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The slave contract

Johann hears the clacking of heels coming closer. Naked, he kneels there on the floor. All huddled together and making himself small, he finds himself in the cool, large basement room of his mistress. He has been serving her for just under a year. So far it has been an incredible ride for him. A roller coaster of emotions. From absolute highs of devotion to the darkest doubts about his pathetic existence. Everything has been there. But the woman who now approaches him with her black, high boots has led him through it all. Her presence alone triggers in Johann an excited, tense, even arousing mood, which is coupled with awe, humility and a good dose of nervousness. Because with his mistress, he can never be sure what she has in store for him next. Except today. Today he knows what's going to happen to him.

"Well, you little worm. Are you ready for your ceremony today?", Sylvia asks him in her stern, cool voice.

"Yes, mistress, I am ready. Thank you so, so much for giving me this chance. I'm so excited and grateful," Johann replies quickly, almost getting flustered. Tensely, he continues to look at the floor. Only the black boots of Mistress Sylvia are visible in the corner of his eye. She is enthroned in front of him on a golden chair that she had him drag into the cellar.

"I should hope so for your sake," Sylvia replies. "I've just readjusted your contract again, slaveboy. You're lucky I care about you at all."

"Yes, Mistress, I am very happy to have your precious attention," Johann replies. He uses the "Yes, Mistress" like a mantra. It has become so ingrained in his word usage, for Sylvia will not take no for an answer.

"Well, look at me then, you little naked wretch, crawling in the dust in front of me. Look at me and tell me what I can expect from you," Sylvia commands in a clear tone.

Johann slowly straightens his retracted head. His gaze wanders up from her long, leather-shined boots, to the woman dressed all in black. She is wearing dark nylons and a black short top tucked into a short skirt. He sees her red lips, which she has traced with lipstick. Her fair, beautiful skin. And finally, he looks in awe into her green-lit eyes. In front of her, he actually feels like a little worm. Folded up, completely naked and nervously trembling. His heart throbs at the sight of his mistress. She looks him in the face mockingly and demanding at the same time. In Johann, memories of the time spent together with her stir. How much she has bullied and humiliated him so far. How much she rebuked and punished him for every little thing he did wrong. How much she has invaded his life and taken everything she wanted from him as a matter of course. A feeling of complete submissiveness emerges in him. He wants to throw himself at the feet of this woman who is so mean and sadistic. In a trembling voice, he addresses the word to his adored goddess.

"Honored mistress, thank you for allowing me to grovel here in the dust before you. To be allowed to show myself before you at all and for you to pay attention to me. I will soon serve you for a whole year and one thing has become clear to me: You are the woman I want to give myself to. You are the woman I want to serve. And you are the woman I want to lay my life at the feet of," Johann speaks in a voice unsteady with tension. Sylvia's cool, stern expression does not change. The expectant look that always sends a shiver down his spine and at the same time drives him so hard to want to please her more and more is on him as he continues to speak.

"You have shown me what I need in life. I need you. I need your stern hand and guidance. I need your dominance to lead me where you want me to go. Only you trigger in me the feeling of wanting to rip my leg out for you, of wanting to aback me for it, just to put even the smallest smile on your lips. Any form of attention from you is sacred to me. Please, mistress, I want to lay the world at your feet. I want to devote myself to you completely. Please, dear mistress, make me your slave. Make me your rightless slave, over whom you can determine, as you would like it. I only want to live for you!", Johann shouts out the last words. His feelings spill into the words that come out of his mouth. All emotional and pleading he has become.

"You don't deserve anything else, slave pig. You'll be surprised what I've made of you when I'm done with you. You will now sign the slave contract I have written for you, officially ceding all your rights to me. You now lay your life at my feet and then you may watch dutifully and obediently as I completely align your life to me. You dance then completely after my pipe! ", speaks Sylvia with her calm voice. Then she throws the contract on the floor in front of him, along with a black fountain pen.

"You may now recite your oath, my slave, and then you will sign the contract!", Sylvia orders him.

"Yes, mistress," Johann replies. He senses that it is now getting serious. The moment takes him eerily.

"I solemnly swear that I will throw myself at your feet, Mistress Sylvia, with all that I am, with all that I have, and with all that I can be. I swear highly and sacredly that only your needs are relevant to me, that I put mine aside and if I have to, renounce them completely. My meaning in life lies in the smile on your lips, in your luxury and your well-being. Highly and sacredly I swear that I give myself completely and you can treat me as you wish. My life belongs to you," he recites the words he has been thinking of the whole day. Inside, he quivers.

"Sign your new future, you miserable worm," Sylvia laughs out in response. It is a mean laugh. She is a woman who is completely experienced in dealing with submissive men. She has tried and then dropped a variety of submissive servants because they were not submissive enough for her. But with Johann she has found a perfect counterpart to her sadistic, dominant streak. Because she doesn't play games. She means her words exactly as she says them. And this cold-hearted dominance, which she displays towards Johann as a matter of course, makes his submissive heart jump again and again and has him under her spell despite all the suffering he has to endure for her.

With a shaky hand, Johann takes the fountain pen, opens it, and without reading the contract more carefully, he signs it. He knows what it says. Nothing less than that he has now become Sylvia's property. From head to toe, with all his time and labor. A promise to lay his life at her feet. Without compromise. This is exactly how he had wanted it. Ever since he was young, he had longed for such a relationship. Even then, he'd looked around for the women who were known for their snooty, snarky ways. He could never quite put into words the attraction that came from his desire to give himself to such a cool, stern woman. But the need to make an effort for a woman, to woo her, to want to please her and put her on a pedestal that seems unattainable for him, only to be rejected by her again and again, that was never lost on him. On the contrary, over the course of his life it even grew. He could only have such intense feelings when a woman shamelessly exploits him and lets him run for herself. Only to rub his nose in the fact that nothing he does is good enough for her. Only to bully him again and again, laughing at his futile efforts to present his inadequacy. Other men court and toil for a woman in order to win her. Johann does so in order to be enslaved by her. And with the pretty and experienced Sylvia he has found the perfect woman for this. Even now he realizes this again when he looks up at her. Then he feels her stern, cool gaze on him again and sees how her lips are twisted into a slight grin, smiling at him, downright mocking him for his submissive, groveling ways. Everything seems perfect, but he is not yet aware of how much Sylvia will take him at his word....


The fool

After Johann has signed the contract, he hands it to his mistress Sylvia. Deeply he bows his head to the ground and stretches out his arm to her. His humility and reverence is expressed in his crouched posture. Without him being able to see it, Sylvia quite gleefully and slowly takes the contract from his hand and sets it aside.

"Good little slave douche!" Whenever she uses the word douche as a term for him, she pronounces it in such a condescending and derogatory way that it still echoes in his head. She has used it for him many times before. It always hits home for Johann, because he knows that's exactly what he is to her.

"You're all mine now. I hope you are aware of what is in store for you, because I will make you entirely my slave. You will also give up the last bit of independent life that I have left you so far. Because your life is now under my supervision and I will use it for my needs, got it?", she speaks to Johann. Her stern voice shows him how serious she is about him and a touch of fear settles over Johann. But this is exactly what he has always wanted. Inside, he feels a part of him blissfully happy about his decision to put himself completely in Sylvia's hands. Another part is quite excited and anxious to see what will happen to him now and how the relationship will continue to develop. A third part feels the fear and doubts that arise in him. Will he manage to meet the demands of his mistress? This emotional chaos spreads through Johann and mixes with the excitement he now feels. The ceremony has completely eroticized him. Just signing the contract has triggered submissive desires in him, which have now come together in his cock, ready to be discharged. He is warm and cold at the same time. An inner restlessness and at the same time a calmness are present in him. All trembling, he kneels there at Sylvia's feet, awaiting the next command.

"You are now my property! Let's celebrate that a little, don't you think?" laughs Sylvia. "Come on, worm, crawl over to that cupboard over there. I've got a bottle of champagne in there. I'd like to have a little drink and celebrate the fact that I'm a woman and not a dork like you."

Johann doesn't need to be told twice. Naked, he crawls on the floor to the cupboard and comes back with a little glass of champagne in his hand. Clumsy as he is, he almost poured some out on the way to his mistress, because he is not allowed to get up from his kneeling position. Finally he hands it to her in his submissive manner. Sylvia takes a sip.

"There will be nothing for you to celebrate under me, I can promise you that," she laughs afterwards. Her bright laugh is a gift for Johann. He has heard it many times before, and yet it only ever leads him deeper into his desires. Sylvia's laughter always brings him back down to earth, because there is so much malice in it. He can literally feel the passion, the lust that Sylvia feels in laughing at him. It is a piercing feeling that she triggers in him with it. Her verbal humiliations also sting him, but at the same time this stinging comes with such a fulminant excitement that Johann could not explain to any clear-thinking person. Only he feels this tremendous pleasure that arises in him when a woman laughs at him and is amused by his lowly situation. Over the years, it has simply become a source of pleasure for him when a woman's laughter hits him so honestly and so hard.

"But look what I have for you here!" exclaims Sylvia after taking another sip of the champagne. She bends her feet forward toward him so that he can see the bottom of her black, impressively long boots, which are tight against her legs. He recognizes something brown stuck there. They are anything but clean.

"I walked through the mud again earlier, just for you. It rained so much yesterday, didn't it? And then I thought, how could I better ring in and begin your enslavement than by showing you what awaits you under my hand and under my feet. You may clean the boots with your tongue. Chop, chop!", Sylvia calls out laughing.

"Thank you, dear mistress, oh, thank you so much for letting me clean the filth under your shoes!" the groveling submissiveness bursts out of the nervous Johann. Finally he gets a task from her where he gets to prove himself to her again.

"Don't slobber for long, bootlicker, get the dirt inside you! I want you to remove every bit of mud from my sole. You're not good for anything else anyway! You are for me the dirt under my shoes, which you lick away now obediently. That's all you are to me," Sylvia replies in her authoritarian voice. Johann immediately begins with his work, throws himself straight at the boots of his mistress. He sticks out his tongue and licks the wet earth from her shoes. He tastes it and takes it in. The words "you are the dirt under my shoes" repeat in his head as he frantically licks Sylvia's overknees boots. Finally he uses his whole mouth to catch and suck off even the caked mud. He feels like a worm, like a submissive booby, a fool who licks a woman's shoes because he can't do anything else to please her.

"Yessss, go, slave!" exclaims Sylvia enthusiastically of his effort, cheering him on further. "Get those boots nice and clean. You piece of shit don't deserve anything else in your life. What else is a woman supposed to do with something like you?", Johann hears her laughing voice in the background. Smaller and smaller he gets in front of Sylvia. Her boots and her appearance, towering so far above him, seem bigger and bigger to him. He licks and sucks like crazy. Artfully he swallows every bit of dirt in his gullet. His tongue and his entire mouth are already brown. Then he feels something wet running down his face. The shoe also seems to be wet all of a sudden.

"There's some champagne for you, you little submissive creeper. Look at you, you dork. I was wrong after all. You do have something to celebrate! You can celebrate finding a woman like me who made you realize your true destiny in the first place!" she speaks to him in a loud tone.

"Thank you, mistress, thank you, mistress," Johann exclaims out of breath. "You are right! Thank you, mistress! I am completely in your debt!"

"That’s right!" he hears her retort.

His heart pumps, his blood boils. The submissive, servile fetishist is just getting his fix. Deeply founds the groveling, submissive soul of him. But Sylvia has dragged it into the light and holds it up to his face like a mirror. Ruthlessly, she shows him what he has missed in his life before. Hardly anyone would envy him for his fetishes, but he can't help but give himself to her. Sylvia has not only easily opened the gate to his soul, but she has really kicked it in with her perfidious dominance. Johann feels like he is in a dream from which he can no longer break out. However, whether he can really withstand her dominance or will break because of it, should be decided soon...


Sadistically milked

The official slave contract has driven Johann further into the hands of Sylvia. Like a vow, a duty, his promise to lay his life at her feet and to be completely exploited by her as her personal slave hangs over his life. He feels by now, like the property of his mistress, who already rules over him in so many ways, directing him in her favor and according to her needs. And that includes the payday she has called for today.

Sylvia has shown him how hot it can be to lay his hard-earned money at a woman's feet. His mistress loves to gleefully take him bill for bill and show him how stupid he is. For Johann it is a completely different quality of dominance. A possessive submission that takes everything from him. For the monthly salary that Sylvia will now take from him, he has worked hour after hour. And all this only to give everything away to her within a few seconds.

"Well, let's see your bills, you moron. Wave them at my beautiful feet!", Sylvia grins at him. The financial milking of a submissive man is for her a royal discipline, which is not only connected with luxury for her, but likewise with a deep satisfaction and a sadistic high pleasure. And this pleasure is now beautifully savored by her. Johann begins to fan the soles of her feet with his orange 50-euro bills, gently caressing them, and experiences a sensation of complete focus at the mere sight of this combination of his money and her adorable feet. As if magically, his gaze zooms in on the scene and as if taken in, he forgets all about his other daily life and work. Inwardly completely silent and yet filled with greedy passion.

"Fine, you do that, my slave. Present your value to me," Sylvia says in a smug, calm voice. "How much did you bring your mistress?"

In a shaky voice, the agitated Johann replies, "2550 euros, my whole salary for this month, mistress. All for you."  It is the first time Sylvia has asked for all his money for the month. However, Johann hardly has any reserves left. But he wants to cut back for her.

"Well, how are you going to make it through the month, then, you jerk? I'll tell you what, I don't care!" laughs Sylvia heartily. "Well, go jerk off your stubby cock and hand me your cash you've been working all month for!"

Her laughter and voice fires Johann's lust tremendously. With his right hand he starts jerking his cock, feeling his unbridled lust, his deep desire for humiliation by Sylvia. In his left hand he holds his bills fanned upwards.

Slowly Sylvia pulls out a bill as she listens to the quickening breath of her slave, whom she now begins to milk financially for his wages.

"Jerk off nicely while I take your cash," she speaks in a low, calm voice, audibly emphasizing the word cash clearly for Johann. Rock hard is his shaft, which he rubs.

"But don't you dare come, you pig! If that happens, I'll kick your balls green and blue! I want your horniness to collect really nice in your cock and balls. But you will not squirt out your ridiculous semen! It shall accumulate nicely down there."

Johann has no doubt about her words. He is meticulously careful not to come too close to an orgasm, even as his mistress' words whip him forward. He moans under the rhythmic movements of his hand. As he does so, Sylvia pulls one bill after the next from his now trembling hand. She looks him in the eye with a mocking grin. With clenched tension, the moaning Johann watches the scenario, which almost threatens to go over his head. It trembles inside him.

"Isn't that horny, to lay all your bills at the feet of a woman like me? Isn't that horny, you loser?" she asks him in her usual mocking tone, which now blends into the erotic voice she uses.

"Y-yes M-mistress," Johann whispers halting with arousal. "It's so hot," it bursts out of him with a loud breath.

Again he hears the rustle of a bill moving into his mistress's hand, who is now fanning herself with the few bills she has already taken from him. He feels himself holding less and less of his money in his hands.

"Yeah, that's hot, when the arousal builds up down there, when your pathetic seed builds up down there and I relieve you by cashing you out, isn't it?"

Her voice eats into his brain. His cock is dripping with horniness. Her dominance is getting to him.

"Yes, Goddess, it's so insanely hot when you milk me like this! Milking me so mercilessly!" he exclaims.

"Yes, that's what you crave, you little worm with your ridiculous cock in your hand! You're being mercilessly exploited by me!"

Johann's synapses go completely crazy. A jolt goes through his body. He looks into the eyes of the woman who drives him into total submissiveness. With what confidence and superiority she uses and exploits him for herself. He is close to ecstasy when she takes even the last bills out of his hand. Completely trembling and dissolved, he crouches there at her feet.

"Oh, I've milked you dry there already," Sylvia suddenly laughs. "Look at you, you loser. That's the right way to handle you as a woman, because that's what you're good for. To be exploited and milked by a hot woman like me!"

Johann can barely think straight. All his blood has gone into his cock. It's just so incredibly hot when Sylvia gets him horny and then rigorously milks him dry.

"Yes, Mistress, thank you!" he manages to get out. Then he throws himself head first all the way down to her feet and kisses them like crazy. Emotionally he is now completely open and impressionable with horniness. Not for nothing Sylvia lets him jerk off in the moments of financial milking. She couples his lust to pulling the trigger, to paying, to being exploited.

"Yes, you just kiss my feet in thanks! Every month I'm going to milk you hard so that all you can eat is water and bread, maybe cheap bagged soups," Sylvia laughs at the small-minded, submissive creature at her feet. "Day after day, you'll go to work knowing that you're going to be forking it all over to me again. And at the end of work, you'll drive to my place and then it's on. My apartment will have to be cleaned, my shoes polished, the cellar tidied, the garden tended. I will exploit you from morning till night. And you will gratefully kiss my feet, as befits a loser like you. You will toil for me and plough, only so that I then again press the dirt under my boots in your face. You pathetic creature. At least then your life will have meaning, little submissive cattle!" Sylvia's words resonate within him as he kisses her feet ever more savagely, and by now the cold, dusty floor in front of her. She speaks what he has dreamed of for so long. Like magic his love for his mistress is cranked up, with every humiliation she formulates.

He feels like he did back then, when the pretty girls bullied and harassed him in his class. A wave of arousal runs through his body, slapping together with the earlier memories. Deeply, this wave opens a bittersweet wound where Sylvia is only too happy to put her finger. She knows Johann very well by now.

"Just like those girls you thought were so hot back then, and you always carried their knapsacks and doing their homework for them. That's exactly how I laugh at you. I'm sure they also thought, what a stupid loser, doing all this for us. They just never said it to your face as clearly as I do!"

Johann's head is pounding. He gasps with ecstasy. Over and over again, Sylvia gropes for her slave's sore spots, poking at them mercilessly. For she knows that they are the source of the pleasure that drives Johann into dependence on her all by itself.

"Yes, Mistress, I slave away for you while you just laugh at me in thanks," he gasps in complete ecstasy.

"That's all a laughing stock like you deserves!" she slams out the words as if they were a symbolic slap slapping Johann right in the face.

"Oh God, yes, mistress, yes, you are so incredible!" it bursts out of him. His whole body trembles with lust, coupled with a cocktail of emotions that is indescribable. Feelings from his past mix with the deep humiliation and exploitation that he now experiences in very real terms. His cock pulsates with horniness. A dark, abysmal force pulls him down and he literally sinks without resistance into the vastness of his fetishist heart, whose cravings he does not fully understand to this day and yet which takes him completely again and transports him beyond his own limits. Deeply emotionalized, he takes Sylvia's feet in his arms and kisses them lovingly. His heart hammers in his chest.

Sylvia watches Johann grinning with pleasure, sensing how much the milking and harsh verbal humiliation has taken him. With one of her bare soles she caresses the head of her slave, who quite greedy for closeness kisses and licks her other foot.


Woke up in panic

Startled, Johann wakes up. Panicked, he looks around his room and then at the clock. It is the middle of the night. Bathed in sweat, he lies in his bed. After yesterday's session with Sylvia, he had been completely exhausted and when he arrived home, he immediately fell into bed. He has never felt such intense emotions before. The hardness of his mistress's dominance, along with the fact that she had milked him of all his money for the month, had been an indescribable experience for Johann. She literally played with his emotions. Even linked his horniness with his past, where there were so many situations where pretty women laughed at him and took advantage of him. At that time, this put him in an eerie shame and insecurity, and at the same time he was able to turn the situations into horniness, from which eventually arose a deep inclination, a fetish that today he does not know how to control. In his dream that made him startle, he did not get out of the loop of humiliation and exploitation. He saw how he was completely taken over by Sylvia and even if he had wanted to, he could no longer have escaped his fate as a disenfranchised slave. In the dream he had exactly this realization and a panic arose in him that tore him out of his sleep.

"This is happening too fast for me, all too fast..." he mumbles, startled and turning in bed. He tries to go back to sleep, but it doesn't work. The fright from the dream sits deep. Fear spreads through him. Doubts whether he has really taken the right path. Should he really give himself to Sylvia as completely as he promised her? But he can't go back. How should he explain this to his mistress?

"I have to talk to her about it," he thinks to himself and decides to tell her what's going on inside him this very day. After work, she has ordered him to her place anyway, so that he can clean her apartment bright and shiny. And so it is with mixed feelings that he arrives at his mistress' place in the late afternoon. He starts to clean the living room crawling and naked in front of her. She sits on her brown leather couch and reads a magazine. Johann is tense. Actually, he had wanted to address his request directly when he came to her, but fearing her reaction, he had started his task first.

"Dear mistress, may I interrupt you for a moment and talk to you about something that is going on inside me?" he asks her meekly, looking up at her shyly from the floor. Sylvia looks at him sternly, with raised eyebrows, but then finally puts the magazine aside.

"What is it, my property?" she asks him in a serious voice.

"I woke up in bed tonight in complete panic, mistress. I don't want to whine around by any means, but something inside me says that it all went a bit too fast for me," Johann dares to speak out in front of her, hoping for her mercy. But Sylvia doesn't say a word about it at first. She gets up from her couch and slowly walks towards him. She builds herself up in front of him. He kneels now directly in front of her feet with his cleaning rag and feels again how unique the charisma of his mistress affects him. Her long, slender legs are right in front of his eyes. Then she bends her legs a little and squats down. With her right hand she wraps around Johann's neck and guides her thumb directly under his chin. Everything happens for Johann as if in slow motion. He feels the warmth and the pressure of her hand on his neck. Then she presses her thumb against his chin so that his face presses up towards her. The hardness of her pressure forces him to look her directly in the eyes. She looks at him with her expressionless, stern sight. Her eyes look directly into his and seem to want to bore into his soul. Johann's eyes widen, he feels taken by her and in her hand. His nervousness rises. His heart is pounding. Fear of her reaction spreads through him. When Sylvia sees the fear in his widened eyes, she suddenly begins to smile mysteriously. She enjoys seeing Johann so awestruck before her.

"So things went too fast for you yesterday?", Sylvia grins at him mockingly.

"Yes, mistress, I think so," Johann whispers in a shallow voice.

"Did you think it would be easy to serve me?" she asks him further.

"No, no, mistress, of course not, but...", Johann begins.

"But what?!", Sylvia interrupts him, slapping his face with her left hand. "Shall I tell you why I chose you to be my personal slave?"

She slaps his face again.

"Yes, Mistress," he stammers, quite taken aback.

"I'll tell you. Because I see in you exactly what makes a good slave." Again she slaps his face, which by now is turning slightly red from the harder blows. Johann feels her hard grip and can barely counter her blows as his eyes keep closing in fright and twitching with every move she makes. When he opens his eyes again and looks at her, she continues to speak:

"For you, serving a woman is not just a hobby. No, you need it as your purpose in life. You really want to live it. You need a woman who mercilessly exploits you and takes advantage of you. Who laughs at you and humiliates you. For whom you can crawl in the dust and dirt. A woman who exploits you so hard that you forget the rest of your pathetic life and leave it behind."

Smack. Again she gives Johann a good slap. Her words, her hard grip and her blows make him horny all over again.

"You've always been different from the others. You've always had this need inside you to experience exactly what you experience with me," her voice becomes increasingly stern. Her words strike a nerve with Johann as she points out what he has always thought.

"You need it to kiss a woman's feet for taking everything from you. You need to be treated like the last piece of shit you are. Because nothing gets you so fired up. Nothing brings such fire to your life!" she shouts louder and louder at him now, as their faces are separated by mere inches.

Her words slam into his face and his mind. Never before has a woman shown him so clearly what is going on inside of him.

"And now that you have the opportunity to experience everything you've ever dreamed of with me and be enslaved by a woman like me who treats you exactly the way you deserve, you're going to turn tail at the first little thing?"

Calmly, yet with a furious, passionate glint in her eyes, Sylvia looks sternly and demandingly at her slave. Johann begins to tremble under her gaze. Her expression and words deeply shame him. He suddenly feels again how much he has wanted all this. How he has dreamed almost all his life of being enslaved as hard as he is now experiencing from Sylvia. Never has he met a more dominant, commanding, consistent woman than she.

"You're right," he blurts out, looking at her pleadingly. His cock begins to rear up with arousal. His submissive soul speaks up again. Fear seems to become small to him again.

"Of course I'm right. Because I know you. I know what's going on inside you and I know what's right for you. You should thank me every day with tears in your eyes from happiness that you were allowed to get to know me! Because only with me you can have what you need in life. Only under my hand you will be humiliated and exploited as hard as you need, you stupid piece."

Johann begins to see more clearly again. The fire burns in him again. The fire with which he has spent the last few months laying almost everything of himself at this woman's feet. The fire that makes him get up every morning, looking forward to being able to live one day exclusively for Sylvia again. Remorse and shame rise in him.

"Look, your hard slave stalk is standing again too. You can't escape yourself!" exclaims Sylvia, pointing her index finger at Johann's rock hard cock.

"Oh, yes, Mistress, I do apologize so much! You are so right! I was so taken by my fear! I couldn't see straight!" he cries out all emotional. His eyes look pleadingly at Sylvia.

"Were you still jerking off at your place last night?" she suddenly asks him. She just knows him too well.

"Yes, very quickly, just before I went to sleep, I did," Johann answers meekly and somewhat hesitantly.

"Aha, there we have the flaw in your system. You're supposed to keep your submissive energy in you, you pig! I think we need to close off your cock as soon as possible and stop that!"

"Yes, Mistress, my apologies!"

With those words, he throws himself all the way to the floor and kisses her nylon-clad feet. Wildly, this catapults him back into the submissiveness he loves so much. He is impressed with how Sylvia has handled the situation.


The mean punishment

"Up you go and spread your legs!", Johann hears the determined tone in her voice, which doesn't allow any objections. He quickly straightens up and presents his crown jewels to her. Without batting an eye, Sylvia takes out her leg and kicks her foot into her slave's balls with caracho. A slapping sound accompanies her hit right in the middle of his sack. A pulling pain in Johann's abdomen is the direct result. He doubles over in agony and almost falls over to the floor, but is just able to hold on. His arms are wrapped around himself. His head turns red. He groans loudly and breathes heavily. Again Sylvia takes a swing and lands the next hit in his private parts. Completely cold and stern she looks at him and doesn't say a word. Ice cold he is kicked by her. Until he finally falls to the ground in front of her, completely exhausted. With tears in his eyes he is flat in front of her on the floor. His balls hurt him brutally.

"Excuse me!" exclaims Johann with a contorted face, wetting her feet with quick kisses.

"You will overcome all your fears and doubts for me! If you want to lay your life at my feet, then that's part of it! Are we clear on that?" she asks him in an iron voice.

"Yes, mistress!", Johann quickly replies. "I understand that now! Thank you for guiding me so confidently, Mistress! You are amazing!"

"I'm going to punish you now, for trying to pull in your pathetic little cock in front of me! You have no right to doubt your destiny as my slave and property. You are not allowed to do that and it doesn't even belong in your head!", Sylvia has come up with an idea that makes her grin while her desperate slave is still kissing her feet. Suddenly she walks away without saying anything. Baffled, Johann remains on his knees in the living room waiting for her to come back. Two minutes later she comes in again. In her hand she has a large black razor. Johann has meanwhile recovered from his pain while she was gone and now looks at her in surprise. As she approaches him, he already has a sense of foreboding. Inwardly, everything in him rears up. She is not going to...? He looks at her fearfully with wide eyes.

"No, please don't," he whispers in fright.

"Oh yes!", Sylvia grins at him meanly. "We're going to give you a new haircut. One that suits a loser like you!"

Johann writhes on the floor in front of her. When they first met, he told her about his greatest fear, that someone who knew him would find out anything about his submissive machinations.

"After all, I have to go to work tomorrow. I can't explain this to anyone!" he exclaims tearfully. "I beg for mercy, mistress!"

"I don't give a damn, you moron. You brought this on yourself. You're going to get your whupping now, so you'll never forget what happens when you disappoint me!" exclaims Sylvia firmly. With her left hand she grips her slave's chin, which she now sees as her cattle being shorn, like a sheep. She turns on the razor and the buzzing sends Johann into even more fear. He does not dare to move, but inside he is seething. But Sylvia shows no mercy. She starts scissoring over his head.

"Oh, a runway," she laughs, after first going over the middle of his head and the hair falling off him. Then she continues. She sabers at his hair, all over it flying to the ground and into his face as well.

"I want you to jerk your puny cock to it and get horny while I fix you up to fit a worm like you! Come on!" Sylvia kicks him with her foot. Johann takes one deep breath and then abandons himself to his fate. Again he clasps his cock and jerks himself horny.

"There, done!" exclaims Sylvia after some time, laughing. "Wait, I'll show you what you look like now!"

She holds a hand mirror, which she also took when she got the razor, in front of his face. He barely recognizes his head. There is hardly any hair left, but his head is littered with unevenly sized stubble, sometimes longer, sometimes shorter. Startled, Johann looks at himself. His breath catches in his throat.

"Keep jerking off, you loser. Yeah, take a good look at how you look now. Like a real loser!", Sylvia laughs at him from the bottom of her heart.

As ordered, Johann begins to jerk himself off further. Despite his horrible sight, horniness comes to the forefront in him.

"That's how you'll go to work tomorrow," Sylvia continues to laugh. "You can tell a very special woman in your life likes it that way!" She can hardly keep from laughing. She gazes with pleasure into Johann's face. Shame mixes with his excitement as he continues to jerk his hard cock. The horniness rears up inside him. He breathes faster with ecstasy. He is on the verge of an orgasm. That's when Sylvia sees the opportunity to drill into him again exactly what she's going to do to him.

"I will take everything from you, every ounce of dignity that is left in you, every ounce of rebellion against your mistress, every second of your life I will arrange according to my needs and my desires, every cent of your hard-earned money I will use for my pleasure. Until you have realized with every cell of your body that you are good for only one thing: to be exploited, milked and laughed at by me beyond all limits."

Johann can no longer contain himself. Sylvia's words bring him to full speed. As if in a trance, he listens to her words as he jerks his hard cock faster and harder. At the word "laughed at" he knows no stopping. In sheer excitement he crosses the line of ecstasy. A wave of greed slaps against the inside of his body. With his eyes closed and his face completely distorted, he squirts out his semen, onto the floor in front of Sylvia. He moans loudly and breathes heavily.

Sylvia laughs sadistically and full of scorn.

"And you're going to love every second of it too, you stupid loser!"

THE END


You might also like these stories...
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The submissive Tobias puts himself more and more in the hands of his Mistress Stella. She is the woman who has kindled the fire of submissive lust in him. Inwardly it trembles in him when he sees her. A tremendous force of humility overcomes him in his place at her feet.

He does not notice how she subtly and with psychological skill affects his still young brain. Her scheme goes far beyond harmless role-playing. Verbally and with her uniquely elegant dominance she leads him further and further into his fire.

Because she wants him and she wants all of him. Will he jump into the fire for her?

Click here for the book: “In The Net Of His Mistress”
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21-year-old Lea is a feminist through and through and has kept submissive Lukas (30) as her personal slave for almost two years. Over time, she has him completely wrapped around her finger. He regularly cleans her apartment and finances her lifestyle and studies with his money.

Eventually, she wants to introduce her servant to her friends and takes Lukas to a "feminism party" she is throwing together with her three best girlfriends. He becomes the main attraction of the evening and has to put up with the women's anger about the patriarchy and men.

At some point the women go too far for him and he wants to stop the evening. But they are completely in their element. The dominance of the women knows no boundaries and Luke gets into a whirlpool of meanness, which he has never experienced before...

Click here for the book: “Slave Of Feminists”


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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