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Monica stretched on her queen size bed, her hand running through the muscular chest of her younger lover.

The woman locked her own leg with his thigh, feeling his rough skin against her softness, then she climbed over him, riding him up top as if she were his jockey.

Yes, Monica loved younger men. They were eager to please her, their goofiness was charming, and most importantly, they ran on endless supplies of testosterone.

The fact that she could attract them so effortlessly despite her age made her proud - at forty-three years old and counting, maintaining the alluring, voluptuous figure that she had always boasted was turning out to be more and more of a challenge, one that so far she had always managed to come out on top of.

But the thing she loved most about younger dudes was her ability to corrupt them. She liked to pick out innocent, serious men and turn them into perverted fiends who would beg her to let her indulge them in the kinks they had learned from her.

This one was no different - back when she first met him, he was a promising medicine student who barely thought of anything but his studies and sporting activities.

Now, he groveled at her feet, begging the older woman to let him lick her toes, a request which usually found her cold response - not for lack of a desire to comply, but because the desire to deny him his wishes, and keep him firmly under her feminine power, ultimately won over Monica’s capricious heart.

The woman let her feet cover Yannick’s face completely, her toes brushing the locks of hair that fell over his forehead; and under her panty-clad ass, she felt the crotch on which she was sitting catching fire, growing rabidly from the excitement the woman so effortlessly provided.

Her meaty soles were firmly planted over his face, yet, without her permission, he dared not move. The woman smirked at this demonstration of the power she possessed over the young man as she watched the reflections on her glossy red toenails brightly shining under the artificial light that lit the room.

What color should she paint them today? Should she keep the sensual, provocative red, or go for something fresher and subtle like white?

As she kept wondering about the color of her nails, she was interrupted by the unintelligible mumbling of her lover, trying to speak under the sweet constraint of her feet.

Mercifully, Monica moved her feet to the side to hear what Yannick had to say.

“Monica,” the young man said, his voice trembling with arousal. “I should probably go. Class is in...”

“Shhhh,” Monica said as she gently placed her foot back over his face, curling her arches so that her long, slender toes brushed his lips until they entered his mouth.

Yannick happily accepted the gift, beginning to suck into the woman’s flesh under her approving gaze.

"You will spend the morning with me," she said in a tone that was at the same time sweet and stern, seemingly not letting in any space for a reply.

Yannick wanted to protest - he felt guilty about missing class. Since he had met Monica, he had started to fall behind with his studies, he who had always been a model student.

Yet, the allure of staying in bed with that beautiful, dominating woman felt impossible to surpass. There was something about her that was impossible to articulate. It wasn’t just her looks - he had had girlfriends who were just as beautiful, and also younger; no, it was something subtler, about her personality, her charm, the dominant way she acted that kept him addicted to her.

Monica removed her foot from his mouth, leaving him yearning for her again.

He stared at her with his mouth half-open, Monica looking down at him with a smirk. The woman jumped off his body and landed with her feet on the floor, grabbing a robe that she used to cover her shoulders and back.

“I changed my mind, after all,” she said with a yawn. “I think I’ll go shopping this morning. You can go to your class, Yannick.”

“W-what?” the young man said. “You just said...”

Monica shrugged. “A girl can change her mind, can she?”

Yannick raised his back, using his hands to lift himself from the mattress. "Let me finish at least," he whimpered. "Let me finish cleaning your feet."

“Only if you beg me, young man.”

Yannick jumped out of bed and cowered at her feet. “Please, Mistress, please. I beg you.”

“Okay, then,” Monica said in a bored tone, concealing the happiness and pride of seeing Yannick act like this provided her. Very soon, the young man grabbed her foot from the floor and filled his mouth with its toes.

“I can always do my shopping online, today,” she said, “as a special concession to you...”

“Thank you,” Yannick said with a hint of sarcasm. “Very generous of you.”

Monica giggled. It had been easy to mold him into a subservient executor of her desires, so easy that she was almost starting to feel bored. Her thoughts drifted to that toy she sometimes tried, the one even she felt cautious about using.

She watched the young man kneeling at her feet, satisfied with his submission, and she figured he would be the perfect subject to use the toy on. Now it was only a matter of convincing him, and that would be the most fun part...
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“See, Yannick,” the woman said as she retreated her foot from his mouth, watching his face look up at her with a lost expression. “There’s a new thing I wanted to try with you...”

He didn’t say anything, waiting for her to resume speaking and explain herself. “It’s a toy that I only use on very special occasions, allowing only my favorite lovers to see its incredible effect. Would you like to see it?”

“Of course,” he said, feeling honored that Monica would offer him such a rare gift, curiosity filling his excitable mind.

The woman walked out of the room, returning some minutes later with a strange device in her hand.

Half gun, half antenna, the object appeared very different from the mental image he possessed of a toy that would be used in an intimate setting, enhancing Yannick’s curiosity about the strange device.

“What’s that?” the boy asked impatiently.

Monica giggled, knowing she had captivated his imagination. “This instrument, believe it or not, can make things smaller.”

“Smaller?” Yannick repeated, the woman’s answer managing to confuse him even more.

“Yes, smaller,” Monica said. “Things, people, animals. You name it. I just click on this and...”

An armchair standing next to the bed vanished, to the stunned eyes of Yannick.

“Here,” Monica said as she bent down to pick the tiny armchair between her fingers, before handing it to Yannick. “Do you see it? You used to love sitting on this one.”

“This is unbelievable,” the young man said, turning up the tiny armchair in his hands. “I had no idea such things existed.”

“There are so many things you don’t know about, boy... And that is part of what makes you so charming,” Monica cooed.

“So how would you want to use this?” the man asked as he returned the tiny armchair to Monica, who grabbed it between her long fingernails.

"You can't tell?" she asked as she looked directly into his eyes.

Yannick’s mouth opened up in disbelief.

“It’s only fair that I should be larger than you are,” Monica said as she stepped in front of a sitting Yannick, her statuesque frame towering over him. “Having you at my feet is nice, but I want you to be able to submit to me further... To submit to me completely.”

“When you wear heels, you’re taller than I am already,” said Yannick. “Isn’t that enough?”

“I don’t think so,” the woman said. “Being the one in charge of the relationship is not enough for me,” she reasoned. “I should be able to exert that dominance naturally.”

Yannick sighed. “Okay,” he said. “Suppose we did this. How much would you shrink me? Surely you don’t mean to make me as small as the armchair.”

Monica chuckled, waving her hand at his suggestion. “Of course not,” the woman said. “Just a few inches, maybe a foot. What use would I have in keeping a toy that small?”

“A toy?”

Monica rolled the tiny armchair between her fingers. “What a shame...” she said with a sinister laugh. “This was one of my favorites.”

“Can’t you grow it back to normal?” Yannick inquired.

Monica crumpled the tiny armchair between her fingers, breaking its wooden frame with a moderate use of her strength. “Growing it back? No. The shrinking is permanent. Didn’t I mention that?”

“Permanent?” asked Yannick, a chill running through his spine. “Would it be the same if you used it on me?”

“Of course,” said Monica. “Why would it be any different?”

She looked at the young man with a confident smile on her face. “So, Yannick, my boy,” the woman said. “Are you in or not?”

“This is not as easy as you think,” Yannick said. “I have a life. I’m supposed to finish college, get a job, build myself a future. And you say you want to shrink me forever?”

Monica laughed. “You know I’m wealthy, Yannick. I can easily take care of the both of us. If you shrink for me, I will be sure you will never lack of anything. Especially...”

He stared at her with his eyes open wide.

“Especially regarding the joys of the flesh,” she said as she ran her fingers through her hair.

Yannick glanced up. Monica had been dangling her large tits right in front of his face, and as the bra-clad globes gently bounced for his viewing pleasure, he felt a rush of arousal creeping through his loins. Bewitched by Monica’s body, he truly felt like she was the most gorgeous woman he had ever seen.

“Touch them, Yannick,” she said as she noticed his entrancement.

And as he grabbed both her breasts in his hands, she felt a moment of regret - that was one thing she would lose forever if she shrank him. His strong, virile touch, the way he held her
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