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My Ruthless Latina Mistress


I was a female student at a community college. I was practically obsessed with beautiful women. I wasn’t even close to good enough to date any beautiful women, but I was still very gay for them.

A friend who I had recently made at college was really amplifying these feelings. She was so open and honest about her feelings towards beautiful women. I was normally really shy about talking about other women, but the way my friend spoke made me more and more comfortable to share my feelings.

My new friend was a lot like me in that she also wasn’t very pretty, and had no shot at dating a beautiful woman. “God, she is perfect,” my friend would say about other women in our college. I did find it interesting the way she phrased her compliments. “The things I would do FOR her,” not “The things I would do to her, or with her.” “I would do anything she wanted me to.” “Imagine getting to kiss her ass,” was an interesting one.

Her feelings were rubbing off on me. And I definitely felt the same way that she did. I would frequently respond to her, “Yeah,” or “She really is,” or “That would be so amazing.” 

There was one woman in particular who my friend was hyping more than the others, a Latina named Jessica. My friend really made a point that this woman was perfect. I didn’t totally feel like this woman was my type, but my friend’s obsession with her was really affecting me. As days went by, I did see her as greater and greater, as my friend kept pointing out things like, “Do you see how she carries herself?” “She could have any man in the world.” “Her style is unbelievable.” “Her face is perfect,” got my attention. I thought, “Her face is kind of perfect, I guess. A lot of makeup though.”

Eventually, I realized that my friend was very submissive to these women. One day she told me that she thought I would really enjoy having a Mistress. I thought it was an amazing idea, and I started to fantasize and masturbate every day to having a Mistress.

We talked about it more and more, and I admitted to her that I wished I could find an amazing Mistress to serve. We were REALLY into this. I had reached a point where I was looking for my Mistress, even though I was kind of discouraged that I might never find one. What was I supposed to do? Walk up to one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen and offer my services?

All day I wished I could find my Mistress. I wished that I could just find out that a powerful woman was seeking someone to serve her. And then I could feel more comfortable to volunteer. I would give my full consent in a heartbeat, to serve her in absolutely any and all ways.

This escalated to the point where I was almost drooling for a powerful Mistress. My friend wasn’t helping. She continued to hype how amazing it would be to serve a Goddess of a woman.

I had worked myself up, and at this point, I thought Jessica was like the ultimate woman. I felt like there would be no greater thing for my life than to get to be her slave. It was such an incredible fantasy for me to submit so fully to Jessica, or somebody just like her. I did specifically like Jessica, and I was pretty obsessed with her. I must admit, all the compliments that my friend had lauded on her had worked. I realized how special Jessica was.

One day, I had just finished one of my classes. I was walking down the hallway, when a woman steered me into an empty classroom, telling me to “Get in there.” She locked the door behind her, so that no one would interrupt her. It was Jessica, the woman who I had been fantasizing about for weeks!

I was pretty frozen and nervous. Did she have any idea how much I had been fantasizing about serving her?

The first thing I did was go to leave, just to make sure it was an option. I started opening the door to leave, and she said, “Are you sure you want to do that? Because you are free to walk out of here any time.” I shut the door, locked it again so no one would disturb us, and I walked back into the room. Of course I wanted to be there, no matter what she was about to say or do. She was a Goddess and my ultimate fantasy.

Jessica strutted up to me, and she was standing very close to me now. I looked up and she had a pissed off look on her face. I thought, “Uh oh.” I looked back down at the ground, out of a combination of things, mainly respect. She said, “You like smelling feet.” I replied, “No.” I never wanted to lie to her, but I just couldn’t admit that right now. Besides, I liked a lot of things about serving a woman like Jessica, but smelling her feet wasn’t exactly what I had in mind.

She laughed in a way that was cruel or mocking. “Well, you’re going to smell some feet,” She declared confidently, like I had no say in this. “They stink.” She sounded like she was happy about all this. This confidence was exactly what I was looking for in a Mistress! I thought this was too good to be true. I pretended to offer resistance. I was standing there meekly shaking my head as if to say no.

“Get down and smell my feet,” she said firmly. “No,” I whispered, continuing to shake my head, but I couldn’t hide a smile now. I’m pretty sure she detected the smile, since she was pretty focused on me.

She said, “Oh, you think this is funny? I said get the fuck down and smell my feet, bitch! You’re going to smell stinky feet!” The force in her voice took control of me, and my knees hit the floor before I even realized I had moved.

She sat down on a long table, so that her feet were hanging over the side. As aggressive as she was being, I understood that I could have just walked out of the room. But I WANTED to be here with her. Whatever she wanted me to do wasn’t just fine, it was what I had been wishing for, for a while now.

She said, “Get over here. Closer. Get right there.” She positioned me directly in front of her feet, exactly where she wanted me. Exactly where I belonged.

“Take my shoe off.” I was moving too slow. “Take off my fucking shoe!” She was glaring at me. My nose picked up the powerful smell of her feet with her sneakers still on. I started to remove one of her sneakers. “Just that one. That’s right.” She wasn’t wearing socks, and a thick, dank smell started filling the air immediately. 

As soon as I got her sneaker off, she commanded, “Smell my foot...” The words were so simple, but they were the Holy Gospel or something. The Commandment, according to Goddess Jessica.

I didn’t want to waste a Goddess’ time, but I was also afraid to appear too eager to serve her. I leaned in, slowly, breathing it in. My head jerked back involuntarily at the intensity of it.

She really didn't do me any favors, or make any attempt to present decent smelling feet to me. Her feet smelled like she had been wearing these sneakers all day for weeks or something. But I was getting the impression that she expected me to enjoy the smell.

“I said smell my fucking foot bitch!” I forced myself forward again, pressing my nose against the damp skin. She smelled like sweat, like dominance, like everything I craved. It was still quite a noxious smell though.

She aggressively continued, “Smell my foot! I said put your face up against my fucking foot!” The stench was staying very strong, and it was making me move my head away just about every time I inhaled. I was doing my best, and I refocused my efforts on not pulling away from her foot anymore.

She said, “That’s right,” stretching out her toes, and then pressing them into my cheek. “They stink don’t they... Hmm?” I nodded, unable to speak. She commanded, “Say it!” I swallowed hard and said, “They stink.” She smirked and coldly said, “Damn right, they do.”

The bottom of her other foot slammed against my chest, knocking me backwards. She said, “Take off the other one. Hurry the fuck up.”

I was visibly shaking, and I was so nervous that I was having trouble removing her other sneaker. I also might have been getting a little bit light-headed or something from the smell. I got the sneaker off, and I gently and respectfully placed it next to her other one.

Her second foot was in my face before I could even think. I gasped from the overwhelming stench of it. She said, “Smell. My. Feet.” She could definitely hear me taking deep breaths, sniffing her feet. She said, “Pathetic,” now seeming kind of amused. She asked, “You’re actually getting off on this, aren’t you?” I didn’t answer. I was speechless.

She dragged her foot down my face, leaving a slightly damp trail. She declared, “You’re under my feet now, where you fucking belong.” I was trembling, not from fear, but from the sheer power of her presence. She was everything. She was more than a woman. She was a Goddess, a force of nature, something unstoppable and miraculous. And I was nothing. Nothing but hers.

She put two of her toes onto my nostrils. She said, “Thaaaat’s right. Get all that stink... Every breath you take? That’s mine. Every thought in that weak little head? That’s mine too.” I made like a whimpering sound. I barely even remember this part. She laughed and said, “Oh yeah. You’re fucking done for.” I didn’t try to deny it.

I took my concentration off her feet for a second, and looked at her face. I didn’t know what she was thinking, but she looked completely satisfied with herself, and amused at what she was doing to me. My friend was right. Her face WAS perfect.

I had barely said a word since this started, and like an idiot I asked, “Are you going to collar me?” She snickered, and she cracked a huge smirk. Then she went right back to being dead serious, and said, “I’m thinking about it.” I had an orgasm. Wow, she was good.

I went back to smelling her foot. “That’s right. Get all up in there... You’re not doing good enough. Keep getting between the toes.” She hadn’t missed a beat, and I was shaking like a leaf. Shortly, she repositioned her feet so that they were now on my face, above it. She was resting the bottoms of her feet on my face now.

“That’s right. Mmm hmm. Put your face up against my feet. Get all that stink up in there. That’s right... You’re under my stinky feet now.”

My neck was starting to cramp a little bit, so I tried to go back to having her feet in front of my face, instead of on top of my face. She commanded, “No, stay down. Put your face up against my feet. Don’t do anything I didn’t tell you to.”

I figured she was testing me right off the bat today, because she didn't want to waste time with someone who wouldn't fully support her. She said, “Stinky, aren’t they? Verrry stinky... Smell them. You’re not doing good enough.”

I said, “Sorry...” But she said, “Don’t talk back to me.” I was going to say, “Sorry, Mistress” but she cut me off. Oh my God. I couldn’t believe I almost called her Mistress! I orgasmed for the second time here.

“Stay down. Put your face up against my feet... Yup. You’re going to stay down. Underneath my stinky feet where you belong.” She just kept ordering me around and dominating me. “That’s right! Smell it up!”

Finally, she pushed my face down with one of her feet, in another act of total dominance over me. I caught myself from falling completely over with my hand. She stood up. I looked at her bare feet.

I hadn’t really gotten a good look at the top of her feet before. They were perfect! Oh my God. They were breathtaking! I would be SO proud to serve those. Yeah, I knew they were just feet, but my heart was set on this pair. I mean, they were attached to the Goddess who I wanted to serve, so yeah. They were pretty special to me.

I believed she was thinking, because she finally took a break from ordering me around. “Kiss my fucking feet, bitch,” she demanded. I crawled on my hands and knees over to where she was standing. I bowed my head meekly a couple
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