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The new order

Sighing, I hang up the phone. That was my supervisor. Yet another new job that I'm not in the mood for. This time it's about the creation of a website for a craft company. I really can't imagine anything more exciting than that. Why am I working here again? Well, I like to design and program websites and I earn quite well for my circumstances. But I don't understand why my boss accepts any orders that come around the corner. We should actually accept fewer orders and offer more complex websites instead, which would earn us more.

I briefly lift my eyes from my screen and watch my four colleagues around me. They are all staring diligently at their large monitors, where either accounting and invoicing is going on or a website is being built. In the next room is Daniel, who works in customer acquisition and is making one phone call after another to potential customers. I have a lot of respect for him and what he does. I couldn't do that. Calling one new person after the other and trying to convince them that they could use a new website. I'd be way too nervous and insecure for that.

The ringing of our clock, which strikes for lunch, brings me back from my thoughts. This is our common team ritual: we always have lunch together in our conference room. Daniel arrives a few minutes later.

"So, guys, I've landed a few new clients again. I've really earned this lunch," he calls out to us with a grin. He sits down next to me, slaps me on the shoulder and asks:

"Well, Tom, how are things with the women?". He and my colleagues laugh. At least one of them stifles it. I just mutter something briefly and continue eating with a singed look.

I feel uncomfortable in Daniel's presence. He is actually a nice person when he talks to me in private, but together with other colleagues I can't stand him. What he's alluding to is that I'm 31 now, have worked at our company for a few years, but still have never brought a girlfriend or any female company at all to our parties. At some point Daniel took this as an opportunity to tease me about it.

I have to say, it's true, I'm not really good with women. I am just very shy. Of course, I have already dated the one or other lady, but nothing came of it yet. But I can live with that and also with Daniel's groaning and the laughter of my colleagues. They mean no harm. It's just good that they don't know anything about my secret sexual preferences.

After lunch, Daniel comes to me again.

"Tom, I wanted to ask you if you wouldn't like a really fancy job. Maybe the pay isn't insane, but it's a favor for an acquaintance of mine who requested me."

"What kind of job is it?", I ask back.

"Programming a professional online horse store for Maria, that's my acquaintance's name. She's a rider herself, also has her own horse stable and runs an online store for riding accessories and all sorts of things for horse lovers on the side, and it needs to be reprogrammed because it's still quite rudimentary."

I glance briefly at my screen, which is currently bursting at the seams with my digital to-do list.

"But before you say no because you have so much to do, she looks hot, she's single, and maybe she'll like you!" laughs Daniel in my face.

I smile back a little sheepishly and am about to turn him down, when I hear an inner voice say, why not? Then maybe you'll really get to know a woman again, even if it's just for coffee on business. I nod to Daniel.

"Alright, I'll take a look at it."

"Great! Can you meet with her right away tomorrow afternoon? Then I'll tell her, give you her cell phone number as well, and then you can discuss everything else yourselves."

No sooner said than done. Tomorrow I have the meeting with Maria in a café to talk to her about her horse store. I am a bit excited. Usually I only get the executive job of building a website at our office and only have customer contact by phone. And now I have an appointment with a female rider who also seems to be quite ambitious about starting her own business. I've found strong, confident women attractive all my life. I'm really excited about tomorrow.


In the Café

I look excitedly at my wristwatch. I'm about to have the meeting with Maria. I'm kind of nervous. I mean, I know that about myself, that I'm nervous when I meet with a woman, but it's actually just a business meeting. Last night I sat at home for a really long time on my computer looking at pictures of beautiful female riders. I actually wanted to do some research so I wouldn't show up to the meeting unprepared, but I quickly drifted in the femdom direction.

I am totally into dominant women, but a rider has not yet occurred in my fantasies. Well then I did, after watching dominant female riders online for hours yesterday, who not only skillfully kept their horses in check, but also held their stable boys on the reins at the same time. But well, let's not go there. I really have to go now. Hastily I get into my car and drive off.

Slowly I turn the corner with my car and look at the café where Daniel has made a reservation for us. Oh, and there she actually is. In front of the café. My quick glance is enough to realize that a real beauty is waiting for me there. Smartly dressed, I guess she is a bit younger than me.

I quickly look at my watch and realize that I'm a bit late. I got bogged down in the office and daydreamed too much. Annoyed with myself, I quickly park my car two streets away and walk to the café. I arrive at her place a little out of breath and incredibly nervous.

"You must be Maria. I, I - sorry, I left a little late. I'm really sorry to keep you waiting," I barely get out as I look into her soft, lightly made-up face.

She has put her dark brown hair in a braid, wears red lipstick and her green eyes look at me with amusement.

"You don't keep a woman waiting, but I forgive you, Tom. But now come, let's go inside," she says smiling but firmly, pointing with her hand to the front door of the café.

Her red-painted fingernails catch my eye. Wow, what a woman, I think to myself. I nod quickly and follow her into the café. Meanwhile, I remember the female riders from the videos I watched last night that got me very excited.

And now I'm in conversation with a beautiful female rider myself. The women from the videos are nothing compared to Maria. Her youthful face, her white, flashing teeth, her determined look and her self-confident voice. I eye her from bottom to top. She wears cute black ankle boots with a gold zipper and a medium high heel, on her legs I recognize dark nylons leading to a black short dress. Around her waist she has draped a black belt.

Ashamed of thinking about my porn videos in the presence of such a great woman, I sit down across from her and look at her uncertainly.

"Well, Tom, let's talk about my horse store right away. Have you taken a look at it in its current form?"

Her voice sounds sympathetic and demanding at the same time. I wince. I hadn't. I unfortunately drifted off into my femdom fantasies yesterday and then completely forgot to even call up her store. How stupid can you actually be? I look at her with big eyes, desperately looking for a good excuse, but she beats me to it.

"Aha, so you didn't even look at them, huh?" she says, still in an amused voice that doesn't sound annoyed. But I think I hear a slight sneer in her voice.

I'm stemming something from the fact that Daniel's request came on such short notice and I thought we'd discuss everything today.

"First you make me wait and then you haven't even prepared. I'm a little disappointed there," came back from her.

Oh no, there's a beautiful woman sitting in front of me and I screw up again and I'm not even dating her yet. I don't know what's wrong with me. Her way of looking at me amused, her saucy smile and her snarky answer don't make it any easier for me.

I can barely get a straight sentence out in front of her. I apologize to her several times and stammer until she laughingly calms me down.

She takes out her laptop and we really talk for a while about her store and how I can improve it and spice it up graphically. As time goes on, my nervousness subsides a bit, even though I still feel like a fool in front of her.

I learn quite a bit about her, though. She's already a long-time rider, 28 years young, and has her stable, to which she travels regularly, not far from here in the country. During our conversation I have the feeling that she finds me sympathetic, but somehow does not take me completely seriously. Sometimes she explains things to me as if I were a little child and looks at me with a mocking smile. But otherwise our conversation was still quite nice and I had the pleasure to look her longer in the eyes and let her graceful hands with the red nail polish explain her previous horse store to me. When we have finished discussing everything, I call the waiter to us and invite her of course. She acknowledges this with a brief smile. We get up and say goodbye outside the café.

"I'll get back to you tomorrow, Tom. Then I'll let you know if you can do the store for me."

I falter for a moment, thinking that this was already clear. Finally I mumble an "Okay, good." and we part ways.

With my mind still completely on the meeting, I slowly walk to my car and head home to my house.

Arrived at home I lie down on my sofa. Whether I may do the store for her. What a snooty way to put it, I think. As if I would need that. Come to think of it, she was sometimes quite direct and cheeky anyway, if not rude or condescending. But I also acted really scatterbrained and stupid at times. And I'm sure she noticed how nervous I was in front of her.

I shrug. So be it, then. And somehow her manner turns me on a bit, too. She seems so elegant and classy while still being so confident, perky, with a bit of mockery and arrogance towards me. And her outfit was so chic. I especially liked the ankle boots and her nylons. But also her beautiful hands. And her demanding gaze, which I would like to comply with all the time. When she looks at me like that, I would like to fulfill all her wishes. She is really like a goddess to whom I would throw myself at her feet. Like a trophy that I can fight and vie for.

Oh, man, I really have a mad weakness for pretty, dominant women who know how to treat me.

I wonder what she looks like in riding boots. I wonder how she'll get off her horse and I'll be allowed to help her do it. I'll probably never see that anyway.

But I hope so much that I can do the horse store for her. Maybe then I can meet with her again and present the result to her. With a edgy feeling I go to bed. Tomorrow she wants to contact me. I hope she will allow me to work for her.


The unusual offer

I barely arrive at the office before Daniel chimes in with a laugh:

"Well, Tom, did you banged her?"

I roll my eyes. She was more likely to use me and my nervousness and lack of preparation off for her amusement than me even getting the order.

Somewhat ashamed, I go to my workplace and start the day without saying anything in response to Daniel's question, which I'm sure was not meant seriously. But I can't get Maria out of my mind. I can hardly concentrate. Again and again I put her in riding boots in my imagination and watch she ride away with her stallion, leaving me in the stable while I wait for her dutifully.

God, other men wouldn't dream of throwing themselves at a woman's feet the way I would and even wishing for it. What is wrong with me!!! Annoyed by my fantasies, I start my work sullenly and somewhat dejectedly. Oh, that's right, there was something. That handyman website I'm supposed to be doing.

Maybe I should have canceled the thing with Maria right away and not gone to the meeting at all. Then I wouldn't have made a fool of myself in front of her. But maybe I'm just worrying too much right now.

Suddenly my phone rings, I look at the display and am startled. It must be Maria. Excited, I look around the office. Everyone is working. Daniel is not there right now. Off to the next room, I quickly go in and lock the door. I don't want anyone to hear me talking to her on the phone. Who knows what she's saying.

A bit rushed, I take the call. It is indeed Maria. Her voice sounds so friendly. My heart is pounding. I suddenly feel a strong desire to see her again and be of service to her.

"Well, Tom, I'm sorry to tell you that I'm no longer interested in your service to me after all, as I met someone else who seemed a bit more competent and also offered me a better price."

Boom. That statement sat and came at me completely out of the blue. I feel the blood rush to my face with shame and excitement. I couldn't get anything out of my mouth for a few seconds.

"Are you still there?" asks Maria.

"Yes, yes," I stammer in horror.

I had to catch myself first. My head is flooded with thoughts and images. I want to do this assignment of hers so badly. I have to come up with something. Even if it costs me my head and neck. Anything for this woman. My head is going crazy. I feel a real longing for her mocking smile and her wonderful beauty.

"Please, let me program your horse store for you, Maria. I know I was silly at our meeting, I was nervous and I am now, but I'm really good at what I do," I finally bring out.

There was silence for a moment.

"I'll do it for you for free too," I follow up desperately, startled by myself and my emotional world.

What did I just say! I'll do it for free? How should I explain this to Daniel?

All of a sudden I hear her slightly mocking laugh on the other end again.

"Well, someone really wants it. Bravo! I'll take you up on that offer. Well done! I really wanted to turn you down, but that just convinced me. You seem to be good for surprises," came back from the audibly amused Maria.

"I have a proposition for you, Tom. You make a first design draft for my new store and send me the link to the same via WhatsApp by tonight and if I like it, then you may do the rest."

I breathe a sigh of relief and accept her suggestion. I feel strangely subservient to her, the way she talks to me. What could she possibly think of me? On the other hand, it really can't get any worse than this.

With a pounding heart, I hang up and look at the clock. I have until tonight to finish the design. And that's not very long. I go back to my computer and get right to work without thinking any more about the embarrassing phone call.

It took me until 8pm in the evening to finish the first draft to my satisfaction and send it to her. I actually continued at home after work. Her reply via WhatsApp was prompt.

"Someone has been busy for me," a smiley laughing with tears was attached.

"But I really like the design. Very nice. Do you have any plans for tomorrow afternoon? I'll invite you to my stable, then we can talk about the design and you'll also get to know me better in the process," was the message from her that immediately followed.

I look at my smartphone in disbelief. Did she really just invite me to her horse stable? I didn't expect that at all. With almost shaky fingers, I type in my acceptance and send it to her.

Maria really keeps me on my toes. I can't think of anything else but her. And tomorrow I can go to her and her horse.


Surprised in the horse stable

Coming straight from work, I set off. It goes on the country to Maria's horse stable. My navigation system is switched on. Yesterday I planned the route again and left early, so that this time I'm guaranteed not to be late for her. I took my laptop with me and thought about what I wanted to say to her about the draft last night and today.

I've already spent a few hours on Maria's project, completely free of charge, and I'm sure there will be a few more for the entire programming of the store, including feedback loops. And that completely unpaid.

I don't really know why I'm doing this at all. I feel taken by her dominant charm and I just want to give everything for this, for me unique, young woman. I think it is simply my submissive streak that comes out because of her. She triggers something in me, she brings out this submissive, nervous nature in me and I want to give myself to this longing to want to please her and to make an effort for her, by all means. These feelings are just there and I've gone way too deep now not to finish the project for her. What must she think about me?

What amazes me is that she hasn't asked for a second why I'm doing all this and also working for her for free. Nobody else would do that.

With this chaos of thoughts and feelings I drive to her place.

I have to drive about two hours until I discover her horse stable. It is really far out in the country. An abandoned, vacant manor still seems to be in the immediate vicinity, but there is not much else to be seen far and wide. I drive up to their farm and discover a medium-sized wooden building, where I guess the horses have their place.

I get out of my car. There is nothing to see of Maria. I look around a little. It smells of hay and loamy earth, it is a bit windy and yesterday's rain has softened the earth around the building a bit.

Suddenly I hear a noise to my left and recognize Maria riding her horse in my direction. Her horse with a dark brown coat carries her on its back and gallops towards me in an elegant manner. Maria is wearing high leather riding boots, beige tight riding leggings and a black long-sleeved top that hugs her body tightly and accentuates her breasts.

It looks like a surreal scene to me. A beautiful, elegant, even dominant woman comes riding in on her horse to talk to me, a nervous, shy, submissive web programmer about how I can best work for her on her store - completely without pay. Slowly I realize the role I've maneuvered myself into. But somehow I still like it, too.

Maria comes riding up close to me, reins in her horse, and gallantly dismounts from it.

"Well, there's my hard-working Tom," she greets me with a smug smile.

I blush with embarrassment, but nod and smile back at her.

"There's no need to blush. I've been there, done that. I've had a few men almost break a leg for me just to keep enjoying my closeness," she laughs at me.

Puzzled, I look at her. I was sure that she sensed on the phone at the latest, how much I am trying for her and also at our first meeting she surely noticed my looks, my insecurity and nervousness towards her. But, that she now addresses this with such open cards, I would not have thought.

"Well, you didn't expect that, did you?", there was her mocking laugh again.

I just about manage to get out a "no." My excitement and the blush on my face won't stop. I feel completely at her mercy and exposed. I don't even know what to say. Then she looks deep into my eyes, smiles at me and says:

"I enjoy being serviced by submissive men like you. So don't be shy. Come, I'll show you my stable."

Not waiting for an answer, she turns and walks towards the wooden building. Wow, I can't believe it right now. She has me completely figured out and she says so. What is she going to do with me? I'm tingling with excitement and I feel like I'm in one of those videos I watched online.

I follow her to her horse barn. I look at the mud that has clung to her sleek black riding boots. My gaze travels along her slender legs in the beige leggings, to her cute butt showing. She wears her brown hair down this time. As if in a trance, I walk behind her.

Arrived at her stable, she unlocks it. The key falls off her. She looks at me for a moment.

"Pick it up!" she says in a determined voice and her demanding look, which I already admired at our first meeting.

My gaze turns to the floor. I don't let her tell me twice. For this woman I would also look for a pin in that haystack over there, I think, while I crouch down to pick up the key.

Maria knows exactly how to handle me. My heart beats faster. With the key in my hand and positioned in the crouch, I am for the first time very close to her feet, encircled by the riding boots made of the finest leather, and I feel the inner desire to truly want to throw myself at her feet. I feel the attraction that emanates from her to me, I feel the power that this woman has over me and I feel the truth that lies in my position squatting there in front of her on the floor, very close to her feet. I feel the difference between her and me. The contrast between this wonderful, feminine woman and me, the shy, at times dorky, nerdy man. I feel myself becoming very small in front of her and letting myself be possessed by her charisma. From this young, pretty woman, who can show me with her graceful hands and fingers the right way. Who takes my breath away with her slender, graceful figure. Who shows me my task with her dominant look. I realize that I belong at the feet of a woman. At the feet of Maria. There is my place.

Suddenly I feel her hand in my frizzy hair. She pats me and says in a calm voice:

"Yes, there you feel comfortable, my little one."

Wanting only to please her, I tip up from my squatting position onto my knees, extend both hands palm up, and present her with the key. I lift my head and look up at her from below, with a submissive longing in my eyes that I didn't know was dormant in me for a long time. As if in a dream, I feel the gaze of her green eyes as she says to me:

"Well done. I will train you to be my servant."

"And if you keep this up, you'll be my best slave in the stable," she adds with a laugh.

She looks me in the eyes for a few seconds and makes me wait there in front of her on my knees with the key in my hands with pleasure. Then she takes it from my hand.

"In you go!" she calls to me.

I start to get up to go into the stall, just then her hand on my head pushes me back down.

"You just realized your position so nicely, didn't you? You stay down on your knees in front of a woman like me, understand?" she says to my face in a slightly annoyed voice.

I nod eagerly with my head glowing with happiness. It would have felt quite strange to stand up now and assume a position at eye level with Maria again. I just can't do it justice. So I crawl on my knees into the small stable. The floor is littered with hay, in the left corner there is a small folding wooden chair and in the right corner a pitchfork leans against the wall.

Maria stands in front of me and leans down a bit. She has again her demanding look on it, which I would title as the look of a goddess and for which I would like to melt away.

"The first thing I'm going to do is make you my groom. You grab that pitchfork over there and clear the hay that's all over the place to one side, neat and tidy. And you keep doing that on your knees. But only after you unfold that chair over there for me to sit on and watch my stable boy gleefully labor for me," she says in an urgent voice, pointing to the folding chair with her hand.

"Wherever you point is my way," I manage to retort, looking into her face with submissive eyes. She grins at me. And the spectacle begins.

I laboriously begin to clean up the hay, and as I do so, I come to quite a halt. She watches me with crossed legs and whenever I get close to her, she bobs her foot in front of my face, so that the mud-covered sole comes threateningly close to my face.

Out of breath, I finally manage to clean up the barn completely under her supervision. I lean the pitchfork back against the wall and scramble back to the feet of my adored Maria.

"Fine job, my stable dork. Not only will you program my horse store, but you'll clean my barn whenever I want. And you won't get a dime from me for that. You're lucky you even get to do this for a woman like me!"

"Yes, Maria.", I reply, nodding eagerly.

I feel used and incredibly humiliated by her, and yet I can't stop my head from enjoying it all as well. I feel my hard cock in my now completely dirty pants and realize how I myself already think that it would be presumptuous to my beloved to demand even a cent from her for my services. I can be really happy to be allowed to do all this at the feet of such a divine woman.

That's when she changes her voice to a cool tone.

"And you will do it all properly. Let me remind you again of our first meeting. You came unpunctual and completely unprepared, I would even say incompetent. And do you know what I think of incompetent, submissive male creatures who don't make an effort for a woman like me?"

"Nothing?", I answer quietly and uncertainly.

"Right. Nothing! Such creatures are not worth the dirt under my boots. You cleaned up the stable nicely, but when we met you were such a creature. That's why I'm going to make it clear to you now what I thought of you when we first met."

"Yes, Maria," I say humbly.

"By the way, it's Miss Maria from now on," she lets me know in an unmistakable tone.

"You close your eyes now, thinking about our first meeting and how rude you were to me and stupid you were."

I close my eyes and do as I'm told.

Suddenly, I feel something cold and clay-like on my face. - She's not going to…- Yes, she is. She presses her completely dirty and muddy riding boot laughing right into my face.

"That's where you belong, you little submissive pig, if you don't keep up and take care of me and serve me properly," she laughs and I feel how much fun it is for her to rub the dirt under the soles of her shoes in my face.

And she is not squeamish about it. I remain steadfast on my knees. And yet I have never felt so humiliated in my life as I do now. But the ice seems to be broken, my shame no longer has me in its grip, my cock is still hard and I feel the desire to show my goddess that I would also wallow happily in the mud for her when she makes this command to me.

She now presses both of her boots into my face and starts rubbing. And I open my mouth and lick the dirt from her soles. Completely unrestrained I give myself to her game and almost become one with the dirt and her boots with ecstasy. She hardly comes out of the laughter.

Suddenly she stops, lets go of me with her boots, pulls me close to her by the hair, bends down to me, looks me ice-cold in the eyes, while she inculcates in me:

"That's exactly what I thought of you the first time we met, you pathetic piece of shit."

No sooner said than she spits in my completely filthy face.

"Wait here, I'll be right back," she calls and stands up.

Shortly after, she comes back with a bucket of water.

"I want you clean again," she smiles and dumps the cold water over my head and throws a towel in my face.

I'm completely wet, but manage to rid myself of the dirt on my face as best I can.

"Undress!" There was already the next command, which I may comply with without having time to think about what is happening here. This woman jumps around with me, as she wants, without mercy. I feel like I'm in a movie. A movie that incredibly appeals to my deep-devote side.

Completely embarrassed and wetted by my submissive desires, I undress in front of Miss Maria, who has taken a seat on her chair again. Completely naked, with half-dirty face, wet and ice-cold exploited and humiliated, I kneel in front of the woman who drives me crazy.

She looks at my hard cock and rubs it and my balls with her riding boot. I feel the cold leather and the closeness of her feet and start rubbing myself against her boots of my own accord.

In front of this woman I must look like a pig and maybe I am, I think. My arousal rises and rises. I let myself fall forward with my upper body, with my face at her feet and kiss her boots, breathing heavily. Completely agitated and in ecstasy I kiss her dirty boots for minutes until I am completely out of breath. In between, my riding goddess pats me on the head.

"Take them off me, you stupid boot licker," she calls to me.

With shaky hands, I set to work. To reveal her slender, sweet feet, encircled by short black sneaker socks. After I have freed her from both boots, she stretches one socked foot in my face and with the other she rubs against my hard, greedy cock, which only longs to come to her feet.

I breathe in the scent of her socks as I rub against her other foot. I hear her mocking laughter, feel the worn soft sock in my face and am completely overwhelmed by my feelings and horniness.

Like out of my mind I take off her socks, I tremble all over my body with ecstasy. Her small, slender feet burn themselves into my brain. Matching her fingers and her lipstick, she has also applied red nail polish on her toenails. My mind goes completely bye-bye.

I throw myself flat at her feet, kissing her as I make rubbing motions on the floor in front of her.

"Yes, you little foot fucker, show me how much you want to serve me!" she spurs me on.

"Yes, Miss," I moan.

Back on my knees, I suck her beautiful toes, licking her tender sole from heel to top. With my hand, I feel her soft feet. The shape, the heel, the soft skin.

She holds her right foot to my cock and I rub myself against it like possessed. The other foot she stuffs ice cold into my mouth and I suck and suck.

"Look at me, you foot jerk," she says with a determined expression.

I look into her eyes, still sucking and rubbing. She grins smugly at me.

"I want my tootsie fucker to come real nice right now, and on my feet."

"Oh yes," I moan as I start to jerk my cock with my hand, in front of which her hot little foot is waiting for me. At the same time, I lick the heel of her other foot.

"And I want you to think about how I first made you a groom and took advantage of you...", her dominant, leading voice drives me.

I feel the desire to melt in front of this woman.

"...then showed you what I think of you by stuffing the dirt under my boots into your face and mouth like a little dirty piggy...", I'm on the verge of an orgasm and can barely hold myself in.

This woman is my goddess. I feel how I want to give up everything for her and read her every wish from her lips. I feel these deep-devoted needs that she has kissed awake in me, brought out from the depths of my soul and now uses for herself.

"...And you're still squirting on my feet now, full of ecstasy and happiness, like the ridiculous, dirty, submissive, foot-fucking piggy that you are."

She looks deep into my eyes and laughs maliciously and harshly in my face after showing me off like that. I explode completely helpless and flooded with horniness and her verbal humiliation at her divine feet.

Exhausted, I find myself at her feet. She strokes my head.

"You'll have to clean my stall regularly from now on," she smiles at me.

"But only after you finish my store for me."

I smile still quite dazed from this horny experience. Never would I have dreamed of ever meeting such a woman.

"But of course," I reply gleefully.
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