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The very first fantasy

"Oh my, you look even younger than I thought," Baroness Stephanie says to the youth sitting in front of her, who looks at her with his big, innocent eyes. "How old are you again?"

"I'm 19, and yes, I know I'm very young, but I wouldn't be sitting here if I didn't mean it," Alex says quickly and somewhat haltingly. His mouth is dry, his heart is pounding and his nervousness has been noticed directly by the Baroness. She grins at him mischievously and takes a sip of the delicious ice cream she always makes a point of ordering at her favorite café.

"I've had quite a few disappointments with young slaves like you, and had actually told myself that I wouldn't get involved in anything like that again. But I really liked your polite, attentive writing style. That's the only reason I'm sitting here now."

Inwardly, Alex is pleased with her praise, because he really put effort into his writing and tries to be as polite as possible to the Baroness. He discovered her profile online and kept coming back to it. He has already been able to perceive the noble, self-confident aura of this elegant woman who is now sitting in front of him from her photos. She is quite a bit older than he is, and yet he glimpses in her eyes a youthful curiosity, charm and expressiveness that he had missed in many of the younger women he had met so far.

"I have experienced many disappointments myself, and with young mistresses who were not naturally dominant after all, but were only out for a quick buck. I am really glad that you liked my writing style and that I may meet you today. Please excuse me for being so nervous."

The Baroness begins to laugh.

"Well, if I were you, I'd be nervous too. You're still such a young, unformed thing. Many your age aren't ready for serving a woman and putting themselves aside. Most of them flee after a short time, because they can't handle themselves, because they are cowards, and then they turn tail when it comes to showing the mistress that they can get through unpleasant things for her."

As the Baroness speaks, Alex tries to focus entirely on her words and not be distracted by her appearance. If he hadn't known from her profile that she was 41 years old, he would have guessed her younger, perhaps in her early or mid-thirties. An astonished and at the same time slightly embarrassed feeling spread through him when he caught sight of the woman he was applying to as a slave. With her short tight-fitting bright red dress, she is clearly more provocative and yet more elegant and chicly dressed than he is. Just before she sat down with him, Alex caught a glimpse of her shiny red high heels, perfectly matching the color of her dress and nicely accentuating the tops of her feet. Her mischievous smile and mindful eyes, surrounded by a lightly made-up face and long blonde hair, add a certain noble peculiarity to her beauty. She makes an intelligent and eloquent impression on him and he senses that Baroness Stephanie is a woman miles out of his league. And not just because of her age. With this almost intimidating impression, Alex follows every word she speaks to signal that he is all in. Instinctively, after just a few minutes of contact with her, he has built up an inner desire to please her.

"I've really been through everything there. From broken contact, weeping faces to slaves who only wanted to fulfill their own jerk-off fantasies, without really understanding what it means to truly serve me. What has it been like for you so far?" ask the baroness' lips traced with red lipstick and then sip the pleasantly cooling ice cream café one more time.

"Ever since I can remember, I've had fantasies that go in the femdom direction. Well, maybe not really since I can think. But if I remember my very first sexual fantasy, I can already say that I would classify it in the femdom realm. But I also had a phase where I really struggled a lot with myself and tried to put down my proclivities, but of course that didn't work out," smiling sheepishly, Alex shrugs his shoulders slightly as he says this. He can still remember that time when his life seemed like a prison to him.

"But fortunately I have already overcome this phase and surrendered to my fate," he continues, laughing lightly after the sentence, while the Baroness smiles at him in amusement. "I can really speak of luck, because I've seen online how many men, even at a much older age than me, still struggle with their fetishes and make life difficult for themselves, instead of accepting them."

The Baroness gives him one strong nod as she raises her eyebrows to express how well she knows what he means.

"You're right about that, though. I've had a lot of contact with men like that. It's not like a real slave can come out of it, and then of course it's no fun."

"Exactly. I then met with some young mistresses after this phase, but it never really fit in the long run, because I didn't have the feeling that they are really dominant, but rather play it and don't enjoy it at all themselves, but just to be invited by me and go shopping with me," Alex tells in a somewhat sad tone, because so far he has never really been able to fulfill his femdom dreams. The right mistress hasn't crossed his path yet.

"I see. And now you've thought, you'll try it right in the royal class and write to me," the Baroness laughs in amusement. The submissive look in the eyes of her new, young slave candidate pleases her already. She also likes his open manner, which he displays despite his shyness. "What was your very first fantasy?" she then asks him curiously.

Alex thinks about it for a moment and then tells her with a slightly reddened head and lowered gaze, which he then straightens again: "In my first fantasy, a classmate, who I thought was incredibly great at the time, took me on a leash and walked me like a dog, and afterwards I kissed her feet."

A smug grin spreads on the Baroness' lips when she hears this. Her eyes sparkle at him piercingly and almost mockingly. He can literally feel how his revelation has already ignited a spark of passion in her and feels visibly uncomfortable under the eyes of this beautiful, elegant lady there in front of him. He quickly reaches for his glass and takes a sip. Still with a grin on her lips, but not responding to his fantasy narrative, she reaches for her now empty glass and leans it in Alex's direction, saying:

"My glass is empty. So what do you have to do?"

He looks into the glass, slightly puzzled, but catches himself after a few seconds and quickly replies in a submissive manner:

"I'm asking you, of course, if you don't mind if I buy you another iced coffee or if there is anything else you would like, dear Baroness."

Her expression changes from her amused smile to a stern and demanding expression as she leans back in her chair.

"You will now kindly get up and order another iced coffee for the woman whose time and attention you are here to enjoy. And for that, you will personally go to the waitress over there. But hurry, hurry!" she orders him with a stern look, while she tells him to stand up quickly with light movements of her right hand. Quickly and clumsily, Alex stands up, almost knocking over his own glass in the process. Then he hurries to the waitress, who is standing at the counter a little distance away.

Stephanie grins to herself. Normally here you wave the waitress to the table and then order, but now she had just felt like sending her youngster off to test his obedience. Shortly Alex rejoins her and sits down in his chair after placing the order.

"Coming right up," he smiles at the Baroness, still impressed by her sudden order, which he hadn't seen coming.

"Fine. And while I'm ordering you around anyway, you may as well thank me for being here and letting you buy me another iced coffee," Stephanie grins at him. Then she raises her eyebrows and looks at him expectantly.

"I... Yes, thank you again for being here...," Alex stammers out a bit.

"That's no way to thank me," the Baroness replies in a stern tone. "Get down on your knees and then kiss my high heels under the table in a manner befitting your species."

Alex looks at her, puzzled. Then he turns his head behind him and looks at the large glass front where they are sitting. Some people are just passing by the café and may look in at them at any moment. His head turns back to his new potential mistress, who seems to want to test him. Her demanding, stern gaze makes him feel guilty for every second he hesitates. His fear that someone might overhear what he's into and his desire to please the beautiful, dominant lady in front of him collide and he looks at her a little overwhelmed with his feelings.

"If you're not down at my feet by three and gratefully kissing my heels like your life depends on it, I'm leaving," the Baroness speaks in an iron voice, knowing full well that Alex needs that little nudge to follow her. Hardly pronounced, he maneuvers himself under the table and catches sight of the high heels with the red, shiny lacquer. They come together pointedly at the toes and the long, thin heels look sharp. Quickly and switching between the two shoes, he kisses the cold, smooth surface a few times. After he deems it appropriate, he straightens up again and sits back in front of Stephanie with his head up. She starts laughing at him.

"Good boy. That's the way it's supposed to be. I imagine you could actually turn into a good doggie if we work a little more on your speed at following orders. Your googly big eyes kind of remind me of a dog too, sometimes more like a scared or intimidated one, but okay," she grins at him after her fit of laughter.

While Alex is recovering from his excitement, the waitress arrives and brings the Baroness her iced coffee. Her laughter and strict dominance have triggered in Alex the desire to get to know the Baroness even better. Her words, which allude to his very first femdom fantasy, suddenly awaken cravings in him that he had never known before.

After Alex has paid the bill as a matter of course and escorted the Baroness out of the café, he gathers his courage and proposes to her what he had already thought of before.

"If you allow me, I would also like to invite you on a little shopping tour, if you might still feel like buying some new shoes or something similar. I am definitely at your service there." Alex feels his heart pounding strongly. He is not sure if this suggestion is appropriate at all. But the Baroness has taken a fancy to him and he desperately wants to spend more time with her. Outside, he first sees all of her beauty and elegance. His gaze falls on her long, bare legs and he notices that she is wearing a silver chain on her left ankle, which he hadn't even noticed in his nervousness when he kissed her shoes in the café.

"Good boy," Stephanie tells him, smiling at him. The praise immediately brightens his uncertain-looking face. "But I don't let just anyone accompany me shopping. For that, I expect complete obedience and an immediate compliance with my orders right off the bat. And we're not there yet, even if you're doing pretty well so far."

The damper and the emotional state of disappointment can be read directly on Alex's face. The Baroness grins to herself. The facial expressions and gestures of her new pupil are like an open book to her. Then an idea comes to her mind.

"I have something better in mind. I actually have something else to get. But I don't need you for that. You're going to walk a few meters behind me to the store where I have to go. You'll wait for me outside. But while we're walking there, you won't take your eyes off my feet and my beautiful new high heels, understand?", the question is meant rhetorically, because without waiting for an answer from Alex, she simply walks off.

His gaze falls again on her gallantly moving feet. Her shoes shine in the sunlight and her slender back is tightly wrapped by her red dress. As she steps a few feet ahead, Alex also starts moving while keeping his gaze on the Baroness' shoes. They walk for a few minutes and he actually feels more and more like a dog that just follows his mistress around. The words from his new mistress have spurred him on. He feels how dominant and almost passionate she is about it and seems to have taken a liking to him. He remembers his very first fantasy, which he reported in the café. There, like a puppy, he was put on a leash and was very close to the feet of the pretty classmate, Anna was her name. He can still clearly remember that she always wore black ankle boots, which he found incredibly hot. And now at this moment, years later, he's doddering after a stunning, elegant woman who he has a feeling actually looked at him in some moments as if he were just a cute, submissive puppy. At least that's how he felt in her presence.

Finally, they arrive at said store, the Baroness disappears without even once turning around to look at Alex, and he begins to wait outside the large glass door that leads inside. In his head he recapitulates the conversation with her over and over again. Even his hesitation at the command to kiss her shoes in the open café comes back to his mind's eye. He still feels the shame and insecurity that came up in him there, because even if he didn't want to admit it in front of her, it cost him a lot of courage. Because Alex is most afraid of one thing with Femdom: that someone else might notice.

Finally, the baroness, whom he has already chosen as his new mistress, comes out of the store. But he doesn't know yet what she is going to do with him today to put him through his paces as a slave...


Born to be a puppy

"Well, how do you like my high heels? You've had a great chance to inspect them," Stephanie asks him, putting on a pair of sunglasses and holding out her black leather handbag as if it were a matter of course for him to carry them for her.

"I like them exceptionally well, Baroness. I couldn't enjoy the moment when I was allowed to kiss them at all because I was so nervous, but I thank you for letting me get so close to your feet," Alex quickly replies in his submissive manner. The answer is only acknowledged with a grin from Stephanie.

"I want to sit down in the park and then discuss something with you," she then says and starts to move with Alex following her, who is now allowed to walk beside her. When she notices Alex carrying her purse, she becomes stern:

"How are you carrying my handbag? You have to carry it in front of you with both hands so I could grab it at any time" and when Alex quickly complies with her order, "That's it, now you look like a servant who is only there to carry my handbag", she laughs in Alex's face who blushes slightly. "I want everyone to see what you're there for today."

So they walk to a park not far from downtown. Alex is relieved when they arrive at a bench where the Baroness wants to sit. He was a bit uncomfortable walking through the city with her like this, because some people were already looking at him very much. The bench is surrounded by a green meadow, which also has some trees. The sun is shining, it is a warm summer afternoon and the birds are chirping. It is a somewhat hidden place that the Baroness has chosen, so they are not surrounded by too many people.

"Heel, doggie," the Baroness says with a shameless grin after sitting down on the wooden bench and crossing her legs. She points her finger at the earthy ground in front of her. Alex is still carrying her bag in his hand, as a butler would do, holding out the bag to his lady of the house on her way out. Confused as to whether he should place the handbag on the bench first or kneel down directly with it, he hesitantly stands there for a few seconds while the Baroness watches him from behind her sunglasses. Finally, he gently places her handbag next to her on the bench and then looks around the park for a few moments. A little further away, a young girl walks along the park path with her dog, but no one else is to be seen far and wide. Finally, Alex makes a move and kneels down in the sandy spot in front of the bench, directly in front of the Baroness' feet. Her red high heels are still shining from the glow of the sun and he looks at them curiously.

"Well, do you like what you see?" calls Stephanie down to him.

"Yes, miss, very much so. You have beautiful legs and feet," Alex replies, not taking his eyes off the beauty.

"You haven't even seen my feet yet," says the Baroness, starting to bob her foot as it floats in the air, causing the high heel to come off her heel and be supported only by her toes. "Look how loose my shoe is already. It could fall off at any time." With the words, she tucks her sunglasses up into her hair and leans her upper body forward slightly to look Alex deeply in the eyes.

"It's a good thing I have a little fiffi like you now who would just put my shoe back on without me even having to move, isn't it?"

"Yes," Alex whispers, completely mesmerized by her intense gaze with her bright green eyes.

"Like a stick, you bring me everything I want. And when I don't need you, you'll quietly toddle along behind me until you're needed, won't you, puppy?"

Stephanie speaks the words flatteringly and gently as she smiles at him, but the subtle, clear dominance behind them speaks directly to Alex's soul.

"Yes, Mistress, after all, I've been doddering after you all day and I want to be your servant," he replies as he settles deeper into his submissive role.

"You are not my servant," comes back sternly from the Baroness. "You're my puppy to do with as I please."

Barely uttered, she kicks her foot past Alex into the air, her high heel skidding into the green grass in a high arc.

"Go get it, doggie," she shouts loudly and sternly in his face, pointing her finger in the direction of her shoe.

Alex darts off without even thinking about what is happening. The Baroness's command has penetrated his brain so relentlessly that he rushes off on all fours as if automatically and finally arrives at her shoe. As if he was pressed for time, he finally takes the heel of her shoe into his mouth and crawls back to the Baroness' feet. Arriving at her place, he stretches his neck and head up to hand her the shoe.

Laughing, Stephanie strokes her new pooch Alex on the head.

"Yeah, fine. Fine you did that. Very well-behaved," she says to him in a calm, gentle voice. "Put my shoe down on the floor for now."

Alex is all fuzzy from the experience he just had. He has his fantasy with his classmate come back to him, and he feels his cock getting all hard in his pants. He quickly puts the high heel on the floor in front of him and then straightens his head again.

"Well, what do you say?" he hears the Baroness speak to him and at the same moment catches sight of the bare foot she is holding right in front of his face. Alex sees the small, elegant, slender foot, the red nail polish and the soft-looking sole of his mistress and melts. An avalanche of lust is triggered in him. The sight triggers feelings in him that crashes like a force against his otherwise very rational mind. The beautiful, elegant red high heels. The red nail polish. The beautiful shape and sole of her foot. The grin that's on her lips. The bright, loud laugh. And him kneeling there like a little puppy in front of the beautiful, experienced baroness, having just brought her the shoe like an obedient dog. All this suddenly makes Alex fall deep into his desires. As if spellbound, he stares at the hot foot in front of him.

"Well, does that make you horny, you little mutt?", Stephanie speaks down to him with a mocking smile.

"Yes," Alex breathes, watching as she holds her toes right in front of his eyes and gyrates her foot slightly.

"Look nice at my foot hypnotizing you, puppy," Stephanie whispers to him as she continues to draw little circles with her foot right in front of Alex's spellbound eyes. "Show me how horny that makes you. Stick out your tongue and pant for me."

He obeys her command as if in a trance.

"I'm going to train you to be my foot-crazy slave dog. You may think your very first femdom fantasy doesn't mean that much, but I think you're made for a doggie. Born for it," she whispers to him as he gazes mesmerized at his mistress' still gyrating toes.

"Yes," he just manages to breathe back between his panting.

"Well, how badly do you want my feet right now, you little lecher?" she asks him, continuing to whisper.

"Very much. I want nothing more than to kiss your feet right now, Mistress," he replies, his face contorted with desire. Her teasing is having an effect.

"Put my shoe back on, puppy. And then I'll take you back to my place."

Eagerly, Alex holds the shoe out for her to fit, so she can slip into it. But what she does afterwards really upsets him....


On a tight leash

Stephanie reaches for her small handbag, opens it and takes out something that Alex recognizes only after a few seconds: it's a long leash and a collar.

"Keep panting, little doggie. And up with your head! Neck to me. I'm going to put you on a leash now, as you should be," he hears the stern, clear voice of the Baroness, who seems to be sure of what she's doing. Puzzled, yet still panting, he brings himself to an upright position as he continues to kneel in front of the bench in the sandy earth. He doesn't even know what is happening to him as he feels the warm hand of his mistress, now at his neck, pressing his chin up with her thumb. Alex gets the feeling that she is actually treating him like an animal. In his imagination, he sees himself panting and completely will-less kneeling at her feet, just being leashed by her. Her touching him and putting the collar on him makes it all real. As if watching himself outside his body, Alex feels how the idea of being a true puppy for the Baroness, who is just truly sitting in front of him and taking him into her possession, makes his slave heart beat faster. His little tail also stands up with happiness and presses itself against his boxers. He feels how slowly but surely the control over the scene slips away from him and the baroness rules over him as a matter of course. When he realizes this, he is startled and reflexively looks over to the side into the park. 'She's not really going to lead me all the way home to her like a dog, is she?" he asks himself fearfully. Just then, the Baroness calmly attaches the leash to the eyelet on her collar.

"Mistress, where do you live? Someone might see if I walk around the park on all fours like a dog now," Alex asks stammering, trying to regain control of the scene. But the Baroness just grins at him insolently.

"It's not far, we just have to go through the park and then it's another five minutes to my place."

"But I don't want anyone to see me like this, I was really a bit uncomfortable with the handbag," Alex blurts out. Stephanie looks into the fear-filled, wide eyes of her pupil and has to laugh inwardly at his expression, but remains quite serious on the outside and looks at him with her strong gaze, assuming as a matter of course that Alex will comply.

"Well, you'll have to make a choice, puppy. Either you stand up for who you are to me or I can't take you home. I told you to be prepared for me to test you. I expect absolute obedience and no nagging or whining. So, do you want to get to my feet or not?" she speaks to him in a serious tone that makes it clear to Alex that she has no problem whatsoever with leading him to her home on a leash. At the same time, she lifts her long leg and positions the toe of her red high heel, which ensnares the top of her bare, beautiful foot, directly in front of the face of her young slave aspirant. Taken directly by the view, he gazes at the silver anklet dangling from her ankle. His penis becomes wholly hard and he feels the wetness in his boxers from the drops of pleasure that come to him. Spellbound, he stares again at her wonderful foot and wants nothing more than to crawl right where he has his place: At the feet of a strong woman, as the Baroness is for him. Still, he feels the fear and a resistance rising inside him.

"Go ahead, lick the top of my heels, slave doggie, I will train your tongue enough to clean my shoes and feet from any dirt", the Baroness suddenly laughs down to him and holds the front piece of her heel right in front of his mouth. Reflexively Alex opens his mouth and his young tongue, which has not yet been allowed to lick many feet and shoes, comes out. As if mechanically, he slowly begins to lick the toe and front sole of the Baroness' shoe. He feels catapulted back into his fantasy where he only sees himself as the foot licking puppy he is right now. His sexuality takes over his mind, the blood continues to flow out of his brain and into his cock. In his mind, he is already at home with the Baroness, licking her beautiful little heel that he already caught a glimpse of when she kicked her high heel off. He feels his drive with full force and moves his pelvis slightly back and forth, completely unconsciously, while he licks and licks the cold material of his mistress' shoes. Softly he moans out.

"Yes, mistress, please take me home. On all fours, too. I want to be your doggie, licking your shoes and feet clean," he breathes with desire, barely able to think about what that was about to mean for him.

"Good shoe licker, now then, let's go!" says Stephanie contentedly, standing up jerkily from the bench, getting into motion and dragging Alex after her on a short leash. He is lucky, there is not much going on in the park and so he makes it almost unnoticed with the Baroness to the exit. Only once did someone pass them, but he didn't let on about the strange picture that the two had to deliver for him. Alex stared at the ground with a pounding heart and then, with a glance at the elegantly striding feet of his mistress, remembered why he was doing it all over again. But finally they reach the street, which is clearly more filled with people than the park. Alex's blood rises to his head with shame and fear and stops, feeling the tug on the leash and then the gaze of the Baroness, who finally turns to him to see what's going on. She discovers her slave completely intimidated and looking fearfully toward the street. She almost feels sorry for him.

"Well, come on, what are you waiting for?"

"There are way too many people, mistress. Please, I beg for mercy. I can't do this," Alex is flooded with a sense of shame and wants nothing more than to completely escape his position and situation and sink into the ground. Anxiously, he looks around and then, with his dog-straight eyes, looks up at the Baroness from below. The latter, meanwhile, rummages around in her handbag and pulls out a black something.

"Okay, I understand. We don't want to overwhelm you right away, you did a good job making your way through the park. Here put on the mask, so no one recognizes and sees you! And then don't talk back. It's only 5 minutes!", the Baroness calls to him and throws the mask on his head. It feels leathery in Alex's hands. It has small slits for eyes, nose and mouth. He quickly slips it on and although he couldn't believe at first that it would make him feel much better, after a few seconds he already feels much more comfortable in his skin. The leather presses against his skin and somehow he feels quite protected from being enclosed by the mask. Artfully he starts moving again and Stephanie puts the sunglasses back on his nose and grins as they continue walking.

"As punishment for not walking the streets without a mask, you're going to let your tongue hang out like a real dog and stick close to my heels, got it?" she calls down to him with pleasure, making him crawl behind her, just as she already imagined when she first saw him in her favorite café. She suddenly starts laughing loudly and Alex feels the horniness rising inside him. He imagines how she just laughed at him and his inability to say no, and how she easily got him to be trained as a little puppy outside in the open street. The Baroness' hot heels click right in front of his face. As groveling as possible, he lets his tongue hang outward and suddenly enjoys this walk together, as if he doesn't mind some people walking right past him. Because of the mask and his head constantly lowered at the feet of his mistress, he doesn't even notice the many irritated glances of the people. All of a sudden Stephanie stops and Alex almost bumped into her legs, had he not stopped himself at the last moment.

"Can I take a picture of you two?" he hears an unfamiliar male voice ask.

"But of course," the baroness laughs, then bends down to her slave dog. "Did you hear, the man wants to take a picture of us. So look right into the camera, you stupid mutt."

Alex straightens his head a bit and sees a lean, short man with nickel glasses, maybe around 40 years old, staring at him curiously, but quickly switches his gaze back to the Baroness.

"A beautiful dog you have there. How old is he?" he asks her with a charming smile.

"He's only 19, I just picked him up in a café today," she grins at him and then places a foot on the back of Alex, who is kneeling on all fours. He feels the heel and the sole on his back. The scene strikes him as quite funny. Not in his dreams would it have occurred to him that the meeting with the Baroness would take on such proportions in such a short time. But finally he looks into the camera of the man's smartphone, who seems to have taken a liking to the Baroness and snaps several pictures in a row.

"Some people don't dare, but I think it's good that the youth is living it up," the man laughs at Stephanie and then says goodbye again. When he's out of reach, she kneels down to her sophomore and laughs into his masked face, mouth wide open in a nasty undertone.

"You're drawing all the attention to us here in the street, my puppy. But now come on, we're already there too, over there is my apartment, a few more meters," she speaks to him, standing up again and pulling him behind her by his leash.

Finally they arrive at her apartment. What awaits him there, Alex will never forget in his life...


Frighteningly horny

"Keep the mask on, puppy. I like it a lot on you. It makes you lose even more of your humanity with it," says Stephanie, who finds it incredibly appealing when slaves wear masks and lose face that way. "Because you're just a mutt to me, after all."

She sits down on her sofa and crosses her legs.

"Take my shoes off with your mouth, that's what it's for after all. Pull down on the heels!"

The command seems like someone is buttering Alex up. He quickly slides under the Baroness' shoe, which is suspended in the air by her overturned leg, and positions his mouth directly under her heel. He catches sight of the slightly dirty sole and the pointed heel sticking down to him. With his mouth he takes her heel way in and gallantly pulls the shoe down, turning around as the Baroness flips her other leg over and performs the feat on her second high heel as well. He is now up close and personal with the Baroness' bare, hot soles.

"This is what you've been waiting for all this time, you submissive little piece, isn't it?" exclaims Stephanie to him mockingly. "You're already horny for my feet, aren't you? How many men do you think I've turned heads with my feet? And you'll be one of them," with these words Stephanie slowly moves the sole of her foot towards Alex's masked face below her and finally places her foot on his face.

"Tongue out," her voice sounds stern and loud.

Alex's nose is flattened by the foot of his experienced Mistress. He sticks his tongue out through the mouth opening of his mask. He can't decide if he should still feel like a little puppy or an object by now, but inside his submissive lust is bubbling to the surface. He feels the warm, soft sole of the pretty lady against his tongue. Around him there is only black. He sees nothing because her toes cover the slits for his eyes. She seems to have lifted her heel, because he has to extend his tongue all the way to lick her soles. Inside him he feels the desire to take her pretty toes with the red nail polish into his mouth. Suddenly she withdraws her foot from him again.

"On your knees! In front of me!" orders Stephanie, who visibly enjoys the togetherness with her new slave. She loves it when young slaves like Alex are all greedy for her feet and she can take advantage of that to train them to be will-less puppets of their own lust and mold them to her liking. In her mind, she has already inserted an anal plug into Alex that imitates a dog's tail, put a dog mask on him and wrapped him completely in latex while his legs are connected to his arms so that he can really only crawl on all fours. Lasciviously she looks at the downright ridiculous looking Alex with the leather mask at her feet. Now he kneels in front of her and looks at her with that innocent-devout look that all submissive men give her when they don't know what to do next and how to act.

She grins at him and looks into his eyes for a few seconds. Then, without a word, she stretches her right bare foot sole-first into his face and gallantly stretches and flexes her toes back and forth.

"Look at my delicious sole, slave dog. Look at what woman you've let yourself be trained to be a little puppy for, and even in the open street," she speaks in a seductive voice.

"Yes, mistress," Alex just breathes, staring mesmerized at her moving toes and her slender and gracefully shaped foot, the sole of which stretches before his eyes. Lust rises in him and he already succumbs again to his urge, which reports to him from the depths of his submissive slave soul and makes his cock grow.

"I want you to lick my sole right now like that ridiculous little doggie you're portraying there in front of my feet and under my eyes, understand?" the Baroness asks him in an energetic voice that only emphasizes her power over him.

"Yes, Mistress," he breathes as if dazed. He has already stuck out his tongue in greed without realizing it. For he is completely taken in by the sight and voice of his owner.

"Nice panting, you puppy, show me how horny you are for my feet," she also calls directly and he starts breathing loudly.

"On 3, you little foot animal.", Stephanie speaks with a pleasurable smile on her lips.

"3..."

"2..."

"1!"

And bang Alex thrusts his face forward, sticks his tongue far out and licks the heel and then the sole of the Baroness' divine foot, who acknowledges the quick tongue twitches and movements with a loud laugh.

"There is my little dog. Yes, fine you do it. Yes, very fine, little doggie. Keep on licking. You like that, huh?" she speaks to him like a dog.

Meanwhile, Alex moves his pelvis forward and backward. His cock is looking for something to rub against from sheer horniness. The Baroness' words penetrate his brain and drill into his synapses. The hot feet and the long legs of this beautiful, experienced woman, who has wrapped him around her finger and trained him within only half a day, do the rest. Alex's lust is already spilling out of all his pores. He moans while he licks the feet of his mistress. Meanwhile, like a kitten licks her milk, with quick short movements of his tongue. He presses his face against the sole and breathes in the scent of the Baroness. The laughter in his ears drives him wild, while in his imagination the Baroness has already stuffed her foot in his mouth. Breathing wildly and with his heart pounding, the desire breaks out in Alex to throw himself at her feet like a little boy, like a little puppy, and worship the Baroness. Suddenly he hears a snapping sound, straightens up abruptly and looks at Stephanie, who is holding a small bell in her hand and it is now ringing.

The living room door opens. Alex turns around and is startled when he sees a slave there, completely wrapped in latex and equipped with a saddle on his back like a horse. On all fours he crawls right next to Alex at the feet of the Baroness. Every millimeter of his body seems to be encased in latex, except for a few very sparse openings for his mouth and eyes.

"Didn't expect that, did you?" laughs Stephanie at Alex. "Did you think I didn't have any other slaves? Let me introduce you, this is my pony, whom I ride from time to time and who is otherwise at my disposal as a serf, isn't it, horsey?"

The little latex horse nods obediently.

"He may only open his mouth if I allow him to speak. I'm of the opinion anyway that your speaking hatch should really only be converted to you cleaning the shoes and feet of women and otherwise remain closed," Stephanie laughs meanly. She is now fully in her element, stands up and sits in the saddle on her latex slave and lifts her feet in the air.

"Show what you can do!" the Baroness calls sternly.

Groaning under her weight, her little horse starts moving with her and draws a circle in front of the still stunned Alex's eyes. His horniness, however, has not been diminished by the surprise. He watches the baroness ride her slave and almost gets a little jealous of the guy who's making his rounds there by the skin of his teeth and gets out of breath pretty quickly.

"Well, go on, horsey, I'm going to wear you out properly, you're just a useful animal for me," Stephanie laughs and kicks her slave in the side with her foot. She has already completely conditioned him to her for several years, so much so that even after a few attempts he found he couldn't get away from her. His stamina is still lacking, but Stephanie is very happy with the slave she broke, who proves useful to her day in and day out. Because he can't help it.

"Doggie," she then happily calls out to the fascinated Alex, who watches with his mouth open. "I've had him under my wing here for years," she points her finger at the black latex animal under her buttocks. "He's nothing but an object of amusement for me now, and he knows it, but you know what the best part is? He still comes to me again and again and lets me train him beautifully. And otherwise he makes me the servant," Stephanie's red lips contort into a contemptuous smile. She enjoys the show immensely and inside she pines to make a second slave completely her own, to be served by two submissive males at once. And in Alex she has recognized a perfect candidate for this, because he seems to be completely taken by his submissive greed, by his lust and caught off guard by the way the Baroness quite subtly and unnoticed lets the sexuality of submissive men play for her and puts her under her spell step by step.

"You are the madness," Alex breathes moaning. In his pants his hard cock stands out. His hands want nothing more right now than to reach into his pants and jerk off at the sight he has in front of him there. His young brain is flooded with the stimuli that are completely new to him. Never before has he seen a slave so dehumanized and objectified. The black latex looks like a black hole that leaves nothing left of the person of the slave who lets himself be ridden there as a little horse, except the submissive longing to serve the baroness.

"Take out your cock and show me how horny this makes you, you stupid mutt," the Baroness calls to him with a laugh. Hardly pronounced, Alex has his cock already in his hand. The Baroness now leads her little horse directly in front of Alex, who consumes himself with moans and horniness. He looks the Baroness in the eyes. She points her finger downwards. While he slowly jerks his member up and down, he looks down at the Baroness as she sits there on her black steed. Her finger points directly at her wonderful feet, whose red nail polish and soft-looking skin now stings Alex's eyes. Overwhelmed by the sight and his own horniness, he falls face down to the ground at the feet of his new goddess. Then he straightens up again. Greedily, he sticks out his tongue and licks her sole as he did earlier. He feels himself transforming inside into the animal he is. An animal that cannot free itself from its urge, that now completely gives in to its destiny and licks the feet of its owner as if it were its daily bread. The bright laughter of Stephanie resounds in his ears.

"I'm going to make you exactly the same as I've already made this submissive bozo under me. Only as a puppy. Nicely on a leash. Imagine me robbing you of your identity as well and wrapping you in latex and conditioning you to your new role," she laughs at him.

"Yes, Goddess," Alex stammers with desire. "Please make of me what you will."

"Mouth wide open, you douche," she calls sternly to him. Alex opens his mouth wide. Stephanie slowly guides her foot to the opening. First she guides her toes inside. Alex feels the warm splendor in his mouth and on his tongue. He closes his eyes and opens his mouth a little more to show his new mistress that he is ready for her to enter him. Inch by inch, Stephanie works her way inside her doggy's mouth and finally, with a jerk, she stuffs her foot down his throat. Alex moans out, feeling obsessed with Stephanie who is now moving her foot back and forward, back and forward again.

"That's how I fuck your mouth nicely, you can get used to it already," she laughs out.

Alex moans out and brings his hand back to his cock, which is standing in all its tightness. He's on the verge of bursting.

"You'll be surprised when you look back at your old self in a few weeks, you little submissive dog. You're being trained by an experienced mistress now, and you're not going to fight it," she breathes seductively to him, still sitting on her steed. "Go on, jerk off!"

Alex moans to the rhythm of his jerking hand movements. The Baroness's foot is still fucking his mouth. In his mind, not only is he wearing a leather mask, but he's already fully encased in black latex, barely distinguishable from the other slave. A gate opens inside him, sucking him in like a black hole and catapulting him into the depths of his submissive desires. His head goes crazy. The scenes of today play out once again in front of his inner eye.

"I'm going to work on your brain so much that at some point you'll really believe that you're a puppy. A ridiculous little puppy that serves me. That's your destiny and I've seen that in your eyes from the beginning," the Baroness grins.

"Yes, Goddess, I am simply a submissive little animal whose urges you can use for yourself. You've got me wrapped around your finger already," Alex moans loudly after she takes her foot away from him again.

"You will lick my feet every day and if you are well-behaved, then I will train you to be my second livestock. Because submissive men are nothing more than farm animals to me, just like you. Jerk off nicely on it. That's your destiny," the Baroness laughs again.

At the word destiny Alex's face collapses, he rolls his eyes. He trembles all over his body. The horniness now takes over every cell of his brain. His bulging cock is about to explode. In his fantasy he imagines how in a few years he will have completely forgotten his old self and will lie at the Baroness' feet like an object and animal. It bursts out of him at the thought. He moans lyrically and as if out of his mind. His cock bursts with happiness and he squirts in a high arc. Panting and moaning, he falls at the feet of his goddess and kisses the back of Stephanie's foot like a possessed man. She is smugly grinning at the strong submissiveness and enormous suction she has already created in Alex. It's almost too easy for her, but that's exactly why she really likes such young, submissive creeps:

They're so easy to train, and often they can't get away from their urges for a lifetime if an experienced woman, such as she is, conditions them to their lust. The personality decays over time and what is left is a submissive little lamb who becomes completely taken in by their overpowering desire to serve a dominant woman. The desire then becomes so strong that they have nothing left to oppose it and lose control over themselves. And it is at this point that Stephanie then holds the reins over them.

She laughs inside herself. Young Alex can't even imagine what power she is kissing awake in him. How wildly he kisses her feet right now. With pleasure Stephanie inhales deeply and feels how her sadism appears in new splendor at the sight of Alex, because a new, perhaps lifelong slave is just born at her feet...


Thank you very much for reading my story!

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

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

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

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

Don't forget to look at the next page or directly at my author profile on Amazon to read more stories from me.
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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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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
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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.
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