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At the domicile of dominance

My heart is pounding fast. I feel my knees pressing against the cold floor. There is a long way ahead of me to the woman I have come for. My gaze wanders around the large, dark room that lies windowless below ground in the basement of the spacious house. Numerous paintings adorn the dark red walls, to which torches are attached, their fire flames giving a pleasant warm light. On one of the painted works I recognize the picture, which I already liked so much the last times. It shows an elegantly dressed woman who is whipping a man kneeling in front of her and, as if in a snapshot, turns her head to the viewer of the painting and shows her radiant laughter. The artist has even brought out slight red welts on the body of the sufferer. The other paintings also show similar motifs. Tasteful, aesthetic and at the same time hard femdom. The collection impressed me already during my first visit. Along with all the preferably black equipment and utensils that find their place on the shelves or on the walls of the room.

But now back to my present fate. My head flushes when I see the woman who owns this house. At the far end of the long, spacious hall, she sits on a black throne in baroque style, with burgundy velvet covers on the back and buttocks. There she sits enthroned, not paying me a glance, but leafing through a book. The sight sends me into a tense excitement, as it always does. Slowly I move towards her. One knee forward, then the other. Careful not to make any loud noises so as not to disturb the lady of the house, I arrive at her place after a few seconds. In my hands I hold a large bouquet of red roses. A hundred in number. I lay them at her feet. She has not yet given me a glance. But that does not worry me. I lower my head to the ground, feel the cold on my forehead and wait tensely for the woman enthroned in front of me to address me. I am aware that minutes can pass before that happens. The last few times, too, she has let me fidget for a long time. For she knows how much I come into my awe when I kneel there before her on the ground, at her feet, and solicit her attention. This time is no different. Memories pop into my mind. Feelings that have long been lived through begin to stir again inside me. And I begin to fall. But it is not a frightening or unpleasant falling. Very gently and embedded in a warm feeling I fall into myself. Layer by layer I penetrate all the superficial masquerades that are necessary for daily life. The everyday worries, the like automated productivity that I have to display for my work, the numerous obligations that life places on me and that cause me more stress than pleasure, the multitude of decisions that I have to make every day. All of this now falls away from me, I leave it completely behind me, until all of it finally ceases to exist. I am caught up as if by a sea of soft cushions. A feeling of freedom spreads through me. I feel that right here I am allowed to be completely as I am. Here I don't have to decide or worry about my future. Because here I have no say at all. Here my fate is determined by only one person and that is the woman who is enthroned there with her black, high boots in front of me, as if on a gallery. I feel my breathing getting deeper and slower and I manage to get completely involved in the situation and the present moment.

"Well, there's misery again," I finally hear the woman's distinctive voice speak, while my closed eyelids only heighten my sense of hearing. I can literally hear with what sharpness and with what completely unplayed mockery the woman of my desire speaks. Already months ago I got to know her and met her for the first time. After weeks of looking through all her online profiles, watching her videos and writing to her regularly. Oh what, for days it was! At times I even lay awake in my bed at night wondering if I should finally dare to meet her. She is an icon, for over 15 years she has been training and exploiting her slaves and has really built a life of luxury on the backs of submissive men. She is not an amateur domme who just does it on the side. She is a lifestyle diva and mistress. And for me she masters the highest art of femdom like no other! Jittery, I met her for the first time, deeply impressed by her elegance and style, which she embodies not only online but also in real life. When I saw her grand domicile, I already wanted to turn back without ever having seen her. Doubts came up in me and the question whether I could even offer her something with my puny life, which she does not already have. But the curiosity drove me then nevertheless up to her feet. I wanted to know who and especially how this mysterious, dominant beauty is. Finally, she put me through my paces. She tested my resilience, my sensitivity to pain and my obedience. And at every meeting she questioned my motivation to want to serve her. Until I realized how I couldn't do without her and the sessions with her. At a meeting about two months after we met, it just bubbled out of me. On the verge of tears, I confessed to her how much she had already changed my outlook on life. I told her about my failed marriage, about my decision afterwards to finally do what I hadn't allowed myself to do for years - fulfill my desire for femdom and a dominant woman. I told her, of my sleepless nights and fear of meeting her for real, for I have seen what becomes of slaves who have given themselves fully to her. I told her, of my fear that if I give myself fully to femdom, at some point there may be no going back for me, because I want no going back, no normal life, no normal relationship. Deeply touching was this confession for me. I saw myself in my fear, which I admitted to her and which has probably kept me from giving in to my deepest inclinations and passions for even decades of my life. I simply didn't give them a chance at all, because I didn't want to acknowledge them. The confession was also such a special moment for me because she looked me in the eyes the whole time. She was quiet and let me speak, completely calm and sovereign she gave me the space to open up to her. She perceived me completely, just as I am. I noticed it, she was completely with me and despite her hard, dominant, sometimes sadistic way, which seems to feast on the suffering of her slaves, I felt a connection between us. "Well, look at that, someone's playing with open cards on the table. That's what I like about you. You have no problem acknowledging yourself. And I'm sure you'll get the fear thing under control - with the right mistress," she grinned playfully at me after my verbal and emotional outburst. From then on, I knew she was the one for me. And now, months and several meetings later, I'm once again kneeling completely naked in front of the woman who helped me get to know myself better than any other relationship in my life has been able to.

"You're lucky I even let you step under my eyes after what you've put yourself through!"

Quite serious she sounds now. The harshness of her voice sends me into a tizzy, and the reason for the phrasing of her sentence makes me feel ashamed of my offense. She caught me the other day texting with another mistress on an online portal she also frequents, where she has her potential future following of slaves approach her. The said mistress with whom I wrote is also in contact with her, the two even know each other personally and there quickly came the inquiry with her whether she allowed me the correspondence with her at all. I must say that I was not aware of any mistake at first, because I did not intend to change my mistress. I just like to be in contact with other mistresses or even slaves from the scene to find out what they experience. But this explanation could not alleviate the anger of my mistress. Now I also understood that I should have clarified this with her beforehand, whether I am allowed to have contact with others from the scene at all or not. This I did not do. Rigorous and strict as my mistress is, she ignored me for 14 days, completely withdrew her attention and consideration from me, which felt to me like a cold slap in the face. At the same time, I am grateful to her for so mercilessly erasing my mistakes and showing me that she can do without me, but I can't do without her. And today is the first meeting after my passing.

I straighten my head up and look at my mistress. Her pitch black curly long hair falls elegantly down one side of her bright white face, while on the other side it is tucked behind her ear. Black mascara caresses her large green eyes. Red lip gloss decorates her mouth. Flawlessly, her slender nose and perfect eyebrows complete her face. To me she looks like a diva, a seasoned actress, a celebrity, a queen. I look into her perfect face and feel my puny existence being outshone by her beauty. I become very small inside before her. My words express the shame I feel before her.

"Revered Mistress Maria, I deeply apologize. I have learned my lesson. I failed to ask your permission to write with other mistresses from the scene. I just did it without thinking that it might disappoint you. I am infinitely embarrassed. It was careless of me. Thank you for punishing me for this mistake by ignoring me. In the two weeks I have realized again that I am nothing without you and I need you. It has shown me that I have to fight for your attention and that I have to ask your permission for every little thing. Please forgive me for again acting like the dorky and stupid slave I am trying to eradicate for you," I shout out agitatedly. This torrent of words has caused me to sink even deeper into my devotion. I would love to embrace the black boots of my mistress and wet them with kisses as an expression of my infinite passion to serve this woman. I look imploringly into her face, which looks at me almost expressionless, with a barely recognizable saving of a mocking smile. With each passing second, I feel smaller and smaller under her gaze, which sinks down to me so strong and confident and piercing.

"What did you bring me?" she asks me in a loud, imperious voice.

"Roses, Mistress Maria, a hundred red roses," I say quickly and excitedly. "As a token of my gratitude for letting me come back into your contact."

"Look at them closely," she says, pointing her finger at the floor. My gaze follows her sign. She lifts one of her booties, then slowly presses it onto the bouquet of roses in front of her. Spinning, she crushes the rose petals and steps on them a few times. I watch as she crushes my gift, as she simply tramples it and does so quite gleefully. On the one hand, I feel a little kink in my heart, because I had imagined how I could have made the roses into a vase for her and then placed them around the room, like a symbol of my love, my longing for her. But on the other hand, it makes me all hot to see her crush my present with her high, black, leather boots, not caring about my feelings.

"You're going to have to prove yourself. I have no use for dorky, stupid slaves. For slaves who do not think along, certainly not. But I will give you a kick in the ass, slave..."


Deleted

The severity of Mistress Maria always makes me shudder. But that's exactly why I wrote to her back then. In her videos I could already see that she lets her slaves dance like dolls for her. Mercilessly she presented them again and again. Almost unbelievably sadistic things I could observe and yet it did not deter me enough to keep me away from this mistress. Quite the opposite. It only infected me even more with fascination for this woman. Since my early youth I have felt that I am different from other young men. There is a longing slumbering in me that other men don't even know about and that is so bizarre and paradoxical that I could never peddle it publicly. The world I am now entering I first got to know in rudimentary form in my imagination. I have always dreamed of the pretty, for me unattainable women who dress stylishly, who know about their beauty and their attraction to men and therefore radiate a tremendous self-confidence, which I little drip could not have opposed. I have always dreamed of introducing myself to these women as a servant, as a groveling kisser of feet, as a submissive little man who is tolerated by the popular, stuck-up women, but always smiled at and taken advantage of. It didn't even occur to me that I could take such a woman out like a real man. I always saw myself at their feet, greedily catching a glimpse of their beautiful high heels when they went to a party I wasn't invited to. In my fantasies I worshipped them, put them on a pedestal, lifted them up to a gallery in my dreams and worshipped them from the dirt below like goddesses while they barely paid attention to me. My lust took on a whole new dimension when one day I discovered that I could explore the whole world of femdom online. There were pictures, videos, slave reports and stories that sucked me in for hours. I could hardly believe my eyes at this glory, diversity and adventurousness of this world. I was happy that other people were into the same things as me and at the same time I noticed how I was drifting further and further into this world. How I came across more and more extreme and abysmal variants of femdom that affected me emphatically. I began to deal with fear. It was a fear of getting caught up in this world, of not being able to get out of it, of being swallowed up by it. I wanted to stop, I wanted to restrain myself, to leave open the chance of a normal life. But my cock and my horniness told me something completely different. And then finally brought me to this point where I am now. At the feet of this unique woman for me, who gives her sadism and dominance a noble and at the same time dangerously erotic look with her black leather long gloves and her short top in the same material.

"I won't tolerate you just hanging around online and having contact with other mistresses. That's not allowed for a pathetic slave pig like you. You have to focus on me and my desires and nothing else in your ridiculous life! Are we clear on that, piggy?" she asks me in her insistent, dominant voice. Cool and humiliating, her words patter on me every time she addresses the word to me. She treats me exactly the way I dreamed of being treated by a woman. The biting arrogance, the completely serious humiliations and the hardcore demands to dedicate my life to her. Pure lust arises in me and I feel the desire for more.

"Yes, your highness, Miss Maria, I have to focus entirely on you and not let anything distract me from my life's purpose!", I answer her with passion. My cock fully erects at my words, as if to further reinforce my statement.

"Good," Miss Maria smiles with her red lips twisted into a mocking smile. "Then you will let actions speak for me, slave! I require you to install a program on all your devices that will allow me to track your every move. With this program I can see what you click on, who you interact with and of course I can read all your messages. You'll install this as soon as you get home today. And then if I see you cheating on me again, you're in for a treat!"

I look at her, slightly startled. These are measures that are really drastic for me. Then I really have to be careful what I call up and what not. My excitement mixes with a slightly faint feeling. This would be the strictest control I have yet granted a woman over me. But Miss Maria always pushes me beyond my limits again.

"You didn't think I was just going to let you get away with that, did you?" my mistress laughs out loud. She seems to have watched closely as a slight resistance formed inside me and for a second a small fright glistened across my face.

"No, no, honored mistress! Of course you don't! And you have every right to control me from now on! Of course, of course! I'll install the program first thing when I get home," I quickly call out.

"That's right, slave pig. You do what I say and nothing else! So now get out your smartphone and delete your account with the portal where you're still logged in. You don't need to be part of the community anymore."

The next shock.

"But mistress, I still have a lot of old chat histories there, which are no longer current at all, but which I totally enjoy looking into as a reminder of old times. May I save them first?", I ask her uncertainly. I really do regularly look at old chats with mistresses or other slaves and reminisce. My imagination is really stimulated by this and my head cinema gets tipsy from the exchanges I had with other people from the community. It would be a pain for me to delete all this now. Also all my contacts would be gone. Resistance rears its head in me and I hope for the mercy of Mistress Maria.

"I don't care about that at all. You will now delete everything before my eyes. There is no but from you. Tell me, did I not raise you in a manner befitting your species or what is going on here? When I tell you to delete it, you do it without a murmur," her voice is ringing in my ears. Cold as ice, she demands my obedience. I quickly retrieve my already somewhat older smartphone from the pocket of my pants, which is lying in the hallway of the basement. On all fours, I come crawling back to her. Despite my displeasure, I open the community's website and navigate to the option to delete my account forever and immediately. I turn my phone to show Miss Maria.

"Give me that thing!" she exclaims, "I want to delete it!"

With a wistful feeling, I place my phone in her demanding outstretched hand. On her face I see the sadistic smile she always puts on when she knows I am now suffering in front of her and I have to do something that goes against my will. Slowly she takes off one of her black gloves that reach over her forearm. Her graceful hand and fingernails covered in red nail polish are revealed. Gallantly, she turns my phone back to me.

"Watch me delete your account, you douche!" she laughs out sadistically, pressing the button that takes away my online profile, including all chat history and contacts, in one fell swoop. Although an inner part of me takes the loss painfully, my dick is rock hard. Her laughter and pleasurable sadism drive me into arousal, fueled even by my pain. Mistress Maria takes something away from me, destroys something dear to me and yet it horns me up. An indescribable feeling. A paradox that I still have to gnaw on. When Miss Maria sees my stiff cock, she falls into an even stronger, spiteful laugh.

"Look, your mini likes it too! Well you see, I'm just helping you realize what you want too!" she laughs in my face and I feel myself being reminded of my youthful fantasies. Of the hot, stuck-up divas, of whom I have always wished that they would smile at me and downright laugh at me, because of my submissiveness and what I let them do to me. My body gets all hot and I take the laughter of my mistress all in me.

"So now you go home and install the program on your laptop and smartphone. It's called Remote Control," she grins at me and makes a gesture waving me out with her hand. "Before you do that, I'll let you thank me properly!"

Still dealing with my inner emotional chaos, I head back to the floor. Her black booties catch my eye again. They look breathtaking. I slowly kiss each of her boots, thank her, and then crawl out under her stern, yet visibly amused gaze.


Locked

When I get home, I get to work right away, as instructed. I finished installing the program on my laptop as suddenly my cell phone rings. It's her.

"Have you installed Remote Control yet, slave?", her biting voice sounds through the speaker. I put my smartphone down in front of me and turn it to loud.

"Yes, I have, Mistress. There is a code there now, a series of numbers."

"That's exactly what you're going to give me now. With this, you will give me control, as it should be!"

I can hear the mockery in her voice and can picture her there on the other end announcing the commands to me with her smug grin. I feel my own excitement as I stare at the screen, not at all sure what my mistress can do with this code. The word "control" still resonates in my brain, leaving me with a sense of dread, but also a sensation of thrill. My heart pounds faster as I run through the series of numbers to my adored Miss Maria and hear her enter them step by step on her.

"Good slave pig," she says when I finally reach the end with the announcement. "You're still clicking on the confirmation that should be displayed on you now!"

With wide eyes I look at the button, as if mechanically I move the mouse pointer to the spot and without reading the text, which is marked with a yellow warning triangle, I click down the mouse button. Afterwards, I hear a laugh from my mistress.

"There. Now I'll take a look at what you've been up to on the Internet lately," I hear her say. My browser, which I always use, suddenly opens on my screen. I stare at the display of my laptop. The history opens without me doing anything. A shiver goes down my spine. What have I done? I move the mouse, on which my hand still rests. Nothing. The mouse pointer moves as if by magic, without me being able to do anything about it. Suddenly, a line of my history catches my eye and, startled, I follow the white mouse pointer, which seems to pick out exactly this line and clicks on it.

"Well, what have we here?" laughs Miss Maria on the other end of the line.

A video opens on my screen and the first few seconds play. Shock sits in my limbs. Everything has contracted inside me and, as if frozen, I look with wide-open eyes at the scene that is unfolding. Desperately, I try to stop the video with my mouse and close the tab. But I have no control. That now lies completely with my mistress, who has simply hijacked my laptop.

"Interesting what my little slave worm is looking at on the Internet," I hear her say. "And without my permission!" she throws after in a hard voice as I listen to the sounds from the video. Shame rises up inside me. Never would I have dreamed that one day a woman would have complete access to my Internet and laptop, while I can only sit in front of my screen like a fool and watch her just click through my privacy.

"Excuse me, dear goddess! I beg your pardon and mercy!", I quickly shout through my earpiece.

"So that's what you're into too, you perverted pig!" she replies in an almost snidely sadistic voice.

"I don't know if I'm into that myself in reality, but yes...", I merely stammer in reply, because I can't think of anything else to say. As if spellbound, I stare at the naked, in my eyes completely unattractive looking slave in the video, who is there licking the boots of a beautiful woman. So far nothing unusual for me. But the scene is outside in nature and the boots of the mistress literally dripping with mud and dirt. The slave has every effort to suck the mud clods from her boots. You can see how he burrows in the dirt in front of her like a pig and swallows the dirt from her boots. As he does so, he gets dirtier and dirtier himself, while the blonde woman laughingly cheers him on, pushing her boots nicely into his mouth.

"There goes you off nicely, hm, slaveboy?", my mistress interferes again. Embarrassed and at the same time reminded of how hot I thought this video was when I first found it, I don't know how to respond.

"I want you to take your ridiculous cock out of your pants now and jerk it off to the video!", Miss Maria suddenly commands me. Hardly uttered, my cock already rears up again in its entirety. Her face with the mockingly demanding look builds up in my imagination in front of me. Then I look again at the video in which the slave greedily licks the mud under the boots of his mistress. The excitement in me gains the upper hand over my sense of shame and the idea of my mistress dominating me on the phone while we watch the video grabs me.

"I want to hear you moan!" it blares through the phone. I quickly open my jeans and pull down my boxers. My hard cock is already waiting for my warm, pressing hand. I jerk myself into the horniness that made me more and more addicted to the hard hand of a mistress since my youth. Loudly I begin to breathe into the receiver and moan as Miss Maria cheers me on.

"Jerk off nicely with the video. Oh, how nice you would lick the dirt under a woman's shoes," she mimics my inner voice as if she could see inside me. "Because you have nothing else to offer to a woman, you pathetic pig. That's just where you come in as a heel sucker and nothing more."

Her sadistic laugh together with the words that pick me up in my horniness, completely brings me to full speed. Faster and faster I jerk my cock, louder and louder I moan and feel so insanely ridiculous and pathetic. But that's exactly what turns me on even more.

"Stop! Get your pistils off your cock!", I hear my mistress shout. "Get your hands off! Don't you dare come!"

Having been on the verge of orgasm, I exhale loudly, almost sighing. Inside me, the fire of ecstasy continues to burn. My warm, extended cock craves for more. But Miss Maria has stopped the video.

"You're going to undress now! And then kneel naked in the corner of your room for an hour!"

All of a sudden, the little blue light on my webcam flashes on and on my screen I see myself. She just turned on my camera! Startled, I look at the display. Oh God, she must be seeing me now! My face gains a slight red color. Quickly, I take off all my clothes. My hands are shaking, I am still completely taken by my excitement.

"Your mini is still standing," I hear her laugh as I get up from my chair. "Go on, off to the corner with you and turn your laptop so I can see you!"

Naked, I move to the back left corner of my sparsely furnished living room and kneel on the floor. Then I look at the camera, stand up again briefly, adjust my laptop so that I can be seen on the screen, and then I wait on the cold floor.

"I'm going to devote myself to one of my books now, and when I tell you, you may get up again, but don't you dare let me see even a major movement on my screen from you!" she shouts to me over the still existing call line.

During the lesson, my thoughts start to flow through my head. It's crazy how Miss Maria is already controlling and ordering me around within the four walls of my apartment. I feel how her influence over me grows and grows. It excites me and at the same time the primal fear arises in me to lose control completely at some point. Or even to have lost it already, without being fully aware of it. It feels like a black hole, a black maw that threatens to swallow me and suck me in. I am helplessly exposed to the dominance of my mistress and I cannot defend myself. I do not want to defend myself at all. All this is far too horny and exciting. But where will it lead me? I do not know. After the realization, it becomes very quiet inside me and I wait out the time in front of my white wall until I hear her voice behind me.

"There you go, bootlicker. I made you kneel there even longer than an hour," her spiteful laugh comes to me. "Now I dismiss you for today. But tomorrow you'll be back on my doorstep! And you bring your spare key to your apartment."

With these words she disconnects me before I can say anything back. I stand up and take a breath. Still thinking about her demand to bring my spare key tomorrow, I sit down at my laptop as if automatically. Still frowning, I open my browser after remembering that there is another part of the video that fascinated me. But the page doesn't load after I type it in. I try another one. Also nothing. Only an error message tells me to check if my Internet is connected correctly. I take a look at my smartphone and discover a message from Miss Maria:

I've locked your Internet. *laughs* Maybe I'll unlock it again if you beg me tomorrow and be good. Have a nice evening, you pig!

I look at the message in disbelief. What can she do with the program? Almost a kind of anger, mixed with despair, is building up inside me. How can I let her do all that to me?, my rational brain asks me, which in the meantime is supplied with blood again after everything has run down. I take a short breath and remember that I have always wished for this and laugh briefly. I laugh about myself and my inclinations, which you can really not tell anyone. With mixed feelings I go to bed early and am curious to see what my mistress has in mind for me tomorrow...


Shiny boots

"Did you bring me what I asked you to bring?" Miss Maria asks me in her usual bossy, imperious tone. I'm on my knees to her again, after grudgingly not being able to use my Internet last night and going to bed early, but not falling asleep quickly. For hours I lay awake thinking of her.

"Yes, mistress," I reply in a humble voice, showing her the duplicate key to my apartment in my hand.

"Give it to me. I'm not just going to control you digitally. Maybe I'll just barge in on you!" she grins at me, showing off her white teeth that contrast with her red lips. Her face seems flawless and perfect again today and I'm only too happy to let her dominant facial expressions affect me and my submissive soul.

"I thought that the program was just a one-time thing?", it comes out of me a bit awkwardly and meekly, because I had actually assumed that.

"I guess you'd like it so," she replies. "From now on, I'm the one who decides in your life when you can and can't use your Internet. What you can and can't look at. I can also block individual pages for you. Besides, you can't turn off the program by yourself. You need a code for that and only I have it. You accepted that by clicking on the confirmation."

She looks down at me from above with her amused looking eyes and grins smugly at me. I look down at the floor.

"But I-", I begin.

"But what? No buts! That's the way it's done and that's that! You'll ask for permission when you need your internet, but I'll decide if I'll give it to you and for how long.

Her words are swinging in my face, like a slap in the face, to which I can't think of a reply. My cock stirs and gets all stiff at the hardcore control my mistress exerts over me.

"And now give me the key to your apartment! Chop, chop!" she calls out to me and waves her beautifully graceful fingers at me in a demanding gesture. Alone this small gesture with outstretched hand, which demands so naturally after my property, releases in me a gush of exciting submissive feelings. How much a woman can wrap me around her finger with her self-confident dominant audacity paired with her wonderful beauty, grace and femininity, amazes me again and again. But my body shows it to me. I could already perform my miserable pelvic movements again, which underline my arousal, as if I were fucking an imaginary vagina in the air. As if in a trance, I gently place the key to my apartment in the demanding hand of my goddess, whose red-painted fingernails burn themselves into my brain as an image. My mistress's warm laughter, brimming with satisfaction, completes the scene for me.

"Good boy. Nicely give everything to your mistress that she asks for," Mistress Maria croons in a sweet tone. She's just perfect at milling around in my head and planting the need to want to fulfill her every desire in me.

"Now, bring me my coat! I'm taking you for a little ride!" she commands.

"Off with you to the trunk!" she calls to me from above as we stand in front of her luxurious black SUV. "Oh, stop! You'll get this strapped on you first!"

With those words, she pulls out a bright red ball gag, which she puts on me. The large rubber ball that now slides behind my teeth is quite large. The ball gag makes me feel like I'm an animal, my mistress's cattle. How ridiculous must this mouth lock look on me, I wonder. Finally, I climb into the spacious trunk. No sooner am I inside than Miss Maria peppers the lid shut. Boom! It gets dark around me, only a small light falls through the gap that leads to the front cabin of the car. I hear my mistress get in, slam the driver's door and start the engine. Rock'n'roll classics of the 80s sound from the radio. We drive for a while. I can't estimate exactly how long, but it will probably have been about half an hour. The gag is starting to get uncomfortable in my mouth. Then we finally stop and Miss Maria opens the trunk.

"Out with you, you little worm. Off to freedom with you," she laughs at me. Clumsily, I climb out and come to kneel on the earthy ground. We are on a field that is completely muddy and wet. Last night it has rained. I have a bad feeling, because the video immediately comes back into my head.

"So, you little worm. Now let's see if you still feel comfortable in the dirtiest mud," I hear Miss Maria's sadistic laughing voice. "Come on, hands behind your back. You're going to be nicely tied up for now."

"Yes, mistress," I bring out inarticulately from under the gag and feel the thick, tight rope that she now ties around my hands and knots tightly. Then she continues with my feet and ties them as well. Fortunately, she takes the ballgag from me. My jaw was already aching. Meanwhile I feel the cool wind on my skin. It is mild weather, but the wind makes it uncomfortable. Afraid, I look around, but I see no one. Then Mistress Maria steps in front of me again with her long, leather booties encasing her adorable feet and legs, like a diva.

"Get down! In front of my toes with your head!" her voice slams down to me. In her face I can literally see her enjoying the scene and I interpret her smile as an anticipation of what is to follow. Like a worm, I now lie flat in front of my mistress and am very close to her boots. I feel the mud pressing against my body and staining it brown. Only inches separate my face from the muddy, damp earth of the floor. Straining, I hold my head up.

"Well, try to straighten up, you've almost completely disappeared into the mud," Miss Maria laughs. Following her order, I try to straighten up again with my upper body. But I realize that it doesn't work. With my hands tied, I can't support myself on the floor to get up. Like a seal bending upwards but still unable to stand, I try a few times under her laughter, but then give up breathing loudly.

"It won't work, mistress," I exclaim.

"Well, I guess you'll have to stay in the mud. But I guess that's where you belong," she grins at me. "Crawl after me, little worm!"

With that, she turns on her heel and strides ahead. I struggle to keep up with her pace, but strain to follow. The heels of her boots, which I keep seeing, drive me to crawl through the mud. I get dirtier and dirtier. My breathing is getting faster and faster. It feels like an athletic workout. Abruptly she stops and then bends down to me. She grabs me by a tuft of hair and pulls my head up to her as she looks deep into my eyes.

"Well, how does it feel down there for you, crawling in the dirt in front of me like that?" she asks me with her iron gaze.

"I'll gladly crawl through the dirt for you, Miss Maria," I say in a wheezing voice, strained from my marathon crawl, the pace of which she has set.

"You're going to really go through the shit for me today," she suddenly says icily to my face, with a seriousness in her voice that makes me shudder.

"Get your face in there! Go!" she then sternly calls out to me after she straightens up again. I follow her pointing finger and discover a puddle on the ground in front of her boots. Dumbfounded, I look at her.

"Well, will it soon? Anyone who watches videos without permission, without asking the mistress for permission, gets a beating!"

I know that talking back is futile and slowly move towards the puddle of mud in front of me. My face is now hanging right over it and I can feel the resistance coming up inside me. Anxiously, I look around, as if searching for a way to escape. But I can't leave here.

"I don't know...", I stammer.

Then I suddenly feel something hard against the back of my head. Miss Maria presses her boot against my head and presses my face into the puddle. Splash! I dive under the water. But she doesn't let up with the pressure, pressing me all the way down into the muddy, soggy ground beneath the puddle. Panic from the helplessness of my situation rises in me. The pressure of her boot does not lessen. I can't breathe and I have no control. The adrenaline rises in me and I see in my mind's eye how my goddess pushes me ice cold with her boots into the dirt. Then she lets go. I quickly pull my head out and start to breathe. I snort, because the dirty water runs into my mouth. I am completely sullied.

"Oh God," I cry out, gasping. The mercilessness of my mistress reaches a new peak for me. Despite my discomfort, my cock is throbbing. It's downright hard and my head doesn't know why.

"You are the shit under my boots, you worm! That's exactly what you deserve!" my mistress humiliates me while I'm still processing what just happened.

"Come on, tell me what you are!"

"I'm the shit under your boots, Mistress," I comply with her command, suddenly feeling the opportunity to either stiffen or let myself fall into my submissive desires. I choose the latter.

"I am the shit under her boots, honored goddess," I repeat the phrase more fervently now. "I'm just a little worm rolling around in the dirt in front of you just to get a hint of attention from you."

It just bursts out of me as my cock stands up all the way and I get all hot despite the wind. Miss Maria's dirty boots fall into my view and a sequence of the video reappears in my memory, where the blonde beauty's slave licked the dirt from under her boots.

As if she knew what was going on in my head, Miss Maria says in her most spiteful voice:

"Here look, you piece of shit, I'm going to turn my boots in the mud for you before you lick them clean for me."

She pulls her boots through the muck and then brings the sole of her right boot right in front of my face.

"Open your mouth and lick like there's nothing better in the world for you, you ridiculous creep!" she shouts at me, grinning sadistically.

Prompted by her meanness, I throw myself at her sole. I open my mouth, start licking with my tongue. I feel the wet mud on my tongue and dripping into my mouth. Wide I open and loosen a load of dirt from her boots completely covered with mud. My mouth fills with dirt and I have to swallow for the first time to continue. I close my eyes and manage to swallow some. But I need a second attempt. Never in my life have I had so much dirt in my mouth.

"Swallow nicely, you moron. That's exactly what you deserve in your pathetic life," I hear my mistress's laughter, which only cheers me on even more. "Other men lick a woman's pussy, but you're just there to lick the dirt under our boots. That's the only way you whiner gets our attention."

"Yes, Goddess, I'm just a dumb boot licker," it cries out of me. As if in ecstasy, I lick the boots of the woman who bullies and humiliates me. Her sadism and her gaze feasting on my suffering tells me that she is exactly the right one for me. Badass and relentless, she makes me a laughingstock in the dirt in front of her. I feel quite tiny in front of her and the excitement rises not only in my cock, but also to my head. Like wild and liberated, I throw myself into my groveling submissiveness. The adrenaline and the high spirits in me make me not care about anything. I want to lick the dirt off this woman's shoes, come what may. My heart cries out for humiliation.

"With your little stubby cock there you can’t satisfy any woman anyway, there is nothing left for you but to make a pig of yourself in front of us, so that we at least have something to laugh about!", she calls to me. "Come on, cock in the puddle and then you fuck the dirt in front of me, while you continue to lick my boots!"

Frantically, I crawl through the puddle until my cock is in the middle. I feel the cold, soft mud on my hard cock and move my pelvis rhythmically to my licking movements. The dirt falls only so from her boots into my slave mouth, while I fuck the ground under me, as commanded. Before my eyes I see only the brown dirt and the black, elegant shoes of my mistress. Suddenly something black presses into my face. The gloves of my mistress. She has grabbed some dirt and rubs it through my face. I feel as humiliated as never before. When she lets go of me, I open my eyes again and see her crouching down to me. She extends her middle finger close to my face and holds it out to me. Then she guides it into my filthy mouth and I start sucking on it like crazy while I continue to fuck the mud with my hard, horny cock. Like out of my mind I suck her finger that is inside the leathery black glove. I almost enter emotional realms that I would describe as childlike feelings of happiness. In ecstasy, I rub myself on the floor in front of my mistress, in front of the woman who now seems so tall and to whom I look up.

"Imagine if your ex-wife saw you like this now," she grins smugly at me. "I wonder what she'd think of you?"

"She'd think, good thing I left that jerk," I shout out. A tearing feeling of devotion erupts inside me. I'm breathing hard and in complete ecstasy. My cock craves more humiliation. Miss Maria laughs sadistically.

"She'd think, good thing I left that piece of filth there, and then she'd laugh about you so hard," she calls down to me, gloating with pleasure. "What was I with such a loser like you, she would think to herself. Who now only licks women's boots to get them to pay any attention to him at all! Look at what I've turned you into. A boot-licking dirt-eater. And you let me do all that to you, you moron," she laughs at me. "Your ex must have a real man by her side now!"

I moan out loud in ecstasy. The humiliation with my ex-wife leaving me is so mean. And yet, the idea of her laughing at me happily in a relationship again is as hot for me as nothing else in this world right now. A jolt goes through my body. A new wave of submissiveness reaches me and threatens to tear me apart, between the greed of not wanting to give up this feeling and the urge of my cock to finally come.

"Yes, goddess. Good thing she left a loser like me," I moan out in a deep, lustful voice. "I'm just a perverted pig, wallowing in the mud in front of you."

"Grunt, you douche," she continues to laugh.

I try, but only pitiful wheezing sounds come out of me that bear little resemblance to a pig.

"You're not good for anything either. Ah, yes, you are. I forgot. To lick dirt under my boots, that's what you're good for!", Miss Maria laughs and pushes her middle finger deep into my gullet again. Then she suddenly lets go of me and stands up.

"Well, I'll be off then. After all, it's getting dark and I'm sure it's about to rain again."

With these words she starts walking back to her car. Startled, I watch the movement of her legs and crawl behind her.

"Aren't you going to take me with you?", I call after her.

"You're so dirty, I'm not letting you in my car anymore, you can watch how you get home," she calls to me with a laughing shoulder glance. My eyes fall on her beautiful butt, which is now moving farther and farther away from me. Quickly, I crawl after her.

"You can't do that, Goddess," it comes out of me desperately. All the horniness is abruptly forgotten and fear spreads through me. "Please, I can't go home naked. Can you at least give me my clothes?", I beg my mistress.

"I didn't take them in the first place," she grins at me after turning around to face me. "You're walking home all by yourself!"

"No, please! I'm begging for mercy. How am I supposed to do this? I don't even know where we are!", I shout out in my faint feeling. My head is on fire. She can't do this, I think. Help! I can't go back to my house naked and completely filthy. I'm starting to get scared. My eyes go wide. My heart beats fast in my chest.

"Well, take a look around, slave," she smiles sadistically at me. And immediately I look in all directions. The field is surrounded by trees, but to the side where my goddess's car stands, a small farm catches my eye. It looks familiar to me. A few seconds pass before it flashes in my brain: the field is very close to my home! Maybe a ten or fifteen minutes' walk from my apartment. I begin to feel a teensy bit of relief, but not gone is my discomfort. I am naked. I'm completely filthy.

"What if someone sees me?", I ask miserably, still filled with fear.

"Then you just keep running until you get to your place, you douche," my goddess replies to me, now already about to get into the driver's side of her car. Then she slams the door shut. But before she drives off, the window whirs down and she flashes me her sadistic grin on her face.

"Have a good trip home," she laughs down at me, gives me a quick middle finger, and speeds off. The engine howls and swiftly her car moves away from the field, where I am now left speechless and still in despair.


Trembling

I am glad that dusk is already setting in. I'm still in the field and not moving. I prefer to wait until it gets a little darker. I taste the mud on my tongue. The wind is driving through my limbs. I look down at myself and can hardly believe what I am experiencing. It is neither pleasant nor comfortable, but I have never experienced such a mean, incredibly sadistic woman as my mistress. I shake my head and yet my heart warms at the thought that I have the courage to face my inclinations and explore them. So I stare for a few seconds into the dark brown earthy mud in front of me and feel completely surrendered to the moment. Never would I have believed that I would be dominated and treated like this by a hot woman, and yet here I am in this field, terrified and warmed at the same time by the fate I am surrendering to. Then my eyes fall again on the vastness of the landscape that lies before me and begins at the end of the field. It has already become darker and I dare to pick myself up and slowly move forward, in the direction where my apartment is located. Fortunately, I live in a small village not far from the city, but rural enough to at least give me shelter from crowds. But of course, I may run into someone here as well. Cautiously and slowly I walk, looking around to all sides the whole time. I feel enormously uncomfortable in my skin, which I present so naked and earthy to the world. I walk not at all upright, but rather crooked, inclined merely to show as little as possible from me. The lanterns are already switched on, so dark it is now. Apparently I have held out nevertheless longer alone on the field, than I thought. So I creep through the streets as thoughtfully and attentively as possible, trying to keep to high hedges, ducking when I pass houses with lighted windows. Once I jumped behind a large bush, startled, when I heard something rustling, but it seemed to be just a mouse or some other animal. Then I see the apartment building where I am at home in front of me and I take a breath. Now through the stairwell to the second floor and I'm home. With a pounding heart I arrive at the front door and suddenly my heart sinks into my pants. I don't have a key with me. It's in the pocket of my pants, which are still with my mistress. I almost burst into tears. That can't be. Completely overwhelmed by the situation, I take several deep breaths in and out. Sheer horror spreads across my face. I look around anxiously on all sides, but no one seems to be there. Never in my life have I felt so powerless as I do now. Speechless, I stare at the door to my apartment building. Anger rises in me and settles over the powerless feeling I can hardly bear. How could my mistress not have thought of this? I feel left alone and disappointed. I can't sleep outside after all. Close to tears, a flash of inspiration comes to me. Wait! With a shaky hand I press my doorbell and pray inwardly to hear the buzzer. Seconds pass that feel miserably long to me.

But then! Indeed! The door is opened. I can hardly describe what I feel at that moment. It's not just a stone falling from my heart, it's at least a whole rock wall crashing down inside me. The anger and powerlessness fade away and a feeling of relief brings two or three tears rolling down. Quickly and completely gripped emotionally, I stumble up the stairs and, breathing noisily, arrive at my apartment door, which is open and into which I quickly scurry. Panting, I close the door and walk to my living room. There I discover my goddess, who has made herself comfortable on my sofa and grins at me.

"There's my slave!" she calls to me saucily.

I'm still shivering all over, and not just from the cold. Speechless, I stare at her and am frozen inside. Miss Maria suddenly stands up and comes to me. As if automatically, I quickly get down on my knees in front of her. But it is working inside me. I have to process this first. The fear, the horror, this meanness of my mistress and then the longed-for relief. There I feel the hand of my goddess on my head. Gently she caresses me.

"You didn't think I was going to let you sleep outside tonight, did you?" she grins at me.

"With you, one never knows," I reply in a hushed voice. "That was so sadistic of you," I add. But slowly I arrive back in the here and now and am calmed down a bit. In awe, I look into the wonderful face of my goddess. "You really pushed me beyond my limits today."

"What kind of mistress would I be if I didn't?" she asks me with a smile. "My slave needs to show me his love and adoration over and over again. And you do that by being beautifully obedient to my word and thanking me for treating you the way I want."

"Yes, Mistress," I reply by now fully reassured and taken in by this sheer dominance and sadistic thrashing that Miss Maria has given me without batting an eye.

"I'm going to sit back down on your couch now and then I expect my slave to thank me properly for today's experience!" she calls out to me, turns around and gallantly sits down on my sofa. I quickly crawl on all fours to her feet. She has taken off her boots. Her long, bare legs are a feast for my eyes. On her feet stick thin, black sneaker socks that have lingered all day in her leather boots. Moved by the sight and her caressing hand, I hug her feet and ankles and nuzzle my face against her feet.

"Thank you, dear Miss Maria, for treating me as I deserve. With pure sadism and dominance. If it makes you happy and makes you laugh when I have to cross my boundaries for you, then I am grateful that you provide just that!", I shout out and kiss her socked feet with passion.

"I had a deliciously good time with you, slave! You should have seen your face when I told you that you were walking home alone," she laughs down at me. Her laugh gets me all hot and bothered. This is exactly how I've always imagined it. For my harm, for my suffering, I'm being laughed at by an arrogant, hot, nature-dominant woman.

"And how you sucked the dirt off my boots like the loser you are," she continues laughing. It's a pure, honest laugh. I can literally hear her enjoying my suffering and my cock spikes.

"That makes you loser all horny again, huh?" she calls down to me. "You need it to be treated by a woman like this. It would be much too boring for you otherwise. You have to make a real effort for a woman, only to be laughed at for your futile efforts to impress her."

Her thieving laugh booms in my ears. Her words confirm my thoughts that she knows and leads me so well.

"Come on, you're going to smell my socks that I've been wearing in my booties all day. I was really sweating in them. Inhale your addictive dose, piggy," she commands me around. I don't need to be told twice and press my nose against the sole of her wonderfully shaped foot, which is visible under the thin socks. Deeply I breathe in and inhale her scent. It shoots directly into my nose and from there into my head, like pheromones. I am completely taken by her feet and it gets me all hot around my heart and in my cock, which rears up. Deeply I inhale her scent again and again.

"You little pathetic bootlicker," Miss Maria punctuates the horniness rising in me. "I'm going to make you dependent on me."

"I already am, Miss Maria," I moan from under her feet.

"Jerk off your ridiculous shaft for me!" she calls out to me. Immediately, I start rubbing my cock as I become one with her socks. With her graceful hand she grasps my neck. Jerking off, I now kneel in front of her and stretch my face up to her. She bends down slightly to me and looks me in the eyes. Captivated by her gaze, I tear my eyes wide open as I moan under the increasing arousal.

"Wasn't that horny today?" she asks me with a grin. Her grip on my neck tightens a bit. Groaning, I nod at her.

"Yes, Miss, it was incredibly horny the way you treated me today!" it escapes me breathing loudly. I rub my cock even faster.

"How such a beautiful, classy woman like me just pushes your face into the shit with her boots and laughs at you...", she recapitulates for me, demonstratively and slowly emphasizing the words with her hot, red lips, whose movements I follow with my eyes.

"Yes...," I moan to her and close my eyes for a moment as another wave of arousal shoots through my body. My cock is on fire. There's a twitch of horniness inside me.

"Keep your eyes closed," she instructs me in her stern voice and then continues to purr at me, "Isn't it horny that I pushed my muddy boots in your face today and you ate the dirt under my boots?"

"Yes, it's so awesome...", I moan out in response. My eyes still closed. My hand jerks my cock faster and faster. The glow turns into a burning that I can barely contain. The fire of lust blazes inside me, bright and hot.

"And shall I also tell you why all this makes you so horny, too?" she asks me in her erotic voice, on which I am now completely focused and which penetrates me unfiltered.

"Yes...", I moan out. "Please..."

"Because you're a pathetic loser," she laughs out, putting extra emphasis on the word loser and drawing it out. "Because I can stomp on you all I want and you want nothing more than to lick the dirt off my feet. Because you pine for my attention and special treatment because you need me," she continues to laugh at me, symbolically holding the mirror up to my face.

My face cracks at these words. I groan out loud. With my face completely contorted with horniness, I join in, "Because I'm a submissive jerk who's only good for licking a woman's heels."

I moan and breathe for all I'm worth. Then I open my eyes. I can barely contain my arousal. I can still feel my mistress' firm grip on my neck. My eyes meet hers and I feel the passionate sadism in her expression. I am on the verge of an orgasm.

"Imagine how I will make you lick all my shoes clean. How I'll only walk around with shoes polished with your tongue. I make my own personal shoe licker out of you loser. Jerks like you I make dependent on me and then I exploit them beautifully for me," she laughs in my face.

The complete horniness seizes me at these words. In my head I imagine all the beautiful shoes, high heels and boots that I may lick clean for my mistress. I imagine how she gallantly strides on events, with shiny shoes that I have laboriously cleaned with my tongue. How I take the dirt under her shoes over and over again in me. An incredible desire for her feet erupts inside me. Her laughter pops through my brain and makes me see the scene as if in a movie. Completely gripped, I am in ecstasy. I pine for her. Inwardly, I am consumed by her laughter and her commands. My head cinema plays completely crazy. Staring fixedly, I gaze into her confident eyes, which, along with the smug grin of her red lips, shine with pleasure. My body twitches. My hammer-hard cock is now no longer driven by my palm, but with strong rocking hip movements I fuck with my cock my hand now. Loudly I’m moaning. I breathe at the top of my lungs. I feel like a pig that can barely hold his perversion inside of itself. Fulminant, with a loud moaning noise, I thrust my cock forward. I push in the direction of my laughing goddess. All my horniness is now focused at the point of my cock tip and I squirt my juice in a high arc in front of her on the floor. Indescribable is this moment for me. I feel the heat around my heart. I feel how I see the woman in front of me through some kind of rose-colored glasses, how I worship her, how I lift her up on a pedestal unreachable for me, how I lick her boots like no other. And as I exhale in relief, I realize how much I adore Miss Maria, how much I need her, how much I crave a continuation of our femdom game. Because I have understood one thing. She is to me as the good Lord is to others. I want to submit to her completely and watch with total awe what she makes of me when I give myself to her completely. She is the one who gave me back the passion for life. She is the one who makes me go through all the humiliation and suffering and yet always catches me. She is the one for whom the fire inside me burns. She is my dream goddess, my Dream Domme. And I will do everything I can to continue to put myself in her hands....

THE END


You might also like these stories...
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Tom's world turns upside down after he meets the beautiful, confident equestrian Maria. He fights for the job of programming her online horse store. But he soon finds out that she wants to use him for something else as well...

Click here for the book: “Slave Of A Horsewoman - Icecold Humiliated & Exploited”
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The deeply obedient Johann promises his mistress the world. He wants to lay his entire life at her feet. She takes him at his word. As a matter of course, the sadistic, merciless and downright mean Sylvia initiates Johann's enslavement. For her, there are no half measures. Either completely or not at all.

But suddenly he is gripped by fear of the dangerous vortex of dependence into which Sylvia is driving him. Johann descends into the depths of his submissive soul, while he experiences hardcore verbal humiliation, physical chastisement and exploitation in every way.

An odyssey of mental, physical and financial domination takes its course...

Click here for the book: “Merciless Mistress: Complete Enslavement”
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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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