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Chapter 1

It is a rainy, windy, but not too cold day in the fall, slowly drawing to a close and giving way to dusk. The sun's rays, which had previously cast a glow on the wet asphalt of the streets and illuminated the leaf-covered paths, have long since disappeared. Juliette is just gathering the last of her notes to file them in one of the colorful folders on the desk in front of her. Glancing at her watch's small dial tells her she is still on time. She has an appointment this evening. But it's no ordinary appointment because her heart wouldn't be leaping with excitement and curiosity. She has just discharged the last patient from her practice for the day and is running through the most essential points of the conversation in her head again, like a parkour. It was a first consultation. After the patient's initial, enormous anxiety had subsided at least a little, he showed a lot of himself and seemed happy to have come to see her at the end of the time. In between, the conversation faltered a few times when the nervousness, as if it had flown in, reappeared, but it couldn't hide the sympathy that had developed between them. In his case, she was dealing with a reasonably typical anxiety patient who, in many social situations, would prefer to be ashamed to the ground if he had to be present at all. Such severe social anxiety is simply paralyzing. A smile plays around Juliette's lips as she thinks back to how he burst out laughing, which washed the excitement out of his body a little more and explained to her that he couldn't explain what was going on with him in problematic situations either, he was just entirely beside himself. He couldn't even get simple sentences out straight. In response, she nodded to him with a sympathetic smile. She then casually mentioned that the body often doesn't play along in such situations the way we would like it to before moving on to another question to get to know him and his problems even better. For Juliette, it is always a wonderful experience when a patient introduces themselves to her for the first time and dares to take the step of trying psychotherapy for the first time. But that's enough for today. She takes a deep breath, holds it in her lungs for a few seconds, and then lets it out audibly, guiding her body into relaxation. Protected from the wind by her coat, she disappears from her practice, leaving all her feelings and thoughts about her patients behind.


Chapter 2

Armed with a long, black stick umbrella, she walks through the streets of the small old town, which would now be in complete darkness were it not for the warm, yellowish light of the numerous lanterns, which provide a certain coziness. Her destination is the café where she has arranged to meet at 6 pm with him. She glides gently closer and closer in her black, high-cut leather boots. She has told him to be there ten minutes early and to find a table, preferably in a quiet corner. After all, there shouldn't be anyone in their immediate vicinity who could overhear more than mere, incoherent snippets of conversation. That is very important to them both. If November weren't such a rainy month, they would probably have preferred to meet outside for a walk. As it is, Juliette enters the café, which turns into a cocktail bar in the evening, takes off her coat with a flourish, and slowly makes her way through the tiny aisles between the tables, looking out for her date today in the by no means preppy but elegant style that she adopts every day. Two glances later, she sees a man smile at her and strides towards him. As soon as she is near the table he is sitting at, he pushes himself up from his chair, nods briefly to her with his eyes closed, and his head humbly bowed, then points with his hand to the empty seat opposite him and says in a low, but not yet whispering voice:

"Nice of you to come. I'm looking forward to getting to know you."

To the sound of his words, Juliette looks impressively at his face, whose eyes sparkle shyly at her, while the delighted smile he had given her when she was still searching the room seems frozen in awe. She immediately senses how his excitement has built up so much that he finds it difficult to withstand her commanding gaze. She can't see any cunning in how he looks at her, so she sits down on the chair in front of him slowly and without a care. The candlelight flickers on the small table next to two small clay pots containing equally small succulents, separated only by the food and drink menu tucked between them. He sinks back into his chair and looks at Juliette with expectant eyes and a smile still full of delight. But she doesn't seem to try to return his humble greeting. Instead, she places her small black handbag on the table before her, opens the zipper attached to the upper long side with her fingers, reaches inside, rummages around a little, and finally pulls out a small lipstick case. She slowly opens it, reveals a lipstick in a shiny gold case, and places it on the table beside her handbag. The gentleman sitting opposite her, whom she doesn't look at again, watches her with interest, completely speechless. Once again, her fingers touch the light brown leather of the case and pull out a small square mirror with a wafer-thin black edge. Only then do her eyes meet those of the man mesmerized by her elegance.

"You can hold the mirror for me."

"Oh, yes, I'd love to, I...-"

"Sshhh-," Juliette says in a sharp voice, raising her eyebrows and looking at the mirror in her hand. "I want to touch up my lips in peace."

The man eagerly takes the mirror from her fingers and holds it in front of her face, leaning forward awkwardly. He tries to cover up his insecurity, expressed in nervousness and translated as trembling in his fingers.

"Closer!"

He stretches out his hand a little more.

"That's good," Juliette comments without looking at him. "Now move your head so you can no longer see my face, just the mirror. You don't have to watch me do it."

Wordlessly, the man moves his head down a little until he can no longer see her face but looks into the side of the mirror facing him and sees himself in it. Out of the corner of his eye, he notices Juliette taking the lipstick in her hand in her relaxed manner; he hears the click of the cap opening but is denied the sight of her slowly tracing her lips. Instead, he sees his face turn slightly red at the thought that the way he holds the mirror in front of her might look strange to others. Meanwhile, Juliette feels the cool pencil on her lips, looks at herself in the mirror, assesses the color applied to her lips, and presses her lips together with a scrutinizing look before relaxing them again. Satisfied, she looks at the result, takes the mirror back from him, and puts everything back in its case, which finds its way into her handbag. Then she examines the man in the middle of his uncertain-looking eyes, which now wander from her red lips to her eyes. She looks at him expectantly. For a few seconds, however, there is simply silence. Then his lips move and let her know:

"Thank you very much for letting me hold the mirror for you."

She nods at him and looks at him for a few more seconds. Then she finally speaks to him.

"So you're Patrick? Introduce yourself to me again, including what you've already written. I want to hear it from your mouth."

"Me... Yes, I'm Patrick, 37 years old. I, yes… I don't work in anything special, in the accounts department of a tax consultancy firm. I live very close to here, apart from that I have a small garden that I like to look after at the weekend. And yes, I don't know what else you want to know about me. I found your online profile really appealing, so I contacted you," he stammers, his head slightly red. He had imagined the meeting to be very different. He would have thought of the words at home if he had known he was supposed to introduce himself to her again. He finds it difficult to talk about himself in front of Juliette. She is so pretty, elegant, stylish, and looks at him calmly and penetratingly. Her beauty alone is enough for him to imagine and feel that he can only be nothing in her eyes.


Chapter 3

"Accounting, then?" asks Juliette, at a loss for words and without emotion in her expression.

"Yes, exactly; I do payroll accounting, to be precise."

"That's boring," she replies snappishly, observing his expression, which barely changes noticeably to the untrained eye at this sentence, but a shiny sparkle flashes in his eyes, and he stammers on:

"Yes, well, I've been working there for quite a while, and sometimes it can be interesting, but of course, I don't enjoy it," he says excitedly and then nods.

"You don't need to," comes back Juliette as she continues to keep an eye on him without her lips curling into a warming smile.

"What?" asks Patrick, startled.

"Have fun, you don't need to, I said," her determined voice rings in his ears.

"Oh, yes, right, no, I don't need that, no, you're quite right," he nods to her eagerly and elicits a slight smile, which glides gently over her lips, only to fade away quickly. The red lipstick intensely affects him because it stands out against her black top and dark brown hair as if to say to him: look what you can't have.

"Do you at least earn a good living there?"

"Oh, well, it's fine, not bad, not bad, but not too much either," he smiles sheepishly and avoids her gaze.

"Did you bring what I want from you?" her stern voice makes him wince.

"Oh yes, of course, I've got it with me," Patrick smiles at her but doesn't get a smile back. Nervously, he immediately fumbles around inside his jacket, which is slung over his chair, and pulls out a simple envelope and holds it out to her. Juliette looks at the tiny letters written on it with a blue ballpoint pen.

"What does it say? Read it."

"Miss Juliette," Patrick replies quietly. She smiles at him briefly with amusement and then takes the envelope from his hand, tears it open carelessly, looks inside, and starts to laugh. It is a laugh with a gleeful note that hits him like Cupid's arrow to the heart. The red lips of the beautiful woman in front of him move with a grin:

"Well, your boring job is good for something, isn't it?"

"Yes, I guess that's true," Patrick laughs sheepishly.

Juliette looks into the envelope again, slowly pulls out the bills with her fingers, and starts laughing again, which seems to speak to and activate a deeper layer in Patrick's soul constitution. His eyes light up, and his gaze follows her widening and tightening red lips and the radiant laughter reflected in its sound, the pure glee that spreads through Juliette and fills her with an extraordinary kind of warmth.

"Even a hundred euros more than you said," laughs Juliette as she demonstratively fans herself with the banknotes as if she's hot. Patrick's body reacts too because he is so focused on the banknotes, which are now waving in Juliette's hand and were his just a few seconds ago, that he completely forgets that they are in a café.

"How long did you have to work for that?" asks Juliette with a smug grin.

"For that? Oh, about a week."

"And then it's all gone," she laughs again. "You must have worked for me for a week."

"Yes, that's one way of looking at it," Patrick smiles again, embarrassed, while a fire ignites inside him at the sight of Juliette's sparkling eyes and hearty laughter.

"That's right!" she replies quickly, and her pleasure infects him. His heart beats faster. Suddenly, she puts the banknotes back in the envelope and the envelope in her handbag. She stands up without further ado and is about to leave when she says:

"Now I've got everything I wanted from you."

And with that, she turns her back on him and strolls towards the exit. Completely shaken inside, Patrick looks after her briefly as if frozen to a pillar of salt. Then he jumps up and hurries after her. A waiter, who meets him on his way to her, looks at him attentively.

"I'll pay you in a minute, don't worry," he says to him as he walks past and arrives just as she is throwing on her coat and stepping out.

"Please let me accompany you briefly to hold your umbrella. It's pouring outside," he says excitedly to her, who looks at him with amusement and nods.


Chapter 4

It is now pouring with rain. Juliette buttons up her coat and puts her umbrella in Patrick's hand. He immediately goes outside, opens the giant umbrella, and is already holding it when she steps out. The air is pleasantly cool and fresh, but the rain makes the whole thing uncomfortable.

"You will hold the umbrella for me so I don't get wet, but you should be completely uncovered. You can get soaking wet," she grins mockingly into his face and walks out into the rain, followed by Patrick at her right rear side, who makes an effort to walk at her pace and pay attention to her movements to hold the umbrella for her as well as possible. This turns out to be more difficult than he initially thought, as the stern drops of water constantly hit him in the face. Within seconds, he is soaked and walking around with cold soup in his shoes. Then Juliette suddenly stops, and he almost runs into her.

"I want to take a cab home; it's too far. You will pay for it."

"Yes, Miss Juliette," Patrick calls out, and they both hurry to one of the cabs waiting for their customers on the side of the street. He opens the back door for her and holds the umbrella over her as she gallantly gets in. He feels like he is in the shower and has turned the water to the lowest temperature. The rain is pouring down on him. Then he sees Juliette hold out her hand.

"Give me the cab fare. I need at least a twenty," she grins at him while he is already rummaging in his trouser pocket for his wallet.

"I only have one 50-euro bill left," he replies, still somewhat taken aback by her audacity.

"Well, give me this one then," Juliette laughs and moves her fingers in a demanding gesture. Without hesitation, he hands her this bill, too.

"Give me the umbrella, and then you can stroll home on foot like a watered poodle. I want a photo of you when you get home," the pretty woman in front of him in the car laughs again so beautifully that he would have loved to dance in the rain. He quickly folds up her umbrella, hands it to her, and closes the car door. Completely soaked, he looks in at her through the window, hears the car engine start, and suddenly sees something red. He is still so blown away by Juliette that he only really realizes what it was when the cab disappeared from his field of vision. She held out her middle fingers to him, completely uninhibited. As the image, in all its intensity, unfolds and burns itself into his brain, he runs off. The wind makes the drops slap his face, and he has to fight against them to move forward. Down the street, then to the right. He runs as the collected rainwater on the ground runs to the street drains that carry it away through the underground sewers. Up ahead is the house where his apartment is located. He leaves puddles on the stairs leading up to the second floor. He is dripping with moisture. He couldn't have absorbed any more water. Then he finally opens his front door and stumbles inside. His nose is red, his hands are frozen, and he feels unpleasant tingling and numbness in his swollen hands when you quickly switch from cold to warm. He quickly pulls out his cell phone, which he can barely type, opens his camera, takes a selfie without getting down on his knees first, and then sends it to Juliette: "Your watered poodle has arrived home. Thank you so much for this wonderful meeting! Thank you so much for letting me give you my money, pay for the cab, and hold your umbrella. Your laughter and your radiance are what inspires me, and I would love to continue to be of service to you."

He hastily tries to get rid of his wet clothes, which cling tightly to his skin, but it is difficult as if his body is trapped in a straitjacket. But finally, with some effort, he manages to wring the fabric off his body and quickly throws his clothes into the shower. He's all fucked up and can feel the flames of passion coursing through his body. He throws himself on his knees in front of his large wall mirror and rubs his hard member. Gasping for air, he looks at himself and remembers the scene with the mirror in the café, which almost sends him over the edge of lust.

"To this beautiful woman, I'm just a ridiculous nothing," he murmurs passionately. "So stylish, so beautifully dressed, so sweetly made up... To her, I'm just good for paying. She'll take the money out of my pocket. 'Now I've got everything I wanted from you,' she said and just got up and left as if I was just a cash machine. Oh God," he talks himself into the blossoming lust with its pink flowers that run sweetly over his eyes. His body is electrified and heats him. "And she's stayed completely dry and is already driving in a warm cab, which I paid for, while I'm completely wet. And then she also gave me the middle finger..." - Suddenly, his cell phone beeps. He quickly reaches for it and reads Juliette's reply, which has just arrived: "Haha, serves you right. Coal went and soaked to the bone. You made a fool of yourself for me, gladly again."

There is no stopping him now. Inside him, the sea of passions crashes against the rocks of the surf, splashing out of him while his eyes roll behind his eyelids. Then his body collapses. And then the cold, which he had completely blocked out, sets in again, forcing him to take a warm, soothing shower before he throws himself into bed and falls asleep thinking of Juliette. He hasn't met a woman this exciting in real life for a long time.


Chapter 5

Juliette wakes up the following day. She remembered last night, and the meeting with Patrick, and her fingers graze her vagina with a mischievous smile. How wet she got last night. With a jerk, she stands up, looks at the banknotes she had taken from him yesterday, and grins at them with an even bigger smile. She takes them in her hand and smells them. "Smells like work," she laughs and goes into the kitchen to make herself a coffee before slowly getting ready for today's practice day, which should be a reasonably quiet one as she is only seeing three patients and doing some office work.

"Well, have you recovered from the rain yesterday?" she says into her cell phone as she relaxes on her dark brown leather couch after work.

"Yes, Miss Juliette, it was pretty cold, but the fire is burning in my heart for you. It's been an unforgettable evening with you," she laughs at Patrick's excited voice in her right ear.

"Well, if that's the case, then we should continue this very soon, don't you think?" she replies, teasing him.

"Yes, I'd love to, miss. I'd be pleased about that!"

"How about a Cash&Go today?" Juliette asks with a smug, amused grin reflected in her voice.

"You mean just a very short meeting where you take my money?"

"Right, I want a quick date with your money," she laughs into the receiver. "We can meet at a bank. Then I can withdraw it myself, and you can get the hell out of there straight away."

"Oh, wow, just today again. Yes... Yes, but of course!" stammers Patrick, who has barely gotten over the previous evening and is now supposed to do it for her again. "As you wish, I'd love to!" he replies as if he were a butler who can't refuse his lady-in-waiting a wish for professional reasons alone.

"Then get going. There's a savings bank around the corner from me, and we'll meet in front of it, so I'll have practically no way of getting to your money. I'll send you the location straight away."

"Yes, mistress, thank you very much!"

As agreed, Patrick immediately gets into his jacket and almost forgets his debit card on the way out of his apartment. He arrives hastily and excitedly at the savings bank and looks around, shivering because of the cold weather. There is still no sign of Juliette. He nervously checks once again that he has his bank card. Then he sees a woman's beige ankle-high boots approaching. They look so new, so warm, and so aesthetically pleasing at the same time. Above them, black tights begin to snake tightly around the legs of the approaching woman and draw his gaze up to the thick black coat, which at its upper end accommodates the neck covered with a black turtleneck. Like a bright splash of color on a beautifully painted canvas, Juliette's pretty face meets him in all its splendor. His eyes are fixated on the woman who is now coming closer and closer to him and who is about to put him through the wringer. His eyes see nothing else, as if he has been on the hunt and has finally found the object of his desire. But he is the prey and not the other way around. His staring eyes are fearful, and he has long since interpreted his shivering from the cold as nervousness. And finally, she stands in front of him. With her boots, she is almost as tall as he is, and yet she seems much taller than him. He feels he is looking up at an unknown, beautiful being. While she looks him coolly in the eye, he reflexively takes his debit card out of his trouser pocket and shows it to her. As soon as she sees the small piece of plastic in his hands, her expressionless, calm face turns into a fiery smile, which immediately ignites the fetish spark in Patrick. It's incredible how much he can trigger with his card on the front of this dream woman. The world falls apart, and a completely different one emerges. One in which he now dutifully and wordlessly follows the beauty, who has unceremoniously taken the card from him and is now walking straight towards the entrance of the savings bank without paying any further attention to Patrick's presence. His heart is pounding in his throat as she reaches the ATM and inserts his card. He hears the clicking sound as the machine sucks in his card and swallows it. He can still only see the back of the woman who is about to exploit him. Inside, a flame of excitement runs through him, with fear for his future account balance. Suddenly, the woman turns around and looks at him demandingly, her eyebrows raised.

"Pin," she says, taking a small step back from the input panel. He approaches as if in a trance. His finger comes to the keys. Just four presses, and she has control of his account and can withdraw whatever she wants. He acts as a bridge between the woman of his dreams and the whirring of the ATM, which spits out all his money. He quickly enters his pin and confirms it. Then he steps back again to give her full access to his account. As he does so, he notices the thieving grin on her lips.

"I'd say like yesterday," says Juliette and enters the 500 into the machine, which immediately buzzes and hums. The card is spit out, which she takes as a matter of course and keeps in her hand while the hatch opens and the bills appear. Patrick watches as she takes his money out with her fingers. A dark feeling envelops his mind. He feels the blackness of exploitation, how he lets her take advantage of him without getting anything in return, and this blackness suddenly turns his glasses pink. He suddenly contorts at the sight. Juliette's broad grin now appears right in front of his face. She fans the green and orange bills with her hand. Her words ring loudly in his head:

"Good job watching me take you out," she laughs into him, filling the hole he can no longer hide from her. They have barely spoken a word or seen each other for two minutes, and already his coal is in her hands. Something inside him melts with lust and scares him at the same time, like a vast, black, ugly spider that appears to him in a moment of weakness and frightens him to the core.

"Thank you, Miss Juliette, for giving me the privilege of being recklessly exploited by you," he mumbles as if he had memorized them beforehand. However, the words come naturally off the tongue. But inside, he is so overwhelmed by this scene that he can hardly express himself. Juliette drops his card on the floor, turns her back to him, and walks out of the bank while he bends down to pick it up from the tiles. Out of the corner of his eye, he sees the beige of her boots moving away from him. His eyes are fixed on her shoes, and he dreams of throwing himself at her feet and begging for more. For more hardcore exploitation, that fills his inner black hole with an ember so that, at least for a short time, a little light burns there.


Chapter 6

He doesn't know what's happening to him, but suddenly, he hurries out of the savings bank, sees her turning left into the street, probably on her way home, and runs after her.

"Please, Miss Juliette," he says, slightly out of breath, when he arrives next to her, and they are now both walking in the same direction. "Please milk me again in a moment." He pulls out his card for her again. His posture is unusually slouched. While he was still walking straight through the streets before the meeting, he now seems to have lost all body tension. Like a shy boy hunching his shoulders, he looks up at her while her beauty looms before him like an oversized mountain to be climbed, yet so menacingly cold and windy at its peak.

"Someone can't get enough," Juliette laughs dryly, taking his card from him again. "Maybe this one should be mine soon, eh?" she grins at him and plays with his card in her fingers.

"Yes, miss, at least what's on there," Patrick breathes loudly.

"That's a good paypig," Juliette replies with a grin because she can see in the gleam in his eyes the utter submissiveness that is now prompting him to act this way. Her eyes flash briefly and are gripped by the sight of pure helplessness towards her, which combines with Patrick's submissiveness to form a dangerous mixture. With him in tow, she heads back to the savings bank. She can almost feel his excitement, which is in a state of emergency, stumbling after her. Once again, the machine is fed with his card, the machinery, the routine of exploitation is started up before Patrick's eyes, which he already knows well, but which Juliette, with her manner and attraction, underpins with emotions that stir within him, which he has not yet known in this intensity. He senses something dangerous in the air, something so cold that you could freeze to death if it weren't for the superficial warmth that the presence of such a beautiful woman gives him and then her smile, her laughter when she takes the money. Isn't it wonderful? How wonderful the world would be if he could earn more and more, if he could give her more and more. How lovely the world would be if he could dissolve in her laughter and transform himself for her into all the luxury and wealth she deserves. Patrick's thoughts swim like in a shark tank. Again, he enters his pin. The machine rattles again. Furthermore, the glow on Juliette's face at the sight of his money causes a fiery stab in his heart. Again he feels the cool wetness in his boxer shorts, which tells him how incredibly horny it makes him experience exactly this treatment. He is so dizzy and beside himself that he only now realizes he has another 500 euros in Juliette's hands. He flinches. A shock spreads through him. He had forgotten to suggest that she might only take 200 euros this time because he still has a few bills to pay this month.

"Oh God, that was a lot..." he mumbles and looks at Juliette in shock.

"Yes, and what do you say when you're a good little paying worm?" she laughs in his face again, barely recovering from the shock. But then he works again, just as he should for her.

"Thank you, Miss Juliette, for taking so much from me today. It's an incredible feeling to be taken advantage of by you," he says quickly and reeling. Still, with his words, he feels the overwhelming excitement rising, making him smaller and smaller in front of her beauty until he can only see himself as a small heap on the floor.

"That's a good boy," Juliette smiles sweetly and enthusiastically at him. "Thank me for it, too. That's exactly how you deserve it, pathetic pig." The words hit him like the taste of chocolate from the world's best manufacturer, only with an almost unbearable bitterness in the aftertaste. But that is precisely what Patrick is looking for and has found. This time, his gaze falls first on the black, tight tights, then on her black coat, which shows him her back as he picks up his card from the floor. One last glance at the light-colored soles of her beige boots, and she is gone, out in the dark. Slowly, he walks out of the bench and exhales. His hot breath turns into rising steam, and shivering and alone, he walks to the subway station to get home. A heavy feeling accompanies him, not the emptiness that he usually no longer feels because it is so omnipresent, but a state that weighs him down, which is almost completely drowned out by his excitement and now wants him to arrive home faster and faster. There, he looks at himself in the mirror again and sees the victim who has just let herself be fleeced by a beautiful woman. It might bring tears to other people's eyes, but it creates a storm in Patrick that sweeps him up, whirls him around, and brings him straight to complete ecstasy, which fills every cell of his being in such a way that he could mistake it for an overwhelming happiness of life. With her appearance, Juliette has injected him with a virus for which there is no antidote. Once it's in, you can't get rid of it. And so Patrick's thoughts revolve around her like a moth to a flame.


Chapter 7

Patrick is now even haunted by her in his dreams. Her smile suddenly flashes as she unwraps the banknotes in his envelope. Her eyes sparkle with joy as he pulls out his card for her. Before, she had just looked at him blankly, and the next moment, a smug grin broke out on her face when she saw his money. Her gleeful laughter as she realized that he had given her a week's wages in one go and now even more. Completely shameless and unplayed, her emotions burst out before him, spitting in his face with laughter as he became increasingly wrapped up in her web. He could feel her greed, greed for more, and desire to exploit him. When they met, there was something extraordinary in the air. Something he couldn't describe but could feel but didn't understand. Two people who were miraculously suited to each other met. One with a deep, wide-gaping black hole inside him, desperately searching for the redemption of his self in dissolution, in fusion, in symbiosis. And the other with a deep longing to take the other. He could feel her joy when he ran after her, begging to be exploited again. He could see the sparkle of greed in her eyes, something unquenchable, intoxicating, and fiery. If the dynamic was dark as night, Patrick was burning inside. Fantasies layered on top of fantasies, and everything was connected by the insatiable lust that was working ceaselessly inside him on his abyss.

For Juliette, too, it is a bright and blazing night. She hurried up the stairs to her apartment, quickly unlocked the door with trembling fingers, forced her way in, felt the heat fully unfold inside her, and threw herself onto her bed. Her labia were wet, her lips moist as she caressed them with her tongue. A deep satisfaction embedded her heart in soft, fleecy cushions and made it feel very light. A lust that came from deep within her pierced her whole body, and her fingers raced over her body, firing it up, setting it on fire, and then letting it boil in the water of pure passion. Twitching, she saw only herself and the money. She saw this little man, almost entirely unknown to her, wooing her with his bills. She saw the deep-devoted soul staring out of his eyes, wanting nothing more than to be driven into complete dependence. He held the mirror to her in the café so she could see herself while the mirror covered his face. Her eyes twist at the thought of Patrick drowning in the vortex of his submissiveness while everything flows from him to her. Moaning loudly, she takes the elevator towards her heaven. The world is wonderful when swimming in riches because a man forgets himself. When the gleam in her eyes doesn't mean the other, doesn't see the other, but only his function. How breathtakingly simple it is when both carry their respective counterparts within them while the whole world doesn't understand.


Chapter 8

"Well, my paypig, have you recovered from your fright yesterday? You looked like you were about to tip out of your shoes," Juliette grins into the receiver.

"I'm still recovering from that. I wanted to ask you to take a little less the second time, but I was so intoxicated that I forgot, and then you already had my money in your hands," Patrick babbles into his cell phone.

"Oh, I'm sorry about that," comes back Juliette with an ironic undertone, followed by a laugh.

"Of course, you're not sorry, miss, that's why you're here, because you always want more from me," Patrick replies.

"Correct, I always want more and more from you and it will never be enough. You can remember that. You can give me a thousand euros, like yesterday, but if there are a few more bucks in your account, I want them too because I've earned them as a woman. I don't care where you stay, worm," she says coolly into the receiver as she feels herself getting wet again. Hearing these harsh words from her mouth makes her frighteningly hot. "And that's exactly what you're looking for. Otherwise, you wouldn't have written to me."

"Yes, Miss Juliette, that's right, that's exactly what I'm looking for. You have a reputation in the scene, and what can be read about you is amazing."

"Well, only the best creepers come to me," she laughs. "Next week is already a new month, so you'll have new money again. I want to go shopping, and you're going with me. I want to get to know my new pathetic worm better."

"Oh, dear Miss Juliette, I'd love to, I'd love to!" Patrick calls in excitedly.

He is just as excited when he arrives at the meeting point on shopping day, and the time has come to see his adored Miss Juliette again. He is looking forward to the day. He stands nervously at the column in the city center where they meet. His eyes dart around again until they spot Juliette and immediately fall in love with the sight of her again—her black ankle boots, stylish look, confident gait, and beautiful face. Patrick sees everything again through his rose-colored glasses, and his eyes fix on her, or she fixes on his eyes, just as you want to see it. In any case, he sees in her the ideal woman, the beauty of the feminine, the goddess who gives his life meaning when he toils for her. He feels the impulse to prostrate himself before her in public, to kiss her hand or rather her shoes, to show her what a little worm he is in front of her radiant light.

"There's my payroll idiot," Juliette grins cheekily at him. "You're going to get fleeced again today. Are you happy?"

"Yes, dear Miss Juliette, I could hardly wait. I've brought you a small flower, but it's tiny." With these words, he removes the hand hidden behind his back. In it was a small flower that he had put together from a few banknotes.

"Well, you're creative; I like that," smiles Juliette. "You can carry it behind me the whole time so that everyone can see how much you adore me," she laughs and sets off. Patrick follows her, and they soon arrive at their first destination, a fashionable shoe store, where Juliette decides to try on a new pair of dark brown leather ankle boots with a golden zipper after a quick look around. She hasn't paid Patrick the slightest bit of attention since their brief greeting; she hasn't glanced at him, and even now, she sits down on one of the fitting chairs, and he stands a few meters in front of her with his money flower in his hand, feeling completely superfluous. He is always a few meters behind her and admires her beauty more every second he looks at her.

"May I help you out of your shoes, Miss Juliette?" he asks somewhat timidly as she is already reaching out to unzip her shoes.

"Do you think you deserve this already? I don't think so. You can consider yourself lucky I'm allowing you to stand there and watch me." She doesn't look up at him once during this speech but calmly takes off her shoes. Patrick stands still, doesn't move an inch, and stares spellbound at her emerging feet, against which her black nylon tights gently nestle as soon as he sees the uncannily strong aesthetics of her tiny, slender, slender feet, which are surrounded by this dense, close-meshed black net, something inside him crumbles. Something inside him wants to melt on the floor, give up all tension in his body, fall to the ground, and melt at this irresistible sight. His eyes can't get away from them. Every minimal movement is captured, and every perspective of their feet is enjoyed. Patrick becomes completely weak. He feels the urge to communicate with her, the desire to show her how incredibly submissive he is to her. But he stands there speechless, enjoying the sight. He sees himself at her feet, wants to feel her, smell her, wet her with his lips, wants to merge with her, become one with her, throw himself into the fire for her, and char her. His heart is pounding, and his body is electrified, as if a fluid is running through his blood, ensuring that every cell is consumed by complete desire.

"Miss Juliette, please excuse me, but I would like to offer you the opportunity to fleece my card in a bank after or during the shopping trip," he says shakily while fixing her feet with his eyes.

"Good boy," Juliette replies, looking at him again for the first time. Startled, Patrick looks into her eyes and feels her attention on him. Her sweet and naturally full lips curl into a smile as if the cells in his body want to dance. He can hardly restrain himself from getting down on his knees in front of her. As if under a magical spell, Patrick stares again at her feet, which she is now covering with the new pair of ankle boots.

"Have my feet already enchanted you like that?" Juliette laughs after noticing his gaze.

"Yes, they look so wonderful. Oh, how wonderful they must be! How wonderful!" mumbles Patrick to himself as if in a trance.

"Be glad you can see them like this. Some boys have slaved away for months to get this view."

"Oh, yes, I know, dear Miss Juliette! I've read all your blog articles. It's incredible what you've already done with your money slaves!"

"Very good, then you know what to expect," she laughs. "I'll take these black ankle boots with me. Pack them up again and carry them after me, together with your little flower."


Chapter 9

"So, tell me how you became a submissive pay idiot," Juliette asks him after they have settled down in a café to have a bite to eat and a drink before the shopping trip continues. In the meantime, Patrick is already laden with several bags and a few pairs of shoes and clothes.

"It started early for me. I came across the whole scene when I was about 20 years old. Back then, there was still a forum that I was registered in and where some of the big names in the scene wrote. I also read there how some slaves went into debt for their mistress, buying her entire luxury vacations or even taking part in some clinical drug trials where there was a large sum as a reward, just to lay all the money at the feet of their mistress. That impressed me. But I was already submissive before that. It started in my puberty, even with my foot fetish."

"And then you thought I wanted to be a loser like that?" Juliette laughs out loud.

"Not quite. I doubted a lot. I doubted half my life, but the urge to become and be like that became too great, and I started to serve women as a pay slave, for a long time only online in chat, but then at some point also with meetings in real life."

"And how much have you already spent on nature's more beautiful creation?" she asks, grinning at him curiously.

"Phew, probably over 70,000 euros already. Something in the shoot in any case," he replies sheepishly.

"Very nice, that's a start. And now you want the full thrashing?"

"Yes, I've always been an avid reader of your blog. You started it very early on, and I always found it incredible to see how your slaves sacrificed themselves for you. I've never heard or seen that anywhere else before. The story with your Johann alone..."

Juliette laughs. "Yes, Johann is still working off his debts and will continue to do so for a long time. He had to move back in with Hotel Mama after he went bankrupt."

"Didn't you also ensure his girlfriend broke up with him?"

"Yes, she was gone too, as well as his money. But I've already done that with some slaves."

"I find it incredibly interesting how unscrupulously you go about it."

"I'm usually a very social woman, but I let my naughty side out with my dumb paypigs,” Juliette grins gleefully. "And what can I say? The messed-up fools like it too!" she adds with a resounding laugh.

"It took me some effort to write to you," Patrick mentions.

"You won't regret it, not until the end," Juliette grins at him gleefully. "Why did you write to me now? I still haven’t understood that."

"I've also been in a relationship for a while now and wasn't able to live it out, and now I want to experience it properly again, I'd say."

"The relationship probably didn't work out because you're a loser, right?" Juliette laughs.

"Yes... Yes, probably too," Patrick replies meekly.

"What did you do?" Juliette continues to laugh.

"Well, she hasn't been that satisfied with our sex for months, and I think she's cheating on me now because she hasn't talked about it for a while, and she rarely does anything with me anymore."

"Ahaha, you let her cheat on you," Juliette laughs. "But that's what a paybitch like you deserves, isn't it?"

"Yes, Miss Juliette," Patrick nods thoughtfully.

"But you're practically still together?"

"Yes, we live together too, but we haven't had sex for a while now."

"Well, she just fell asleep with you and has now got herself someone new," she grins smugly at him. "You should lay all your money at her feet to apologize for that boring relationship you started with her. She should rip you off until you're broke and then leave you. But good for me, I'll do it for her!"

The words pelt Patrick's brain and make it glow. Juliette's pure schadenfreude makes his heart leap higher in a painfully piercing way. Juliette senses that she has discovered his first big weak spot, where she can grab him emotionally. She knows that every real paypig likes to reveal himself to his mistress so that she can use his sore spots to squeeze even more out of him. At the same time, she has such a perfect command of putting her fingers in sore spots. Yes, that's her passion. In therapy, she does it to confront people with their problems to find a solution. With her payslaves, however, she has an entirely different kind of pleasurable fun that sometimes scares her. But how can you escape yourself if you are a sadist? And so the game continues.

"Didn't a slave once pay you 10,000 euros just to buy your garbage?" asks Patrick before they set off again.

"I sent him a full garbage bag of mine, which he could then eat from for the rest of the month because he couldn't afford any more food," Juliette laughs in response. "I didn't even publish a lot of things on my blog, but you can believe me when I say that many slaves no longer recognized themselves after their many years of servitude to me. They were then just a shell of themselves, but there was nothing left inside because I had sucked everything out of it. And then I disposed of the shell."

Juliette formulates the words as a matter of course and talks with sparkling, joyful eyes about her experiences with her payslaves, whom she has let jump into the abyss for herself. This is precisely what impresses Patrick so much in his current situation, what attracts him so much because of how wonderful it would be to throw himself away for such a beautiful, feminine woman.


Chapter 10

"So, on with the story, I want you to pay more for me today," Juliette grins and sets off with Patrick in tow to continue her shopping trip, which she enjoys. They are strolling through the old town on their way to a clothes store where Juliette wants to buy new tops and bras when she sees a small coffee cart on the side of the road with two women waiting in line.

"Look, Patrick, do you see those two women there?"

"Um, yes, Miss Juliette," he mumbles and looks at the two of them. They're about 24 or 25, he estimates quickly.

"I want you to go to them and pay for the coffee they're about to order and tell them that you're a loser in bed, and that's the only way you can get women's attention," Juliette laughs and then gives him a stern, demanding look.

"What?" asks Patrick, startled. "No, please don't. That..."

"Sshhh," comes Juliette's voice. "You get your ass over there and pay for their coffee. Do we understand each other? What else are you in the world for?" her icy-cold, stern voice bawls in his ears. He looks fearfully first at the two ladies, then into Juliette's eyes, who gives him a devastating look. Entirely overwhelmed by her severity and the situation, he steps towards the two women but then stops. He can't do that. He is about to return to Juliette when he hears her voice whipping at him again.

"If you don't go right away, that's it for today, let's go. With all the bags you're carrying for me," Juliette laughs. Suddenly, his courage spills over as he imagines how to make Juliette laugh. Without hesitating again, but with his heart pounding in his throat, he slowly walks towards the two young women.

"Excuse me, you two," Patrick begins, addressing them from the side.

"Yes..." the two smile at him as if they expect him to ask for directions.

"I wanted to ask..." he stutters slightly. He feels as if the words are barely coming out of his mouth. "I was wondering if I could take the coffee for you."

The two look at him in surprise and then scrutinize him for a moment with his numerous bags.

"Um... why?" asks the young blonde of the two.

"Just like that, really, with no ulterior motives, I'll leave immediately and leave you to it," he explains, his head slightly flushed.

"Yes, well, why not," laughs the brunette, looking at the blonde with amusement and slight surprise. Patrick is glad that she says yes and that he can fulfill his task for Juliette. But he still has to meet it completely. His heart is pounding. They're about to think he's a complete creep.

"I'm a loser in bed. That's why I have to do something so good for the ladies," he mumbles, barely managing to look the two pretty women standing in front of him in the eye. They look at him in bewilderment. Then, the blonde starts to laugh out loud.

"Well, let's order something extra expensive then."

The brunette still looks at Patrick in amazement and with a slightly disgusted face.

"I don't know if we should do this," she says to her friend, looking at her thoughtfully. Suddenly, Juliette joins them, watching the conversation from the other side and having a great time.

"Go ahead, girls," she calls out to them. "He's happy to pay for you. I've been taking advantage of him the whole time; he's even cheating on his girlfriend, so he doesn't deserve anything else."

"Does he have some kind of fetish or what?" the blonde laughs and looks at Juliette questioningly.

"Yes, that's right, he's my pay slave, and I've ordered him to buy you coffee," Juliette grins, not glancing at Patrick, just talking to the two slightly younger women.

"Yes, I've heard that there is such a thing," says the blonde, while the brunette still seems slightly surprised by the situation.

"There are just some dorks like him who live it up, but he still likes it, carrying my bags after me with the things he's paid for," Juliette laughs. "Thank me for it too, don't you, Patrick?" she laughs in his face again. He nods, embarrassed and red-faced. He hadn't expected Juliette to embarrass him like this in front of others suddenly. Juliette talks to the two women for a few more minutes, and all three laugh at him. Then it's finally his turn, and he pays for the two of them, formally thanking them, visibly embarrassed, just as a pay pig should be.

"You can show him your middle fingers to say goodbye," says Juliette cheerfully. "He likes that too."

Laughing, the two then extend their middle fingers to him as they say goodbye. An image that burns itself deep into his brain.

"Keep being exploited, you loser," laughs the blonde.

"Oh God, that was embarrassing," he mumbles to Juliette.

"You can get used to it," laughs Juliette. "So, now we're moving on."

Still entirely overwhelmed by the obscure experience, he follows her, and they continue their shopping trip. He pays and pays and carries and carries the bags that are in both his hands. And once again, a large sum is spent on Juliette for the day. But the shopping is not over yet.

"So, you said we could go to the bank again when we're done. There's one up ahead," smiles Juliette. Her greed knows no bounds, and inside, she is so happy about how much money Patrick is losing to her today.

"Phew, that was more than I had planned," he says painfully.

"That's what every of my pathetic losers has said to me so far when we've gone out. No reason to stop now," Juliette replies sternly, so they go to the cash machine inside the savings bank. And again, without asking him, she withdraws 500 euros, holds it up to his face, and shows her gleeful laughter again. The amount hurts Patrick a lot, and yet he is so impressed by her sadistic manner that he can feel his stiff cock in his pants the whole time, even right after she had presented it to the two women. It's like a rush for him to see how more and more of his money ends up in the hands of the pretty woman who is just using and laughing at him. It is a bittersweet pleasure for him, just as the sweetness and bitterness in the taste of the grapefruit mix so it mixes in Patrick. The only difference is that the bitter substances in the fruit are healthy for the person enjoying it. But the intoxication is too beautiful, too supposedly fulfilling for Patrick to be able to stop, to get rid of the pleasure. Quite the opposite, Juliette becomes more and more attractive to him the more she takes from him and the meaner she becomes to him.

"Now you can lug the bags after me to my car, and then I'll have milked you dry for the day," Juliette grins smugly at him. Inwardly, he longs for her and her feet, which he has been able to admire several times today in the shoe stores, dressed only in delicate, cute little socks. He dreams of putting much more on her perfect feet and especially of being allowed to get closer to them at some point. This passion pulls at him like a vortex and draws him more and more under Juliette's spell as she skillfully and expertly appeals to his psyche with her pay slave training. Arriving at the car, she opens the trunk, and Patrick can put all the bags inside. The trunk door slams shut again with a bang.

"You loser can go back to your girlfriend who's cheating on you," laughs Juliette, giving him her middle finger at the end, getting into her car, and driving straight off. What is left behind is a shaken Patrick, who only really realizes the extent of his financial loss when he goes home. He nervously looks at the account balance in his mobile app, which is far too low.


Chapter 11

Patrick first has to sit on the sofa at home, exhausted. His girlfriend isn't there. Maybe she's on a date again. He reviews the day and feels an enormous shame rise inside him, but this is quickly overlaid with such intense arousal that he finds himself naked on his knees in front of his mirror, rubbing his little piece. He looks at himself again, and the words "loser in bed" and the image of the woman's middle fingers flash through his mind, only making him groan even more. Inside, he feels the part that makes fun of himself that laughs at him, that wants him to be treated in the same way and that finds it all horny to the point of paradisiacal ecstasy.

Suddenly, his phone rings. It's Juliette, and he answers it, breathing loudly.

"What are you doing?" asks her stern voice.

"I've been thinking about today again, and I'm completely aroused," he replies honestly and in a frenzy of emotion.

"That's how it should be," laughs Juliette, who meanwhile circles her wet clitoris with her fingers. "Isn't it hot that you think your exploitation is hot, too?" she asks him in a lustful voice.

"Yes, miss," he gasps into his cell phone as his hand slides faster and faster over his cock.

"Just think of how this could turn out with us in the future," she whispers flirtatiously in his ear as his lust shoots skywards. "How much money you'll lay at my feet."

"Oh, yes, miss, I'm sure you'll cost me half a fortune," he replies excitedly.

"Maybe even a whole one," she whispers into the receiver in a warm, smiling tone.

"Oh God, that would be strong, that would be strong," murmurs Patrick in response. She plays on his mind, directs him with her words, and makes her desire to anchor in his rise.

"I've squeezed some of my pay slaves so dry in a quick number of a few weeks or months that they were completely broke," she purrs on. "But with you, I can imagine you even letting me milk you dry in the long term."

"Oh, yes, miss, I want you in my life for the long term and to lay a fortune at your feet for the long term, bit by bit," he breathes into his cell phone.

"Yes, that would be sweet! And imagine how I might even let you touch my beautiful feet one day as a reward."

From that sentence onwards, there is no stopping Patrick. The feelings flood him, and the excitement claps into his brain.

"Yes, miss, I want to slave away for you. I want you to take advantage of me in the long term. I want to lay the world at your feet and become addicted, first to your attention and then to your sweet feet. They already looked so gorgeous today. I could hardly stop myself from falling to my knees in front of them in the first shoe store, and they moved me so much. How wonderfully shaped, and then your socks, too. I want to smell them and immediately become addicted to your scent."

"You're going to fall for me and become very weak, and that's when I'm going to take you and milk you so hard that you'll lose your sight and hearing," Juliette laughs into the receiver, and her laughter acts like an additional aphrodisiac in Patrick's ears. He groans out loud.

"And then I'll end up with nothing because everything will be at your feet," he howls under the weight of his excitement.

"You're going to cut back for me, even if you have nothing left. I'm not done with you yet. We'll continue. Then, we'll find ways to fleece you even more. Loans, installments, maybe we'll even draw up an official promissory bill at the notary's office to bind you to me."

"Oh God, that would be so gross," Patrick calls in.

"I'll milk you until you have nothing left, until you're nothing to me," Juliette laughs gleefully, breathing louder and louder herself as her arousal warms her and rises inside her. "And then I'll throw you away like a squeezed lemon. Then you can only come crawling back years later when you've recovered a bit."

"You're going through with it," Patrick blurts out. He is on the verge of all-consuming ecstasy.

"Of course. Do you think I'm interested in how you little idiot end?" she laughs aloud. "You'll run yourself to ruin for me and then thank me for doing this to you."

"Yes, miss, yes..."

Patrick comes to the idea with the full force of how electrified and enamored his brain is as he imagines being taken so much by Juliette. Pure lust and pure excitement are combined with this desire. And he has no idea how much it will stay in his head and how much his body will long for its fulfillment.

"You stupid paypig," Juliette laughs as she hears the sounds of his orgasm, only increasing the intensity of the uncontrolled twitching of his cock for seconds. Never before has a woman been able to get him as hot as Juliette.

And so begins the ecstatic journey for the two of them, which may end in the most bitter trap of Patrick's life...
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