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Chapter 1

"So, here's the Café Crema and the hot chocolate," Yannik says amiably to the two women who have taken their seats at one of the windows of the small, dinky café in the old town. "Glad you're here," he smiles at them. "Can I get you guys anything else? We have freshly baked apple pie, too."

The two young women glance at each other. Then one says, "That's sweet, but no thanks, not for me, maybe later." The other immediately interjects: "For me, too, nothing more for now. You're new here, aren't you?" she asks the slimly built Yannik, wearing a loose everyday shirt, with his dark brown, short hair and the slightly shy smile he always displays.

"Yes, I recently started here as a temp. You have to earn something on top of your studies," he says, winking at the questioner.

"What are you studying?"

As she asks the question, Yannik's gaze falls on the opening front door of the café, which has only a few tables and is particularly popular with students from the university not far away. Two young women enter and look around for a seat. He scrutinizes the brunette's style of dress. She wears black winter boots, and her legs are wrapped in dark nylons with transparent hearts. She wears a tightly cut beige coat, which she opens with her fingers. Underneath, her black and red plaid short skirt is revealed, into which she has tucked her white turtleneck sweater. Her chic style catches Yannik's eye right away. His gaze wanders higher. The brunette’s slightly curly hair nestles around her face, which looks soft with her fair complexion and subtle makeup. When Yannik's eyes reach hers, he flinches somewhat. A sinking feeling rises inside him, starting from his stomach area. Immediately, his heart beats faster, and he feels that the nervousness rises directly in his face in the form of the red color of his blood.

"Ohh, uh, I'm studying business administration," he smiles uncertainly at the two women sitting before him while the phrase 'That's Marie!" forms in his startled head. "Let me know if you want anything later," he then briskly ends the conversation, nearly tripping over his feet as he moves away from their table. His whole body is calling to dash to the back now, to the small chamber where the café owners and the temps can take some time off when it's not so busy. His eyes dart around the café. Maybe there is still an occupied table where he can ask if everything is okay before he has to devote himself to the two newcomers. But right now, there is not so much going on. No lifeline in sight would give him more time before interacting with the two women, who had sat down and removed their coats. Hesitantly, Yannik moves toward them. He doesn't even want to look at the pretty brunette when he arrives at them. His gaze first falls on the small, gold watch on her left wrist. But then he forces himself to look into her brown eyes and smile shyly. Her blonde friend is also beautiful, but she doesn't scare him. Before he can even get a sentence out, he hears Marie's bright and sweet-sounding voice in his ear.

"Hey, we've met before."

He glances at her and mechanically enlarges his smile while his head rattles with embarrassment. Her lips, which she has traced with a piercing red lipstick, twist into a smug grin, and Yannik thinks he can detect a trace of a bright sparkle in her eyes, which he must interpret as piercing curiosity or mockery. In any case, she is not as insecure as he is right now. His heart flutters in his chest, not just because of Marie's stunning beauty.

"Yeah, um, right, we've met before. Nice to see you again," he stammers awkwardly, his face turning bright red. "Have you guys decided yet? What can I bring you?" he quickly saves himself into his work role before another private conversation arises.

"I'll have a latte," says the blonde friend while he still feels Marie's gaze on him. He wants to get out of the situation as quickly as possible.

"And I'll have a mocha latte," Marie smiles at Yannik, who is utterly nervous. She senses his excitement, sees the blush on his face, and is delighted with the sight. Yes, she is downright happy inside to see him like this.

"Let me get it for you," he replies, smiling nervously, and goes back behind his counter a little too quickly. His heart is still pounding hard, and his fingers tremble. Excitedly, his eyes go around the café and to the two women. He can hardly concentrate on preparing the two drinks they ordered, which takes an unusually long time. Thoughts are going crazy in his head. 'I hope Marie doesn't explain the situation to her friend now, how embarrassing that would be. - Why is she even coming here? Why HERE, of all places? - Why now? Oh God, this is embarrassing.'

With his nervous fingers, he finally places the two cups, classically served with a white saucer and a cookie, on his silver tray and carefully shuffles back to the two stylishly dressed women, who are meanwhile already laughing and talking. As he approaches, they quiet down again and look at him expectantly.

"So, once the latte for you," he speaks in a low, brittle voice and carefully and very slowly places the cup on the table to the side of Marie's blonde friend. His heart beats up to his neck as he takes the saucer with coffee and cookie, meant for the beauty to his left, in his hand to put it in front of her.

"And once the mocha latte," he says quickly, glancing briefly at Marie's face. He quickly wants to turn away from her again, but her gaze holds him as he slowly extends his arm to the table before him. Her large, bright, dark brown eyes pierce his. He feels as if she is communicating with him. She looks at him saucily, with a confidence and calm that only makes him more nervous. And all the while, she doesn't utter a sound. Her red lips are on each other and have only twisted into a slight smile. She enjoys his nervousness in front of her and only increases it with her strong, feminine charisma. A shock goes through Yannik as he notices the blood running down his face again and his fingers trembling even more. He quickly takes his eyes off her face, but it's too late. He has filled her cup too full, and the saucer in his hand begins to sway badly. Splash! The coffee spills from the cup onto the small table and then purposefully runs down the edge onto the floor. Nobody is hit, but Yannik could have sunk into the ground.

"Oh, sorry so much," he says quickly. "Today is not my day.” He also looks at the blonde friend shyly. “I'll make you a new one right now and wipe that off." His voice almost fails under his nervousness and seems much higher than usual. His face is as red as a puddle. With his hands shaking, he feels like the whole world can see how enormously tense and excited he is. At the same time, a wave of tingling anger at himself runs through him.

"Oh, it doesn't matter," Marie then smiles at him with an adorable expression. Inwardly, she enjoys the scene and savors it, watching poor Yannik closely. "No stress, shall we help you?" she asks him quite helpfully.

"No, sit tight. I'll put this away quickly, and then I'll make you another one right away," he says quickly, clearing the saucer with the cup only half full and the spilled cookie. "Sorry again," he says repeatedly.

"Oh, it's all good," says the blonde friend, looking at Marie with amusement. Yannik quickly goes back to the counter and grabs a cloth. First, he wipes the small round wooden table, then gets down on his knees and makes the floor in front of the two dry again. As luck would have it, the coffee has flowed right in front of Marie's shoes, who keeps her legs crossed under the table. Her black winter boots are precisely at the face level of the now kneeling and cleaning Yannik in front of her. Furtively, he glances at her shoes as he hastily tries to remove the coffee. They are black lace-up boots, the leather of which still looks very new. A strange feeling rises in Yannik. He is so close to her feet and legs now. Completely fascinated by the sight, Yannik barely manages to hide his furtive glances. Marie looks down at him while talking to her friend about a new perfume brand she has discovered for herself. She immediately notices Yannik's interest in her boots and suddenly moves the foot of her overturned leg slightly in a circle as if doing it casually. For a few milliseconds too long, he looks at the cute shoe moving along with her feet, then looks up at her, thinking that she will be completely engrossed in their conversation. Wincing inwardly, he realizes she is looking directly into his upturned eyes with an amused expression. Quickly turning his pair of eyes back to the floor, he wipes away the last drops of coffee, then stands up somewhat awkwardly and moves away again from the area of the café that triggers the steady fluttering of his heart inside him. He could slap himself with anger mixed in with the shame about how awkward he is. Taking a few deep breaths, he tries to calm himself and manages to do so after a few minutes. The images of Marie's gyrating booties, the little hearts on her dark nylons, and her looking down at him, combined with her expression that looked like she was enjoying it all, have burned themselves into his mind. After he calms down, he casts his eyes back upright into the café. Again and again, he looks at the two girls who had just experienced his mishap up close. He sees Marie's brown curls, her red lips twisted into a laugh, her white turtleneck hugging her slender body. She looks stunning, Yannik thinks. Ever since he was young, he has had a fondness for brunette women with brown eyes. For him, they often have a hot and sweet aura, even if he knows that looks can be deceiving. Marie's, too. The hours pass, and he politely asks them again if everything is okay and if they still want something.

"Could we maybe have a pen and a small piece of paper if you have that there?" Marie asks him in response. "I'd like to make a note of something."

"Yeah, sure," Yannik answers, a bit surprised, hurries back and brings her both. After a short, concise "Thank you," they pay no further attention to him and delve back into their conversation. This comes in handy for Yannik, too. Calmly, he strolls through the café back to his counter. They finally wave at him sometime later to indicate they want to pay and leave. He quickly settles up with them and has already turned his foot to the side to turn around again, but something unexpected happens.

"Go ahead and wait for me," Marie says to her friend, "I want to exchange a few words with Yannik." The blonde friend nods at her, smiles at the stunned Yannik, and says goodbye to him.

"Yes, bye, glad you were here," he says mechanically, looking after her blonde friend without thinking. Then he turns his face to Marie, who has stood up and grins at him. She comes very close to him, saying: "I want to tell you something," and tells him to bend down to her, which he does immediately. She moves her head past his and whispers in his ear.

"Annika was hurt that you just broke contact with her and turned tail. She doesn't want any more slaves now, and she’s done with it, she says. But I would like to have one like you. It was imposing how much you sacrificed yourself for and served her. So, get back to me if you dare." She returns her head, grins smugly at him with her red lips and sparkling eyes, and taps the table before her. His gaze drops down, and he sees the sheet of paper he was allowed to bring her. On it, in red letters, is her phone number. He looks at her in surprise. She looks deeply into the eyes of the speechless Yannik for another second. Her self-assured look completely takes him in. Then she turns around and struts out of the café without saying another word to him.


Chapter 2

With an empty head, Yannik picks up the paper with her phone number written on it, stares at it incredulously, and then quickly slips it into his pants pocket. Shortly after, his shift ends, and he drives home to his small student apartment. Arriving at his place, he enters Marie's number into his smartphone with a pounding heart and saves it. He looks directly to see if she has WhatsApp and finds her profile, which reveals itself to him without a profile photo. He types into the text field. But then he quickly puts his phone away again. His head bubbles with thoughts, and the scenes in the café rewind before his inner eye. 'What had she said? Annika was hurt when he broke off contact with her?' he asks himself. Annika is a friend of Marie's and was his former mistress. For months, he has served her as a slave, giving himself more and more into her hands and feeling her create a real pull inside him, drawing him further into his enslavement. You could say he has almost lived with her. He cleaned for her, cooked for her, chauffeured her, took over her study tasks, and did them for her, and yes, he went to expenses for her and gave her plenty of presents. He labored and slaved for her - and he loved it. She rewarded him by letting him touch her feet and live out his femdom preferences with her. She has captivated him more and more and has used his weaknesses and fetishes for herself to bind him further and further. With slight melancholy, he thinks back to that time. But he had to tear himself away. She demanded that he submit to her completely, move in with her, and be available to her from morning to night with all his free time. She was not particularly toxic or bad with him, but Yannik got the absolute panic at this demand. He can still remember when he arrived home panting loudly and threw himself on his sofa after leaving her. Sweat was on his forehead, and he was shaking all over his body. A deep fear came over him shortly after she told him her wishful thinking of their relationship, yet in a very demanding tone. His gaze became fixed, and he took flight. At home, he shook his head and found himself with his cell phone in his hand, deleting all chats with Annika. Only one sentence was going around in his brain: 'You can't do that.' But he had to, and he did. His relationship with his tendencies to want to submit and serve a woman had always been ambivalent. He experiences enormous pleasure through fulfilling his fetish needs. At the same time, just in the relationship with Annika, he has found how incredibly suggestible and controllable he becomes when he reveals his weaknesses to a beautiful woman and engages in this game with her. It can be so sweet and fulfilling but also incredibly dark and can end abysmally. He has lost more and more control, been trained straight by her to her needs, and laid gift after gift at her feet in return for the last money he had. Because when he serves, he serves properly and with everything he has. In the beginning and middle of the game, this was no problem for him. On the contrary, he enjoys laying himself at a woman’s feet, with everything he has, with his time, money, and energy, creating this special relationship designed to make her happy. At the same time, he throws himself more and more into his enslavement, which is mainly psychological. In the end, Annika knew exactly which buttons to push with him, making him fall completely for her so that he wanted to fulfill her every desire. 'It's incredible how much power a dominant woman can have over a submissive man once she gets to know him completely,' was his conclusion. When she had presented him with the demand to move in with her, he was kneeling in front of her, massaging her beautiful feet, which he had fallen completely in love with, as he did almost every evening. Suddenly, a mechanism set in for him that he still can't quite explain to himself. All of a sudden, the whole time with Annika passed by his inner eye again - with all the money, all the time, all the energy that flowed away from him to her. All that added up, and the feelings crushed him inside. He felt very tight, as if he was standing in front of a precipice, and she was right behind him, and in a moment, she was going to push him down while he was gripping the ground in fear and panic. A tremendous fear seized his whole body; in his head, he only saw himself as a completely exploited wreck. All of his confidence was suddenly blown away. Without saying a word, he got dressed and left. He ran. To his home. He had to get away. Just away. She wanted too much from him. Powerlessness forced him to cut off contact with her and endure the pain of separating from her. For weeks, he doubted. For weeks, he felt bad. But a part of him - wanting to live an independent and self-sufficient life - became infinitely stronger. The part that wanted to be free and that felt crushed because he didn't have time to take care of himself at all. Yes, he had forgotten himself in the whole relationship with Annika. Because at some point, she also saw him only as a slave, and they lived out their roles quite real and at all times. At that moment of breaking off contact, he vowed never again to submit to a woman like that and rather devote himself to normal dating. This decision was already a year and a half ago, and he thought that he had now lived out femdom enough and would not need it again in this form. But with today's encounter with Marie, the first seeds of doubt have sown in him again. In his mind, the scene of him wiping the floor on his knees in front of her replays over and over again, how she suddenly circled her foot slightly, and he thought she wasn't paying attention to him at all, but she then looked him right in the eyes when he looked up at her. 'That was such an intense scene,' he thinks to himself. 'And how incredibly stylish and sweet at the same time she looks to him. So feminine, so graceful, and yet so commanding. Her full, red lips, her warm look when she smiles, and her cheeky, amused grin.' Her charisma made a tremendously strong impression on him. Especially that she took him aside so naturally and confidently and whispered to him that she wanted him to be her slave. Completely out of nowhere. That last look from her was so impressive. And bam, she turned around and never looked back. Yannik only now realizes how impressive he finds her treatment of him. The most diverse feelings mix in his body to form a jumble that no longer lets him think clearly. He no longer knows what he wants and whether or not he wants a Domme in his life. He could melt on his knees in front of Marie and simultaneously see himself running through the streets again in panic because everything is too much for him. Suddenly, anger mixes in as well. It can't be that a woman already retakes him. He thinks of Annika and the past almost full enslavement of his person. What he had let happen to him, and in the end, he was left without anything. This subtle feeling of being hurt, exploited, and taken advantage of spreads through him, although he knows rationally that this is exactly how he wants it. At least initially, Annika kept asking him if he still felt comfortable, and he did. Only towards the end, he doesn't anymore. Quite naturally, she saw him in his role as her slave and in a strange way that turned him on, too. It turned him on, just being the slave of a hot woman and giving himself completely to her. But the communication between them was not like it was in the beginning. It changed and deteriorated. And that's what ultimately caused it to fail. Yet they were never really together. He never kissed her, and there was no sex either; instead, he was allowed to touch her feet very often and relieve himself in front of her. It was a pure mistress-slave relationship, and this feeling to serve a woman, crawl after her, and want to impress her repeatedly without her giving him a prospect that more would come of it kicked him so much in his darkest fantasies. Daily, he has pined for her and given himself up for her to experience the humiliation he has craved so much all these years in his most hidden fantasies. And now he lies flat on his sofa, pining for the beautiful Marie. He slaps his hands together and rubs his eyes. He glances again at his smartphone and Marie's contact. But then he shakes his head and closes it again. "No," he says out loud into the room. "I can't do that anymore if I finally want a real relationship with a woman."


Chapter 3

The days pass, and Yannik is in the doldrums. Marie keeps popping up in his head. And over and over again, he gets to thinking about her. She is exactly his type, but she is also the kind of woman he would never have dared to approach and ask out. And now she wants him as a slave. Surely, only because she saw how much he gave to her friend Annika back then and how much she benefited from him as a slave. Nowadays, it is almost fashionable for a woman to keep submissive, desperate men as slaves online or in real life. It would fit well with Marie's self-confident nature. Yannik thinks about her almost every day. And so it happens that he is again standing behind the counter in the café where he works, stealthily glancing outside and wondering if she won't return with her girlfriend again. He often catches himself as his eyes wander to the table where they were sitting. Then he winces and growls, 'Gee, stop that,' to himself. 'You don't even want her to come.' He then quickly tries to distract himself again, asks the café's guests once more if he can do them a favor, wipes down the table again that he cleaned only a short time before, and is happy about all the people entering who provide him with the distraction he is looking for so much right now. In the evening, when the stress falls off him and he relaxes completely into the mattress of his bed, his head still does what it wants. He snuggles into his pillow, takes the blanket between his legs, and thinks about how hot it would be if he got involved in a femdom adventure again with none other than Marie. He wants to know himself on the floor in front of her and service her. He imagines how nice it would be to hand her the mocha latte she ordered on his knees and even thank her for allowing him to do so. Just the idea of such a gesture ignites a fire in him, and he presses the blanket closer to him and moves his pelvis slightly. Suddenly, his whole body is immersed in the longing he hasn't allowed himself for a year and a half that he has pushed away and locked inside. His tongue moves over his upper lip. He takes one deep breath. The synapses in his brain dance to this intense arousal that reminds him of playing with Annika back then. And at the same time, he keeps trying to put on the brakes. 'I can't do this. I’ll lose control of myself again,' he tells himself. And this danger, this fear that this sentence reminds him of, only fuels his arousal further. His pelvis moves faster, and although he forces himself not to let his hand come into play because he doesn't want to masturbate anymore to something he doesn't even want in reality, he gets hornier and hornier by the blanket that is between his legs and that he is rubbing against now. One part wants to plunge into the horniness, let himself fall, and finally feel this bittersweet kick again, and another part is frightened, shocked, and disappointed that he now lets himself go again. This part is alarmed and ashamed at Yannik's lustful and greedy impulse to throw himself back into the fire. Two sides fight inside him, pulling him in one direction and the other simultaneously. It is as uncomfortable as it is horny. Ambivalent, split, separated into two. And yet, Yannik feels this brute force that lies in his arousal. He feels this kick that only femdom can deliver to him. 'I'm not going to make it. I'm already way too horny. Shit!' it runs through his head. He quickly rips the covers off his body, rushes out of his bed, and with a shaky hand, rummages out the oil he always uses to wet his hand and penis, now clumsily floods his hand with the liquid and runs in front of his big mirror. "Come on, just imagine something else," he says, looking at his naked, horny self. He moves his pelvis and rubs his cock against his hand, shaped into a tube. Again and again, he pauses and lets his hand do the work, jerking himself into increasing arousal. Quickly, he closes his eyes. Immediately, the image of Marie comes to his mind. He thinks of her black winter boots that he has been so close to. He loses control of his imagination, and already he is naked in front of her, begging her to be her slave, serve her, and be allowed to kiss her feet as a thank you. He breathes heavily at the idea. He is already on the verge of an explosion. In his imagination, he pulls himself back up onto his legs. He didn't want to be enslaved anymore. Upright, he now stands before her and looks into her eyes. He sees her strong, saucy look again right in front of him. Her face suddenly becomes huge in front of his inner eye, capturing his complete imagination. Her warm complexion, her big brown eyes, her flawless eyebrows, the sweet smile of her full, sensual lips. Yannik gasps for air as his hand flits over his hard cock. He is on the verge of cumming. Very fast is his breath. It's almost time. That's when the expression on Marie's face contorts, looking right at him. His imagination zooms in on her hot lips. And suddenly, they move slowly. Yannik's pelvis jerks, and he thrusts and thrusts into his hand, barely able to contain himself, his face completely contorted with horniness. As if under a magical spell, he watches the fantasy ghost of Marie's lips and then realizes what they are showing him. They contort into the amused grin she gave him at the café. "Oh, God," Yannik whispers. Horniness spills through his entire privates. Her mouth continues to move, and her lips form a word that she only breathes very softly: "Slave." Then she sticks her tongue out at him with a grin. Everything explodes inside him. With trembling knees, he squirts his load outside. The sweat is on his forehead. "AAaah," he softly breathes to himself. Eyes squeezed tightly shut, passion written all over his face. He sinks to the ground. His sperm lies spread out in front of him. His breaths go deep and fast, and relaxation spreads through him. He sighs loudly. Looks at his wet right hand and then at the white-transparent liquid on the floor. As if automatically, he goes to his kitchen, gets two sheets of his kitchen roll, and returns to his knees to mop up his discharge. In his imagination, he is catapulted back to the café where he had knelt before Marie. Only now, he is naked and wiping up not the spilled coffee but his splattered cum that he has squirted at her feet in his submissive lust. Although he has just come, a small sexual impulse runs through him again at the thought. 'It's incredible,' he thinks, 'I can't turn it off. I want it too much.' After mopping up, he throws himself back into bed, exhausted and with slight unease, but falls asleep after only a few thoughts. The next day, he has his shift at the café again, which he is not looking forward to because it only reminds him of Marie. He is grumpy and unmotivated this time. Maybe it's also because he squirted out his energy yesterday, but in general, he's in a bad mood, which doesn't improve when he realizes that many visitors are coming to the café today, so at least he'll have plenty to do. But after an hour or two of work, his flaring emotions have subsided somewhat, and he has accepted what he would call 'yesterday's mishap' for what it is to him: a slip. He is washing up some cups when the café door opens, and a young woman walks in. When Yannik sees who she is, he almost drops the cup in his hand. Because it is Marie again. And she is alone. Immediately, he becomes agitated. When his gaze falls on her face, she smiles at him briefly and then unceremoniously moves back to the table where she sat with her friend last time. Yannik notices that she is holding a book. 'Oh no, so she'll probably be here longer,' it flashes through his mind. He watches her take off her winter coat, sit down, and put her book on the table. Then, he walks toward her at a slow pace.

"Hey, what can I get you?" he asks her. The shock can still be read on his face. She grins at him smugly, almost devilishly, and looks him silently in the eye for several seconds before answering. Uncomfortably touched, he looks down at the floor, only to force himself to look up at her again.

"I'd like another mocha latte, but not on the floor this time, please," she continues to grin at him, feasting on his insecurity towards her.

"I'll try," Yannik laughs softly and looks at her amusedly. He liked the joke, so he returned to prepare her coffee. She didn't mention with a word that he hadn't contacted her. He breathes a sigh of relief. When he is finished, he brings the mocha coffee to her table. As he does so, he remembers how he made it fall the last time and consciously ensures that nothing goes wrong this time, even though he is still very excited about Marie's presence.

"Well done," she smiles playfully at him as the cup of coffee reaches her undamaged. He looks at her. The praise travels softly and sweetly through his limbs. Her bright voice, charisma, and smile suddenly trigger this tingling inside him. A smile spreads across his lips, and their eyes meet for a few seconds.

"Thank you," he then replies with a minimal blush on his face. He feels a very different vibe between them right now. She appears much warmer to him than she was the last time. "Enjoy it. What are you reading?"

"Oh, I'm reading a book for my university. It’s about how the dopamine levels of us humans are related to activities such as eating and sex," she laughs.

"You're studying psychology, right?" asks Yannik, and she nods at him. "Cool, I find it very interesting!" He suddenly feels weird that he's now here having a short conversation with Marie and that he hadn't contacted her before. As he walks back to his counter and lets Marie read in peace, he feels the tingling between his chest and stomach. Again and again, he looks at her. She suddenly seems so sweet to him and less dominant than the last time. Then, after two and a half hours, Marie gets up and leaves the café. Before she is out the door, she looks at Yannik again briefly and smiles at him. Suddenly, he is completely overwhelmed by this small gesture, smiles at her back, and looks after her, completely perplexed by this inner feeling he senses. It takes him completely and jolts through his body: 'It's now or never,' flashes through his mind. Her charisma suddenly seizes his whole being, and he wants to meet her. This desire and the excitement that comes to him at the thought of last night's fulminant ecstasy mix into an emotional cocktail that automatically sets him in motion. He doesn't even know what happens to him and how he suddenly summons up this courage within himself, but he dashes around his bar, out the door, sees Marie disappear to the left side of the street, and runs straight after her. Quickly, he tries to catch up with her, and there is suddenly complete clarity in his mind. He can't control himself anymore. He wants her. The tingling in his body drives him on and only gets stronger as his nervousness increases with shortening distance as he runs to her. Finally, he has reached her height. Slightly out of breath, he says to her:

"Hey, I... I..." he begins to stutter. He hadn't had time to think of anything to say. "I'd love to meet and serve you and be your slave," he exclaims. Awkwardly and almost swallowing the sentence. His face turns red, and his heart pounds in his throat. "Can we maybe meet sometime?" he adds excitedly, and he senses how unsure he seems right now in front of her. She looks at him with her brown, wide eyes, watching every emotion on his face. Her lips have tightened again into that amused, slightly mocking smile.

"Well, I'm not going to make it that easy for you," she replies, grinning smugly in his face for two seconds. "Kiss my shoes, and maybe I'll give you a chance then." Ice-cold and with a grave face, she looks at him, watching his eyes darting around, his puzzled expression, and his trembling lips.

"What? - I, uh...", Yannik stammers in surprise. He looks around in all directions, and people are walking along everywhere.

"Come on, it'll be quick. No one's looking, and even if they are...," she says sternly with a seductive grin. His excited face turns back to her, and looks directly into her eyes, which stare at him dominantly. Something clicks inside him. Her words, gaze, and beauty drive him down to the floor. He slowly bends his knees and comes squatting in front of her. She again wears the winter boots he was already so close to in the café. He quickly bends his head down to them and kisses the foremost tip of her left shoe in front of him. Then he quickly turns to the other. He feels the excellent black leather on his lips very briefly. He feels observed and can't enjoy the moment. He quickly stands upright again and looks at her with relief. But then he notices her mocking, grinning expression and hears her short-tempered words.

"That wasn't fast enough for me. Well, maybe you can convince me of you some other time." She has hardly spoken the last word when she turns around and walks away without turning around again. Puzzled, Yannik looks after her and wants to run after her again. But he controls himself and pauses. Completely disconnected from the outside world, he returns to his working position in the café, which he has left unattended for far too long.


Chapter 4

She runs home quickly. Hastily, she slams the door behind her, jerks off her shoes, and throws herself onto her bed. She exhales with a loud sigh. The tension and excitement fall from her. She closes her eyes and thinks of Yannik. He just got down on the floor before her and kissed her shoes. Even though it was only for a short time, she was inwardly enormously pleased that he had obeyed her command, even if it took him a little while to get over himself. At the café, she eyed him again. His shyness is so sweet about him, and he did thaw out a bit when they talked about the book she was reading. Her lips form into a smile. While her eyes remain closed, her hand wanders under her panties. She bites her lip lightly. Even when Annika invited her to dominate him with her, she already found him totally hot and was downright jealous of her friend. He knelt at her feet, looked at and adored his mistress like in love. She had never seen this look of a submissive man who had wholly arrived at his goddess. His tone, facial expression, and eyes strongly expressed his submissiveness to her. Marie was directly fascinated by this different yet intimate mood between the two. They met only once together, and soon, Yannik broke off contact. But at this meeting, Marie received a secret revelation. She found it so sexy how Yannik falls into his submissive role while Annika orders him around and rewards him like a puppy. Behind her closed eyes, the meeting scenes resurface, and her fingers swirl a little faster around her clit. Her heartbeat vibrates in her chest, and the tingling in her belly becomes more winged. She remembers very clearly that it was just after Christmas. Yannik brought Annika a Christmas present, which was indeed something to behold. Marie still remembers the surprised expression on her friend's face when she unwrapped the square gift. It was black, sinfully expensive Louboutins. Annika couldn't get out of beaming. She looked at her slave in disbelief.

"How did you manage that? They're ultra-expensive, aren't they?!" she'd uttered, dumbfounded. - "I've been practically saving them off my mouth for the last six months. I didn't go out, didn't buy anything I didn't need, and only fed on the cheapest stuff," Yannik had told her, almost whimpering with adoration. - "Wow," it came out of Annika's mouth only while she looked at Marie. She could not get this scene out of her head until today. She found this sacrifice of Yannik so hot to watch and touch herself. He also brought a small gift for her, a sweet silver necklace Annika had told him to get beforehand so she would not only get something at the meeting. Afterward, there was probably the most extensive foot session for Yannik ever. Annika couldn't get out of praising him, stroked his head, and she followed suit. He was allowed to kiss her feet and sincerely thank her for letting him give her the necklace. For Marie, it was an artistic spectacle she could not take her eyes off. Everything was burned into her memory. And when she recalls it today, she moans softly again. She often imagined having a slave just like Annika. 'I wonder what that would be like,' she used to ask herself, becoming more and more interested in the subject. But after Yannik broke off contact with Annika and the anger Annika had towards him, she stopped thinking about it. But the fantasies kept coming back into her head. And then she had suddenly seen Yannik in the café from the outside. Her fingers circled her clitoris and finally penetrated her vagina. She moans out loud with pleasure. Yannik keeps coming into her head. He was a head taller than her, and even then, she found his naked body very hot to look at. 'What would I do with him if he would submit to me and become my slave!' Her imagination goes wild, and more and more, she discovers the dominant vein in her, which now permeates her inner cinema. 'A slave who carries me on his hands and whom I hold at my heels,' the phrase runs through her brain, and she moans out again as she fingers herself, finally taking the fingers of the second hand to circle her fully aroused clit. She is hot. She's aroused. And she wants him. She gasps for air. The heat spreads from her pussy to all directions of her body. She feels the power she had over Yannik with her words today. With her mere presence, she has made him chase after her, even though he hasn't contacted her as she had planned. He is even more shy and scared from that time than she thought. She thinks of his action with the spilled coffee, which he then wiped up, kneeling on the floor in front of her, right in front of her shoes. She would have loved to press her shoe once into the puddle and then order him to clean her sole of the wet coffee. She rolls her eyes at the idea. Then, a lightning bolt of arousal travels through her entire body and remains there, only slowly weakening. For seconds, she enjoys the rush of sensation and arousal that wraps her body in a warm, fluffy cocoon. She pines for him and his submissiveness. But she is not sure if he would even contact her. Quite deliberately, she gave him a direct rebuff today because it took him too long to comply with her command to kiss her shoes. She wants to train him immediately so that she can follow his words promptly. Regardless, she knows by now that many submissive men love to lust after an unattainable goddess and feast on her rejection. And she wants to do him that favor, after all. Still, she's curious to see if she's chased him away with it or just attracted him more. 'Anyway, with Yannik or without. I'll organize a hot slave,' she grins to herself. The idea has grabbed her. There's no turning back now. Now she wants to know. Slowly, she gets up from her bed again, gets dressed, and makes herself a coffee. Then she sits down again at her study book, which she has completely neglected in her excitement. But she can't concentrate. She keeps thinking about the submissive Yannik, who has done it to her so much with his blushing face, shaky hands, and shyness. 'I'll catch him with my dominance. As if in a net that is still loose and open now but which keeps tightening.' She imagines how the attraction in Yannik's heart towards her strengthens and how he finally comes to her by himself and asks for his enslavement. She smiles as she continues reading the chapter on sex and dopamine in her book. She has no experience as a mistress, apart from the one meeting with Annika. But she feels the inner lust and desire to explore this side of her further and finally live it out. The whole afternoon, she sits in front of her book. In the evening, her smartphone suddenly buzzes, and she glances to see who has contacted her again. She quickly sees that it's a message from Yannik.

"I have a gift for you that I would love to give you, if I may. Can we meet for that, or can I bring it to you? I can also just put it in front of the door and then leave again. Then you don't have to deal with such an unworthy slave like me ;)"

She grins as she reads the message, especially the last sentence from him. She already feels a slight excitement rising in her again. Then she thinks about what she will answer him. She had imagined inviting him directly to her place and that things would get down to business immediately. But his suggestion to hold him off even longer is horny. She has to pull herself together to keep her hand on the cell phone to answer him instead of wandering under the tight fabric of her pants with her again. Finally, she does rub her pussy through the material as she feels it getting wetter and wetter with each word she types into her phone with her other hand.

"Well, tough luck, if you had kissed my shoes right away when I told you to, instead of still looking around, you could have given me your present in person. You can still put your gift on my doorstep today at 9 p.m. sharp and then disappear again immediately. I'll write to you in the next few days if I like it. Oh well, I better not see you when I open the door, then you can take it right back. My address: Bertram-Way 23, 2nd floor, Balmer is my last name. The front door downstairs should only be ajar anyway."

Click. Bam. The message has been sent, and Marie is almost as wet as before. Then she checks her watch. She hasn't given him that much time at all. In one hour, it is already 9 p.m. 'Maybe he'll even start sweating now if he hasn't wrapped it up adequately yet,' she thinks, laughing softly. She's excited to see what he's come up with for her and returns to her book while she waits.


Chapter 5

Yannik holds his smartphone, trembling in his right hand. His gaze is fixed. His eyes dart over Marie’s message. Startled, he glances at the clock on his bedside cabinet. Crap! Nine o'clock is almost here. He throws the cell phone on his sofa and runs to the things he got for Marie. Hastily, he looks in the closet in his hallway to see if he has any wrapping paper left. Worried, he rummages through his bits and pieces and, to his relief, finds a roll of half-used Christmas wrapping paper suitable for the current winter season. He quickly wraps the presents for Marie with focus and speed. He is entirely in the flow. His only goal for the evening: to get the gifts to Marie on time and not screw it up. Yes, that's the only thing on his mind right now. He quickly throws on his clothes and moves away. He glances at his wristwatch now and then, which tells him that he will probably make it if nothing comes up. On his way out, he almost leaves his front door key inside, so rushed is he on his way. He slows down and breathes when he is only a corner from Marie’s front door. Relieved, he looks at the time again. He even has a few more minutes to recover so he doesn't have to dash through the stairwell to her front door completely out of breath. As his heartbeat settles and his breathing rhythm returns to normal, he realizes how unexpected the news was. He had meant the suggestion to bring the presents to her doorstep and then leave again somewhat ironically. But now she has ordered him to do it, and he finds it incredibly stimulating that she has gone along with it and humiliates him like this without him even getting to see her. He gets to deliver his gifts to her and never sees her reaction or her in any way. There is no reward. He gets to bring her what she wants from him, and that's it. Yannik loves it when a woman just icily takes what she wants from him and orders him around. It animates his fantasy, and at the latest, in his cozy home, he will realize all the horniness of the situation that just happened. But even now, he is already back in his submissive mood towards Marie. The front door is open. Tense, he pushes it wide open, maneuvers himself up the stairs, and then looks for the right doorbell sign on the second floor. At a second glance, he finds the right door. His wristwatch tells him 9 p.m. sharp. He quickly places the small, flat-wrapped gift right in front of the door on the doormat and, as instructed by it, instantly departs. On the landing, he looks again at the door and his gift. Then he goes down. Mission accomplished. He hopes that Marie will react positively to what he has picked out for her. Unfortunately, he doesn't know her yet, so making a personal gift is always tricky. He chose a perfume voucher because she talked to her friend in the café about her new favorite perfume. He also organized sinfully expensive chocolates in the best chocolate store in town and still, quite classically for a submissive man who, of course, also has a foot fetish, a voucher for a cute ladies’ shoe store in the old town, not far from the café where he works. He even put in an extra letter to her, on which he wrote the following to her:

Dear Marie,

I am thrilled to be able to present you with the gifts. I have chosen a perfumery voucher because I overheard you talking to your girlfriend in the café about your new favorite perfume. I would be delighted to lay it at your feet, but unfortunately, I did not get the name. Therefore, this voucher was the best choice for me.

Besides, I hope you like the chocolates. They are without alcohol, just in case you don’t drink because I'm unsure. I also added a voucher for a pair of new shoes. I like not only your dominant and warm charisma but also your stylish clothing style, and I would like to thank you very much so that I may lay all these things at your feet.

I am very happy if you contact me so we can get to know each other better. And maybe I can be your slave soon.

Deeply submissive and remaining with dear greetings,

Yannik

He wrote the letter with a tingling in his stomach and, simultaneously, with a particular fear because he is still unsure whether he wants to become a woman's slave again. Marie has caught him entirely unexpectedly and has virtually pushed his inner self to want to run after her and give her a present. Yannik loves to give gifts to a woman he finds attractive, selflessly, and in the role of a slave, and he likes to do it regularly. But at the same time, he feels a fear of being taken advantage of, of not being seen, as he felt at the end with Annika. Somewhat hesitantly, he hastily wrapped up the already finished letter instead of leaving it out and thinking about it again. Excitedly, he now walks the path back to his home. She had written that she would be in touch in the next few days if she liked his gifts. He already knows that he will endlessly look at his cell phone every day, eagerly awaiting a new message from her. Once home, he throws himself back on his sofa, takes a breath, and spends the rest of the evening thinking about how hot it is to be treated exactly like that by a woman. That sizzle, that tension of what will happen next. The dominance and the demands of Marie. And then the femdom part in him has been wholly thrashed out for over a year and a half. All of this gets Yannik completely revved up again. He feels more alive and tense than he has in a long time. A smile even spreads on his face as he notices his belly's pleasant, pleasurable tingling. His excitement makes him forget all his fears again. They are drowned out, overlaid, and permeated by this feeling of approaching the pretty Marie by whatever means. A ringing snaps him out of his fantasies. Startled, he reaches for his smartphone and sees Marie calling him. What? Startled, he stares at his display and has to think for two seconds whether he even wants to answer it, so excited is he at that moment. But then he pulls himself together and clicks on "Accept call.

"Hey," he says into the receiver tentatively and uncertainly.

"Are you home already?" rings Marie's bright, confident voice in his ear.

"I… Yes, I just arrived back home," he answers excitedly.

"Good boy, you did that. I liked your gifts. You thought about it, and your letter was written politely and respectfully, as it should be. You did that well." Her words trigger a feeling of happiness in Yannik, and he is relieved because this reaction from her is even better than he imagined.

"Oh, I'm pleased!" Yannik replies effusively. "Thank you! That makes me happy right now."

"I hear it," Marie laughs sympathetically. Then, her voice becomes determined again. "I want to meet you. I'll let you accompany me into town tomorrow afternoon at 5:00 and be there when I redeem your coupons."

"Wow, yeah, that sounds great!" enthuses Yannik.

"Do you like it when you get to take me shopping?" asks Marie with a grin.

"Yes, totally, I'm excited," he confirms excitedly.

"See you tomorrow then, slave." She breathes the last word seductively into the receiver and hangs up without waiting for his answer.

Yannik's heart is pounding in his chest. Tomorrow, he gets to see her again, and that too when she redeems the vouchers from him. He can hardly wait. He is overjoyed and is looking forward to it immensely. He exuberantly turns on good-mood music, cooks himself something, and dances the subliminal excitement before tomorrow out of his body as if he were at a house party. After dinner, he snuggles wearily into bed but can't close his eyes. His head keeps picturing the meeting with Marie. What will it be like? Will she be dominant with him, or will she make it more of a get-to-know-you thing like in the café? Or both? What should he wear? How long do you think they'll be seeing each other? Does she now expect him to say "mistress" to her when she has already called him a slave? Questions upon questions. But then he pushes them aside. It will come as it comes. And yet he can already feel the nervousness in his chest, gathering and not exactly diminishing with each approach of the time when they will meet.


Chapter 6

"There you are," Marie greets him as Yannik approaches her and is himself just looking for the right words to welcome her. He has been so nervous, and still is, that he hasn't thought of anything suitable. "And you left right away yesterday like I told you to?" she asks him when she notices he is visibly nervous.

"Yeah, I just put the gift down and then went right back down to the exit," he smiles at her, grateful that she starts the conversation for him with that question. "I had to hurry when I got your message because I still had to wrap the gift certificates and the chocolates and then also get to you first, and I was super focused and then moving fast," he laughs, regaining some of the looseness that was pushed out of the way by his excitement. Marie grins at him.

"I did that on purpose," she then laughs. "I was just hoping you'd check your smartphone regularly." Her smile turns charming, and the warmth he already felt from her in their last conversation at the café is something she brought back for him today.

"Yes, I did send you the message first that I would love to give you a present, and after that, of course, I checked my phone almost every minute to see if you had read the message yet," smiles Yannik.

"Fine," Marie says, then points in the direction she wants to go. "I want to go to the perfumery first. I'll show you which fragrance you can wow me with there."

So, the two of them set off for the store where Yannik had just bought the voucher yesterday. Once inside, Marie looks around and, after a short search, finds the perfume in question. She holds it in front of his nose and grins at him meaningfully.

"Look at the label and see what it's called."

Yannik looks at the white, opaque bottle with the perfume’s name engraved in small golden letters. The word jumps out at him.

"Goddess," he reads aloud and looks at Marie. He smiles shyly at her and wants to lose himself in her eyes.

"It's perfect for us," she whispers, winking sweetly at him.

A shiver runs through his body. The way she said "us" and not just "it's perfect for me" made him sit up and take notice. She's already really involving him.

"Yes," he whispers back with a blissful smile, continuing to look into her dark brown, warm eyes. At the cash register, she pulls out his voucher. Then they walk out again, she with her new perfume and he with a feeling of happiness in his heart.

"Now you've already been allowed to make me smell good," she says saucily.

"For making my Goddess smell good," he whispers with a mischievous smile, leaning down a bit towards her. Marie smiles at him and leaves his remark uncommented.

"Now you get to make sure I have nice new shoes on my feet. Well, do you like that?"

Yannik nods eagerly, and they walk through town to the shoe store. Once there, Marie walks through the rows with a scrutinizing look while she has Yannik in tow, who follows in her slipstream and is quite excited about which shoes she will try. Marie is holding a pair of dark brown ankle boots with a slight heel and a gold clasp.

"These look good," she says, looking briefly at the shoebox with the matching size and then pointing her finger. "These." Then she looks at Yannik expectantly. He understands immediately and takes the shoe box out of the compartment while she walks to a seat.

"You may take off my shoes and put on these so I can try them on and walk in them," she speaks calmly and gently. The content and the way she talks to him drives into his limbs. He immediately goes down on his knees because he has learned by now in comparison to the last time she ordered him down on his knees. If she gives a command, he obeys directly. He doesn't care how many people are still in the store or whether someone is watching her. He wants to show her he doesn’t care what other people might think about her. And so he gallantly puts the shoe box on the floor next to him and starts by taking off her shoes. Once again, she wears the black winter boots he is getting to know better and better. He begins with the right shoe standing before him, opens the loop of the laces, and pulls the zipper inside the boots. Marie then helpfully holds his foot up in the air so he only has to pull the shoe off. With both hands, he encloses once at the back of the heel part and once on the front side of her shoe and feels the cool, black leather, which he was already allowed to explore with his mouth. Slowly, he pulls the shoe over her ankle, looking at Marie. Their eyes meet, and she recognizes the joyful sparkle in his eyes. Then he looks down again and pulls the shoe wholly over her foot. Revealing her delicate, slender foot, encased in the thin black fabric of her nylons, yet revealing so much of herself. Yannik can see the dark red nail polish shimmering through the material. He looks at her foot, which is now right in front of him. She still holds it in the air and moves her toes very slightly. He is transfixed by the sight, which lasts only a few seconds yet burns into his mind. His reaction enraptures Marie. She can read from his look that she can hold him completely spellbound on her foot. Finally, she slowly places her foot on the floor.

"You like that, mmm?" she whispers, grinning seductively.

As if in slow motion, he looks up at her and feels he has just become significantly smaller in front of her. He looks up at his pretty goddess.

"Yes," he breathes and remembers how he was utterly fascinated by her beautiful feet at their first meeting, back then still at Annika's home, and how he dreamed about them for days afterward.

With the second shoe, the spectacle repeats itself, and Yannik can hardly wait to touch her feet with his hands when he is allowed to put on the ankle boots for her to try on. He takes one of them in hand while Marie holds one foot in the air for him again. Slowly, his second-hand moves toward her foot, hesitant and shy, but so much greed is in his gaze now. How wonderful it must be to be allowed to touch and feel these so tender-soft nylon soles of hers.

"You keep your hand with you," he suddenly hears her stern voice booming down at him from above, and wincing, he pauses in his grasping motion. "You hold the shoe out for me to slide in, and I'll do the rest."

A longing glance glides again to her feet, and then Yannik holds out the new shoe with both hands. She slides halfway into it, and he watches as she sets it down on the floor and slides in with a jerk, using the floor as a support surface. His hand didn't reach, and although he would have liked to touch her feet, this dismissive gesture from her turned him on. They proceed in the same way with the second shoe. Marie walks a few meters through the store, then looks at herself in the mirror; yes, she poses with her boots, while Yannik can't keep his eyes off her. As she stands with her back to him, his eyes travel up her slender legs, slim, plump buttocks, and long dark brown hair. 'A dream woman,' he thinks, 'and I'm in a shoe store with her, and I get to serve her.' He is already wholly consumed by her feet and legs. Her slender grace and warm smile completely entrances him, alternating with her stern dominance and superior grin. She returns to him, and he watches from his sitting position as this beautiful woman approaches him with a flawlessly sweet face and gorgeous cleavage. He comes more and more into his submissive before her.

"They look beautiful on you!" he says softly, in an almost reverent voice in front of her.

"I want those," she grins at him slightly mockingly. "Take them off again."

All too eagerly, Yannik kneels in front of her again, and for him so excited, putting on and taking off her shoes now performs itself back in the other direction. He likes the dark brown ankle boots she has chosen and finds it incredibly arousing that his money will now pay for her to wear them. At the checkout, his voucher is drawn. Then, the two leave the store again. Yannik carries her bags like the submissive gentleman he is.

"Now we're through two of your gifts," Marie smiles. "But you had added a third."

"The chocolates, yes," Yannik replies, slightly taken aback by her remark. "Have you tried them yet?"

"No," Marie replies, looking at him with eyes sparkling with excitement. She enjoyed this little shopping session with him. "I want to try them in your presence. If I don't like them, I can tell you immediately."

"Oh, that would be so nice!" he breathes excitedly.

"And if I like them, maybe you'll get some of them," she laughs, slightly naughty. "Besides, I still need someone to carry the bags to my house. A Goddess doesn't carry anything herself." During the last sentence, she runs a hand through the side of her hair like a diva, then laughs aloud. He agrees and thinks it's cute that she can see the whole thing with humor, too.

"You're so cool and loose and confident about dominating me. It’s nice," he smiles at her with happy eyes. Marie looks at him for a few seconds with her warm smile.

"And I was reminded at the shoe store how much passion you have," she replies, "And that's why you're coming along!"


Chapter 7

Arriving at her home, Yannik can help her out of her shoes for the third time that day. "But you better not touch my feet." she grins at him dominantly and enjoys the gentle, slowly enjoying way for him to unfold her slender feet from their sheath. In the process, he's back on his knees in front of her.

"So, my servant, you may now pass me the chocolates. They are over there on the table."

Artfully, Yannik crawls on all fours in front of the brunette beauty, fetches the chocolates, and humbly holds them out to her with both hands.

"Go ahead, open it. You’ll hold it the whole time I'm eating it. What do you think I brought you along for?" her dominant voice comes to him. He quickly tries to open the package and tear it open but is almost too stupid from excitement to even find the place to open it. Finally, he finds it, opens the box carefully, and holds it out to his newly won queen. His eyes wander to her face, and he notices that she looks at him with such a mocking smile and expression in her eyes as he has never seen her with such intensity.

"Took you a long time," she says in an amused tone that sounds sweet yet so full of derision for him that it sends a shiver of excitement through his loins.

"Excuse me, Goddess," it goes out of him.

Marie laughs meanly in his face.

"We're not there yet. You'd like that, wouldn't you? Naming me your goddess? I haven't even tasted your chocolates yet. If I don't like them, you can leave again." In the last sentence, her eyes become icy cold. Meanwhile, Yannik's face gets hot and flushed. He answered so out of his passionate excitement that he couldn't control himself. It just slipped out, and now he already feels the shame of it heating his head.

"Sorry about that," he says quickly with his head down. At the same time, he can hardly take his eyes off her cute nylon feet resting on the floor in front of him.

"It can happen," Marie placates him. "Especially when you have the honor of kneeling before a woman like me. That's when almost all the synapses in your brain switch off."

Casually and elegantly, she reaches into the box of chocolates with her fingers, takes out a piece of chocolate studded with almonds, and examines it at length.

"Well, let's see if you've picked out something good for me," she grins and drops the chocolate into her mouth, feeling its sweet, mild flavor and biting on the almond, which gives it its nutty note. She is surprised because, usually, she is not easily impressed with chocolate. But this praline does her palate a world of good. She gives an indulgent "Mhm".

"Well, that one was good," she says, reaching into the box again. The second one also tastes very good to her. "You made sure today that new shoes will pamper my feet, that I will smell good, and now you are already spoiling my palate and body. Look how far you have already come under my eyes," she breathes seductively to him. In the meantime, Yannik has recovered from his shame and looks lovingly into her eyes. Then he feels her hand running over his head, and she strokes through his hair and lightly cuddles his head as if he were a puppy. As he does so, he closes his eyes and enjoys her every touch, enjoying her fingertips and her hand on his hair and scalp, both sensitive to sensual touch. Deeply, he breathes and is entirely animated by her attention.

"Thank you for letting me do this for you," he whispers calmly, wholly relaxed and arriving at himself under her touch.

"Very well-behaved so far, I like that," she continues to whisper. Then, her voice suddenly changes to loud and stern. "But here, I did find a chocolate that I don't like, and it’s with marzipan. I don't like marzipan."

Startled by her quick mood change, he looks at her and then at the box of chocolates. Her fingers lift a chocolate out of it and hold it in front of his face.

"Can I have these then?" asks Yannik softly, entranced by her graceful fingers, whose nails she has traced with red nail polish. She grins at him smugly and holds the chocolate closer to his eyes, twisting and turning her fingers in front of his face.

"You want the sweet chocolate I'm touching with my fingers right now, touching me, holding me right now?" she breathes to him. Her lips have twisted into her dominant smile, and she takes her hand back slightly. "Then get the precious that was so close to me," she says suddenly, dropping the chocolate on the wooden floor. It hits with a thud but doesn't bounce far away, but right in front of her feet, which are wet with the dark nylon. Slowly, she moves one of her feet forward and touches the chocolate with her toe, pushing it toward Yannik. "You may eat it off the floor at my feet, like the little servant worm you are in front of me," she laughs at him. Inside Yannik, the power of arousal collides with the intense feelings of happiness that her kind triggers in him. She slowly becomes more dominant and playful with him. She seduces him properly with her dominant charisma and ingenuity. How enraptured he had seen the chocolate fall from her fingers, and now he saw it lying on the floor in front of him, her advanced foot right in front of it. He wants nothing more now than to bend down very low in front of her and humbly eat the chocolate before her. "Get your treat," she whispers sweetly to him, forcing him to the ground. He takes down the box of chocolates, places it beside him, and bends down very low with his head, keeping his eyes on the ever-approaching praline and her toes. The excitement gathers in his pelvis and rushes forward to his penis, which is now stiff. Greedily, he opens his mouth to take in the sweetness. The sweetness that has just stuck to the fingers of the divine beauty of Marie and that she has dropped to him, like garbage, which he may now take in himself. Artfully he takes the chocolate into his mouth and begins to suck it slowly while he keeps his eyes on her graceful foot, which now seems so close to him and yet so distant because of the prohibition to touch it. As he does so, he tastes the mild sugar of the chocolate, which is replaced by the intense sweetness of the marzipan as he advances to the center. He closes his eyes and leans up again. It is such a quiet and intimate atmosphere between him and Marie. Even though they are not touching, they are both so in the moment with each other, and he finds it incredibly ingenious how they both celebrate these scenes. Marie watches him with satisfaction as he almost gets lost in the chocolate, how he enjoys it, and how much passion is written on his face.

"Enjoy her," she whispers to him. "It was on my fingers and at my feet a moment ago, and now it's in your mouth. And you know what the best part is?" she continues to breathe as he lets his eyes close and the intense sweetness of the marzipan sink in. "That I didn't want it, that I refused it because I don't like it. Everything I like I take from you, and the rest I stuff back into your mouth, back into you." Her words are clapping in his ears. They were so sweet and seductive, spoken softly and in a whisper, yet with such harshness in their content. His cock drips in his pants, and he feels a wave of pleasure sweep his body. He, too, now lets out an indulgent "Mhm" while Marie can read the reaction to her words on his face. Finally, he has taken the praline in, opens his eyes, and looks directly into hers with his face turned upward. She looks at him with an amused smile. His face contorted slightly, the words still reverberating in him. He looks at her lustfully.

"Wow, that was so hot, feeling the sweetness of the chocolate while you ice coldly tell me to my face that you're getting the best out of me for you and anything else I bring out for you that you don't like, just stuff it back in my face. This is so dark, so hot," he breathes the last sentence before her and looks at her adoringly.

"That's how it's done with a slave, beautifully exploited," Marie says with a sadistic smile. She loves playing with words and what unique effect you can create with them, whether they are meant to be completely serious or just for play and fantasy. Yannik's excitement rises and rises. She turns his head, and that alone with her voice and her eloquence. She pulls him further towards her as he feels this bittersweet force at work within him that can lead him to ecstasy on the one hand but also to his undoing and complete loss of control. His heart beats faster. His eyes widen slightly. Meanwhile, the two gaze into each other's eyes for seconds, feeling connected from a distance, completely without touching. Suddenly, Marie flips her leg over so that her foot hovers in the air, not far from Yannik's pelvic area, where his stiff cock is now pulsing and throbbing with pleasure. With wide eyes, he follows the slow movement of her leg and foot and feels how her foot is so close to him.

"Tell me why you broke off contact with Annika back then," Marie says in a severe voice, knowing full well that he is now kneeling before her, entirely in his arousal.

"I...", Yannik begins stammering. He didn't expect the question. "I... It became too much for me in the end, and I got scared and panicked because I lost control over myself. She took me step by step with her dominance and beauty so that it was like a kind of addiction, like a vortex from which I couldn't escape. And I knew if I took the next step and moved in with her, I’d probably never get out of it. Then I got terrified and ran away." The honesty is in his gaze, the vulnerability in his words. After his shaky voice ends, he looks to the ground briefly, as if ashamed of himself, but then refocuses his eyes on her. Marie looks at him attentively and thoughtfully. She listens to him carefully.

"Would you perhaps have taken that step if Annika had treated you differently? It could have been a beautiful experience to give up control," she asks him, genuinely interested.

"I don't know..." he murmurs thoughtfully. "Maybe. I ended up not seeing or feeling noticed by her, and I was just her slave, but nothing else." Slightly depressed, he looks to the ground. But Marie takes the reins and steers him to where she wants him.

"Isn't it amazing how much power a woman can have over a submissive man?" she asks him. Then he looks up again and nods slowly to her. He thinks of this enormous arousal a woman can trigger in him with her dominance, beauty, feet, and gestures. And in doing so, he also perceives his lust again, which has spread within him.

"Yes, it's mighty when a woman can dominate well, and you definitely can," he says.

"I haven't even really started with you yet. Look how I'm going to wrap you around my finger," she replies in a calm, gentle voice with a grin. Her eyebrows raise briefly, and she looks down emphatically, causing Yannik to follow her gaze. He meets her foot dangling in the air, which she now slowly, ever so, moves upward in such a way that it comes to a stop just below his face. In his eyes, which rest on the back of her foot, she sees how he is already completely spellbound by this sight. Then she circles her foot, moves her toes, and dances her foot around in front of his eyes. Slowly and stylishly, she shows him all kinds of shapes of her foot and how slender and beautiful it is. Yannik's head turns off. All his strength is now gathering at the bottom of his pants. His cock is stiff as a board. With his mouth open, he watches the hot spectacle. This aesthetic of her foot, wrapped in the dark black of her nylons, captures him. He feels as if the ground beneath him is beginning to tremble. He is forced deeper and deeper to his knees and sinks further with his body until he finally kneels on all fours and is very small, huddled in front of his adored Marie. The slowly moving toes, whose red nail polish shimmers out from under the nylon fabric, are now strictly at the level of his eyes, and he gives every inch of her foot a look. Then Marie suddenly circles her foot.

"Follow with your eyes as if I hypnotize you," she speaks sternly from above, and he does. His eyes circle along with her foot, never taking his eyes off her, and he falls deeper and deeper into the spiral of lust and submission, greed and arousal she unleashes in him. Her red lips are contorted into a blissful smile as she closely watches every reaction on Yannik's face. He is in a trance in front of her, and she feels her feet' powerful effect on him. He briefly licks his lip with his tongue. He wants to get closer and closer to her and pine for them more and more.

"And now you're so close," Marie whispers seductively. "And yet you're not allowed to touch."

A soft moan escapes his open lips. Suddenly the horniness takes over more and more of his body. He feels how he slowly loses control over himself, how he wants to throw himself flat on the floor in front of her and beg her to please let him touch her feet. He wants to feel her, touch her, taste her, kiss her. He wants to be close to her, the woman who has thrown him so off course and who is so incredibly hot in his eyes. He can feel himself burning against her. He begins to tremble all over his body as she is right in front of his face with both her feet in the air, making them dance around him. He is so close to her and yet so far away. His face contorted with pleasure, and his body sinks even further to the ground. He has to support and hold himself properly with his hands.

"Oh God, that's hot," he breathes out, and suddenly, his supporting arms shake and move back and forth. His passion completely takes in Marie. He feels like he's falling back into a vortex where he can't hold on to anything and’s being sucked into uncontrollably. His arms move increasingly, while he has trouble keeping himself upright.

"Look how you tremble before me and are about to go down because you can't stand it anymore," Marie grins down at him and sees in him the writhing slave she is going to tie up to her and keep mesmerizing. "And just think, now my feet would be bare too." The words pelt him like hot nails. They trigger the fantasy in him, and that's when he collapses to the floor. His arms didn't keep up, and now he's lying flat before her. A mixture of absolute horniness pulsing in all his cells and sheer fear has brought him to the ground. He feels it as he did then, only that it didn't happen as fast with Annika as it did with Marie.

"Come back up," Marie orders him sternly, and lo and behold, he straightens up again. Her voice has torn apart the maelstrom she has just created in him. Somewhat unsteadily, he now kneels before her again, still completely taken by the intensity of the emotions she causes in him.

"You meant that power just now, didn't you?" Marie smiles at him knowingly.


Chapter 7

"Yes, I meant that power," he moans softly. He feels it throughout his body. "This is incredible."

"You're very passionate about it and can let yourself go. I like that about you," she suddenly smiles back at him in her warmth. "Give me your hands."

Astonished, he hands her his hands, which she immediately takes in hers and holds him tight. She bends her head to him so that her face is only a few inches away and looks down at him. Their eyes lock together, and there is just silence for many seconds. She looks at him lovingly and doesn't let go. His breathing calms a bit, and his heartbeat slows as well. His fear has given way to a calm stillness that he finds in their shared eye play. Suddenly, he notices again the tingling in his chest area that Marie triggers in him. It's as if time stands still. The two are united in the moment and connected by the touch of their hands. The role positions are apparent as she looks down on him. Her face is like the shining sun that gives him warmth from above. Her lips slowly move and speak to him gently, insistently.

"You can be sure that I will not abuse my power and will always bring you back to where it is good for you and you feel comfortable under me."

Goosebumps run through his body, starting from his head. Her words reach him, and he feels the honesty she puts into them. Marie looks at him very closely. She sees in him the passionate slave she met at Annika's and now sees again. She considers the sweet guy she saw from the outside in the café who served her so shyly and yet so sexily simultaneously. She sees in him the man whose submissiveness she craves and whose undistorted and unabashed passion excites her. She sees and responds to the vulnerability in his eyes with her warmth and support. She has only said this one sentence to him, yet it touches him emotionally. He suddenly feels so safe under her gaze, feels how his heart wants to leap, how he only wants to look further and further into her eyes, lose himself in them, give himself entirely, and show her everything of himself. He feels so weak and so strong at the same time under her gaze.

"Of course, only if you want to become my slave," she whispers to him and smiles.

His eyes see this beautiful woman who attracts him like magic, which makes him nervous, shy, excited, who touches and commands him with her words, who makes him descend and fall into himself, and who catches him again afterward and gives him the security he needs to feel at ease. He sees the woman he has always secretly been looking for. His gaze becomes sweet, and the sweetness she gives him makes him smile heartily.

"Yes, I do."

Marie smiles at him in silence, then retakes the reins.

"Then undress, a slave has to be naked in front of his goddess," she grins at Yannik and leans back again.

"Yes, in front of his goddess," Yannik repeated, now grinning and alluding that he had not recently been allowed to call her his goddess.

"Well, I liked the chocolates," she replies saucily, then plays around with her foot on his still-closed jeans all at once. "And let's see how I'll like these chocolates here." Her gaze becomes insinuating, and quite closely, she now watches how he opens the buttons of his shirt with his fingers to expose his upper body to her. Then he continues with his pants and undresses so that he kneels in front of her only in his boxers, which have dripped shut from the inside.

"Get naked in front of me," she hisses to him and enjoys seeing the handsome man kneeling before her, submissively begging to become her slave. She feels herself getting wet and adjusts herself on her sofa. Meanwhile, he pulls down his underpants and presents her with the chocolates that must still be examined. She looks directly at his hard, thick cock, which stretches out in her direction, and the drops of pleasure make the glans wet.

"Nicely done," she whispers. "Show me your cock, which I'll play with until it's full to bursting and will make you so submissive in front of me," she laughs. He positions himself at the words even more, jerking towards her to present himself to her even more. Marie now flips her leg again and dangles a foot right in front of his cock, as close as she can without touching him. He twitches, and Yannik can barely keep his pelvis under control because he wants to feel her. He wants to feel her foot on his glans, and now he is close to his goal.

"You may touch my foot, but only with your hand," Marie grins at the completely horny slave at her feet. He sighs gratefully, opens his flat hand with the inner surfaces facing upwards, and slowly slides to her foot. He wants to feel her soles from below and how her foot rests on his hand. His hand slides further under her foot, and he feels the soft soles, the nylons making them feel velvety and smooth and simultaneously so pleasantly cool. He moans at this hot, sensual touch. He reaches her heel and immediately takes it in his hand, feels it, palpates it, and presses it.

"Oh, your heel is so good in my hand, Goddess," he moans as his heartbeat throb even to his cock.

"Jerk your cock with the other hand while you feel me. I want you to keep yourself horny in front of me until you're just a little bundle of horniness cowering there in front of me, nothing more," she laughs out, feeling her arousal giving her warmth. He immediately follows her command, his face contorting with lust. He feels every single inch, every single toe, and even the back of her foot, all the way up to her ankle. Then, it's the other foot's turn. He gets acquainted with them, yet they are still covered in the nylons that act like a protective wall between his hand and her bare foot. Still separated from Marie, he can't touch her directly; this aesthetic of the situation fires them both up. Faster and faster, he runs his other hand over his dripping cock. More and more often, he moans softly. More and more, he is consumed by Marie, who leads him straight into ecstasy.

"You are nothing more than my little foot servant," she whispers into his horniness from above. "You obey me to the word, like a little puppy, and I give you a treat in between. You have to spoil me, please me, serve me and throw yourself at my feet, and you do it all well and well-behaved. Because you can not resist me or withstand my feet and words. Only a small gesture is enough, and you go completely voluntarily into my hand and let yourself be led by me as I want it."

Her words penetrate him and only intensify the scene for him. He feels her feet on his skin, hears the soft voice in his ears, the words echoing and reverberating within him, and sees this incredible aesthetic and beauty that Marie brings to the game. Suddenly, she withdraws her foot from him and moves both her feet in the air in front of him, gently touching his chest and slowly and gently running her soft nylon over his entire upper body, her soles triggering all his sensitivity. He closes his eyes and enjoys her touches. Inwardly flashes the memory of her bare feet, which he saw then and was allowed to kiss. He moans softly.

"You take me completely with your feet. Make me your slave," he whispers. His head itches, and he sees small flashes shooting in the darkness behind his closed eyes. Slowly he jerks his cock further and feels with every cell of his body this fulminant power of his arousal, which hunts through his body from head to foot and finally collects and channels itself in his glans.

"Soon, you'll be all mine," Marie purrs in agreement, taking his feet off his body again and placing them on the floor before him. She bends to the floor, reaches into the box of chocolates, and pulls out another piece of chocolate. "You're going to get another treat now, puppy," she speaks to him as Yannik follows her movements as if in a trance. She places the chocolate on one of her feet, just before the base of the beginning toes. Then she raises her foot slowly, balancing it. "You may now taste the sweetness you have gifted me with and the taste of my foot. Be grateful that I allow you to do so!"

"Oh, thank you, mistress!" Yannik replies quickly and excitedly. Now he is entirely back, and his gaze is fixed on her foot with the praline. He bends down.

"Open your mouth wide, then I'll push both in, and then you'll suck both together," Marie says seductively and has already arrived just before his lips with her toes. Yannik follows her command and holds out his wide-open mouth to her. Very slowly, she guides the base of her toes into him. He feels the soft nylon on his lips and then on his tongue. With her big toe, she presses against one side of his lips to make room for her slender foot. Then she finally inserts the praline into him, and he gets to close his mouth and suck. He rolls his eyes in pleasure and tastes the chocolate on the roof of his mouth as his tongue curls tight and sucks on her toes and the sole of her foot. Marie feels the warmth of his mouth on her foot, his tongue on her toes, and how her nylons are getting wetter and wetter. She takes a deep breath and looks into the face of Yannik, completely distorted with arousal, who, with his eyes closed, perceives the explosion of flavors in his mouth. The sight and these sensations at her foot also ignite a fire of undreamt-of nature in Marie. It rises in her like a ball, fills her with warmth, and drips her vagina, already slightly wet before. She moans softly under the sucking movements of her slave and automatically puts a hand on her pussy, which is covered by her short skirt. Gently, she pulls her foot out of Yannik's mouth again. The praline remains in it, and he continues to suck on it, moaning, having almost used it up and sucked it, when he feels a new sensation on his lips. He feels something soft and moist. Briefly, he opens his eyes and sees that Marie is right above him with her face. Her hand moves to his temple, holds him by the chin, and pushes his face further. She presses her lips to his. Yannik can suppress a moan, opens his mouth slightly, and she hers. Her tongue gently enters his mouth, snakes around his, tastes the chocolate of the almost tasted praline, and kisses Yannik passionately from above. It's as if he were in heaven. Completely surprised, he gives himself to her, and they kiss for minutes. Absolute silence reigns between them, apart from the sucking and smacking kissing sounds. Passion has completely taken hold of them both. His heart goes fast, and he feels an intense tingling in his chest. He wishes this moment would never pass, and they would kiss into eternity. Never would he have expected that she would kiss him. Inwardly, he has already completely adjusted to his role as her slave, who can't touch her anyway. But the excitement and lust in Marie have formed an impulse that has moved her heart. She sees in Yannik this wonderful man who lets himself fall entirely before her and, in his submissiveness, would do anything to make her feel good. She found it so hot to see him throwing himself at her feet, and at the same time, she had sensed this powerful connection between them already when they first saw each other a year and a half ago and now saw it confirmed at the meeting. Full of lust and the tingling of her passion, she runs her fingers over his lips, exploring him with her tongue, staying in the upright position bent down to him, making him completely hot. He has never been kissed from above like this; something is loving and mighty about it simultaneously. Deeply, he falls into his heart as he feels her lips. The heat runs through his whole body; his arms and hands reach out and find her waist, which he hugs. Marie allows it to happen and now moves down from her chair, where she was only sitting with her tailbone, down to him. She moves toward him, falls on top of him, and pushes him to the floor, now lying right on top of and above him, so they continue kissing on the hard, cold wooden floor. Getting wilder and wilder, she wraps her hand around his, still attached to his stiff cock, without jerking it any further.

"Stay nice and horny for me," she whispers to the gasping Yannik and moves his hand up and down so that he understands and increases his arousal again with his hand movements. He feels her tongue on his neck. She licks and kisses and sucks on the right side of his neck. Marie is suddenly taken by her horniness and the feeling of power she has over him in the game. "I want you as my slave," she breathes into his ear and then kisses it, biting his earlobe, only to continue kissing his neck. He feels now also physically taken adequately by her and inferior to her. He moans louder and louder under the rhythmic movements of his hand. As he does so, he can still feel her hand on his, moving as if they were masturbating him together. "Don't you dare come!" she continues to whisper. "To the brink of horniness, you may, but no further. Not without my permission!"

"Yes, Goddess," he exclaims and moans right after. Her words catapult him even more into horniness than his hand. "I want you as my goddess, my mistress. You are so incredible," it escapes him afterward. "So incredibly hot."

Suddenly, she abruptly lets go of him, looks deep into his eyes for a few more seconds, and grins at him. Then she stands up again and sits back on her chair.


Chapter 9

Marie looks at the heavy-breathing Yannik before her, slowly sitting up again and getting on his knees. His stiff cock indicates how aroused he is. He is still completely overwhelmed by the passion with which Marie assaulted him, his lips, and her abrupt stop. Confused, he looks at her.

"Well, did you like that? It was hot, wasn't it?" Marie asks him with a saucy smile.

"Yeah. I didn't see that coming," he replies in his excitement.

"Well, your new mistress just likes you too," she smiles at him, inwardly pleased at the reaction on his face. He blushes slightly and beams at her from his eyes.

"I like you so much," he whispers to her, stretching his head as if automatically.

"Then show me," Marie breathes in response, placing her feet on her toes and pointing her finger in front of her on the floor. "Squirt your seed at my feet, slave." Sternly, her voice pierces him. "Show me what you produced for me in your little bag down there. Splash what you have at my feet as you do with your money and gifts." Her words spur him on. His hand is already flitting again over his cock, which has already lost quite a few drops of pleasure during the evening.

"Oh yes, Goddess, I want to lay everything at your feet, not only my gifts and my money but also my body and myself," he then speaks, all excited and with a faltering breath. "I'll also squirt my seed at your feet so you can have all of me."

"Yes, splash your life energy at my feet nicely. Show me how much you want to give yourself up for me," Marie continues the scene while feeling how she now has the opportunity to act out her dark desires with him. "Have you ever thought about why women don't get tired when they have orgasms, but I feel even more energetic than before, while you men quickly run out of breath by then?" she asks him with a grin, looking at Yannik, jerking off in front of her and staring at her elegant feet.

"Because I spurt out my energy, because I lose energy when I come," Yannik groans. "Because I catapult out of me the very energy inside me that I used to live, and I miss it afterward. That's why I get tired."

"And exactly this energy you now squirt at my feet. Isn't that horny? Imagine your semen right there on the floor at my hot feet. The white, sticky, pathetic liquid that used to be part of you is swimming pitifully and uselessly at my feet, how your sperm dies within seconds in the air and right in front of your goddess because you dedicate it to me. Isn't that hot?" Marie whispers and then laughs. Afterward, a sadistic grin settles on her lips, while Yannik almost loses his mind at her words and laughter.

"Wow, that's so dark, so hot," he yells. "My sperm is dying at your feet. Completely without meaning, without purpose."

"You're giving, and I'm taking," Marie breathes seductively. "You're squirting yourself dry in front of me, and I'm milking you dry simultaneously. Look how." With those words, she moves one of her feet back into the air and circles her toes right in front of his eyes again. As if in a trance, he follows them, jerking himself up. Then she sets it down on his face. Audibly, he draws in the air and smells her scent, feels her soft nylon fabric, and is completely blown away by being allowed to be so close to her foot now. His hand moves faster and faster. The heat inside him becomes more and more fiery. It trembles inside him.

"I milk you beautifully with my feet, and you can't resist at all," Marie laughs aloud. And already he feels her other foot under his sack, how she runs it along his testicles and then touches his cock. He moans and leans up under her. With his lips, he kisses the sole lying on his face.

"Oh God," he moans out and moves his pelvis jerkily back and forth as if he wanted to fuck his goddess' foot. "It's hot. You’re milking me, completely mercilessly, with your beauty and aesthetics," he cries out almost tearfully towards the end because the arousal almost swallows him.

"Can I come? Oh God, I'm about to come," he calls out loudly from under her foot. Abruptly, she stuffs his mouth with her foot.

"Yes, splash your energy at my feet, go ahead, while my feet make you completely will-less under me," Marie laughs spitefully. Her laughter drives through all his limbs. His body pulsates, his lust peaks, and he feels he is becoming an animal. Animalistically, he craves the beauty of his goddess and looks at the woman enthroned there in front of him as if in love. Meanwhile, he sucks on her foot as if there were no tomorrow. She has now placed her second foot on the floor in front of him again.

"Squirt your slave load right in front of my toes, you loser," she calls out sternly and then looks at him, grinning with pleasure. His face contorts, he closes his eyes, and horniness overcomes him. Then he tears his eyes open again and comes. He squirts on the floor right in front of her foot squirts the sperm out of himself. Spasmodically, his body twitches, and his pelvic floor muscles contract repeatedly without his control over it. Loudly he groans as he does so. His panting is heavy, and the image of the grinning Marie bending down to inspect his sperm is burned into his brain forever.

"Wow," he gasps.

"What a mess," Marie laughs. "Your beautiful sperm right at my feet. And now it dies there so miserably and bitterly in front of me, och." she increases the sadism in her words and says them in a whiny voice, only to laugh out loud again. Yannik is caught entirely off guard and overwhelmed by her dark fantasies. The contrast between the sweetly smiling, warm Marie and the sadistic, dark Marie is like night and day. And it is precisely this contrast that makes him so into her.

"Yes, Goddess, my energy dies for you, as it should, goes for you, I dedicate to you," he whispers, watching Marie slowly lift the toes and back of her right foot and heel. Threateningly close, she comes to his cum pile and steps on it. The scene grips Yannik, and at the moment of contact between the sole of her foot and his sperm, his whole body goes through it. He does not know what is happening to him. His eyes perceive only one thing: Marie crushes his sperm, and with pleasure, she moves her foot in the white mass and presses him firmly to the ground. At the same time, she sees exactly what is happening to Yannik. He is pushed to the ground, his face contorts briefly, and he moans softly. A shiver runs through his body like lightning. His gaze is wholly fixed on her foot. He cannot look away. He is deeply impressed and shocked by the scene. Marie is fully aware of the symbolism and now lets her dark side fully emerge before him. Let him know right away what she's into.

"Well, isn't that horny," she begins in a calm, gentle voice. "How you, slave, were allowed to squirt your seed at the feet of your goddess." As she speaks, he still looks mesmerized at her slowly moving foot that keeps kicking. "As a sign that your energy is now working for me, as a sign that you are now working for me, wanting to lay all of you at my feet, not just your money, your energy, but your DNA to boot, crushed here under my foot like the pathetic clump of cells that it is. Isn't that awesome?"

"Oh, yeah," Yannik moans, once again watching her toes dart down onto the white liquid beneath her.

"Isn't this awesome, how now, after you've laid everything of you at my feet after I've milked you dry and you've squirted your most precious life force out of you, I'm just going to crush your sperm, like I'm crushing them in front of you, making sure they die even faster and get nullified?"

"This is so brutal..." Yannik trembles all over his body under her words. He is deeply shocked by the hardness Marie suddenly displays, and yet his cock has again charged to bursting with sexual tension. "...And yet so horny," he almost whimpers. "Fuck", it escapes him directly afterward.

"And you know what else I'm going to do to you now?" whispers Marie seductively.

"N-n-n-e-i-n, w-what?" breathes Yannik, completely tense. His eyes are wide open. A bittersweet feeling has gripped his body. It's as if Marie is appealing to a primal urge in him, one so powerful that he shudders at its inherent power. He trembles all over his body. Finally, he directs his gaze upwards and meets Marie's eyes, which sparkle at him lustfully and piercingly dominant. She is entirely in her element. Never before has she turned her dark side outward. But now she has the feeling that it is precisely what he wants, what he needs, and she lets herself go, lets herself fall entirely into the role of the sadist who targets the psyche of her prey.

"Now this nothingness that's stuck under my foot this miserably shattered and so pointlessly wasted DNA from which nothingness comes, comes back to nothingness, back to zero, back to the loser from which it came. Like garbage, I will now dispose of it." With these words, she swings her wetted nylon foot in the air. "So open your stupid mouth, loser, and take your ridiculous cells back inside you!"

Like out of his mind, Yannik opens his mouth wide, stares at Marie, and moves towards her foot. He can hardly believe how far she pushes his humiliation. Like the moth that wants to reach the light and will soon burn itself on it and fall to the ground, he now moves towards the nylon foot of his goddess. Deeply, he feels the twisted desire to obey her, to lay his life at her feet only to have her ruin it. All for her pleasure. She can do whatever she wants to him, and he will jump into the abyss of himself for her. Intensely, the words work in him and lead him further and further towards her. Finally, he has come with his face close to her toes. There, she pushes his foot into his mouth with a resounding laugh.

"Suck yourself out of my nylon," Marie laughs sadistically. Her panties are now wetter than they have been in a long time. It turns her on how much she can direct Yannik with words that are so abysmally evil and twisted. And he begins to suck. More passionate, he closes his eyes and soon moans with every suck. He lets himself fall entirely in front of her, into his symbolic ruin, and she enjoys every second of this sight, this strong reaction, this sensuality of Yannik. She delights in his surrender and, for a moment, forgets that there is still a world outside their game. She is now the mistress, the woman who makes a fool of a man, who commands and penetrates him until he is nothing but what she makes of him and sees in him. The intensity of her dark desires is at its peak. She feels his tongue and wet mouth on her toes as he sucks his cum off her. After a while of pure passion that she grants Yannik, she slowly withdraws his foot, and he falls. He falls on the floor in front of her.

"Thank you, Goddess, for allowing me to lay everything of mine at your feet and treating me as I deserve," he says tremblingly. A wave of emotion has taken hold of him deeply. He feels how stark and harsh the scene had been. He feels how much it had affected him and how incredibly deep he had fallen within himself. Everything inside him is quivering. Everything is distorted. Everything is so dark, so black. A bittersweet melancholy, a sadness suddenly comes up in him. Deeply shocked at himself, he zooms out of himself and sees himself from above. He is speechless. He feels as if time stands still. He has to close his eyes for a moment, barely able to process what he has just experienced. Then he feels Marie's hand brush over his head. She has come down to him. He opens his eyes, quickly straightens back up in front of her, and looks at her. His eyes are vast, and he is pretty unsure in front of her. 'What's wrong with me?' He doesn't know himself. But he sees Marie's smile in front of him. It is her warm, beautiful smile that he likes so much. She looks directly into his shy and slightly horrified-looking eyes and senses that Yannik must recover from falling into this dark scene. She kisses him on the mouth and feels his wet lips that sucked his cum from her foot and plunges deep into her heart.

"Hey," she says softly in her bright, friendly voice. "You were so great. It was so nice to see how much passion you had." Her hand tenderly strokes his cheek as they look intently at each other. Her soothing voice brings him back to the present moment and out of the fantasy. Marie's gaze falls to the cheek she caressed momentarily as a slow-moving tear rolls down. As soon as she sees it, she takes Yannik in her arms and strokes his bare back. Even through her clothes, she feels his firm heartbeat. For seconds, she squeezes him, and some more tears roll down his face.

"It's not bad," she whispers to him. "That was intense for both of us just now, and we need to get out of that first. Come on, let's get up, you get dressed first, and then we'll have a drink." Yannik feels safe in her arms and is very grateful for her care. He quickly gets dressed. Marie grabs his hand, and they walk into her kitchen holding hands. She presses a large glass of water into his hand and makes him another cup of tea. Still a little dizzy, he drinks it. Then she hugs him again while standing in the kitchen and looks up at him.

"I hope you know this is a role play, and I don't want to hurt you seriously. For me, this was a whole new experience, even today. I... I've never acted out these dark fantasies before, but I found it incredibly horny and fitting with you. I hope that wasn't too much for you," she says, blushing slightly. She suddenly feels warm and then realizes she is excited, and her heart beats faster when she looks at Yannik.

"That was really... rad," he replies, having regained his composure. "I've never heard that before, and it was so hard and so hot at the same time. I almost fell to the ground. That’s how intense it was for me, your words and how you said them and that image of your foot just hitting my..." he falters and leaves the sentence unfinished.

"I thought that part was so strong, too," she replies excitedly. "I saw how your body jerked. But with how much passion and devotion you sucked my foot, that was madness." Then, her voice becomes a bit calmer again. "I like you... I hope we can continue this... I um," she says and feels shy because she’s unsure if it wasn’t too much for Yannik. But he looks into her eyes momentarily, touched by the fact that she shows herself so sweetly and vulnerably in front of him, and slowly moves his face down to her. Their lips feel, and a pleasant shiver runs through both of them. It is as if two souls who have known each other forever have found each other again after a long separation.


My Book Recommendation for You
 

[image: ]

In this steamy and seductive tale, the young, 19-year-old brunette beauty Daniela embarks on a journey of sexual exploration of female domination with her older boyfriend, Tjark (25). Ultimately, he succumbed to her graceful charisma, leading manner, and angelic face.

She quickly realizes that Tjark loves to be submissive, and in his fantasies, she is the goddess who dominates him. She seduces him into an ambivalent game in which she completely turns his head with loving leadership and ice-cold humiliation.

When she has him so far that he is almost addicted to her dominant hand, she fulfills his dream. And this one has it all. Tjark finds himself in a situation where he reaches all his limits. Suddenly, his past catches up with him, and he has no choice but to face it.

An explosive, highly emotional, deep-dark femdom fireworks pelt down on him, of which he would never have believed that exactly this helps him to get over the deepest injury in his life.

Click here for the book: “The Femdom Girls Night”


About the Author

You can find all Femdom Stories from Brent Starr here:

Brent Starr’s Author Page


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

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

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