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His deep desire

Tobias stands in the cold, uncomfortable subway station and looks into the train that has just passed him. Only a few seats are free. It is filled, but no one has to stand. A man wearing a red winter parka and leaning forward to look at his smartphone briefly catches his eye. He appears to be in his mid-forties. I wonder where he's going now. He's probably going home to his family and just got off work. Maybe there's a wife and child waiting for him at home. Or maybe there's no one waiting for him on this gray evening, when you'd love to be at home snuggled up in a wool blanket in front of a fireplace, if you had one.

Who knows where I'll be in 20 years, Tobias thinks, glancing at his watch. It's a quarter to seven. He still has 15 minutes until his appointment, to which he must not be late under any circumstances. The next train whizzes by and he gets on, sits down, closes his eyes for a moment, takes a breath and arrives at his place. He is still excited every time he meets his mistress, even though they have known each other for six and a half months now and have met over twenty times. The feeling of excitement and uncertainty spreading through him has not diminished. The only difference from the first meetings is that a pleasant warmth is mixed in with the thought of the woman he is about to visit. They met online. One day he had a message from her in his email inbox, after having placed an ad on a fetish portal a few days before, in which he explained in detail his motivation to find a woman he may serve. With her he has convinced with it, because normally she does not write to anyone. A smile flits across his face as he thinks of his ad and her first message. He truly put effort into his writing and tried to explain impressively what drives him. In his note app, where he has saved the ad text, he reads it through again:

Hello dear ladies, mistresses and goddesses,

here is an open-minded, 24-year-old student looking for a sympathetic, classy-dominant woman who is interested in being served, entertained and amused by a naturally submissive specimen of the weaker sex.

Since my childhood I have been haunted by a deep inner need to throw myself at the feet of a woman and be completely taken over by her. The very first sexual fantasy I can remember can be classified with my current knowledge in the fetish and femdom category: The desire to live on the socked foot of a classmate as an ant and to take care, along with many other fellows, that her socks remain sweat-free. Not surprisingly, then, feminine, dainty feet became my kryptonite, as did their clothing in the form of socks, nylons and shoes.

But, of course, that was not enough. In me grew the fervent desire to serve a woman and to be useful to her, but also to contribute to her amusement and that best at my expense. One would like to think a man should not wish that for himself, but that is exactly what Mother Nature has put in my cradle: The need to let an attractive woman take advantage of me and laugh at me. With this apparent paradox in my sexuality I had to fight at first for a long time, because I could not accept it, but in the meantime I know that this desire, which grew there in me, with its deep roots, has its origin in my soul and there is no escape for me.

I am looking here for the right woman for me, to whom I may give myself, my time and my strength. A woman who helps me to further expose this submissive desire and dream in my innermost being, to link herself to it, to shape me, to train me and then to use the fruits of my existence for herself without restriction and in a way that conjures a smile on her lips every day, for which I want to throw myself into the fire.

I am looking for something long term, permanent, if not eternal. I bring style, eloquence and intelligence. Most important to me is that the mutual sympathy is right and both have a distinct, authentic passion for femdom. Thought quite far, I can also imagine a 24/7 enslavement, but for this it must of course fit enormously well.

If you like my ad, please send me a short message so that we can get to know each other better.

Until then I remain submissive,

Tobias

The stop he needs to get out is announced by the voice from the train's loudspeakers. Putting his cell phone in standby mode, he stands up. He gets off, zips up his coat all the way again, and also closes all the snaps all the way to the top. Underneath, he wears only a plain black T-shirt, tucked loosely into his gray, tight-fitting suit pants, the end of which leads to his dark brown, low-heeled winter boots, which make a slight clacking sound each time he steps up. When he meets with his mistress, he takes great care to dress appropriately and attractively for her, and he knows she likes that. 


The next step

Stella looks into the mirror and looks herself in the gray-blue, unfathomable eyes. Shortly before, she has redone her bright red lipstick, almost pink, and now looks at her lightly made-up, yet flawless face, which is framed by her long chestnut-brown hair. Her family has Russian roots and when she looks at her face she sometimes feels like a young tsarina. She sits down on her leather couch and picks up the book she is currently reading that inspires her: War and Peace by Leo Tolstoy, set in 19th century Russia. She has always been interested in literature, but has not yet dared to tackle this 1500-page tome, which is now captivating her more and more. She reads a few pages and then puts the book back on the glass sofa table in front of her, which finds its place on a light brown, noble carpet and looks good against the mahogany brown couch. There are many shades of brown in her home that have a special effect on her. She loves the grounding, warming and at the same time so natural color, which is also reflected in her hair. Many small and large green plants complement the style in her living room.

In a moment her servant Tobias will join her again and she smiles in eager anticipation of the meeting. She doesn't mind that he is four years younger than her. On the contrary, she finds the age difference, which only highlights her superiority to him, very pleasant. He has already been allowed to serve her in many ways. Be it as a footstool during her hour-long reading pleasures, as a towel holder when she takes a bath, as a masseur after sports or as a cleaning service for her apartment. Over the past few months, he has been able to spend many hours with her, but more importantly, he has been able to spend time for her and her well-being, and he has done well. She enjoys it very much that he tries to make an incredible effort for her, is on call for her and turn his back on himself and his needs as soon as she orders him to her place. The power and influence she now exerts over him does not leave her cold. She has grown accustomed to ordering him around with an eye to her needs, to seeing the submissive look on his youthful face, and to using his inclination for herself and her comfort. It gives her almost a perverse delight to watch a man sacrifice himself for her, driving him everytime to go a little bit further and a little bit further for her. She has always sought or rather attracted the contact with submissive men and has made many experiences in recent years, which have mostly ended in disappointment. She was allowed to learn that many men who have a submissive inclination, do not dare to live it out completely and at some point come to their limits and then withdraw because of fear and anxiety. Others are only superficially submissive to a woman, but have not understood that a true admirer and slave of a woman has to sacrifice himself for her needs, which also implies the deferral of their own sexual desires. Therefore, she has come to be very suspicious in the beginning and to test a submissive man extensively first before deciding whether to put more energy and time into the relationship, especially into the slavetraining. So far, however, she has a very good impression of her young pupil Tobias and she has the feeling that he is increasingly ready for giving himself completely to her and harbors this deep, inner desire to turn this into reality. He also always assures her of this verbally and at the same time jumps as soon as she makes the suggestion of a task for him. An inner satisfaction sets in for her when she observes how Tobias loses himself in her power, pines for her and seems to have understood that he serves exclusively for the fulfillment of her needs and desires.

She now wants to intensify his training and test him with the next step, after he has surrendered to her wishes for months without grumbling and without formulating his own desires. Now it will become clear how serious he is, because he will feel that the noose, which up to now has gently and warmly and pleasantly passed his head and settled on his shoulders, is now slowly but surely being tightened more and more, until, like a steel chain without a clasp, it wraps itself around his neck. At her next step, he will perceive that when it is accomplished, there will be no escape for him and he will become her property with all that he is. Stella contorts her mouth into a sadistic smile at the thought. Her snow-white teeth flash in contrast to her red lips and she feels an inner anticipation of what lies ahead. If everything works out, she will soon make a true slave out of Tobias, who will not be able to escape his fate, because he will be trapped. Trapped in his submissive tendency.


Dangerous shoes

Tobias rings his mistress's doorbell at the entrance to the house and looks nervously at the clock, which now shows 7 p.m. sharp. It is set to the radio-controlled clock on his smartphone. Stella has impressed upon him that he should always be punctual to the minute when she calls him in, and he has been following her instructions for months. Already twice he had to run at high speed to be on time and stood sweating in front of her door. Today this was not the case and yet he feels a warmth under his coat with which his excitement makes itself felt.

He hears the buzzer sound, pushes open the door, and still has to climb the stairs to the third floor where his Mistress lives before he arrives at her front door. It is already open, without Stella waiting for him at the door, which he is used to by now. He enters, closes the door behind him and quickly discards his shoes and coat, settles on his knees once, taking a deep breath, and then crawls to the open door of her living room with his head and upper body deeply bowed, his face turned to the floor. He crosses the threshold of the door with the golden transitional veil that leads to the dark brown walnut parquet floor and stops shortly after, makes himself small, lowers his forehead completely to the floor and waits.

Meanwhile, Stella sits in the center of the spacious living room on a bar stool with vintage brown upholstery as well as a backrest, watching her well-bred slave perform the welcoming ritual she taught him. To begin with, she always sits on this stool, which elevates her and makes her comfortable at the same time, and lets him stay there in his groveling position for a few minutes, experiencing his smallness without saying a word. For her, it is part of a deeper training to let him feel right at the beginning where his place is in her presence. She deliberately varies the time until her first word is spoken to him in order to get him used to the fact that his fate depends solely on her discretion and that he should be prepared for uncertainty and the unforeseen. He is to let himself fall before her quite presently in this moment.

Tobias feels his mistress' eyes resting on him as his forehead presses against the cold floor and he tries to take up as little space in the room as possible, pressing his arms and legs as close to the rest of his body as he can. It's an uncomfortable, almost strenuous position that exercises him in humility and that Stella taught him at the very beginning. She also explained to him exactly why. It is a metaphor for his being in her presence. While she sits at the center, elevated and spread out, and he is there to fulfill her needs, he is to take up as little space for himself as possible in the process. His self must limit itself, must cede space and has no right at all to spread out or take up more than necessary, for in the existence of his Mistress it is to be completely absorbed in its task and best of all disappear.

"You may undress," Stella finally says after minutes of silence.

Hastily Tobias straightens up without raising his eyes and takes off first his black T-shirt over his head, then his gray suit pants as well as his black socks and last but not least he also exposes his sex and quickly puts the things into a small garbage bag that is ready for this purpose in the corner of the hallway and then comes back naked and bent over to the place in the living room where he was lying a moment ago and once again gets into the tight confining position. He now feels as if he is on display in front of his Mistress, whom he has not yet been allowed to catch a glimpse of.

Stella smiles with satisfaction. She has a penchant for rituals, routines, symbolism, and metaphors, through which she has begun to shape Tobias's thoughts and his being from the very beginning of their relationship. The garbage bag in the hallway where he is allowed to put his clothes suggests the worthlessness of his individuality in her presence. He is supposed to function for her, shedding his individuality and freeing himself from his self so that she can, piece by piece, take complete possession of him and make him an extension of her self, filled only with the thoughts and desires she has intended for Tobias. Stella loves the psychological game, which after all can be so much more sadistic, impressive and lasting than any blow to the body of a slave candidate.

"Heel!" Stella's bright, stern voice rings through the room.

Barely uttered, Tobias crawls in his nakedness toward the barstool, whose metal-chrome round frame he can make out standing on the floor, in his line of vision. His face does not turn away from the floor and with much meticulousness he tries to take up as little space as possible in his forward movement until he finally arrives just before the bar stool, his forehead now touching the floor again.

"You may look up to me, slave," he hears the, now very close sounding words of his mistress. Without moving his body below his neck, he straightens his head and looks towards Stella, who has adjusted the barstool seat to the top of the upper height adjustment. A few inches above his looking-up face are the soles of the shoes Stella is wearing, hiding her face from him. On the sole he recognizes the imprint "Valentino Gavarani Made In Italy", and below it is the number 37, indicating the shoe size. His heart beats faster at the sight. These are the shoes he had the pleasure of giving her about two months ago. He stint himself for those shoes, worked overtime in his mini-job in addition to his studies, and together with this income spent part of his savings on the purchase of these luxury shoes, which he had then proudly presented to her with trembling hands from happiness. She had given him the hint at the very beginning of their acquaintance that if he ever wanted to give her a sign of his willingness to give himself to her, he was allowed to spend himself on these shoes for her. At home, of course, he immediately looked to see what kind of special shoes these were, and after seeing for himself that these Valentinos were a phenomenal match for Stella, his eyes fell on the price, which was advertised at €1,150.00. After the presentation he had never seen them on her and had almost forgotten about them. But now no more than twenty centimeters separated him from the brown sole of this sinfully expensive footwear.
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A lightly breathed "Oh" escapes Tobias in his surprise, which Stella acknowledges with a smile and the words "You may crawl back a little and look at them" and her servant starts moving again with lowered eyes, only to straighten his head again afterwards. For the first time Tobias sees the Valentinos on her feet and is, to put it understatedly, enraptured. The ankle boots made of black patent leather with their ten centimeter heels and their many buckles nestle majestically around the feet of his mistress. The numerous golden platinum rivets make the shoes look like a tremendously stylish weapon that cannot be opposed. Tobias's fascinated gaze wanders along the ankle boots he was allowed to purchase for Stella, and he finds them immensely fitting to the Russian touch of his beautiful Mistress. They show only a little of her skin and not at all of the toes of her pretty feet and at the same time demand Tobias' respect through the prickly-looking studs and the shiny black lacquer, like a beautiful, large rose whose thorns one prefers to treat with caution. For minutes he is allowed to look at her and feels an inner excitement rising up in him at the sight. Stella also feels the moment highly intense. The expensive luxury ankle boots are a trophy for her, gained from the submissiveness of her slave kneeling in front of her. She likes the idea that her feet are now adorned, with the normally completely disproportionate financial outlay of her young slave, who has yet to prove himself professionally as a student and who has nevertheless decided to make this sacrifice at her feet. She deliberately chose these Valentinos, which stand out from other high heels not only in value, but also in texture. Most certainly, they underline the dangerousness that emanates from her for her slave, who, if he fully commits to her, will leave his old life behind. The studs have the potential to bore into his skin and point out to him that the path to her feet will not be comfortable for him and yet he will spend himself completely for it. Stella feels the pleasant warmth of satisfaction rising inside her and looks at Tobias, who is completely fascinated and taken by her shoes, with a mischievous smile.


The flick

Tobias' head is completely empty and free of thoughts. He can almost feel how Stella is watching these passing seconds, completely focused on his movements and looks, while the beauty and otherness of the high heels on her feet keeps him spellbound. He can't get enough of them, as close as they are now to his face, which he continues to stretch upward. He finds his position, which he is always allowed to take at the beginning of their meetings in front of her bar stool, distinctly significant. In order to take up as little space as possible, he is not allowed to move up from the floor, only straining his head and neck to get closer to his mistress. But even then he is still a few inches away from the sole of her shoe. He truly has to exert himself to get even a little closer to her and yet she remains completely out of reach for him. And that's the way it's meant to be. He may squirm under her feet and strain for her, be on call for her and serve her, let her possess him and dream of her, but she always remains out of reach for him and his desires. This is exactly what makes their relationship work and this is how Tobias now feels in his position before her. Even to be able to kiss the sole of her shoe, he is too far away. He almost longs to get to her feet and kiss them, but since he knows her, she denies him. Not even in shoes were his lips allowed to caress her feet, and yet he hopes every time again for the blissful moment when she grants him the favor. He feels how he now at least indirectly touches her feet through the ankle boots that have cost him dearly, which now adorn her and nestle against her soles, her toes, her heel and the bridge of her foot. His effort, his time and his submissiveness now adorn the aesthetic parts of her body that he covets, which now seem so near and yet so far from him. A fire of greed ignites in him at the sight of her Valentino's, the deep need to at least get to the bottom of her shoes shines in his eyes and he pushes his face further up. The long pointed black shiny heel in view he sticks out his tongue like a dog craving for a treat, the lust has now taken complete possession of him, as before there is a vacuum in his brain, completely focused outward, on the perception of his Mistress' shoes. He is now only a thought, a need, a desire.

Stella notices the change that is taking place in her slave and takes advantage of this masculine inadequacy, transforming himself into a mindless, easily influenced puppet, seemingly the plaything of lower urges. Elegantly, she begins to make circling motions with her foot hovering in the air just above her slave's approaching face, capturing Tobias' gaze on the moving object of his desire. She then loudly flicks the thumb and middle finger of her right hand.

The sound of the flicking reaches Tobias in the middle of his eager movement and runs through his entire body. Abruptly he stops, pulls the tongue that was just desperately craving the sole of the Valentinos back into his mouth and his emotional world begins to change second by second. If just now there was his own selfish desire to surrender to his sexual desire, this gave way to make room for the need that now found expression in him as if springing from the depths of his soul, the desire to surrender completely to his mistress and make her happy. The void in his mind now filled with images of his Mistress laughing happily, with memories of how he had been allowed to serve her and the subsequent feeling of being of value and usefulness to her after she had rewarded him with praise. During this change in his emotional world forced by her flicking, Tobias is trembling all over his body, he is as if in a frenzy, because the incredibly strong sexual excitement and attraction that Stella's feet triggered in him are not over, but are now focused on the desire to please his mistress at any cost and the desire for the renewed feeling of having been successfully useful to her. The changed look in his eyes, his rock hard slave cock and the sudden cessation of his need to satisfy his own sexual desires show Stella how successful the single flick has been in having an effect on her slave who is increasingly becoming her property.

When she realizes the extent of this effect on him, she laughs with satisfaction and sadistic pleasure. Stella has already started conditioning Tobias to her flicking for months. She has linked numerous moments and experiences he was allowed to have with her, all of which triggered a similar feeling and need in him, and has steadily used the flick for this purpose, to set an auditory trigger in him, which after many repetitions now brings him back to the desired feeling, and this in a very short time and as she could now observe, with amazing intensity, when previously his sexual arousal and thus his animalistic, no-longer-clear-thinking part, which was evoked by this particular moment with her new shoes, had been stimulated. Like a Pavlovian dog, she has trained him for her and her eyes shine with satisfaction.

Tobias is still feeling that gentle jolt that just happened inside him. In him burns a fire of longing and passion towards the service of his Mistress. He wants nothing more at this moment than the warm, secure feeling that always spreads inside him when he could completely let himself fall into his submissiveness and provide a smile on Stella's lips because she is pleased with him. He feels the excitement in his whole body that builds around the deep need that consumes him to want to please his mistress and make her happy. As if a part of him is not complete if he is not allowed to be useful to her, he feels this neediness towards her through the sexual arousal that is coupled to it, like a truly physical need. He remembers all the moments when he was allowed to be of service to her: After sports he was allowed to massage her, to fill the bath, to set the perfect temperature, to hand her the towel on his knees and of course with his eyes lowered when she was done, he was allowed to clean her shoes, to do her laundry, to clean her apartment, to cook for her, to go shopping for her, to lay the expensive Valentinos at her feet, to drop everything as soon as she ordered him to come to her, to write little femdom stories for her and to recite them to her and to serve for hours as a footstool for her feet. In him rises the desire to do so much more for her. The soles of her shoes are again a distant memory, after he has made himself small with his face towards the ground, trembling and taken in with reverent desire for her goodwill. He has never reached her feet and yet he wants to continue to fight, to exert himself for her and to give himself up and sacrifice himself for her if that is what she demands of him. He would rather crumble to dust in the fight for his mistress, clinging to her heels in the last gasp of his soul, than lose her.


Trapped in himself

This woman has just impressively demonstrated her power over him. With just a flick of her wrist, she has pulled the rug from under his feet and made him part with his desires and return to what he is at her feet for. For her and her needs alone. He doesn't count here, or he wouldn't be struggling to take up as little space as possible for himself. The only thing that counts is her and her happiness.

As if in a trance, he lies on the floor in front of her, introverted and overwhelmed by his feelings for his mistress, who extends her hold on him further and further, tightening the noose around his neck bit by bit. He realizes how much she has already turned him towards her and how much he had already fallen for her. At the same time, he feels a slight fear coming up, spreading in his head and seemingly trying to warn him of the inevitable fainting that will overtake him if he now opens himself further to her and surrenders and she binds his brain and his body, yes, if not his whole soul to her and shapes it to her liking, without that he would then be able to resist. However, this slight thrill only fuels his physical arousal and he feels another wave of horniness and submissiveness wash through his body.

Stella, meanwhile, is enjoying these intimate moments with her servant, who is trying to make himself small there on the floor in front of her feet, just as she has trained him to do since the beginning of their acquaintance. She registers the seemingly deep impression the moment makes on her slave and lets him go as the hormone cocktail washes over his being. She feels a deep satisfaction from the high degree she is now taking in her slave's life, and she will now take the next step that will result in her taking not only her servant's life, but increasingly his entire being.

"Slave, I expect us to take the next step now," she says in a stern, loud voice down to Tobias.

"Yes, Mistress, I ask it," he replies, almost whimpering with trembling arousal and not knowing what that meant, but with complete clarity that he would like nothing better than to give himself over to this woman, skin and hair, at any cost.

"You will now only masturbate your little slave cock under my supervision and instruction," Stella's voice rang out again.

"Yes, Mistress," Tobias answers quickly and without thinking about it. He can't escape her will anymore and doesn't even think about how this will be possible for him not to touch himself at home anymore, but understands deep inside that his adored goddess will now claim his sexuality completely for herself and this will lead to a whole new quality of the relationship, which he has never experienced like this before. And because he has never experienced it before, he did not know how little idea he has of what consequences will follow for him and his being in the future.

"You may sit up and look me in the face," he hears coming from Stella.

He takes one deep breath, slides his face up first, very slowly he straightens up in front of her, with his gaze starting at her dangerous-looking Valentinos, over her bare legs, up to her black, short dress that tightly accentuates her slender, beautiful body, on to her golden necklace that is around her neck and finally to her breathtakingly beautiful face. His eyes find her steel gray-blue eyes, holding him with a strong gaze. Stella has leaned forward a bit out of her bar stool so that her face can inspect her slave more closely. Tobias feels incredibly small in front of this goddess with the Russian-looking face, which opens immaculately in front of his eyes and to which he looks up completely selflessly. This moment of utter beauty burns itself into his memory and keeps him breathless in the present moment. Her red lips have twisted into a slight smile and she looks down at him from above with a marrow-shakingly resolute, yet at the same time warm gaze. He feels naked before her gaze, which seems to penetrate him and illuminate him from within. A feeling of security and warmth and at the same time embarrassment and shyness spreads through him. However, this does not diminish his arousal.

"I see your slave tail is standing. Touch it," comes the instruction from Stella.

Tobias begins to touch his hard little cock and express his excitement with appropriate movements of his hand.

"Feel free to think about how you worked so hard to be able to put these gorgeous shoes at my feet," Stella laughs in his face as she catches his gaze with her hand, seductively stroking the buckles of her luxury ankle boots that Tobias has had to bend over backwards financially to get.

He breathes faster when he hears these words coming out of her mouth and her beautiful, filigree fingers, decorated with nail polish matching her lipstick, glide over the golden clasps on the side of the top four buckles and, after a groan escapes him and he puts his hand on faster, her fingers lead him back, stroking over her bare legs, to her face and her penetrating gaze. Tobias lets her lead and guide him.

"Close your eyes, my puppet," he hears her whisper as he gazes spellbound into her luminous eyes with wide open eyes, pining for her guidance with burgeoning horniness and increasingly unbridled submissive desire.

He willingly closes his eyes, sighs briefly and falls into the deep, black hole of his submissiveness, which Stella tickles out in him like no other could ever do. He takes a deep breath and relaxes into his arousal. He can still feel the closeness of his mistress's face, shining a light on his little existence like the moon at night, bringing him to his knees.

"Let go of all thoughts and concentrate on your Mistress, who brings out this infinite horniness in you," he hears her say in a soft voice in front of him. "You only listen to my voice now. Everything inside you now only listens to my voice."

"Yes, Mistress," he whispers breathing quickly as he slowly masturbates his cock.

"I'm going to start focusing you entirely on me now. Only my happiness matters to you, only I matter to you. Only your Mistress gives you the meaning of life," Stella whispers as she gleefully watches her slave already deeply engrossed listening to her voice, keeping his arousal level up all by itself so she can comfortably link his sexuality to her ideas. "I'm going to make you my puppet, willingly surrendered to me."

"Yes, Goddess, yes," her wanking slave moans with her eyes closed.

"Maybe not today or tomorrow, but very soon you will eventually be shocked to realize that you can't even fight back anymore. Because you don't even want to fight back anymore. I will take possession of you, plant myself in your mind, focus your thoughts on me, and align your soul with me. And when I am done with this, you will have no will at all to do anything else but to make me happy, for this will then be the only need that still dwells in you, that you still have, that remains to you."

Deeply impressed by her words, Tobias only moves his hand faster, he feels how this idea drives him to the peak of his arousal. He can't even answer, so much do her words echo in his head. His heart beats faster. Inside him he feels a deep desire to throw himself at the feet of his mistress and beg her to take care of him and to get everything out of him that he has to offer for her. He can barely contain himself and moans out loud.

"You're going to think of nothing but your Mistress from morning till night, and you're going to do it until you're struggling for her from morning till night in reality, too, straining for her and giving yourself up for her so she'll be happy."

"Y-yes," Tobias stammers with excitement and moans loudly one more time to that.

"Imagine how happy I am the more you give yourself up for me, the harder you work for me, the more time of your life you spend on me."

"Yes," it comes again from Tobias and, completely taken by the words of his goddess, whom he nevertheless wants to make happy at any cost, he begins to shout "Yes" rhythmically to his hand movements, which make his slave tail glow and only intensify his suggestiveness and submissiveness for Stella, while his eyes circle uncontrollably behind his lids. A trance in which he nevertheless perceives his Mistress' voice quite consciously, but in which he is at the same time in touch with his subconscious, touches him and his soul to the depths of his dreams. He feels an enlightened, uncannily ecstatic elation of complete surrender to the present moment and to his idolized Mistress, who now guides and directs him with her words as if with strings attached to his body parts. He lets himself fall completely into her power and feels an inner freedom and relaxation that he has never experienced before in his entire life.

"You let yourself fall completely into my net, which will catch you and wrap you up and from which you will not come out again in the end, because I will make you my puppet dancing for me, reading my every wish from my lips. But don't worry, you will love it. But you will be trapped inside yourself," whispers the smugly grinning Stella, who feels her power over her servant growing and growing. Mercilessly, she verbally penetrates and spreads into his psyche. She feels an enormous, good-feeling tension in her body, a lust that rises in her and finds an escape in a hearty, sadistic laugh. She enjoys every second of this performance before her eyes, spellbound still looking at the closed eyelids of her slave, whom she is currently training to be her property. With psychological skill and soft voice she cradles him in his submissiveness and self-sacrifice taking possession of him, catapulting him to the heights of subspace, whipping up the endorphins in him to a frenzy and penetrating his consciousness of how defenseless and powerless he is now kneeling before his Mistress, truly desiring to give himself and his life up completely for her.

"Imagine how happy I would laugh if you cared about nothing but me and my needs."

The laughing face of his mistress appears in his mind's eye as, with trembling hands, he placed at her feet the sinfully expensive high heels she now wears. He moans and groans. Completely befuddled and with his mouth open, he jerks off again to the brink of ecstasy. Suddenly he hears the flick of his mistress' right hand again. The floor tears away from under him and he falls into a black maw that threatens to swallow him. He wants to do everything for this woman. He groans loudly as he breathes heavily and his eyes roll uncontrollably behind his lids.

"Open your eyes," Stella suddenly says in a stern voice, in a moment of Tobias' highest ecstasy.

He tears his eyes open and looks directly into the laughing face of Stella, who had leaned even further down towards him, knowing how much he craves the blissful, satisfied face of his mistress right at this moment.

"Oah..." is all that comes from Tobias and a slush of moaning sounds leaves his mouth. He can't hold on any longer and comes twitching completely uncontrollably, out of breath and with his face completely distorted with emotional ecstasy in front of his mistress on the floor. Startled and with a cocktail of emotions that he has never experienced before and that suddenly makes him feel as happy and at the same time as sad as never before, he looks up at her fearfully. But his Mistress smiles brightly at him, puts a hand on his head and strokes him very gently.

"Good boy, you did that."

He sinks down and closes his eyes, letting his feelings take him away. Stella slips off her bar stool, leans down to him and strokes him feelingly. She is proud of her slave, who has given himself completely to her for the first time today. A deep inner satisfaction spreads through her and a bond to her slave can be seen in her emotions.

That was only the beginning, she thinks with a smile. Not long now and I will take him completely into my possession, if he doesn't get cold feet after all.

What she didn't know yet is that he has long since made up his mind...


More femdom stories from Brent Starr
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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...


All femdom stories by Brent Starr
 

Slave of Feminists - Hard Humiliation & Merciless Ballbusting with 4 Mistresses
Heel, Doggie! - Young Submissive Is Trained By Experienced Mistress

Diva Daria On Slave Hunt - Submissive Man In The Net Of An Experienced Mistress

The Sadistic Mistress Trio - A Slave In The Clutches Of Three Dominant Women
Dr. Stella’s Femdom Therapy - Enslaved By My Hot Psychotherapist

Huh, Do You Like My Socks? - A Foot Fetish Erotica With My Footslave

New York’s Eve Sadism - A Hardcore Femdom Erotica
Winter With Mistress Alexa

Cuckold Of His Ex
Brainwashed By His Mistress - A Deep Femdom Mind Control Story

The Cuckold Slave Stable - A Woman Trains Men

Findom Shopping With My Paypig

At The Feet Of A Schoolgirl - Humiliated By A Goddess

Enslaved By Mother & Daughter

Slave Of My Roommate - Caught In The Action

Slave Of A Horsewoman - Icecold Humiliated & Exploited


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 german Twitter profile @Stefan_Starr. 

OEBPS/image_rsrc79.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc7A.jpg
uﬂm

\‘Qﬁll

ENSIAVED
BYIMOTHER
RIDAUGHTER






OEBPS/image_rsrc7C.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc78.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc7B.jpg





