl of the school he now has in front of him. Inevitably, his mouth contorts into a smile while he is still kissing Daniela, making her stop and look at him. She sees him fully there again, fully with her again, smiling at her. In his gaze is the love and gratitude he feels for her and his smile is a superior one, a confident one. She has completely built him up again. He plunges his lips into hers again and kisses her fervently, full of love.

"I love you!" he then whispers, still moved.

She smiles at him in reply, strokes his bare arm once more, then grabs his head, coming close to his face again.

"And now I want my loser to drop again in front of his goddesses, got it?" she asks him sternly with a raised eyebrow, but can't quite stifle her sweet, loving smile.

"Yes," Tjark whispers, nodding at her gratefully. She is simply the dream woman for him that he wouldn't have even dared to imagine like this. She is so incredibly empathetic and caring, yet so hot and dominant in play that he wants to throw himself at her feet and never get up. Daniela sits back down on the couch with her friends, who have watched the scene with fluttering hearts. Deeply touched by their love, they sit there looking at Tjark with blissful smiles.

"I'd say our servant can take off our shoes now and then we'll show him how hot our feet are," Daniela grins at her friends, pulling them back into the game.

"Mine first!" exclaims Mila loudly. "You've already licked them clean so well, now you get to see the full glory of my feet."

She holds her heels right in front of Tjark's lap. The sight of her feet, in the buckled shoes that already reveal so much of them, draws him completely under the spell of his three goddesses again. Her toes with the dark red nail polish catch his eye and he clasps the sole of the elegant black shoe with his hand. Slowly he opens the top buckle with his fingers and then very gently and gallantly pulls the shoe off her foot. While her other is still in the heel on the ground, she moves her now bare foot higher in the air so that he can see her delicate, sweet sole. She moves her foot in front of his face, showing him her insanely slender little foot from different positions.

"Well, how do you like it?" she asks, breathing gracefully and erotically.

"Ohhh, totally good," Tjark whispers back. He follows her foot movements with his eyes as if in hypnosis, taking in the sight.

"Isn't the red nail polish awesome?", Mila continues to ask him, moving her foot right under his face and bending it down and her toes up so that he can look at the beautiful curved shape of the foot while at the same time the red captivates him. His cock stands up. He feels the excitement in his glans. He just nods silently in response, not getting his eyes off of this insanely aesthetic sight.

"Too bad you can't touch my feet," Mila laughs meanly and loudly, elegantly moving them in front of his eyes. This teasing makes him completely hot. Then he takes off her other shoe. This time with trembling fingers from pure horniness.

"Come on, you may do air kisses in front of them, you may worship them from a distance," Mila laughs at him. He immediately follows her command and kisses the air in front of her graceful feet, which he finds incredibly hot. Then it's the turn of Jennifer's shoes, which he takes off under her sadistic grinning smile and gaze. She wears white nail polish and has just as small and slender feet as Mila. He is also allowed to take off Daniela's shoes and socks and now has the three hottest feet in front of him that he has ever seen in his life. He is overwhelmed by the sight of this beauty, this femininity, this aesthetic. He barely gets a sound out as he stares at the bare, hot feet of the three that are now there in front of him. He falls on his forearms in front of them, wanting to be very close to them. His girlfriend has put on the beige nail polish he likes so much and together the feet of the three are just erotic eye candy for him. From the depths of his fetish lust spills up. He has never been so flat on the floor in front of three women and then also in front of their bare, sweet feet, which he would love to worship all day. Daniela watches him and is suddenly completely taken again by the love for him. How he lies there in front of her, how he rises there in his horniness and how he gives himself in front of them makes her proud. Then suddenly an idea comes to her.


Chapter 9: Fulfillment of a dream

Tjark again encloses his bulging cock with his right hand. He can't take his eyes off the beauty of his goddesses' foot pairs. He jerks off and moans loudly. Jennifer looks all excited and fascinated that her feet can make a man shoot up like that. Meanwhile, Mila's laughter reaches his ears. And suddenly he hears his girlfriend's voice echoing through the room:

"Loser, you get to spoil our feet now, from all of us! Be grateful that I allow you to do this!"

Surprised, Tjark looks up at her. They had agreed in advance that her girlfriends feet were a no-no for him. But now she orders him to pamper them? Quickly he crawls towards her.

"No, I only want to serve you, to be your slave, we are together, I can't.... I don't want to cheat on you in that sense," he stutters incredulously at the command as the most beautiful feet have just revealed themselves before his eyes. His breath catches and he looks at Daniela, who is now leaning down to him.

"You've always dreamed of worshipping the feet of exactly three goddesses while they humiliate you, and now I'll fulfill your dream! Well, chop, chop!" she says sternly to him and sees the incredulous look on Tjark's face and his big eyes, which suddenly look at her quite uncertainly. Still Tjark is unsure if she is serious or if it is some kind of test.

"Are you sure?" he asks timidly.

"Now pull yourself together and spoil my girlfriends feet, you jerk! You don't cheat on me when I specifically allow you to!" and RUMS she slaps him in the face again with the flat of her hand. "If you don't kiss my girlfriends feet right now in thanks for even letting you worship them today, I'll kick your balls green and blue, I promise!" At the word she claps the flat of her foot against his bulging scrotum, so that his breath is taken away and he has to groan loudly under the short but intense pain. She means it completely.

"Thank you, Goddess," he brings out, looking deep into her eyes for three seconds, unable to believe she's fulfilling this dream for him as well. He rushes to Mila's feet.

"Good dork, kiss my feet nicely!", she immediately exclaims. With his hands he first feels her wonderfully delicately built feet. Graceful and beautifully arched is her sole from heel to her toes. They fit perfectly in his hand and the skin feels so soft. His heart pounds, his excitement makes him tremble and his arousal shoots to his head. Slowly he moves his lips towards her feet. Then he kisses her passionately on the top of her foot and then lapses into a faster kissing of her whole foot. Her feet feel so soft and warm, with her beautiful ankles and her nails decorated with the red nail polish. He is blown away. Daniela's gaze doesn't stray from him. She had to struggle a bit to give him this order, but she really wanted to give him this gift. It is a special kind of proof of love and finally her mouth twists into a proud smile. She still remembers the initial time when she met Tjark. He had been so insecure with his inclinations and had tried to hide them from her at first, until she pointed out that he touched her feet quite often and had also offered her a foot massage very often. With time he came out with all his preferences and she showed him that he is allowed to be exactly as he is with her. And now here they are, having come so far together. She has also learned to love his fetishes and feels incredibly empowered by taking the dominant role of woman and at the same time she knows how to please him always and totally easily. It has only strengthened their relationship and intensified their intimacy. She has fallen in love all over again with the submissive Tjark, who shows himself to her in play, just as he is and wants to be. She has opened him completely and he has made himself completely naked and vulnerable in front of her. And now he kisses the feet of her best friend Mila. Passionately he opens his mouth to now also put his tongue to use. He licks her soles, takes her little heel in his mouth to suck on it and finally his mouth moves to her toes, which he takes in one by one. Then it's her other foot's turn. Tjark is so deep in this moment, in the here and now, kissing and licking and sucking so passionately and enjoying the gift of his girlfriend. Inside, his synapses are exploding with excitement. His cock he jerks again all the time. Arriving at Jennifer's feet, he moans louder and louder. She puts both of her bare soles on his face and deeply he inhales her scent. Again and again he moans and this moaning and his sight in this complete horniness also turn Daniela on. She gets all wet and she licks her lips lightly with her tongue. Tjark is on cloud 7 and is currently sucking on Jennifer's foot, while she verbally humiliates him.

"That's what your mouth is for, you ridiculous clown," she laughs at him. "Nice kissing the feet of pretty women, that's what you were made for."

A loud moan she receives from him in response. He is on the verge of orgasm, jerks off a little slower again and then turns to his girlfriend. Arriving at the divine feet of Daniela, Tjark can no longer pull himself together. A wave of emotion, of infinite gratitude and love washes over him and he straightens up slightly, trembling all over, his heart pulsing in his chest and the first tear running from his eyelids, while his cock indicates that he is in absolute horniness. He looks at his girlfriend on his knees in front of her.

"I love you so much!" he brings out in a voice trembling with emotion.

Then he rushes to her feet and kisses her so passionately and lovingly, as if they were the greatest treasure in the world to him. The tears run down his face and onto her feet, he kisses and kisses her, licks her sole, takes her toes in his mouth. He doesn't want to stop, he falls into a complete love feeling, he only sees Daniela in front of his closed eyes, while he passionately spoils her feet. He sees only her, feels only for her, becomes one with her feet, suddenly embraces her legs, touches them with his face, he cuddles with them and wets them wildly with his kisses. Passionately he loves the feet and legs of his girlfriend. In the process he gets higher and higher up to her knees. Completely enraptured, Daniela watches her boyfriend, who now stands up again and looks up at her, saying to her with an honesty in his gaze and a vulnerability in his face: "I'll never forget this, I love you so incredibly!!!"

Even Daniela gets slightly emotional as she has almost completely tuned out her two friends and is only in this magical moment with her boyfriend.

She clasps his head with both her hands, holds him gently and then pulls him up to her. She looks deep into his moist eyes, with her most loving smile on her lips.

"I love you too...", for seconds she looks into his eyes and finishes the sentence with "...you loser!", pushing him back down and now looking at him again in her dominant manner. "Open your mouth, I want to fuck you!"

Surprised and still with tears on his cheek, he quickly opens his mouth in front of her and not even a second later, she thrusts into him with her bare, slender right foot. Deeply she feels her way inside his mouth and then starts fucking his mouth, moving her foot back and forth inside him so that he has to suck it. He feels the warmth of her foot in his mouth, the faster and faster movements and feels completely taken by her. After the first shock, he already adores her again, for continuing to dominate him even after this wonderful declaration of love. His heart burns with love while he sucks her foot and sees out of the corner of his eye how the three women laugh at him. Daniela not only holds the Loser-L in front of his eyes again, but also rubs her other bare foot against his completely plump privates, which drip and drip. He moans out, still with her foot in his throat. She fucks him right through, in front of her laughing friends. Then she pulls her wet foot back out of his mouth and rubs harder against his cock, which is about to cum.

"Squirt your useless seed at my feet," she laughs at him.

"Oh God, yes, Goddess, yes, Goddess," he snorts and clasps his cock again with his right hand. The glans is already wet with lust. With quick movements he brings himself to the brink of ecstasy. He only has eyes for his girlfriend's feet, which move so incredibly horny in front of him and beguile him with their shape and feminine aesthetics. He gasps for air at this, is completely horny by her.

"Go ahead, squirt your loser load on my feet, you use your ridiculous DNA just for me, for your goddess," she commands him, pointing her graceful index finger to the spot on the back of her foot where she wants his seed."

"My seed is yours," Tjark exclaims in his utter horniness. "I want to serve only you, live only for you!" Loudly he shouts it out. His whole body burns with arousal. His heart is charged with her declaration of love. His mind is completely befuddled and his cock is stretched to breaking point.

"Ahhh," he moans out loud. The time has come. In a moment he's going to cum. At that moment he looks up at her with his face completely distorted with arousal. Their eyes meet. He sees how Daniela has a hand in her pants and stimulates herself. She also moans softly all at once.

"I love you, I love you so much," Tjark moans out. His voice hints that he's going to cum at any moment.

"Then fuck my feet, pathetic loser," Daniela cries out with a moan. She doesn't care about anything now. Jennifer and Mila are watching with wide eyes, but she doesn't even think about that anymore. She is joined with Tjark in this incredibly horny scene.

"Ahhh jaaaa," he exclaims. "I fuck your feet... I fuck..." The words choke out in his mouth. He jerks his cock while touching her hot feet, already wetting them with his emerging drops of pleasure.

"Now come on! You foot twat!" cries Daniela sternly, moaning loudly right after.

"Ahhhahh," Tjark moans out, staring at her feet and squirting his cum all over them. He can literally feel his semen pumping from his sack through his bulging cock onto her hot feet. For seconds he jerks every little drop out, sucks her feet and then falls on the floor in front of her, moaning and gasping.

But Daniela is not finished with him yet.


Chapter 10: The Goddess and her Loser

"You're going to lick your loser DNA off my divine feet again," Daniela calls sternly, moaning. She has leaned back and circles her fingers along her clit. The cumming and moaning of Tjark has made her completely wet. Now he crouches there in front of her, deflated and exhausted. And now her command to lick her own semen off her feet. Completely exposed before the women he feels. He doesn't really feel like it anymore. But Jennifer already sits down on his back, as if he were her little horse. With her hand she pushes his head down from behind and closer and closer to Daniela's foot, where the white, still warm liquid runs down.

"Come on, what are you waiting for, chop, chop, do what your mistress told you to do," laughs Jennifer, who wants to see this spectacle up close. In an unbelievably humiliating manner, Tjark begins to reabsorb with his tongue what has just squirted out of him. Mila has also leaned down to him in the meantime to inspect his licking performance.

"You can take back your ridiculous sperm, no woman needs that in her vagina." The sentence is accompanied by her most spiteful laugh she can muster. Jennifer falls into it and now presses Tjark's face very roughly against Daniela's foot, thus smearing it with her own sperm. He quickly continues to lick. The sweetish taste of his own sperm is not a delicacy for him, but this humiliating activity slowly brings him back to mild arousal.

"The loser can nicely reabsorb his DNA that died there on my foot," Daniela laughs sadistically. She loves to humiliate her boyfriend to the core, down to the DNA. Finally, Tjark has done it and completely freed her foot from its fluid again. Daniela sits up and strokes his head.

"Good loser," she grins and meanwhile is completely horny herself. She pulls him up and against her. Then she kisses him without warning, pressing her tongue deep into his mouth, kissing him as if he were her own. Horniness rises up again in Tjark. Then she becomes softer.

"I want to go to the bedroom with you," she whispers in his ear. "Come with me." She stands up, signifying to her girls that she will go over with her slave, and they smile knowingly, nodding. On his knees, Tjark crawls after his beauty, again completely focused on her hot, slender feet and legs. Daniela throws herself on the bed as he gets back to her feet and kisses them gratefully. Then he climbs over her.

"I don't know what to say, that was so incredibly sweet of you to let me touch your girlfriends feet," he says quite seriously. "That was the most beautiful declaration of love I've ever received."

"It was your dream and it has now come true," she smiles at him.

"Thank you, Goddess," he smiles back. Then he reaches into her hair from behind, pulls her head up by it, and kisses her neck. She breathes a moaning sigh of relief. She wants him. Slowly he undresses her until she too is completely naked in front of him and kisses her again long and hard as his hand gently strokes around her clit.

"I want you to fuck your goddess beautifully now," Daniela whispers, moaning slightly under his hand movements. It spurs him on immensely that she associates femdom with sex, and just the combination of the words goddess and fuck ignite a flame in him that shows in a bulging stiffening cock. Without hesitation, he slowly penetrates her. She feels his penis advance further and further inside her and moans loudly. She feels him pulsing. She feels his horniness and he hasn't even started yet.

"Ohhh," she gasps, "yes, fuck your mistress."

"The loser gets to fuck his dream girl artfully now, isn't that hot?" he asks with a grin, horny himself from this paradox, this contradiction in their game.

"The stupid loser is now fucking the goddess really nice, that's what he's there for," Daniela moans. Meanwhile, Tjark rams his cock into her faster and faster. He feels so dominant and yet the humiliating words of his girlfriend kick him insanely. Suddenly the door behind them is pushed open and Jennifer and Mila enter. Startled, Tjark looks around as he just drives deep into his girlfriend again. RUMS! Just then Daniela slaps his cheek, offering herself to her. Wincing, he looks back at her.

"You're going to fuck me nice and hard, as befits a loser dick like yours, got it?" Her voice has already become so stern again, giving him a hot shiver that winds through his body and concentrates at the tip of his penis to complete horniness. His breathing quickens and he penetrates her faster and faster.

"Take me from behind," Daniela moans out, jerking away from his cock, turning around and offering herself to him. Tjark moans out at this hot sight of his naked girlfriend holding her plump ass out to him and bending up to allow him entry into her horny pussy from behind. He falls over her, slapping both hands against her breasts, pressing them together and penetrating her, fucking her doggystyle.

"Fuck her good, you loser, your goddess wants a really hot orgasm from you," Jennifer laughs out. She's now standing right behind Tjark, swinging her black whip that Daniela brought her especially for this evening, but which hasn't been used yet. CLAP! Without any consideration she strikes his back, which is immediately adorned by a red weal. Tjark yelps loudly in shock.

"Well, keep fucking her!", the dominant voice of Mila sounds then, pounding his ass with her hand. "Fuck her real good!"

The two women continue to drive him on, whipping him and beating the orders around his ears as he fucks his totally horny girlfriend. Daniela can barely contain herself with lust, moaning and groaning under each thrust of Tjark breaking into her. Her hands claw into the bed beneath her. Her eyes twist with lust.

"Oh, that's hot," she exclaims. "Girls, really whip him... while he fucks me," she breathes out loud. Like a jolt, it goes through her even as he winces under the strokes and that's what makes her that much hornier. His pain becomes her lust. His twitching becomes her horniness. Harder and harder Jennifer and Mila whip him and he feels Daniela moaning louder and louder. This realization drives him out of his mind. Like out of his mind he balls his cock over and over again into her as far as it will go. Brutally he moves his pelvis back and forth. Using all his strength.

"Give it to her right, show that your stupid cock is at least good for something," Jennifer shouts meanly in his ear. "Make her orgasm."

Daniela's moans turn into lyres. Her whole body is already shaking with pleasure. Then she takes her hand to help her, touching her clit while Tjark takes her with all his might as if she were just a doll. Her moans become louder and louder. Rhythmically she circles her clit with her fingers, getting faster and faster as her face presses against the soft bed.

"Give it a good smack," she brings out still breathing heavily. Then her mind suspends. Behind closed lids, her eyes twist upward. Every thrust from Tjark is so intense now. She feels his hard cock penetrating her over and over again, gasps of pleasure. A wave of desire runs through her body and she doesn't even notice how her cries are getting louder and louder, filling the whole room. She is completely gone. A tingling sensation runs from her pussy through her entire body, putting every cell into a tension that brings her to the brink of ecstasy.

"Ohh God..." she mutters to herself. Then the wave of lust sweeps her away. Brutally she is seized by it and just as quickly it spills over in her body. A gentle warmth embraces her, while externally her body is twitching and trembling like it hasn't in a long time. Her eyes suddenly circle like crazy under her closed lids and a jolt goes through her completely wet pussy. Then she cries out. For seconds she feels an orgasm spreading through her entire body from head to toe, carrying her. Tjark snatches his cock from her, still being bullied and whipped by the two girls. He jerks his cock while Mila and Jennifer swing the whip behind him and laugh. He is completely horny from the sight, the trembling Daniela, who just floats on cloud 7. Slowly she comes back and catches sight of the totally hot Tjark in front of her, wanking his cock and breathing heavily. Her eyes fall on Jennifer and Mila, who are jubilantly pounding the leather into his skin. She can't see it, but his back is already totally red. With each stroke he winces, closes his eyes and jerks his cock even faster, groaning deeply. Daniela moves quickly towards Tjark, takes his balls in her right hand and presses against them. He closes his eyes and moans loudly. It's so hot when she grabs him so roughly, as if his body belongs to her.

"Oh wow," he groans out. "My goddess has come..."

"And now she's going to squeeze every last bit of semen out of your sack," Daniela laughs out. "Squirt for me, you loser." Without effort, she picks up her game again. She knows how incredibly horny Tjark finds it when they alternate between hot sex, sweet kissing and hardcore femdom. And as if on command, he moves his pelvis back and forth again. His gaze goes rigid with horniness and he's on the verge of cumming again.

"I want to cum in your face," Tjark breathes. The immense horniness has now fully taken him over. "I want to cum on my goddess's face."

"Well, do it then," Daniela whispers back seductively, laying down with her head right in front of his cock. "Worship my perfect face with your seed, go on, show me what else is in you and squirt it on me."

His hand swirls along his cock, the drops of pleasure already gathering at the tip.

"Thank you, Goddess, thank you, Goddess," he stammers, his face completely distorted. "I'm cumming aaah!"

She quickly closes her eyes and he squirts his seed right into her face. For seconds he continues to jerk his cock, cumming with everything he had left on her flawless face that he adores so much. Then he collapses, breathing loudly and gasping. Quietly, Jennifer and Mila make their exit, leaving the couple alone.

"Wow, that was nice," gasps Tjark, immediately fetching a handkerchief and dabbing his cum on her. She suddenly gets all cuddly and hugs her boyfriend, then drops into his arms and kisses his chest.

"That was so hot how you fucked me, I totally felt the connection with you," she whispers, with a totally happy glow on her face. "That was so nice."

Restless, she stands back up and climbs on top of him, kissing him once briefly. "I want you to be happy too, with your fetishes and know that you can let yourself go completely with me," she smiles at him, stroking his cheek lovingly.

"You are so amazing," he breathes. "I love that you can be so dominant in play and then so sweet to me again outside of it."

She snuggles back in with him, pulls the covers over them both, hugs him, and says, "Well, sure, you're my perfect loser lover."

Tjark smiles as she kisses his neck and places her hand over his chest.

THE END


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


About the Author

You can find all Femdom Stories from Brent Starr here:

Brent Starr’s Author Page


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

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

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