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The Diva

"Many men these days are no longer men at all. They remind me more of little puppies that are just begging for a woman's attention. And if you throw them even just a ray of hope, they're trainable like circus animals."

These are the words of Diva Daria, who has her domicile in a small, remote town. She is a sophisticated woman - educated, cultured and interested in aesthetics, theater and art. She wears only clothes made of the best fabrics and pays a lot of attention to her appearance. In her town she is called "The Diva" and not only because of her exceptionally stylish and thoughtful appearance, which she displays regardless of the situation. She also wears her nose higher than other people and expresses herself very selectively. Moreover, she does not let anyone get close to her so easily. She evokes quite controversial feelings among the rest of the inhabitants of her hometown. Many women admire her elegance and beauty and are even envious of the strong sexual effect she has on men. And indeed, she is the eye-catcher of every event where she shows herself. With the men, simply put, she encounters two types of behavior: One only looks at her beauty from afar, because they don't dare to step under her eyes. In her look there is always something demanding and not seldom also something mocking, if she looks into the face of a man. The others are attracted exactly by this as well as her erotic charisma. Many men try to get in touch with her, buy her drinks and pay her compliments. But most of them leave with their tails between their legs after she has let them entertain her for a while, only to be rebuffed. There is a mysterious aura around her. No one knows her exact age or what she's been up to all day. The townspeople talk and wonder about her very often. Some think that she is a real femme fatale, because despite her coldness and hard expression, she has a bevy of men interested in her and almost courting her. Others have observed how the men she invites over and who consort with her fare. They are suddenly completely changed, are with her more and more often and have hardly anything else in mind than this strange woman. Some of them even seem to work for her, take up residence with her and are then not seen outside for months.

Tobias, too, has heard all the stories people spin about her. He also lives in the small town and comes from a well-protected family. His father taught him early on that he had better not associate with the diva, because he feared a bad influence from her or even that she would invite him over like the other men and do who knows what with him. Meanwhile Tobias is 24 years old and has seen the Diva countless times since she moved here at city festivals or other events. He has always found strong, dominant women very fascinating and so has the Diva. So far he has not exchanged a word with her, but he has often looked at her and tried to stay inconspicuously near her. The way she treats men, her cool, dominant look, her wonderful taste in clothes and style - all this impresses Tobias very much. Even though he's pretty sure she's four or five years older than him, he feels magically drawn to her beauty and charisma. He feels the same way now at the spring festival that is taking place. He observes her standing at a bar table with an orange cocktail, chatting with the man who bought her the drink. She seems bored, however, and barely looks at him while he talks, so he walks away, probably out of disappointment. Tobias notices how she is suddenly alone again and gathers all his courage and moves to her. He has never been so fascinated by a woman he didn't even know. Like a moth flies to the light, Tobias goes to Diva Daria, who has had her eye on him for some time without him knowing it.

"I was wondering when you'd get over yourself and come to me," she addresses him before he can say anything. Surprised and with his big, young-innocent eyes, he looks at her.

"Why?" he asks, befuddled, looking into her face, which throws back a mocking smile.

"Well, you kept looking over at me the last few weeks. You think a real woman doesn't notice that?" she laughs. During her laughter, Tobias really becomes aware of her beauty. The tight, black cocktail dress emphasizes her slender, graceful figure. Her face is only lightly made up. She has drawn on her mouth with blood-red lipstick, the same tone is recognizable in her nail polish. On her feet she wears shiny golden high-heel sandals with high, narrow heels. Only two thin straps cover her feet, one right in front of her toes and one at her ankle. The red nail polish that is also on her toes is truly eye-catching for Tobias, who has recognized the eroticism of women's feet since his youth. He can hardly believe that he is now standing in front of such a divine-looking woman and that she has apparently already been waiting for him.

"I didn't know it was so obvious," he answers her awkwardly.

"It was. So, why are you here with me now?" she asks him with her, red lips twisted into a mocking grin.

"I wanted to tell you that I think you're beautiful and I wanted to ask if I could buy you a cocktail," he asks her in his shy way.

"Oh how boring. That makes you the third one today," she continues to grin at him. He feels like he's been caught and smiles painedly, not knowing how to respond. Daria is a woman who does not take men seriously at all, but derives her pleasure from exposing the weak male sex. Even now she enjoys jumping around with Tobias, who looks so young, as she pleases. She can literally feel how he feels insecure around her and yet is attracted to her kind, as she knows it from men who eat out of her hand in no time. And it is at this feeling that her hunting instinct is awakened.

"But you might be able to do something else for me," Daria finally breaks the silence, which makes Tobias visibly uncomfortable. He looks into her eyes, nodding eagerly. "My feet are already hurting a bit from the high heels by now, we could go to the fountain where there is less going on and you massage them for me," she looks at him with her demanding look that she always puts on when she talks to men. The words she chooses could simply be a suggestion to which he could respond yes or no, but she has spoken them with such a tone that is more like a command. She knows he will jump at it and wants him to get used to it from the start, that when he contacts her, he does what she says and nothing else.

"I'd love to, of course!" replies Tobias, who is happy about his good fortune. She laughs to herself as his heartbeat quickens. One look at her high heels and her feet give him immense anticipation for his new task.

Arriving at the fountain, Daria sits down on the edge, crosses her legs and points her finger in front of her.

"Kneel down, it'll be easier for you then," she sneers at the idea that a younger man is about to massage her feet. Tobias is only too happy to comply with the suggestion and is impressed by the clear guidance he receives from the diva. As if she knows exactly how to handle him. Slowly he kneels in front of her and contemplates the beauty of her immaculate feet. At the golden strap on her ankle he discovers the clasp of her heels and opens it carefully with pointed fingers. Then he pulls the heels off her feet, whose whole, naked splendor unfolds before his eyes. He feels an excitement coming up in him that he has felt so many times before when he could see the feet of a pretty woman. Finally, he begins to touch Daria's feet. They feel soft and light. He begins to massage the sole of her feet, while completely enjoying the sight and feel of his hands on her soles and the tops of her feet. A new world of feeling opens up inside him that he had never known before.

"Have you ever touched a woman's feet or am I the first?", Daria asks him, sensing how intense the moment is for Tobias. In her mind, she has already made him completely addicted to her.

"No, you're the first," he answers her. She laughs to herself and grins silently at his answer. Then she changes her mind and breathes down to him:

"Enjoy!"

Feeling safe with her, he closes his eyes and enjoys this strong inner arousal and the feeling of holding such aesthetic, graceful feet of such an attractive woman in his hands. He has imagined it so many times.

Daria has had many men kneel at her feet and help them realize their inclination. But for her, this is not just a harmless preference that a man can have. For her, it is a gateway to gaining power over a man. She delights in wrapping a weak, submissive man around her finger, only to slowly and with devilish relish rob him of his manhood and demonstrate to him the power she wields over him. Over the years, she has developed a true sense of recognizing which men have this submissive, weak tendency and which do not. She has realized that those who have it crave security and guidance at the feet of a woman. She does not believe that a man develops such an inclination purely by chance. For her, these men are born to serve and be of use to a woman who has a grip on them, who trains and molds them. And that woman is her.

While Tobias continues to massage her feet and feast on this new experience, she reaches out and gently caresses his head. And she does so as if the head already belonged to her completely, whispering to him as if he were a little puppy:

"Very well you do it."

Tobias feels completely taken by her, feels so aroused and at the same time so secure by this woman he only really got to know twenty minutes ago, and yet he has the feeling that she knows much more about him than he does about her. But he can't imagine what else she has planned for him...


Come With Me

"How long have you known that you like a woman's feet?", Tobias hears the diva say to him from above. A slight blush reaches his face as he thinks about his answer, but inside he feels very safe with her in a strange way and tries to answer with a confident tone:

"Ever since I was 15, maybe even earlier. Beautiful women's feet have actually always attracted me. I even put on women's shoes once when I was a kid, which my father didn't like at all."

"Where the foot fetish, there is the submissiveness not far, I have made the experience. How often do you fantasize about serving a woman?" the diva asks with a smile, as Tobias looks up to gaze into her green, penetrating eyes.

"Every time," replies smiling shyly, but at the same time with a sense of relief. He has never been able to confide in a woman before and now he has the chance to reveal himself to an experienced woman and he takes it. He waits anxiously for her reaction. Daria's blood-red lips have expanded into a pleasurable grin and her white, gleaming teeth flash out.

"I invite you to come with me to my house. I'll show you something I'm sure you haven't seen before," she finally says in her calm, bright voice. Tobias nods in agreement. He gets to put her heels back on and the two walk together the short distance to her domicile. It's a large house on the outskirts of town with a garden and a view of nature. Tobias has already seen it from the outside.

Daria opens the door and enters first, followed by her new submissive candidate, as she already calls Tobias in her head. Surprised, the latter realizes that some kind of butler is welcoming her, taking off the diva's thin jacket that she put on on her way to the house. Tobias almost let out a startled "Oh", but he just managed to pull himself together. The butler is completely naked and wearing a metal, opaque chastity belt. When he caught sight of the diva, he rushed up from his kneeling position to help himself to her jacket and then waddled away on his knees. However, not before he greeted her with a kiss on each of her feet. With questioning eyes, Tobias looks at the diva, who beats him to it with the following words:

"I should have prepared you for this after all. This is one of my slaves. He serves me and lives his dream", she grins at him and with a demanding hand gesture she tells him to follow her.

"Wow, he serves you full time, you mean?" asks Tobias still amazed.

"Yes, he has been one of my first slaves and has been serving me continuously for five years," Daria answers with a certain pride in her voice. At the same time, she talks about it as naturally as if he had asked her if she also eats jam on her breakfast bread in the morning. Despite his initial shock, Tobias feels a certain attraction to the idea that it is possible to serve a woman full time as a slave. In his imagination, he has often imagined what it would be like to be the house slave of a pretty girl.

"How many slaves do you have?" asks Tobias curiously.

"Quite a few, but I'll show you that later. First, I want to get to know you better," she replies, looking at him meaningfully. She leads him into a small, oblong room with only a single chair and nothing else. She sits down on it.

"Do not be afraid, but kneel before me as you did at the well."

Tobias follows her instruction and kneels again in front of the pretty feet still supported by the golden high heels.

"I took you to my place because I want to help you understand your sexuality better, because unfortunately no one out there talks about submissive men and what they have this tendency for. What do you think?" she asks with a sympathetic smile on her lips. She senses that she needs to take away some of his nervousness to continue with him.

"Yes, I like it, already at the fountain I noticed how dominant you are and to be honest I like it a lot," he then replies, however, completely unconcerned. His interest in her has only grown stronger due to the previous impression. Inwardly, he feels an exciting curiosity and the open feeling, new to him, that he might even be able to really try out a lot here, which he had only been allowed to dream about so far.

The diva grins at him silently. Suddenly, she unzips her small black shoulder bag and takes out two black velvet gloves, which she gallantly puts on. Inwardly she feels a deep satisfaction at Tobias' revelation and feels it is now the right time to perform her ritual that she performs on every new submissive creature that comes closer to her. Tobias watches her slow, perfectly still movements with an astonished expression on his face as he kneels in front of her. She leans down to him slightly, grabs his temples with the fingertips of both her hands and slightly corrects his head position. She looks directly into his eyes. Her mood changes. She feels that tingle and tension inside her again that she likes so much. Her gaze on Tobias kneeling in front of her changes. With her finger, covered with silk, she pushes his chin hard up towards her. For her, he is no longer the young man from the same town. In her eyes, she degrades him to the submissive creature whose sexual desire to be a servant she can ignite and use for herself.

"Beautiful, sensual mouth," she whispers to him, brushing her fingers over his lips. He feels her touch, which has something possessive for him. His desire is stimulated and he arrives at himself completely in this moment. Her gaze is much more intense than before, but he tries to keep his eyes on hers. Suddenly he feels her velvety fingers overcome his lips and enter his oral cavity. All the while she stares into his eyes with a commanding look that captivates him. Her mouth has twisted into a grin. To her, he is now only a base being whose urges she ignites for her to bind him to her. And that's exactly what she sees in him right now and the look that's in his big eyes. Suddenly she pulls her fingers out of his mouth again.

"Undress!" she orders him in a loud, stern tone that makes him comply with her instruction as fast as he can. In front of her glittering eyes, he undresses completely and then kneels before her again in a well-behaved manner.

"Good by," she breathes and strokes his head for a few seconds, which he clearly enjoys. He closes his eyes and feels the warmth coming from her hand to his head. He almost feels like a small, well-behaved boy, collecting his reward from this beautiful woman. Suddenly he feels the velvety fingers stroking down along his neck to his chest. Daria's hand slides to his left nipple and squeezes it tightly, making him cringe at the unforeseen pain.

"Sensitive to pain," she smiles at him in her slightly mocking way. Tobias merely smiles back as she slowly lets go.

"Stand up and press your pelvis forward towards me, show me your crown jewels," she grins at him demandingly, crossing one leg and leaning back in the chair while not taking her eyes off him.

Slowly, he stands up in front of her and offers her his private parts, pressing his buttocks together and thrusting his pelvis forward as if thrusting into a vagina. The pose feels like he is just handing her his cock and balls. Silently and grinning with pleasure, she looks into his eyes for a few seconds while he holds this position like this. A humiliating feeling spreads through him and he gets nervous. Finally she holds her hand directly under his testicles hanging in the air and encloses them with her velvety glove. Very slowly her grip becomes tighter and tighter. A little bit his cock has already extended with excitement.

"Your little cock there is really puny, you know that? Made for a slave," says Diva Daria pointedly, laughing with a certain malice. Her words and her laughter turn Tobias on. His arousal increases, the diva's laughter he just heard still echoes in his ears and he imagines her laughing again at his too-short little cock every time she looks at it. Surprised by the horniness that overcomes him by this brief reaction of the diva, he inhales audibly deep. His cock has become rock hard.

"Look, you like that too, when a woman like me laughs at your pathetic piece, huh?", Daria continues laughing. "You don't need to knock on any woman's door with that little hook, do you?"

"No, I really don't," Tobias replies in an excited mood. His hunger for humiliation has taken him over, and inside he is developing a desire to hear the diva's sardonic, badass laugh again. Daria realizes how much the verbal humiliation pleases her submissive offspring and looks at him with a disdainful look. Inside she feels a passion erupt and the intuition that Tobias will very easily let her mold him.

"No woman wants to feel a toothpick like that in her vagina. And when I'm done with you, you'll never give it a second thought either," she says in her stern voice and once again cracks into a laugh that comes from the bottom of her heart and that goes right to Tobias' core. He gets warm and feels his cock pulsating with horniness.

Daria watches Tobias' erect slave cock with pleasure. It is a pleasure for her to play with his inclinations to wrap him around her finger, only to rob him of his manhood and independence slowly and with thieving pleasure afterwards. Out of nowhere, she slaps the flat of her hand against the stiff member. Tobias contorts his face slightly in pain, but he does not lose his erection.

"THAT'S what your little ridiculous stalk there deserves. Understand?" she asks him speaking impressively and with intense emphasis on the words humiliating his still hard cock. Despite the pain, this matter-of-factness with which she dominates him turns him on uncannily. It intensifies his desire to surrender to her and present himself in his full submissiveness. His longing for a dominant woman, which he could only live out in his fantasies, now finds its fulfillment in real life. A maelstrom begins to develop in the soul of the young, submissive Tobias. The inner drought, the bleakness in his life, the desolation is flooded by the magical nature of Daria, who invites him to finally give himself fully to his sexual thirst. But at this moment he is not yet aware of how this surrender will end for him and what power emanates from Daria. The desire to serve the diva is born inside him....


The Crowd Of Slaves

"I will now show you the basement and your fellow species. You remain naked and always on your knees. In my house, no slave has to stand on one level with me. Clear?", she looks at him sternly.

"Yes...", he thinks about how to address her and without further ado adds a delayed "...Miss". In his fantasies, he always addressed his mistresses as Mistress or Miss.

"You address me as Mistress, I like that best, but alternatively Highness or Queen will do," she replies with a smile, pleased that her little catch is already treating her like his mistress all by itself and surrendering to her like that. She puts a black leather collar on him, which is connected to a leash, and sets off with him in tow. It's the first time for Tobias to crawl on a leash after a woman on all fours, and if he's honest, he has to say that he totally likes it. The gallantly moving feet of Daria in front of him in her golden high heels give him a sweet feeling at the idea of meeting her more often on this low level. Even if he thinks about it more deeply, he likes the idea of him as a young man following a hot, more experienced mistress around like a little puppy. The leash only favors his imagination and so, parallel to the beautiful view in reality, his head cinema is also running at full speed.

Finally they arrive in the basement of the house and the diva opens a wooden door that leads into a warm, large, brightly lit room. She steps into it with her new little doggie and stops in the middle. Silently, she looks down at Tobias, who turns his head from left to right, seemingly in disbelief. He counts a total of six large, rectangular cages with black, thick metal bars. In each of three of these cages kneels a naked slave. As the diva enters, all three have turned to her as if stung by a tarantula, gone down on their knees and laid their heads flat on the floor as if a deity had entered the room. The other three cages are empty. They are built in such a way that standing is impossible, but the occupants can at most crawl. This, however, not very far, because the metal buildings are not spacious. Speechless, Tobias looks around and realizes that the diva actually keeps slaves who seem to be at her disposal with skin and hair and full time. Daria enjoys the tension that is in the room and the attention of the three slaves who are completely with her, just as she has trained them. She takes a few steps with Tobias following her to the cage where one of her slaves is currently locked. He quickly straightens up, but keeps his eyes on the ground. She holds the heel of her high heel into the cage and not even a second later, the slave with the bald head sucks and kisses the heel as if he was out of his mind. Tobias watches the spectacle with his mouth open. In the look of the slave he recognizes a tremendous greed, a lust, which discharges in his kissing and sucking. He moans loudly again and again, as if he were being fed the most beautiful food in the world. Then the diva withdraws her foot from him again.

"Thank you, oh my wonderful highness. Thank you for allowing me to serve you every day. Thank you, for allowing me to be near you. Thank you, oh my divine queen for every day under your reign. Please let me continue to slave for you!" the penned slave says in an almost tearful voice. Tobias hears him literally pleading with Daria, as if the next day under her leadership is not at all assured for him.

"You may," the diva speaks to him. No sooner has she uttered this than the slave is frantically kissing the metal bars that confine him to barely two square meters and, trembling with joyful excitement, calls out over and over again, "Thank you, my queen. Thank you." He is so impetuous that the steel object in his private parts, which only now comes into Tobias' view, lightly clangs against the bars. The scene makes a strange, almost frightening impression on Tobias. The diva now strides to the second cage, which contains another one of her slaves. It is a lanky young man who seems to be only slightly older than Tobias in age. He too straightens up immediately when he hears the sounds of her heels coming his way. His gaze remains lowered. Tobias recognizes the same steel chastity belt on him as well, with only a small hole in the front. The diva squats down and reaches inside the cage with her right hand, which is still in the velvet glove, and grabs her slave by the neck. She pulls him towards her, pushes his chin up and looks into his wide open eyes.

"You did a very good job of arranging the books in my library today, you did a fine job," she speaks to him in a calm voice. "You may open your cakehole and receive your reward."

The slave opens his mouth as wide as he can. Daria looks him in the eyes with pleasure for a few more seconds, then briefly narrows her mouth and spits into his slave mouth. As soon as he has taken in her juice, he closes his mouth and his eyes. Tobias sees how much he enjoys the diva's gift. Afterwards, he too whimpers, "Thank you, my highness, oh thank you so much for allowing me to serve you." Stunned by the awe and enormous submissiveness that the two slaves show to the Diva, Tobias watches the whole scene. 'What happened to them that they completely gave up their freedom for her?" he thinks to himself, even though he finds it incredibly hot to observe the power Daria has over her slaves.

Now she walks over to the last filled cage and this slightly older slave also straightens up like the other two. His cock is in the same chastity belt. Daria takes out a small key and puts it into the big padlock attached to his cage and unlocks it. Startled, the slave looks at the opened lock. He doesn't seem to have expected this. Inwardly, Daria laughs to herself, knowing that what is about to follow will demonstrate to Tobias just how trapped her slaves are in their dependence on her. She likes the symbolism of the cages, and in her philosophy slaves belong penned up and locked up, but she doesn't really need them to keep her slaves with her.

"Out with you," she says in a strict tone that doesn't allow any backtalk, to the slave who has already seen his best age. Uncertain and slow, he crawls out of his cage and throws himself flat at the feet of the diva. He immediately starts kissing the ground in front of her feet.

"Look at my new slave who is visiting right now," she grins looking down at her veteran slave. "Look how young he is."

"Yes, Mistress Daria," the slave quickly breathes, looking sheepishly and fearfully into Tobias' face. The latter is embarrassed by the situation and quickly looks down at the floor and continues listening to Daria's voice.

"He's still fresh in his juice. Maybe I should replace you with him. After all, you're older. Then I'll just release you to freedom. Or what do you think, slave sow?" says Daria amused and with a thieving grin on her face.

"No, please keep me, your highness, please let me continue to serve you," the slave replies in a voice stumbling with speed. "I am straining for you, please let me work for you until the end of my life, please!" The slave's voice grows more pleading, and Tobias senses how seriously he means every word he says. There is fear in his eyes. "Please, Mistress, please lock me up again. I will work hard on myself to continue to be at your fullest satisfaction."

The diva laughs. She laughs at the lamentability, the patheticness of her old slave begging to be locked up again. She delights in seeing a slave not just trapped in a cage, not just locked in a chastity belt, but truly trapped in his own body, wanting nothing more than to serve her. When Tobias hears her shameless, merciless laughter, his cock again extends to completion. Only now does he notice that the slave has a small tattoo just above the end of the chastity belt on his bare, shaved skin. Property of Mistress Daria he reads.

"Kiss my feet, you drudge, I'll keep you slaving for me until you run out of energy," Daria laughs meanly. The slave starts kissing her high heels and feet like crazy. Like someone who has been put under a spell from which he can't break out again. After he was allowed to pay homage to his beloved for a few more seconds, the slave is locked up again and remains in the cage with a relieved expression on his face, while the diva leads Tobias out of the room again.

"Now you have already met some of my slaves. What do you think of them?" she asks him with a smile. She senses that he first has to process this experience. He really wasn't prepared for that.

"You have an incredible power over them. How did you manage that?" he asks her thoughtfully.

"Oh, I just showed them what disposition they have inside and how to be happiest in life with it," she grins meaningfully at him.

"It's almost eerie to witness, how much they are under your spell," he replies truthfully. He still can't quite decide if the slaves are living a dream life, or if their lives have become a nightmare they've come to love. Does it even make a difference? Unsure, he looks at the diva from his position at her feet.

"I know what you're thinking. Don't be afraid, everyone finds their purpose only through trial and error and my slaves could leave at any time," she speaks to him calmly, leaning down to stroke his head again. She feels her sadistic streak boiling up inside her. It is true that her slaves could leave at any time if they wanted to. But she has made sure that they will never want to, and inside she feels the satisfaction of that. Her slaves belong to her not only physically, but also with all their souls. A warmth spreads through her center. The daily, evening walk into the cage room gives her special pleasure again and again.

Tobias smiles back at her and decides to just keep an open mind. Where else would he get such an opportunity to discover his sexuality?

"What do your slaves do for you?" he asks the pretty woman with the long legs, who still leads him naked on her leash.

"Each of them has his tasks. One cleans my whole house regularly. The other cooks, chauffeurs and serves me in everyday life. The third, younger slave you just saw in the cage is a trained masseur and is used for my well-being. Sometimes, however, other tasks arise, so that he, as you have already heard, was allowed to reorganize my library. The other three, whom you didn't see, slave away for me in the office. You have to know, I am a businesswoman and run a small company where I have the three of them working from morning till night. They are also locked in just before midnight and then let out very early in the morning. Also on Sunday, by the way. They gratefully take care of my luxury and that I'm doing well financially," the diva grins mockingly.

"Come, I want to show you something," Daria then says and pulls him by the leash into another room in the basement. It's a small storage room with a wooden closet that extends just below the ceiling of the room. She opens a closet door and Tobias catches sight of a collection of metallic objects. He recognizes the chastity belts he has already seen on her slaves.

"Which one do you think would suit you?", Daria asks him with a grin, pointing with her hand to the diverse selection of penis cages.

"I don't even know if I'm ready for that yet," he replies shyly, causing her pretty grin to disappear from her face.

"Head down, take a look at that ridiculous misery down there," her slightly annoyed, stern words filter down to him. Quickly, he actually looks down at himself and looks at his cock, which really can't flaunt its size. The diva lifts her foot and pushes Tobias' little cock up with her heel.

"Even my heel is bigger than your little nub down there, even if it is hard." And then with louder, demanding words, "Go on, take a real look at him, you submissive. Look at him and tell me he doesn't belong locked away and managed by a woman like me."

These words made Tobias' submissive vein blossom again, his cock slowly but surely extends again and he feels this inner desire for such a strong, dominant woman who just slaps the truth in his face, just like the diva is doing right now.

"There it is again. Your little tail knows what's good for you," Daria laughs again in that mean, merciless way. There it is again - that laugh that Tobias likes so much. It's not a put-on laugh, it's not a timid laugh, it's not a light laugh, and it's not a warm laugh. It's a genuine laugh that in no way hides the fact that the diva is just gloating and gleefully laughing straight at Tobias, his submissive ways and his weak member. It's as if she's laughing right in his face, not hiding her gloating over his inadequacy as a man. It makes a passion burn in Tobias's submissive heart that unleashes in him the desire to throw himself even more at this woman's feet, to intensify her laughter more and more, to hear it more and more often and to feast on it. It shocks him what horniness her laughter triggers in him and yet he can do nothing about it.

"Yes, queen, please lock my little cock away and manage it," he hears himself say, although inside he is not at all sure if that is what he really wants. But it is too late. The diva has already fetched a very small-looking penis cage from her closet and is holding it next to her young slave.

"Well, that looks suitable for your mini," she grins at him self-satisfied. "Put it on!"

With shaky hands, he puts on the steel chastity belt. He needs some time for it, because it's the first time he puts on such thing. The diva is patient and gives him the time. It fits like a glove, because it is very tight, so nothing can slip out. Tobias feels an inner tension charging. His penis is enclosed by the cold, smooth steel. He feels it bumping against the metal as it gets hard, and not too barely. It doesn't hurt, but it's not pleasant either. Still shaking, he closes the small padlock and it engages with a soft click. He pulls the small key out of the lock. Slowly surrendering to his fate, he raises the flat, open hand on which the key rests upward to his new mistress and bows his head. Entranced by the gesture of her young submissive, Daria takes the key from him and drops it into her small shoulder bag. Again she strokes Tobias over the head and breathes "Good slave" to him in a calm voice. For him it feels like someone has hugged him all over his body and sighing slightly he surrenders to his submissive fantasies with his eyes closed. Even if he thinks he can still control the power that the diva has over him and is expanding, he will soon realize that he is dangerously close to an abyss that threatens to swallow him completely...


The Fear Of Lust

After Tobias' closure, Daria leads her new potential slave back upstairs, lets him kiss her feet briefly goodbye, let him thank her for the day and finally sends him home. Not without impressing upon him that she expects him back in exactly one week. When he is out the door, she laughs out loud for a moment. She likes Tobias extraordinarily well. She feels that she has done a good job of turning his submissive nature inside out with today. She has already begun the process of binding him to her sexually. She is eager to see in what condition he will reappear with her, after seven days of abstinence and with her steel cage in his private parts. In her imagination she is already looking for a suitable place and the appropriate tasks for Tobias, as soon as he has given himself to her completely. But she cannot yet be quite sure that he will do so. She has seen the fear and fright in his eyes when he realized what power comes from a woman who knows exactly how to deal with submissive creatures like he is. Many submissive males back down just before sealing their fate and fail to fully surrender to their inclinations. But the diva is already used to this. She is only interested in submissive beings, whom she can take, train and then exploit for herself with all her belongings, skin and hair, mind and soul. And so far she has been extremely successful with six slaves. Inwardly, she feels the tension and excitement that always occurs with her when she has a promising candidate at her feet. Her hunting instinct is now aroused.

Meanwhile, Tobias arrives at his home and quietly hides in his room. He first has to process today's experience. Normally, that would certainly have included jerking off his cock, but the steel around his junk prevents him from doing so. The key has remained with the diva. Tobias feels as if he has left a part of himself with her and can't get her out of his mind all night. Even the next day he wakes up thinking about her. A spiral of thoughts has developed in his head that makes him replay his experiences with the diva over and over again. His imagination invents even more scenarios that keep his arousal high, which manifests itself in regular tremors in his crotch, which only makes him think of the diva even more. He only looks his family uncomfortably in the eyes. Especially his father, who had warned him early on about the diva and would certainly not like it at all if he told anyone that he had made her acquaintance.

"Where were you so late last night?" came the question at the breakfast table.

"I went for a walk by myself after the city festival," Tobias quickly lies. The diva is now already influencing his everyday life, although she is not even present. He feels how strongly the impressions in her house affect him. The whole days he has hardly anything else in his head than her. His excitement increases from day to day, which is also due to the fact that he cannot get a clear head, because the chastity belt makes this impossible. A slight uneasiness spreads through him after three or four days. Does he really want to be enslaved by the diva? Isn't this all happening much too fast for him? Doubts arise in him. The images of her slaves appear before his inner eye. Completely obsessed with her, they are. They can leave anytime they want, the diva had said. But can they really? Tobias nervously looks forward to the day when he is supposed to appear with her again. He is frightened by the tremendous excitement that the thoughts of her and her dominance trigger in him. Several times a day his submissive desires overtake him and despite the penis cage he rubs his member against his bed mattress. Her beautifully shaped feet, her high heels and especially her gloating laughter almost drive him out of his mind while he fantasizes how he himself, like a slave possessed by her, gives up his life for this beautiful, experienced lady. Through the penis cage, his submissive high does not find a conclusion and stays with him for hours. This everyday horniness is only alternated by a nervous fear of losing control of himself and getting lost in his fantasy world. At times he even gets so panicked that he tests out whether he might not have the possibility to take off the chastity belt himself without the key and thus make the decision to turn to a completely normal life after all, without ever seeing the diva again. But even if he would want to do this, he notices in the process that it does not work. The cage encloses his cock so tightly that he can pull and wiggle it as much as he wants, wet it as much as he wants, never will he get the cage off without her key. After this experiment, he escapes back into the horniness of his submissive vein, which he has already developed from his childhood and waits with queasy feeling for the day of the reunion with the diva. So he lives through the week with resounding, him in his horniness completely taking over, submissive desires, with the fantasy to throw himself at the feet of the diva and to serve her with everything he has. Replaced by cold feelings, frightened of himself, that intuitively tell him that if he is not careful, he will also end up like the slaves he has seen in the cages of the Diva. He feels the force that his submissiveness can have on him, and he feels how much he has wanted a normal life with a great girlfriend for years. And these two needs and desires collide in him with all their force, leaving strong, mixed feelings in his soul. A few hours before meeting the diva again, Tobias gets really nervous. Inside he is torn and doesn't know where to go with himself, doesn't know what he wants, doesn't know how the whole thing should turn out. He gets ready, showers, dresses well and prepares everything for the meeting. His excitement takes over his head more and more often. For seven full days he has already been locked in the chastity cage. Only in the few lucid moments do the doubts about his future come back. He makes his way to the diva's house and arrives at her house nervous and excited at the same time. He anxiously presses the doorbell and waits. A naked slave, dressed only in a chastity belt, opens the door for him, tells him to enter, undress and crawl into the room, which is furnished only with a chair. There he meets the diva, who has taken a seat on the chair and seems to have been waiting for him. His heart beats faster. Surprised, his gaze falls on her appearance. She looks slightly changed compared to the last time. She wears a loose, white, short ruffled top and an extremely short, white skirt to match. Her long, lightly tanned legs catch Tobias' eye directly. His gaze wanders to her feet, stretched there naked on the floor in front of him. She is barefoot and wears silver ankle jewelry. An anklet with all kinds of round shapes nestles around her ankles and a thin chain runs over the back of each foot to her toes. The little chains are tied around the toe next to her big toe and also contains circular silver plates and beads that adorn her feet. Tobias can hardly take his eyes off her feet. But then he finally looks at her face. She has only very lightly traced her lips with lipstick, her blonde, long, straight hair falls naturally down next to her face on one side and tucked behind her ear on the other. On her earlobes she wears black and silver earrings. Tobias takes one deep breath. She looks like a goddess. So natural, so sublime and at the same time so dominant. Her green eyes again reveal the demanding, mocking look he finds so great about her. The sight of this woman ignites a humility in Tobias and a desire to put himself in her hands like soft, warm wax. Pathetically fast, he crawls from the edge of the door to her feet and is about to greet her with quick foot kisses when she stops him.

"You haven't earned kissing my feet yet, slave," her voice thunders into his now quite sensitive ears. Deeply devastated and nourished by the diva's breathtaking beauty, which seems even more intense to him than last time, he pauses in the motion of kissing her feet and remains completely still. His cock rears against the steel metal of his little prison. He feels as if he is floating on a soft cloud, crawling there in front of his queen's ornate feet, surrendering to her. His doubts are as if erased in the shadow of the diva's feminine grace and elegance. He almost wishes that this blissful state would never cease. But he should be careful what he wishes for, because it could all too well come true today....


Showtime

"How has the submissive little worm been doing without me this week?" the diva asks him, again striking the right tone for Tobias, who is thrilled by her choice of words.

"I could hardly escape my submissive streak, I had only you in my mind, I was craving for you and your dominance like I have never craved for a woman before", it bursts out of him, his blood is boiling and for him there is hardly any stopping from exposing himself completely in front of this divine woman.

"Good, I'm having an effect on your small-minded, submissive soul," she explains to him with a grin. "What else did you feel?" At the question, Tobias remembers the darker side of his horniness and the doubts that arose in him.

"I got scared of losing control and was quite frightened by how much you were getting to me, even when you weren't near me. It scares me that I could hardly get you out of my head," he answers quite honestly and somewhat meekly.

The diva laughs with pleasure at the words of her little boy. The sparkle intensifies in her eyes. She inwardly delights in Tobias' fear and continues to laugh to herself. Her sadistic streak makes her heart leap with excitement that the youngling has already realized himself that he can get badly burned by her, but can't keep away from her after all. She loves to witness a submissive creature's struggle against himself, only to laugh at it when he realizes, terrified, that he stands no chance against his profound inclinations.

"Every slave goes through that phase," she finally replies in a voice that has a calming effect on him. "Just let yourself go," she continues in a calm voice. "Or fight, either way I'll have a good laugh at you," she completes her sentence with a mocking sneer.

"Yes, please, my queen, the main thing is that you can have fun with me," Tobias breathes, wanting nothing more than to please her at this moment.

"Don't worry, I will," the diva grins at him. Then she glances at her thin, silver watch on her slender wrist.

"I'm about to show you something very special that you can get used to already. You see, today is my weekly slave ceremony. You will be a part of it. Maybe after that you'll have already decided whether you're going to fight or let yourself fall right away," Daria grins broadly at Tobias. She then takes out the leash again, puts it around him and then walks with him to the basement. As if he were in a dream, Tobias follows the barefoot goddess, who represents the diva for him, groveling on all fours. Once downstairs, he catches sight of her six slaves lying on the floor in front of a locked room. All are naked on their knees with their heads flat on the wooden floor. Three to the left of the closed door, three to the right. The Diva's slaves are all wearing their chastity belts as usual, but additionally a black blindfold so they can't see anything. Lined up like this, they are lying there when the Diva arrives at them with Tobias. He sees that they have black collars around them just like he does, each connected with a leash. Daria drops the leash from Tobias and gallantly walks past her slaves, opens the door and goes back to her young charge. He is allowed to pick up the loop at the end of his leash with his mouth and hand it to her with his neck stretched. She takes the leash from him and leads him into the room with a firm tug. It is a small, circular room. In the middle there is a kind of pedestal, an elevation, on which there is a narrow red armchair. In front of the pedestal, there are six black oblong devices on the floor, which at first look to Tobias like straightening rods that women use to straighten their hair. They're just not quite as long as he's used to.

"You're about to witness the feast my slaves look forward to week after week," the diva smiles. There is an anticipation in her smile of the following ceremony that takes place every week and that binds her slaves to her more and more. She takes one of the black devices in her hand and holds it in front of Tobias. She opens the device and shows him the cavity that lies inside the not quite narrow, but not totally wide rod. Curious, Tobias looks at the object while the diva explains to him:

"This is my invention and I am very proud of it. It's a vibrator that perfectly fits the cocks of my slaves." She points to the cavity. "This is where the slave's cock goes in, and these two cords tie the vibrator to the slave's body so it stays on. But the best part is that inside there is a measurement of the hardness of the cock, the heat and the movements of the slave, and the vibrator adjusts its speed to that. That is, the slave's cock is vibrated to the peak of his horniness and the vibration then automatically changes again and again ,and in such a way that the slave is kept close to orgasm but does not reach it. This is also called edging, which is why I called the things edgers."

Tobias looks at her from below in surprise.

"And you put them on your slaves now?" he asks her in amazement.

"Not just them, you too," she grins at him. "I had another one made just for you." The diva's eyes light up at the idea that she would now connect Tobias to the device for the first time, giving him an experience he won't be able to get out of his head. Her sadism begins to stir and a deep desire to make her youngster completely dependent on her rears up inside her. She looks down at him. Then she bends down to him, looks him very deeply in the eyes, grabs his upper neck with her hand, holds him in this grip for a few seconds and then says with a mysterious smile on her lips:

"When I am finished with you, you will beg me daily to be allowed to kiss my feet, to serve me, and to read my every wish from my eyes. As befits a submissive laughingstock like you."

A strong excitement flares up in Tobias at these slowly pronounced, insistently formulated words of the diva, who looks at him almost lustfully, as if she wants to devour him.

"I have been looking for such a young slave creature like you for quite some time. So young that I can mold you as I please. So young and inexperienced that I can bind your soul to me forever, because it is still so innocent," she grins meanly at him, while he moans softly with horniness. The deep desire of surrender flares up in him at the same time as his fear of the loss of control she holds out to him. Both feelings reinforce each other and in his eyes flickers the flame of desire and fear at the same time. The diva enjoys this flame, which she has often seen in the eyes of submissive males who ended up becoming part of her livestock. She takes the silver key that can open Tobias' penis cage out of her pocket and unlocks Tobias. He is allowed to remove the cage and immediately his cock builds up in full strength before the beauty of his goddess. Daria laughs in greeting at his too small tail and guides it into the open black edger. With a click she closes it and Tobias feels a pleasantly warm, soft surface pressing against his member from all sides. The diva ties the cords tightly above his abdomen so that the edger fits him comfortably but can't slip.

"Enjoy the show," Daria grins at him and presses the Edger's power button, which immediately pleases Tobias' cock with gently increasing vibration. The excitement immediately goes to his head. Hooked by the beauty and the words of his queen, he falls into submissive infatuation and just wants to throw himself on the floor in front of Daria. But she leaves him alone at his place right in front of the pedestal and goes to her six waiting slaves who are still lying in front of the room. Two at a time she pulls them with a hard grip on their leashes into the room and places them with some distance next to Tobias in front of the pedestal. They still wear their blindfolds. One by one, all slaves finally sit in their place. Tobias's arousal is by now at a level that doesn't let him think clearly anymore. He is already fantasizing what it would be like to join the Diva's crowd of slaves and also be treated like farm animals. The edgers are put on the other slaves and turned on. A general groan of excitement spreads. Only Tobias has his eyes free and enjoys the elegant movements of the barefoot Daria, who now gallantly swings herself onto the pedestal and takes a seat on her red throne, which is a comfortable armchair. Matching her silver foot jewelry, she now puts on a slender, gem-studded tiara and begins the ceremony in a loud voice.

"Slaves, today is another time to remind you of what you are to me and why you serve me," she calls to the seven naked, softly moaning creatures. "Blindfolds off!" she orders her six veteran slaves, who immediately obey her command. All eyes now turn to the diva on her pedestal. With open mouths, her slaves stare at the beauty of the woman who has completely taken them and their lives. Tobias feels the enormous tension in the air and feels like he is in a community of submissive slaves who all have the same goal: To spend themselves completely at the feet of this woman, begging for her favor, just to get the mere hint of attention from her and to be allowed to kiss her divine feet. As if taken in, in love and completely out of his mind by his horniness, Tobias stares at the diva's feet, which she now also starts to move and present to her slaves to add fuel to her fire. Daria enthusiastically perceives how her body has become a deep-seated symbol for her slaves, triggering an insurmountable desire in them. Like ravenous animals, the submissives stare at her body, her long legs and especially her delicate, graceful feet. Examining each of her slaves, she looks into their eyes and realizes that the submissive desires fueled by her and the Edger have completely taken over the bodies of her servants. No spark of human intellect is left, but they are all united in their enormous desire to sacrifice themselves for her and to satisfy their submissive vein, to which they succumb so much. The Diva uses this desire every week to further condition her slaves to her.

"Everyone step forward to me now one at a time and confess to me why they want to serve me," Daria calls out to the group, grinning meanly. "Thomas, you start."

By Thomas is meant the trained masseur, who seems to be of a similar age to Tobias, perhaps a little older. He now crawls very close to the pedestal, on the edge of which, rest the bare feet of the diva. He looks up at her with a gaze that could hardly seem more possessed, while his whole body trembles with excitement. The diva looks down at him with her saucy, demanding gaze. He barely gets a straight sentence out with moans.

"Oh my queen... please... please...", the slave almost falls over in front with excitement. "Please let me continue to serve you... I want nothing but to lay my whole life... at your feet," again and again he moans in horniness. "I want nothing but to slave away for your pleasure... for your well-being... and... for your luxury," the slave exclaims, moaning and weeping. The sheer horniness and awe of his mistress makes Daria all hot.

"Your life I will exploit for my pleasure," Daria laughs in her mean, merciless way. The laughter penetrates to Tobias who is on the verge of orgasm and it makes something fundamental break inside him. As if a dam were breaking, the waves of horniness crash down on him after he makes himself give up his inner struggle under the diva's laughter. His head falls backwards into his neck and with his eyes closed, spinning uncontrollably in circles under his eyelids, he falls into his fantasy world, which leads him into a deep trance. The arousal now takes over his last shred of clarity and he dreams of his absolute and final enslavement by the diva. His body twitches like crazy. He misses how each of the other slaves crawls forward to Daria and in a similar manner as Thomas brings forth his praise and confession of love. Tobias barely catches any of it, but each loud laugh from the diva takes him deeper and deeper into the abyss of his soul, which is filled with his submissive lust for degradation and humiliation at the hands of the divine woman on the pedestal. Daria watches Tobias during the ceremony and laughs to herself that her young slave boy gradually gives up his control and conditions himself to her all by himself. After all six slaves are through, it's Tobias' turn.

At Daria's command, he is ticked off by the man next to him and brought back to the here and now. He catches sight of the diva and crawls in front of the platform. He presses his face upwards, his mouth is open and his tongue is eager for the bare feet lying there on the edge, out of reach for him in his kneeling position. Daria looks down at him and laughs loudly and spitefully when she sees how Tobias is only a shadow of his former self, just an animal with his tongue that has nothing human about him anymore. She looks at his pulsating body and his groveling face, which is completely distorted with arousal.

"Well, you little worm, have you made up your mind?" the diva asks, laughing.

"Y-y-yes...", Tobias stammers, barely able to keep himself straight with excitement. An abyss builds up in front of his inner eye, leading into a deep black maw. He almost explodes with inner tension and inner fire. His head glows. His father's words penetrate his ears: the warning about the diva. His fear blossoms once again and makes him tremble before the abyss. For a second, it feels like he's going to back down after all and rid himself of his base desires, but the final surge crumbles as quickly as it came. His whole body, every single cell is aching for Daria's feet. His imagination drives the arousal sky high. The Edger destroys every clear-thinking cell in his brain. The diva mills into his mind with every millimeter of her naked skin that comes before Tobias' eyes. His only desire is to give himself completely to this woman and see what she makes of him.

"Please enslave me," he finally shouts out frantically. "Please, I want to join your slavery, as befits such a ridiculous, submissive servant like me. Please mold me and exploit me to the last second of my life," he screams out, completely out of breath, totally caught up in his ecstasy. Daria laughs at the top of her lungs at Tobias, who is about to throw his life at her feet.

"I'm going to create a desire inside you that will never let you go," she calls down to him sternly. "Jump for me, little puppet, jump!"

She slides her feet down from the edge of the platform so that they dangle over the face of the drooling Tobias. Her delicate, soft soles fall into his eyes and her words take him over the cliff. In complete ecstasy, he leaps into the black abyss imagined inside and is sucked in deep by a force that will never let him go anymore.

He plunges with his face upward toward the hot soles of his owner's feet. He stretches his neck as never before. He leads his tongue out of his immoderately thirsty mouth and touches the diva's toes, which point towards him. Like a little puppy he licks again and again over the bare soles of Daria, who lets him. He hears the six slaves behind him moaning and starting to clap. There is applause for his decision to fully surrender to the diva, come what may. He is now completely under her control and gratefully licks her feet. A warmth envelops him, an amorous feeling makes him keep licking and a liberated gleam in his eyes shows Daria that she has exposed the true nature of this young submissive creature.

It may take a few more sessions to fully condition him to her like the other slaves, but the foundation is more than laid. Laughing, Daria imagines how the little submissive, currently licking her feet in ecstasy, will look back on his life in ten years and see the course of his destiny determined by her all alone. Today will surely be unforgettably burned into his slave brain by then.

Shortly after the ceremony Tobias is locked into a brand new cage and is allowed to serve the diva as a slave on tomorrow. She rewards him for his decision with a lot of attention and strokes his head regularly, as he is already used to when he has done something good for her. She has skillfully put the rose-colored glasses on him and pulls the strings around him tighter and tighter with each passing day. But will he really still be at her feet in ten years?
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The Sadistic Mistress Trio - A Slave In The Clutches Of Three Dominant Women

Lilly, Alina and Leah are students and best friends. They live together in a shared apartment. Their hobby: enslaving men and ruining their lives. They love to see men suffer in front of their holy feet.


In the femdom scene they are known and feared as "The Three Sadists", because after their treatment their slaves are just a shell of their former selves. Their current servant is Christian, who is the same age. Quickly he becomes part of a mean game that takes his breath away... 
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Dr. Stella’s Femdom Therapy - Enslaved By My Hot Psychotherapist

Markus is undergoing therapy. All his previous attempts at relationships have failed, because his enormously strong foot fetish and his preference for femdom kept getting in the way. Slowly he confides in his much younger, pretty therapist, who dares to experiment with him, which will only lead him deeper into his desires and his abysmal inner life...
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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...
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