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No pleasure without suffering

His cock, encased in metal, press against the soft pillow lying on the floor beneath him. He hears the soft clinking of cutlery. Soft, relaxing music plays in the background. There is a pleasant fruity, fresh smell in the air. Sporadically, he notices women's voices laughing and talking about something. There he is again, lying on the floor in front of the three girls who have already given him incomparable experiences that he still draws on today. He can still remember his quite carelessly written message to the three. One night, when he had once again been fooling around online on some femdom sites, he came across their profile. "The three sadists" they called themselves there. With wide eyes he had sat there and looked at the photos, videos and session reports that they published there. What had fascinated him most was the sheer, ice-cold, authentic pleasure the three took in the misery into which they drove their slaves. In their description, they had written, "Our passion: enslaving men and fucking up their lives. Dare!" In a moment of weakness, he had written them a long message and applied to be a foot slave for them and then met them. By now he is with them regularly and has to come up with an excuse for his girlfriend to explain where he is so often. He feels bad about it, but the three women appeal to his penchant for submissiveness and masochism in such a way that he can't get away from them. Even today, he's already blown away by their dominance. He still can't quite believe it himself that he has become the slave of three such hot women, even though they have already pushed him beyond his limits a few times.

Right now, the three of them are sitting on chairs in front of him, enjoying a meal that he was allowed to cook for them, but from which he gets nothing. "A true slave likes to starve for his mistresses! At most, you'll get the lint off our socks," they had said to him. Now he was lying there naked in front of them, completely flat on his stomach, with his nose and face right in front of their feet. For him it was a heavenly place and a feast for the eyes. Alina and Lilly are wearing short black sneaker socks that they had been wearing all day. Leah has on her black nylon tights. All three have placed their feet side by side, right in front of his face. The situation could not have been better for him. The feet and legs of the three ladies drive him crazy over and over again. But there is a catch. They had previously forced him into an incredibly tight penis cage that is at least one size too small. He had been allowed to learn that nothing gives them more pleasure than seeing a slave suffer like hell. Alone in the non-erect state the cage already hurts slightly, but now they keep holding their feet in his face and make his fetishist heart jump higher. He can't stop himself from smelling them and taking in the worn scent, licking them, kissing them and taking them in his mouth. But he pays the price as his rock hard cock presses against the much too tight, hard metal piece and oozes out in the gaps. His cock hurts like hell and burns. Enormous pressure presses down on his clenched balls. To somehow endure the pain, he moans loudly again and again. The high pleasure he experiences from their socked feet mixes with an almost unbearable pain. In the meantime he has learned that this is exactly the art of these three sadistic girls: To create an enormous suffering in him, but from which he can not free himself, because they have made him addicted to it. Although he suffers there at the feet of his adored mistresses like a pig, it makes him so horny that they have again found a way to combine incredibly strong suffering with sexual ecstasy in him. A vicious cycle that only they can end, because as long as he has their feet in front of his nose and hears their humiliating words and laughter, his cock can do nothing but be bulging hard.The three of them have thus opened his eyes to what he is actually into. With his girlfriend he barely gets hard anymore. And that's what worries him.

"Well, are you enjoying our feet, slave?", Leah calls down to him. He can only answer with a loud moan, the stabbing pain of his maltreated cock getting to him. To endure the situation, he deeply sucks in the smell of Leah's nylon feet, the sole of which she presses straight into his face.

"Look at how he suffers," laughs Lilly. Inside, she's all rapture. The torment of a slave is a feast for her eyes. She is a sadist through and through, because it actually turns her on sexually as well. And it was she who got the other two to go on the "hunt for submissive victims" together after all, as she would describe it. "A slave who has the honor to enjoy us has to suffer for us in the process, understand?" she adds sternly, addressing Christian.

"Yes, mistress! Thank you for allowing me to suffer for you!" he quickly brings out in a breathy, loud breath and briskly kisses her feet. By now he has learned that his fate stands or falls with Lilly's mood. He makes a special effort to always please her and listen to her word. And despite her sometimes cruelly icy nature, he feels enormously attracted to the pretty, brunette Lilly with her bright angel face, because he feels how much this game brings her immense pleasure and how she so unbridledly lives out her passion. At his expense, of course.

"How scared he is of you, Lilly," Alina says with a grin as she watches Christian painstakingly spread kisses on the socked back of Lilly's foot in quick succession, now even suppressing his moans.

"That's the way it's supposed to be and quite rightly so, in my opinion," Lilly grins smugly and looks at Alina, with whom she has been friends for so long. The three have known each other since childhood and went to school together. There, too, they already enjoyed bullying boys together in a variety of ways, and Lilly had always been the driving force. Through this hobby, the friends have continued to grow together. Meanwhile, all three are engrossed in their studies and have decided to live in a shared apartment, so they have enough time together to keep slaves on the side. For Lilly, Christian is a special slave, because he has something to lose, which he would not like to lose and she is very keen to take exactly that from him...


The broken cock

"Open your mouth wide, you little submissive sow. I want to push my foot inside you nicely."

Lilly has bent down slightly to her slave and with her foot clad in black short sneaker socks pushed up the face of him on the chin. Christian, lying on the floor, now looks up at her and immediately opens his mouth as wide as he can. In his eyes, Lilly can read the awe he shows towards her and looks at him with her blue eyes, in which there is a trace of satisfaction. Slowly she moves her slender foot towards the maw that Christian offers her with his neck stretched upwards. With her socked toes she very slowly penetrates the wide open mouth, then pushes it up to feel the roof of his mouth and then lowers her foot slightly, places it on his tongue and lets it rest there for a moment. For him, time passes as if in slow motion. He feels the warmth and aroma of her feet in his mouth. His gaze falls on the slender, hot ankle of his adored and at the same time feared Mistress. Then she thrusts her foot deep into his throat, moving it back and forth in jerky motions, as if she were fucking him with her foot. He is on the verge of gagging, but tries to keep himself under control, as Lilly has already punished him severely once for choking too quickly. His gaze falls upward to the face of her and he sees her pleasure-glowing look that he likes so much about her.

"Good boy, slave," he hears the pleasant, calm voice of Leah as he just squints his eyes to suppress a too-loud gagging as Lilly thrusts harder and harder into him with her foot.

"Yeah, he's good at that, getting fucked in his mouth. He's getting better and better at it. He's really trying hard. I wonder if he practices that with his girlfriend, too?" asks Alina with a laugh, getting a lot of pleasure out of just watching the goings-on.

"He always strains for me, otherwise I'll leave the penis cage on him again!" says Lilly, who is now fully in her element. "He's really still with his girlfriend, even though we've told him so many times to break it off." At the phrase, she jerks as far as she can into the throat of Christian, who responds with an agonized cough and retching. His face is flushed red and at the same time he wonders if his cock and balls are not already purple. This harshness of the torture the three are inflicting on him turns him on so much and yet he wishes they would stop soon.

"We own you, you little piggy!" shouts Leah down to him, really annoyed. "You should really dump your girlfriend for us, like you should."

Lilly takes her foot out of his mouth and puts it back on the floor. The sock is half soaked. He coughs and gasps for breath.

"Do you even get one up on your girlfriend anymore? You're already all in love with us and your special treatment here! You're here all the time," Lilly laughs.

After he gets his breathing back to normal and recovers briefly, he awkwardly replies:

"It's really become a bit difficult already."

The three of them start snorting.

"Broke another slave cock," Lilly laughs loudly and meanly. She high-fives Leah, who is clearly pleased.

"If he doesn't break up with her, eventually his girlfriend will break up with him because there's nothing going on," Alina joins in the laughter.

On the one hand, this topic is a very sensitive one for Christian. At the same time, he is fascinated by the sheer meanness and sadism of the three women he is lying there at the feet of right now, and who he thinks about so often, even when he is in bed with his girlfriend. They have really turned his head and every day he thinks of his three mistresses who make his life a misery and yet to whom he always comes back. The laughter and words of the three excites him so hard at this moment. He cries out loudly because his cock burns even more than before. It is no longer bearable. He falls back with his face on the floor at Lilly's feet.

"Please, my dear goddesses, may I open my cage? I really can't take it anymore," he says tearfully, kissing the feet of each of his mistresses.

Lilly smiles self-satisfied and enjoying this whiny voice, but still shows mercy and throws him the key on the floor, but not without saying:

"Here, slave, but in return now you give us your cell phone again, so we have something to laugh about."

As soon as he hears this, Christian quickly crawls to his pants, which he has put down in the hallway, to get his smartphone out of his pants pocket. He doesn't dare to stand up even in the hallway where they can't see him at all, because Lilly really made a mess of him once when he even made an attempt to stand up in front of her. He still felt the hard lashes seven days later when sleeping on his back.

Artfully he crawls back quickly and hands Lilly the already unlocked smartphone. It is a ritual of the three of them to look at the chat history of him with his girlfriend on WhatsApp and make fun of it. And even if he always has a bad feeling about it, it makes him incredibly horny to hear how they laugh at him.

He quickly fiddles with the small key on the lock of the cage. A loud moan of pain escapes him as he finally releases the cage from his wickedly abused cock. It is very red and his balls have a slight bluish tinge to them. He breathes a sigh of relief at the subsiding pain. But he is not yet aware of the nastiness the three of them are about to come up with for him as they go through his chat....


The Valentine’s Day

Scrolling through Christian's WhatsApp chat with his girlfriend, Lilly laughs shamelessly.

"Look, there she asked him where he was staying so long. That day he was with us after all!" And then addressed to her slave kneeling in front of her:

"Yes, yes, better to be with the mistresses than with the girlfriend. What do you need her for anyway?"

Without waiting for a reaction from him, she scrolls on while Alina and Leah also bend over his smartphone. Christian feels a queasy feeling rising inside him. So far, his adored goddesses have only been amused by his relationship and have already told him a few times that he should break up with his girlfriend, but without any particular emphasis. With the time his mistresses have harnessed him ever more strongly into their life. When he doesn't have to work, he serves them, cooks for them, cleans their apartments and is on call for them. Once they even ordered him to come to them to massage their feet after a long night of partying. At that time he was just with his girlfriend. He got carried away and came up with a strange excuse and really went to the three women, who took him in such stride that his cock reared up just thinking about them, as if he wanted nothing more than to give himself up completely for them. During sex with his girlfriend, if it works out, he already has to think about his experiences with his mistresses to stay hard. All this makes him think a lot, because he actually likes to be in a normal, committed relationship. However, his desire tells him something completely different. But that is not directly what gives him a queasy feeling now. He still just remembers Lilly's words, which she just said to his face in an ice-cold way during their second or third meeting: "Someday you'll thank us in tears after you broke up with your girlfriend because of us." At that moment she had such a lustful, sadistic-smiling look on her face that he was sure it would be the greatest pleasure for her to bring him to that very point. His uneasy feeling is the expression of fear that his three ladies will eventually give him a choice: Either them or his girlfriend.

'Honestly, I don't know what I would do then. Save my relationship or give in to my desire to serve these three dream girls in front of me. I really don't know,' he thinks at that moment after realizing his fear.

"Oh, look, he has a date with his girlfriend for tomorrow. It's Valentine's Day," he hears Leah say. Christian looks up, startled.

"I hope you prepared something for your mistresses for Valentine's Day, too, slavepig?", Alina asks him in a stern voice. With raised eyebrows and the snooty look he likes so much about her, she looks at him. Then she looks at her watch and adds, "It's already midnight in two hours, so it's actually Valentine's Day."

"I thought... I thought I wouldn't be with you there, ladies," he stammers, visibly embarrassed. He hadn't thought of that at all now, and it makes him really uncomfortable. The fear of Lilly's reaction makes itself felt in him in the nervous tension it so often triggers when he has made a mistake and is just waiting for her to reprimand him.

"He's got nothing for us, girls," Leah calls out angrily as Lilly puts his smartphone aside and looks at him calmly with her ice blue eyes. He quickly turns his gaze down to the floor and can't really enjoy the magnificent sight of their feet there, because he knows what's about to happen. Out of the corner of his eye, he sees Lilly leaning forward towards his face. Suddenly he feels her hard grip on his neck, pushing his head up. She pulls him close to her.

"Look at me, dipshit, when I'm talking to you," he hears come out of her mouth with her graceful, full lips. The sternness in her voice makes him flinch slightly and he immediately complies with her command. He gazes wide-eyed into the blue, cool sea of her irises. He senses her determination and dominance. Her charisma is simply unique to him.

"A slave idiot like you brings his mistresses gifts for Valentine's Day, are we clear on that?"

"Yes - yes, of course, Goddess, excuse me," he says in a low voice faltering due to her firm grip and his shame. He doesn't meet her gaze and looks back down.

"Hey, look at me, you jerk!" she corrects him in a nasty, condescending voice and after he exposes himself to her penetrating gaze again:

"If you give your girlfriend even one rose for Valentine's Day, then you bring us 100, is that clear?"

"Yes, mistress," he quickly replies with a ruddy face.

"If you so much as invite your girlfriend to a restaurant, you're going to beg us to please go to the best restaurant in town on your dime, relax at the spa afterwards, and you're going to drive us all over the place, but the whole time wait for us in the car like the douche you are while we blow your dough and have a good time, is that clear? ", she barks in his face, looking at him sternly and with her usual icy coldness as she drills into him something she never wants him to forget.

"Yes, Goddess," Christian breathes in awe with his eyes wide open. The power that the three of them, but especially Lilly, have over him makes his blood boil. Lilly's speech burns into his brain and he feels her strong and clear dominance arousing him.

"Good," Lilly breathes to him with her disdainful, arrogant expression and lets him go. He takes a deep breath first. Her facial expressions and unplayed, authentic dominance is getting to him. He has no doubt that she absolutely means every word she says. He will not soon forget the image of her bright, angelic face so close before his eyes. In the last few seconds he was completely taken in by her, her charisma, her beauty and her voice. She is for him a goddess, a dominatrix and an angel at the same time.

"His maltreated little tail is already standing again," Leah laughs from the background.

Lilly leans down to him again, looks him in the eyes and says:

"Yes, that's how you like to be treated, isn't it, you submissive little pig? Only your girlfriend doesn't know that, unfortunately." - With pleasure, Lilly laughs in his face. Then she suddenly stands up and stands over him.

"Spread your legs!" she shouts in her cold, insistent voice.

He groans, knowing what she is about to do. Startled, he looks at her from his low place, feeling like a little maggot at her feet.

"Please don't, mistress, please...", he starts begging her, clinging his arms around her feet and kissing them very quickly. "Please don't...", he repeats.

"Spread your legs, you slave douche!" she shouts again.

He knows he has no chance and opens his legs. His little cock hangs there in a semi-stiff state, along with his purple balls. Lilly looks at the misery there for a moment and laughs inwardly. Then she takes a step back, lunges with her foot while Christian kneels trembling in anticipation and kicks him in the middle of his maltreated balls with her socked foot. He feels a strong tugging in his testicles, closely followed by an enormous burning of his cock, which is still all red from the much too tight penis cage. It feels like his private parts are on fire. Writhing in pain, he immediately falls to the ground in front of her.

"So, since you disappointingly didn't bring us anything for the soon to be Valentine's Day, I've decided that you're going to spend the night here, slave pig. And if you won't show us what we mean to you, then tonight we'll show you what you mean to us," Lilly says in a pointed, biting tone, looking at Alina and Leah with a grin.

Christian has no idea what's in store for him...


The Loser L

After recovering from the kicking of his beautiful, goddess-like mistress, Christian thinks to himself, 'I hope they don't want to keep me around for the entire Valentine's Day,' because he has an appointment with his girlfriend that afternoon. He quickly straightens up and says, 'Thank you, Goddess,' and then kisses Lilly's feet to show his appreciation for her parenting, just like she taught him.

"Good boy," Lilly breathes down to him with a grin on her face. She feels an inner joy at his thanking her so artfully for causing him so much pain. To her, it's a sign of his appreciation and that he's really trying hard to please her. At initial meetings, he didn't try that hard, but Lilly had quickly beaten that out of him. She enjoys the fear of her unpredictability in his eyes and secretly she is happy that she now has a reason to really punish him again with his Valentine's Day blunder. In her imagination, she's already playing out a variety of scenarios. She looks at Leah and Alina, who are visibly happy that the night will be a femdom night and talk animatedly, while Lilly has her slave stomped together. Lilly is happy to have two friends who also love to enslave young submissive men and intervene in their lives in a sadistic way that the submissives never thought possible before. What a lot they have been through as a trio. Lilly looks back at her slave who is still kissing her feet quite eagerly and would not stop until she signifies to him that enough is enough. She doesn't want to admit the feeling quite yet, but she is quite enchanted by Christian, because even if he has forgotten about the Valentine's Day presents, she can see how much he is under their spell and how much he is struggling to please them and is becoming a truly pleasant slave in front of them, who knows his place and allows himself to be molded by them. This is the only reason why he is allowed to be with them so often. In the meantime, he is already an integral part of their WG life.

"Girls, it's almost 0 o'clock, I'd say the jerk in front is now in for his punishment for not bringing us anything," Alina calls out with a joyful grin.

"My apologies again, I'll make up for it," Christian says, extending his kissing to the feet of his other two mistresses.

"Let's hope so for your sake, douchebag," comes Leah, who seems genuinely annoyed.

"That's where his loser gene comes in," laughs Lilly, alluding to a session with him where he had to lecture in front of them and come up with an explanation of where his submissive and masochistic tendencies come from, which he's had since his early teens. Of course, he was supposed to humiliate himself nicely with it and so he had talked about his "loser genes", about his "jerk hormones" and about how even as a little boy he already found women's shoes attractive. The three of them had a popcorn-eating good laugh at him. But that's another story.

"Yeah, his jerk hormones have him back to just doing everything wrong," Leah laughs now, too. "He just is and always will be a loser!"

"Look up, loser!" exclaims Alina, reaching her graceful fingers into his hair and giving it a jerky tug, making him look up and into her green eyes. "You're nothing but a loser slave for us to do with as we please, and you're lucky you're allowed to serve women like us at all," she tells him forcefully, reaching out with her right hand and slapping it against his cheek.

"Yes, Goddess Alina, thank you," the beaten slave replies.

Then Alina turns to Leah: "Fetch the leash" and without further ado a leather leash with collar is put on him. Then he is allowed to bring the three their shoes, which are standing in the hallway - on all fours and each shoe separately, because he is only allowed to bring them to them in his mouth, like a real puppy. Each of the lovely ladies he is allowed to put on the shoes and finally Lilly says in a pointed tone:

"We still have to take out the garbage. And you're coming along as our doggie, of course!"

All three know how afraid Christian is of anyone finding out about his proclivities. It sends shivers down his spine. Startled, he looks at the three.

"Yes, you don't have to look like that. It's only the stairwell and a few meters downstairs. We'll take our loser out for a walk now! Besides, it's nighttime, there's probably no one there anyway."

"And what if someone does come?" he asks anxiously, feeling reluctance rising within him.

"Then you get to tell the person that you lost a bet or you tell the truth," Alina laughs. "Let's go!"

The three of them stand up and pull on his leash. He feels caught off guard, but knows not to talk back. Nervously, he follows the three, crawling on all fours.

"Can I at least put some clothes on?" he asks them in the hallway.

"Slaves have to be naked in the presence of their mistresses," Lilly replies mercilessly, opening the front door. "If someone comes, you can hold our garbage bag in front of your mini."

The three laugh.

"Let's go!" shouts Leah behind him. She has the full trash bag in her hand and places it on his back as she continues to hold it so it doesn't fall off. Lilly holds him by his leash and pulls him out into the cold stairwell. Inwardly he prays that they won't run into anyone, because he doesn't know how to react if they do. But he is lucky, except for the cold and his fear, no one meets him on the stairs down to a small wooden house where there are several garbage cans. He still can't enjoy the view of the beautiful black ankle boots that Lilly and Alina are wearing as well as the black and white Vans that give Leah a slight skater look together with her dark, tight-fitting nylons. Since he is only allowed to stay on all fours, he has trouble coming down the stairs smoothly. He also has to put up with a few kicks from Leah, who finds the whole thing too slow. But finally he arrives together with his three adored goddesses in front of the dumpsters. The night is mild, but completely unclothed, the cold slowly creeps into his limbs.

"Normally we would let you slave dog open the garbage bag now and then you would be allowed to gratefully throw every single piece of garbage of ours into the garbage can with your mouth, but that takes too long, so we'll let you off that for today," Leah says to him looking down. She takes the garbage bag and throws it into the open container, which lands with a thud in the half-full garbage can. Meanwhile, Alina and Lilly laugh at her suggestion. She turns back to Christian, who is kneeling there on the cold floor, stretches her foot in the air and holds the sole of her shoe right in front of her slave's face.

"In return, I'll let you lick the sole of my vans! Tongue out!", Leah orders him in a demanding voice, neither allowing nor expecting any backtalk. She knows that Christian would have a hard time resisting the three of them anyway. As a matter of course, she keeps running her sole along his tongue, which seems made for licking a woman's shoes from bottom to top. Many times he has been allowed to clean the dirty shoes of his mistresses with his tongue.

"Real men lick our pussies, but you loser, you lick our dirty shoe soles," Leah laughs.

"And the loser likes it too!" exclaims Alina spitefully, pointing at Christian's cock, which has become hard again in the meantime and despite the cold. Indeed, this humiliating task and the laughter of his mistresses makes him horny all over again.

"Well, let's see if you like our Valentine's Day gift too," Lilly calls with a grin and stands directly behind the shoe-licking Christian.

"Hands behind your back!" he hears behind him and as again and again Leah's shoe passes over his face and tongue, he brings his hands together behind him. He hears a crackling sound and feels Lilly tie some kind of tape band around his wrists and his hands are pressed together. Leah now puts her foot back on the floor and Lilly tells him to lie down on the floor with a kick against his back. She then ties his feet together. The queasy feeling that he has completely forgotten in his passion for sole licking rises up in him again. He has no control anymore, he is tied up, completely naked and outside with three sadistic girls who are amused by any damage he has to endure for them. It's cold, it's night, and someone could walk by the wooden cottage at any time, the beams of which have relatively large gaps through which you can see into the cottage. 'What on earth are they going to do with me?" wonders Christian.

Lilly's boots appear before his eyes. She kneels down and bends over to him. He lies completely flat and naked on the cold floor and tries to look up.

"We're going to show you what you mean to us if you slip up again like you did today and don't bring us any presents on Valentine's Day," Lilly says with a cheeky grin after lifting his chin up with her hand. "When we realize we're not No. 1 in your life, we'll do what we're about to do to you, not just symbolically, but for real."

Then turning to Leah and Alina, "Come on girls, give us a hand, this loser is about to get his present from us."

All three grab him, one by his feet and legs, the other in the middle, and the third in the front by his arms and head. They lift him into the air. He can only watch helplessly with his eyes wide open as they do so, for he cannot fight back. The sturdy strap holds his feet and his hands tied behind his back.

"There, you fool, that will teach you a lesson. If you don't go above and beyond for us, or you're no longer useful to us, or we don't enjoy you anymore, we'll throw you away like a squeezed lemon," Alina, who is closest to his head, laughs right in his face, on which a startled to occasionally pale expression can be seen. Lilly holds him very still grinning at the center of his body, enjoying the face of her slave.

"On three, girls! 1, 2, 3. trash to trash!" shouts Leah and then once again in unison "trash to trash!" and with great laughter Christian is thrown into the garbage can as if he were trash. Heart pounding, he lands quite softly on the filled bags in the garbage can after all. A disgusting smell rises to his nose, a feeling of disgust immediately rises to him as he realizes that he is lying completely naked in a confined space on other people's garbage. He just wants to get out and rears up.

"Well, do you want to go alreade?", Lilly asks him, holding a small padlock in front of his nose and then hooking it into the designated eyelet on the garbage can. She is about to pull down the lid of the barrel when a desperate "No, please don't" comes from Christian. His face is as white as a sheet. 'She can't really do that.' A tremendous fear arises in him. Lilly grins sadistically at him. He didn't even notice how Alina had climbed onto the barrel and is now dangling her legs into the big barrel right next to him. He just looked into Lilly's ice blue eyes and inwardly panicked.

"If you don't want us to let you spend the night here, you should kiss the shoes there next to you," Lilly then laughs out loud. Bewildered, he looks at the graceful black ankle boots that have appeared there next to his head. He realizes that they are all muddy on the bottom. Desperate and in fear, he immediately starts kissing the shoes, and a "Please don't leave me here." keeps escaping his lips.

The girls laugh to themselves. They have succeeded in their punishment. The helplessness and fear in the eyes and voice of their slave, who now approaches Alina's shoes in the most groveling manner, make the three of them glow with satisfaction and fulfillment of their deep-seated sadism. They high-five each other.

"You ridiculous, submissive male, look," he suddenly hears Lilly say to him in front of the container. He turns to her with a slight sandy taste of Alina's shoes in his mouth. He sees her pointing her smartphone at him, the light from her camera blinding him. "If you don't want us to lock you loser in here like you actually deserve, you'll now make a Loser-L in front of your stupid forehead and say artfully into the camera that you are with all your heart the slave and loser of us and you want nothing else in the world but to serve us. Go!"

Without even thinking, he quickly forms an L with his left hand and holds it in front of his forehead as a sign that he is the loser of these three dream girls. He just wants to get out of the barrel and with a submissive voice he says into the camera: "I am with all my heart the slave and loser of my three divine mistresses Lilly, Alina and Leah and wish for nothing else in the world than to be allowed to serve them."

No sooner has he uttered the last word than he hears the laughter of the three.

"Come out, you loser, you may continue to serve us now, because you're all in love with us," Leah amuses herself.

Groaning loudly in relief, Christian climbs out of the barrel and falls to his knees in front of the three sadists. After taking a short breath, he immediately kisses the shoes of each lady - without knowing that he hasn't even gotten over the worst yet...


The loss

The stairs up are much easier for Christian to manage on all fours than down, and so he arrives back at the shared apartment with his mistresses, who have just humiliated him to the level of a garbage bag, comparatively quickly. The girls are still laughing in the stairwell while he recovers from his shock and slowly returns to his usual tingling, tense state that he always finds in himself when he is with his goddesses. The three of them take their seats again in the living room on the large sofa, having taken off their jackets and shoes. Lilly looks him in the eye with a confident smile.

"So, now that we've punished you properly and you've had your thrashing, let's not be like that and show you what you'll gain if you work hard for us, like a good slave does," she says with a mischievous smile, then turning to her friends, "Let's show this loser what he's so addicted to, girls!"

Alina and Leah know exactly what Lilly means and as if it had been agreed upon, all three lift a leg off the ground and bring their foot right in front of Christian's face. Lilly and Alina are still wearing their black sneaker socks, which stop just below their ankles and show off the slender, curved shape of their feet. Leah wears her thin, black nylon tights. As if something was being filmed in slow motion in a high-brow movie, he glimpses the scene stretching out before him. Just inches from his face are the soles of his adored goddesses' feet, almost touching each other. His gaze wanders from the heels to the toes, which stand out under the black, thin fabric. Early on, he realized that these three feet would become his kryptonite. All three ladies have small, slender feet that he has come to fantasize about in bed at night, even when he has only recently been with them. From the first time they met, he had looked at these girls' feet, which were perfect for him, immediately falling in love with them and wondering how he would ever get away from them. The three of them move their feet in front of his face, because they know how much he loves to look at them from different perspectives and they want to make him really horny now. As if under a spell, he doesn't even know where to look first. His cock has long since straightened up like a one and he can feel it getting bulging hard and filling with blood. He begins to breathe faster and stares open-mouthed at the silent, visual foot theater performing there in front of him. He feels his desire to feel those feet in his face and on his cock come forward and pull him along. With his head he follows the socked feet writhing before his eyes. With every second he feels more and more like a submissive little man losing control in front of his mistresses. More and more like a little worm that wants to wriggle around the three women's feet in front of them on the floor. More and more like a puppy, greedily snapping its tongue at their heels for even a brief lick of the divine form. A soft "Mhmmm..." escapes him. 

Suddenly Leah joins him down on the floor and sits down next to the still moving feet of Lilly, who watches in amusement as she lures and enthralls her slave with her charms. Leah glides her graceful, slender fingers along the soles of Lilly's feet, their strawberry red nail polish catching his eye.

"Maybe you'll get to undress them today, you foot dork," Leah tells her slave, who has been following her movements with a fixed gaze and open mouth. "You're drooling already!"

His heart leaps higher. They haven't let him touch their bare feet in a while, knowing full well that they can drive him crazy with it. 'You'll have to work for a treat like this, it doesn't happen every time,' they had told him, and the last session was a few weeks ago now. His desire to see their bare feet increases immeasurably, he starts to lose control of himself, but he enjoys this horniness so much that he throws himself into it even more.

"Oah, yes, please," he moans out, already picturing himself burying his face in the pretty, soft soles of their feet. Meanwhile, in the background, Alina has turned on music that plays softly in the background, beautifully underscoring his mood.

"You loser will never get away from us again," laughs Lilly, who is completely turned on by the sight of her slave completely obsessed with her feet. She reaches into her pocket and pulls out a small vial and holds it in front of his nose after she puts her foot back down on the floor and leans down to him. It is not opened yet, but he knows what it is. They really want to make him completely will-less today. Right before his eyes, she slowly twists open the small vial and holds it under his nose. He inhales the scent deeply and is immediately befuddled. The poppers shoot through his brain and disinhibit him for good. He feels a warmth spreading through him. His face flushes and his heart starts beating faster. This substance brings him to an unbridled horniness like he has never felt before. All he wants is to get to the feet of Lilly, who is handling him like no one ever has before and that's what makes him so horny. Her charisma, her blue eyes and her ice cold dominant way that takes him every time again... Suddenly he sees only Lilly in front of him. She stretches her socked sole in front of his face again and with a loud moan he plunges into her. He pulls her scent deep into his nose. He closes his eyes, he smells the sweet smell of her feet, he feels the warm thin fabric on his face, he breathes heavily and falls completely into a trance. He wants nothing more than to lick and kiss the bare feet of his mistress. With his eyes closed, he enjoys her cute sneaker socks. Drifting into willfulness, he would just do anything for her now. Lilly watches her slave and feels how he lets himself fall more and more in front of her, while Alina and Leah watch the whole thing. She really directs him with her feet and he becomes just a plaything for her to do what she wants with.

"There you are in slave heaven, my foot fool," she laughs at him.

Christian can't get out more than an "oah yaa".

"How badly do you want to strip my socks off my feet now?" she asks him with a grin.

"I'd do anything for that," he exclaims, kissing her sweet feet encased in the damp black fabric of her socks. He can barely keep his fingers to himself and would love to pull them off her right now.

"Anything?" asks Lilly, smiling meanly. "How far would you go for me?"

"All the way," he exclaims kissing her feet. "Please!"

Suddenly, she pulls her feet away from him and holds a smartphone in front of his face, which Leah has just handed her. Blinded by the light, it takes him a few seconds to understand what he is being shown there. It's not his smartphone, but Leah's. He looks at the display and realizes that a WhatsApp chat is open. He frowns, still woozy from the poppers. He sees a video at the bottom of the display, but it hasn't been sent yet. He only sees the play sign and a dark background as a preview. Then he looks up and recognizes his girlfriend's profile picture. He is startled. Lilly presses play. 'I am with all my heart the slave and loser of my three divine mistresses Lilly, Alina and Leah and wish for nothing else in the world than to be allowed to serve them,' he hears himself say, looking out of the trash can there scared and the girls laughing their heads off afterwards.

"No...no...no, please don't. You can't do that," Christian says, terrified. His heart is pounding and he looks at Lilly anxiously.

"Then you break up with her on your own, right now!" she orders him in a stern voice. "Otherwise I'll send her the video and show her that you are our slave."

He is speechless and has to process this first. But there she already grabs him by the neck and pulls him towards her.

"You break up with your girlfriend for me now. You are my slave, do you understand?" she hisses in his face. In her look, he can tell how serious she is. He can't help but breathe a "yes" at this dominance, but inside he is desperate and looks at the floor.

"Get your smartphone," Lilly orders him with a cool expression and he crawls off to retrieve it from the corner of the room. He then kneels back down in front of Lilly, who grabs him by the scruff of the neck.

"You're going to type in your girlfriend's number, call her, tell her you're sorry you can't make it today, and that you have to tell her something. And then you tell her you're breaking up with her because you met someone else." Lilly's mercilessness pierces his ears, and in his brain he feverishly considers a way to get out of this. But part of him has almost made up his mind. Leah and Alina now sit down next to him.

"You're ours and you know it and from today on there will be no half measures," Leah says looking deep into his eyes.

"If you don't want to, we don't want you anymore. It’s your choice, make the right one" Alina adds.

Lilly sticks her foot out at him again. The poppers still make him quite horny despite his desperate situation. The matter-of-factness with which the three of them communicate their claim of ownership to him is so indicative of their dominance. He would like nothing more from his mistresses than for them to enslave him completely, but now he is faced with the choice he is so afraid of. He first looks at his cell phone and then at the sole of his goddess' foot. At that moment, Lilly grabs the end of her sneaker sock above her heel with her finger and very slowly pulls the sock over her heel. Christian stares as if fixated on her movement and looks at the bare skin of her heel, which is exposed there in front of him. He follows every millimeter of her movement. The sock slides over the sole of her foot, revealing more and more, and is almost about to detach itself completely from her foot, but it stops just before the toes. She looks into the slightly distorted face of him and says in a seductive smiling tone:

"Get it over with, you'll see more afterwards. You want it too, don't you?"

He exhales loudly audibly after holding his breath in anticipation at the scene. Something is breaking inside him. He is reminded again of his insatiable desire to submit to his mistresses and especially Lilly. The many sessions with the three go through his mind. His cock, which has collapsed under the shock, becomes quite hard again and he falls back into the black canyon of his desire and lust. He just wants to let go and reveal himself at the feet of his goddess. And he knows that at the end of the black canyon into which he is just throwing himself again, a bright light is waiting for him. His horniness mixes with his despair and helplessness. He threatens to break under the weight of the feelings. He trembles all over his body. But a look into the faces of his goddesses and then back at the foot of Lilly stretched out in front of him, already half exposed, brings him back to clarity. He knows now what he is going to do. He knows now what he must do. There is no other way left for him. He can't go back. No matter what it takes.

His eyes fall to the bright display in his hand. With a shaky hand, he opens the phone app and searches for his girlfriend's contact. His heart is pounding up to his neck, yet a warmth carries him. It may be from the poppers and his horniness, but the idea of getting it over with now and being free afterwards feels better and better to him. To be free to then choose to cede all his freedom to his mistresses and leave his life to them. All excited, he finds his girlfriend's number and is about to call her.

The three watch fascinated the slave trembling before them, whom they want to take for themselves. And especially Lilly does not leave the scene cold. She is downright excited and feels a stirring inside her when she sees that Christian is ready, is about to call his girlfriend and will break up with her for her. She feels connected to him at this moment and at the same time an excitement stirs in the center of her body that she hasn't felt like this in a while. Her deep-flowering sadism and her preference for making a man suffer for her is fully expressed in this and is fueled by the trembling fingers of Christian, who has now pressed the button and calls his girlfriend. She sees Leah and Alina grinning smugly at each other. Seeing Christian's wide open eyes, she loses control and she moves her hand to her already wet pussy and starts stimulating herself with circular finger movements. The excitement spreads throughout her body and she moans softly when she hears his voice on the phone. She can hardly pay attention to the words he speaks. Moaning, she contorts her face with horniness. Alina and Leah have noticed that Lilly is just catapulting herself into ecstasy and are stroking her legs. The only thing Lilly wants now is for him to finally break up with her. In her fantasy she already sees herself training him to be her serf. Finally she has found someone her own age who she can make suffer for her and who can be molded as easily as Christian. Finally she has found someone who feels the same passion and kisses her feet gratefully after she has acted out her merciless sadism on him. In her ecstasy she just hears the snippet of words "...must break up with you" that he just says into the phone. Rubbing her wet vagina harder and harder she moans loudly. Finally he has done it. Something breaks in Lilly as well. She is now completely disinhibited and moans rhythmically while her slave just slowly takes his phone from his ear and puts it on the floor. He did it and he doesn't even know how to feel. But there he already hears the moaning of Lilly. Surprised, he looks at her sitting back on the sofa with her hand down her pants. He didn't know that her sadism and dominant preference would go so far. Instinctively he reaches for his cock and feels how hard it has already made him again, that he can hear Lilly's horniness. Suddenly he sees Alina and Leah, who point to Lilly's feet with a silent hand gesture and smile at him. Then the dam breaks and he rushes full of longing to the feet of the moaning Lilly. Like out of his mind he kisses her feet and jerks off his slave cock. She only moans louder and presses her socked ones into his face. She can barely hold herself up.

"Whip him for that... for not breaking up with his stupid girlfriend much sooner," Lilly screams into the room and continues moaning. Leah doesn't need to be told twice and gets a small, thin whip, which she cracks over and over again with force on his bare back. He winces at each blow, but wants nothing more than to be at the feet of his Goddess. With his mouth, he pulls down her socks and looks at Lilly's bare, beautifully-shaped feet, adorned with white nail polish. The softness stretching there in front of him drives him out of his mind. He moans loudly and feels her soles with his hands. Then he begins to lick her toes from below. Like a priceless trophy, he has her feet in his hands with a very gentle grip as he feasts on them with his tongue and mouth. He is about to cum when he suddenly feels Lilly's hand in his hair and she pulls him up to her. She is trembling and has an insanely sharp look on her face from horniness. She gets close to him and whispers in his ear.

"I will make you my serf, my personal slave and you will thank me every second of your life," he hears her say.

"Yes, Goddess, I want nothing else, please!" he cries in ecstasy.

She brings one of her bare feet to his cock and balls. She's never done that before. He rubs against her feet and legs like a madman, looking at her with his mouth open and his face completely distorted in ecstasy. Then she grabs him by the neck, pushes his chin up hard, bends down facing him. She comes closer and closer and then kisses him on the mouth. He moves his pelvis back and forth like crazy and returns the kiss. The two kiss in full ecstasy. The blue ice-cold eyes of his mistress have turned into glimpses of her soul shining with fire, from which so much warmth now radiates to him. Her words have burned into his brain and he wants nothing more than to become her permanent, personal slave with skin and heart. He wants to serve her, worship her, idolize her, feel like a plaything of her sadism and kiss her feet gratefully afterwards. This is to be his new life and she will mold him to her liking, for he is will-less for this woman. His imagination goes crazy as they continue to kiss hotly and he rubs himself against her divine feet. The world has completely faded out. It's just the two of them and a future fantasy that will end in unbridled desire and ecstasy.

"You don't need a girlfriend, because you have me as your goddess now," she speaks to him as she looks deeply into his eyes. And deep inside he feels that he has wanted such a goddess all his life....


Thank you for reading my story!

If you liked the story, feel free to leave a review on Amazon.

If you want to contact me directly, I'd be happy to hear from you on Twitter (@stefan_starr) or by mail to: stefan.starr@t-online.de

I'm happy to get in touch with you and I'm also open for suggestions of any kind, for example about new stories or your favorite scenarios you'd like to read from me!

If you have issues with femdom and you need an open, experienced ear, I'm also happy to be there for you. I know that sometimes it is not so easy to live with these preferences and to cope with them. Just get in touch!

Don't forget to look at the next page or directly at my author profile on Amazon to read more stories from me.
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Enslaved By Mother & Daughter: A Femdom Story With Two Dominant Women

When Fabian helps his crush Selina study for college, he doesn't yet know that she and her sadistic, man-hating mother will give his life a whole new direction...
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The Cuckold Slave Stable - A Woman Trains Men: A Femdom & Cuckold Story

One woman, 3 beta cucks & real love...
Ronja catches one man after the next with her angelic smile and her brown doe eyes. But for her, men are only useful objects, which she skillfully trains for herself.
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Slave Of A Horsewoman - Icecold Humiliated & Exploited: A Femdom Story In The Horse Stable

Tom's world turns upside down after he meets the beautiful, confident equestrian Maria. He fights for the job of programming her online horse store. But he soon finds out that she wants to use him for something else as well...


About the author

Brent Starr is a creative mind and has a passion for everything about femdom. He himself has a foot fetish, loves female domination and finds inspiration for writing in his own diverse fantasies.


His favorite categories include: Femdom, Findom, Foot Fetish, Verbal Humiliation, Soft to Hard Humiliation, Laughing, Ballbusting, Human Ashtray and Spitting. But there are rarely limits to his fantasies. 

You can find his author page here.


Click on "Follow" and explore with him the femdom world that will eventually cost him his sanity.


If you enjoyed one of his works, leave him a positive review. For personal feedback, questions and comments, you can reach him on his Twitter profile @Stefan_Starr. 
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