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The slave anniversary

Michael puts on his thick, green winter jacket, leaves his apartment and gets into his black Audi. The thermometer reads just over 2° Celsius. He starts the engine and begins his drive, which takes him mainly through small villages and country roads. Today he drives a little more carefully than usual, because it has snowed very heavily the last few days and the snow is inches thick on the fields and the roofs of the houses he encounters during his short, maybe thirty-minute trip. It's really cozy weather that makes you want to stay home, pick up a book and put your legs up on the couch. In the meantime, however, it has stopped snowing, the sky is bright, albeit cloud-covered, and it will be a few more hours before twilight settles over the inhabitants of the village Michael is now approaching. Arriving at his destination, he gets out, breathes in the beautiful, crisp air, opens his trunk and pulls out two large, bulging bags that he will take with him. He turns down a small footpath, which at first glance seems very nondescript, and has to walk for another three minutes or so until he comes to a somewhat secluded house. It has a front yard that leads to a small staircase in front of the front door. Walking around the building, a long, flat field stretches out there, interrupted only by isolated clumps of trees here and there, and finally finding its border at a small patch of woods. The detached house is the domicile of his mistress Alexa. With obvious anticipation, coupled with a good dose of nervousness, Michael now walks up the five steps to the front door. In all these years, he has never met a woman who has made as much of an impression on him as Miss Alexa has. He puts the two bags down briefly and then first removes his shoes, takes off his socks, then his pants and then the rest of his clothes. Completely naked, he carefully folds his things, then places them on the covered, cold stone tiles right next to the front door. His heart begins to beat faster and nervously he picks up the two large bags and kneels down in his nakedness, feeling the cold stone beneath him and the low outside temperature in the air. Finally, he presses the doorbell, hears a ringing sound inside the house, and shortly after, a soft clacking grows louder and louder. The door opens and his lowered gaze falls on his mistress's feet, which are in black patent stilettos. A monstrously long heel ensures that the instep of the foot presses forward slightly, while the spaces between the toes can be seen in their base. A single strap at the ankle makes the shoe look very graceful. The contrast of the black patent with the light, very well-groomed looking skin of the feet and the long, dangerous-looking heel make the heart of the passionate foot fetishist Michael jump higher. Just a few inches above the ankle strap, the tight black leather leggings begin, accentuating his mistress's slender long legs and matching wonderfully with the stilettos.

"There's my slave," Michael hears his mistress' beautiful, dominant-sounding voice say. "Greet me properly."

Quickly Michael, continuing to lower his eyes, puts the bags aside and bends his head over the threshold. Now very close to his mistress's feet, he sets his lips to a seconds-long kiss on the tip of her left shoe. He feels the cold lacquer on his lips while only a few centimeters separate him from the pretty instep. He releases his lips again and kisses the second heel as well. He has done this welcoming ritual so many times and again and again he notices how the welcoming kissing of his mistress' feet makes him feel all calm inside and centers him. The stress of his everyday life falls away from him a bit and he can let himself fall, because in her environment he can switch off his head. He doesn't have to make any more decisions, because the only thing he has to do is to function for her and to follow her word unconditionally. Even if this is sometimes not as easy as it sounds, because his mistress is very demanding.

"You may look up to me and tell me what you brought for me there, slave," Mistress Alexa snaps him out of the blissful feeling that spreads through him. Her voice is imbued with a demanding severity that is incomparable for Michael. He looks up at her with his round, fleshy face that resembles the shape of a pig from the side and gazes into her oval-shaped, symmetrical face that seems flawless to him. The color of her dark brown eyes is reflected in her long, straight hair, which she wears open with a side parting. Her full, red lips only emphasize her elegance and beauty. She has a confident look in her eyes, which look at Michael bluntly and with a slightly mocking expression. Her charisma and her whole demeanor have been the reason for Michael to choose her. Since the beginning of his time on this earth, he has fallen for one strong woman after another and has already been allowed to serve many different women, who were sometimes more, sometimes less dominant. But his current mistress Alexa puts all his previous experiences in the shade. He feels how much she embodies his ideal image of a mistress: The natural dominant woman with both feet on the ground, who lets men toil for her for her fun and lets them serve her without her even needing them.

"Thank you very much for letting me come under your eyes today, esteemed mistress Alexa. I bring you gifts, because today is, after all, my two-year anniversary as your personal slave and for this opportunity, the honor to serve you, I want to thank you with all my heart," Michael now speaks in a firm, yet nervous voice. For him, today is a very special day and he hopes that she will like his gifts.

Her beautiful mouth, traced with red lipstick, contorts into a mocking smile.

"Well, I can't wait to see if I like what you've picked out for me. You may crawl in," his mistress answers him with the usual authoritative tone she displays when speaking to him and which has such a great attraction for him.

On his knees and with his eyes on the floor, naked Michael, carrying a small belly in front of him, moves across the threshold of the door. His mistress closes the door behind him and walks down the long hallway towards the large, beautifully furnished living room, where not only a leather couch finds its place, but also a black fireplace, whose fire now flares cheerfully, giving the room a pleasant warmth. Michael hears the clacking of her high heels on the floorboard and quickly crawls behind her feet.

Once in the living room, his mistress Alexa sits down on the couch, crosses her legs, picks up her smartphone and starts typing on it. As Michael kneels in front of her, looking indecisive, she says without taking her eyes off the brightly lit display:

"You may go ahead and spread everything you brought at my feet."

Michael follows her command and takes the gifts out of the two bags. There are a few things in there. Among them are the black ankle boots as well as the leather black gloves she has been wanting for some time, her favorite chocolates, a book from the series of novels she is currently reading and a voucher for a trip to the theater. He neatly spreads everything out in front of her patent leather shoes. When he is done, he kneels behind the gifts and lays his head flat on the floor. He always assumes this slave position when he is not needed by her at the moment, but is still close to her. She taught it to him and demanded it from him and regularly checks whether he behaves adequately in front of her. At the very beginning, he often forgot to take the position at the right moments, but the subsequent punishments from her were so hardcore that he has since learned to be meticulous about his behavior. She is not a mistress who is squeamish or where punishment is more like a reward for a submissive slave. This consistency in her training is not always easy for Michael to bear, but that is what makes a good mistress for him. Over the months, he literally feels the effects of her harsh slave training in his behavior and thoughts.

A few seconds pass before Michael hears her put away her smartphone and now turn her attention back to her slave.

"I like these things, my slave. Good boy," he hears her say.

He straightens his head again but keeps his gaze lowered, the view of his mistress' feet now surrounded by his gifts is pleasing him greatly.

"Thank you so much, my honored goddess, for allowing me to lay all of this at your feet. I want to tell you again that I am incredibly grateful for being allowed to be your slave and to toil for you," he tells her in his submissive manner. He really wants to show her that he is happy to have her in his life and to be able to serve such an attractive woman.


Not good enough

"For two whole years now you've been working hard for me, serving me, courting me, giving me presents, taking the housework off my hands," his mistress Alexa smiles at him. In her smile he detects a trace of mockery. He understands what she is alluding to. When he first met his Mistress Alexa, he had been by no means as submissive in his behavior toward her as he is now. He met her at a femdom party and lay at her feet there for the first time. Thereby he still toned around how he finds it nice when other slaves are also used as house slaves, regularly cleaning the apartment of the adored woman, shopping for her, doing the laundry and other annoying work, partly even without the mistress being present at all, but for him this is nothing. At that time he was in a phase in which he tried to separate himself somewhat from other submissive slaves and wanted to appear with more self-confidence than he even possessed. But after he got to know Mistress Alexa and the desire developed in him to surrender to this enormously dominant and demanding Mistress, she drove such behavior out of him quickly and hard. In the meantime, he goes out to his Mistress at least once a week to clean for her and give her a hand wherever he can.

"In the beginning I did not know the power you will have over me, dear Miss Alexa. I thank you immensely for taking care of me in the first place," Michael replies submissively, smiling meekly. "Under your guidance, I have learned what it means to be a slave to a dream mistress."

"I'm not even done with you yet," it comes back quickly and sternly from her, making Michael wince inwardly. Hopefully he hasn't said anything wrong now.

"Do you think your little gifts here and there, your sycophantic words trying to please me, and the few hours a week you spend cleaning for me and serving me are enough for me from you? Do you really think you can impress a woman like me with that?" her piercing voice, suddenly sounding almost angry in its demanding tone and mingling with her now arrogant gaze directed at Michael, suddenly makes him feel quite small in front of his mistress. She has drilled into him many times that nothing he does for her is even remotely enough for her.

"No, no, honored mistress, of course none of this is at all enough to compensate for being in the presence of such a divine woman as you. This should all be natural for a slave," Michael replies speaking quickly while stuttering, for he is surprised by her change of mood.

"You're lucky I put up with you at all," says Miss Alexa, sitting casually and leaning back on her couch, looking at the naked Michael with serious eyes. "If you are going to continue to serve me at my feet, then I expect more from you. I expect more and more and more from you. You can kiss goodbye that this is going to be comfortable for you. It's not enough for me that you toil and strain for me, that you worship and adore me. There, at my feet," Miss Alexa continues to speak in a loud tone that doesn't allow any backtalk, while pointing her finger at her feet embedded in the heels. "Right there you will sacrifice yourself more and more for me. Sacrifice in the truest sense of the word, I want everything from you. Your time, your energy, your possessions, your body, you're going to lay it all at my feet over time. Do you understand?"

"Yes, honored mistress, yes, I understand that and that is what I desire."

Michael looks at her spellbound and frightened at the same time. With this incredibly demanding tone from her, he hardly dares to contradict her and he doesn't want to. The dominance she displays beguiles his heart. This unmistakability and this merciless verbal address of his mistress is still in his ears when he notices how his slave cock has extended. Very early in the mistress-slave relationship with his Miss Alexa he was allowed to tell her that he finds it incredibly fascinating to watch and read about how a slave completely sacrifices himself for his mistress, dedicates his whole life to her and she completely trains him according to her wishes without any restrictions. He has read of quite a few different cases online where men have, for example, gone into debt for their Mistress in order to provide her with a life of luxury, or live together with their Mistress and are available to her 24/7 and completely put aside their needs in life for her. He is fascinated by the thought of renouncing for his mistress and becoming more and more addicted to her. And that is exactly what she seems to be aiming for right now. Michael feels the desire for her building inside him.

"Look down at you! Your ridiculous slave tail knows exactly what's good for you. You don't need a wife or girlfriend, you just need me," his Miss Alexa suddenly laughs maliciously with a hint of glee. "It's designed that way in you. You need a woman who you can lay everything at her feet and who demands that from you, because otherwise she wouldn't even look at you with her ass! And I will be that woman for you."

Michael senses how much truth there is in her words, in his desire to throw himself at this woman's feet and beg her straight to do just that with him. All aroused, he looks at the beautiful feet standing there in front of him in the black stilettos. "This woman is unbelievable," he thinks, knowing that she is alluding to an incident that happened many months ago, but that made a deep impression on Michael. At the time, she had found out he was dating a woman he met in real life at work. He had met with her a few times and found her quite likeable as well. Suddenly, his mistress wanted to take a closer look at his chat history and found messages from her and confronted Michael. He still has very clear in his mind how he also knelt naked in front of her there and talked about his dates with this woman, which he had withheld from her. His mistress got really angry, hit him several times in the face with the flat of her hand, verbally scolded him and then gave him an ultimatum: Either he calls her immediately in front of her and tells her that he can't continue to meet with her or she kicks him out and he is never allowed to see his mistress again. She was so possessive and strict in her ways that Michael realized then for the first time that she was completely serious about his enslavement. In a completely embarrassing phone call he said goodbye to the lady he had dated kneeling naked in front of his mistress, who afterwards couldn't get out of laughing. Michael can still recall in his memory the words "You are only a slave creature for me, which I can exchange at any time, but you need me, so kiss my feet gratefully for making that clear to you". It was an incredibly intense experience for him with his mistress.

"Yes, please be that woman for me, honored Miss Alexa! I want to lay everything at your feet! I want to sacrifice myself for you! I am beside myself with happiness to be able to lie at your feet now and beg you to take me exactly where you want me to go," Michael shouts out, in an almost pleading tone. Gripped by the horniness his mistress has unleashed in him, he drops flat to the floor in front of her feet. His face is now right in front of her shiny shoe toe and he starts kissing the ground in front of it. His slave cock is just pulsing with desire.

"How serious you are, I will test today, my slave worm," comes back from her with a smug grin. Michael has no idea what is in store for him while he bathes in his submissive feelings of happiness.


Undercooled

Miss Alexa rises from the couch, strides in her clacking high heels to a large dresser, opens the second drawer from the top and pulls out something black from it. She turns back to him and throws the things on the floor. Michael realizes that they are the black, wide ankle and hand cuffs that he has been allowed to put on himself a few times already. Next to them is a black mask, which he also already knows well.

"Put it on!" he hears Miss Alexa command.

The mask covers his entire head and is equipped with several zippers, so that his mistress can simply close the opening for his mouth as well as for his eyes, if she feels like it. The cuffs serve as slave accessories and are not connected to each other.

"I don't want to see your stupid face today when I take you outside. There, you still have your collar!", his mistress Alexa says to him and connects a leash to the front ring of the collar after her slave has put it on. She then sits back down on the couch and stretches one of her feet in front of Michael's masked face.

"Come on, put on the boots you gave me, but make it snappy!"

Suddenly, she bends over and uses her fingers to pull the zippers closed in front of Michael's eyes.

"You don't deserve to see my pretty feet," she tells him in a stern tone.

Inside Michael is almost tearing himself apart with excitement, because hardly anything turns him on more than being close to his mistress' shapely, slender feet and looking at them. Cautiously, blind as he is, he now tries to reach for her feet to take off her heels and quickly finds them in front of him as well. He feels the cool varnish of the shoes and the cold metal heel in his hands and slips the shoes off her feet. Groping, he finds the boots lying next to him and puts them on his mistress in a somewhat more laborious and slower manner than if he could have seen. The leather boots feel good in his hands. Shortly after he finishes, Miss Alexa gets up and goes into the hallway while Michael is left to his dark blindness. After a few minutes, she comes back to him and pulls his eye-gullet holes open again. She holds his leash in her hand and Michael realizes that she has put on a tight, leather, dress-like top that shines black in the light, just like her booties and leggings. There are tufts of black faux fur on the sleeves, hood and waist. The tight dress is reminiscent of a corset, as it has strings from the waist up that squeeze the leather tightly around Miss Alexa's body. She wears the black gloves, also made of leather, that he was allowed to place at her feet today. Fully encased in black leather, she looks impressively majestic. Michael feels a tug on the leash and his Mistress struts with him to the patio doors that lead to her garden and beyond to the field. Michael's gaze wanders over the snow-covered expanse and he remembers the temperature gauge in his car, which had shown him 2° degrees Celsius.

"We're going to go for a nice ride and you're going to freeze your ass off for me," it came in a determined voice from his mistress.

"Yes, miss, thank you very much," Michael replies in an obedient mood, although he is afraid of what his mistress has in mind for him.

The mistress opens the terrace door and promptly Michael is already confronted with the cold of the winter that lies ahead of him. His mistress gallantly strides out with her long boots, next to which he has his place, and he follows her naked on all fours, like a dog. At least the leather mask keeps his head warm, but still restricts his vision somewhat. From the covered terrace, they head toward the inch-thick blanket of snow that stretches before them. The boots of his advancing Miss press noisily into the snow, leaving a deep imprint. Michael follows her, inside he feels the resistance to go so defenselessly into the snow, but he knows by now that his mistress will have no mercy on him.

"Off into the snow with you, slave! I told you that you will freeze your ass off for me. And how do you have to do that?", he hears his mistress say.

"Gratefully and with full commitment to your wishes," he quickly exclaims and finally with a quick leap goes into the snow right next to her boots. He instantly feels the cold and dampness on his hands and legs. The snow reaches up to his knuckles. As if jumping under an ice-cold shower, he inhales and exhales deeply, panting for air. They start moving and after a few seconds he has become a little more accustomed to the cold. It's not pleasant for him, though. He breathes deeply and tries to endure the cold. He does all this for his mistress. He wants to show her that she can do anything with him and that's exactly what he's there for.

After they have roamed through the cold snow for about five minutes, Michael's body makes itself felt. He is literally shivering from the cold.

"Well, are you shivering yet?" his mistress calls down to him with a laugh.

"Y-yes, Goddess," he brings out as the warm air from his mouth makes itself visible as steam. He's incredibly cold, and he hopes she'll join him back in the warm house soon. But by now they are several hundred yards away from her terrace.

"I'm going to make you suffer really hard for me today, so you can learn what I expect from you in the future," his Mistress says in a tone that takes away any hope Michael has of getting back into the warm quickly. If his mistress wants to see him suffer, then he can prepare himself for something. A queasy feeling rises in him. The teeth in his mouth hit each other slightly and his entire body shivers from the cold. Suddenly his mistress stops, stands in front of him and drops his leash on the floor.

"Throw yourself in front of me in the snow and then you roll back and forth nicely!" his mistress calls to him in a loud, stern voice.

Michael moans briefly and then artfully throws himself in front of her in the snow. His entire front body comes into contact with the icy cold, while on the free back side the rising wind beats the frost around his ears. He begins to toss and turn as his Mistress watches him with an amused, gleeful smile as he throws himself into suffering for her.

"I want you to really jitter for me," she cheers him on. "That's all a slave cock like you deserves, the freezing cold your mistress brings on your life," she begins to laugh.

"T-thank you, m-mistress, t-that I m-may suffer for you!" it came through chattering teeth from Michael, who is now just a quivering pile of misery in the snow in front of her. After his rolling interlude, he lies flat in the snow in front of her boot tops, neck stretched upwards so as not to land with his face in the snow, looking up at her long boots. He wants nothing more than to get back into the warmth, but he feels how this brazen sadism of his mistress will help him to a memory he will never forget.

"Open your mouth real wide when you talk to me!", he hears her yell at him in a bossy voice. "Open your slave mouth wide, I'll show you what's in store for you under me!"

Obediently Michael obeys the command and tears his mouth wide open, in evil foreboding what now follows. Barely done, his mistress easily takes out her boat and shoves a good load of snow including a light kick into his face. The snow pushes into his mouth and he almost has to cough, that's how far into his hatch it gets.

"Eat that, you pig! I'm going to cool you down from the inside too," Miss Alexa laughs meanly at his attempt, with a groan, to swallow the load of snow thrust into his mouth. His mistress now squats in front of him and bends down to him. He looks pitifully, teeth chattering and body trembling, into the beautiful face of his mistress, who now looks dominantly into his eyes, visibly pleased at his suffering and pleading look.

"What do you say?" she says to his face while looking deep into his eyes.

"Thank you, mistress," he brings out with an effort.

"That's the spirit. If I want to see you suffer, then you'll be grateful that you get to do this for me, so you plunge into your own suffering, understand?" comes insistently from his mistress. The mercilessness in her expression runs through Michael's ice-cold limbs.

"Yes, Mistress," he looks at her reverently, like the pathetic, trembling wretch he now is in front of her.

With her left hand, she now reaches under his chin and pushes it up toward her as he still lies flat in the snow before her, barely feeling his body parts.

Smack! She has lashed out and slapped him with her right hand. She gleefully looks him in the eyes, which stare up at her in shock. Then she reaches into the snow with her leather glove, picks some up and rubs the snow across Michael's face with her glove. The snowflakes get into the mouth and eye openings of his mask and he feels his face absorb the cold and wetness.

"Tongue out and lick!" his mistress calls to him.

Michael now feels the glove with the cool leather on his tongue, which he moves from the bottom to the top, from her palm to his fingertips. He picks up the remaining snow clinging to it. She stuffs two fingers of her hand into his mouth and he gets to suck on them.

"Suck nicely, my slave, while I fuck your mouth with my fingers," his mistress speaks to him, emphasizing the "fuck" in a way that only makes Michael suck her gloved fingers harder and faster as she moves her two fingers up and down his mouth.

"Can you even feel your body anymore?" his Mistress then asks him with a laugh, withdrawing her wet-sucked fingers from him.

"No, Mistress, barely," he replies, breathing quickly and trembling. He doesn't know if his body isn't already turning blue.

"Let's change that," she calls, removing the leash from his collar and standing up. "On your knees, slave, and turn around!" is her command, which he immediately carries out, happy that he now has less contact with the snow, with the wind now stronger and the air freezing around him.

Miss Alexa holds the leash in her hand, which can also be used as a whip, takes a swing with her right hand and gallantly thunders the leather leash whip onto the back of her slave, who yelps in pain afterwards. The pain travels through Michael's entire body and he almost falls forward back into the snow, had he not been able to hold on at the last moment and save himself from it. A thick, red welt adorns his back and he feels a strong burning sensation.

"Be glad! I'll whip the heat back into your limbs!" he hears his mistress shout with a laugh. She takes another swing and places the next blow crashingly on the same spot of his back. Michael cries out loudly in pain and has to support himself on the snowy ground with his hands. His face is distorted with pain under his mask. His whole body is still shivering from the cold, while the spot on his back seems like a burning ember.

"Please, mistress," he cries tearfully for mercy. He can hardly stand it any longer.

"One more," she replies, laughing with pleasure, and slams into his back one last time with full force, causing Michael to fall forward into the snow from the unrelenting pain.

"Heel," he hears his stern mistress and quickly he scrambles on all fours to her feet that he so adores.

"Thank you, mistress," he still manages to get out and humbly begins kissing her boots.

"For what?" it comes energetically from her.

"For allowing me to plunge into suffering for you, for allowing me to serve you," Michael manages to formulate through chattering teeth.

"Your suffering is my joy! Just as your renunciation and sacrifice will be of benefit to me!" she blurts out to him as she puts the leash back on him.

Quickly she walks with him back towards her house. She in front, while he tries to follow her quickly on all fours. She doesn't give him another glance until they are back on her terrace. She turns to him.

"You're all wet and dirty from our trip. Wait a minute!" She drops his leash and walks through her yard, around the corner of the house.

Michael is glad to be allowed to get back into the warmth right now, he feels like he's been run down. But his mistress has something else in mind for him. Suddenly she comes back and has a thick, long garden hose in her hand, which goes all the way around the corner.

"Stand there!" she commands him and he obediently follows her order, albeit with a fearful look.

She presses a button on the hose and a wide jet of water hits Michael right in the middle of his body. It is freezing cold. Michael cries out and can't help but move quickly out of the line of fire.

"You stand back there now, slave!" her firm voice comes to him.

He looks at her pleadingly.

"Please, Mistress, I can't take it anymore, I beg for mercy," he whimpers tearfully, fervently hoping she will let it go. But he knows his Miss Alexa.

"You're going to put yourself back in the freezing beam because I say so!" she shouts at him uncompromisingly. "Show me how much you want to serve me and sacrifice yourself at my feet for me, my servant!"

Michael slowly moves his battered body back into the stream of water, which almost takes his breath away from the cold.

"Now, put on a smile and dance for me in the jet while thanking me for what I'm making of you," his merciless mistress' words slam into his ear.

"Go ahead, dance for me in your suffering," she laughs at him.

He starts throwing his legs up in the air, as well as his arms, trying to dance in the frosty stream of water in front of his mistress. It must look hilarious because all he can hear is Miss Alexa's laughter in front of him. He puts on a smile and, stuttering and breathing loudly, calls out

"Thank you, Mistress Alexa! Thank you for letting me serve you!" while he has to strain to stand the cold and at the same time make his arms and legs dance in a semi-coordinated way.

"Dance for me, slave," Alexa continues to laugh. "Look what I've made of you!"

Although it's only another thirty seconds that his mistress has him dancing under the stream of water, it feels like minutes to Michael, almost tearing him apart. When she finally turns off the water, he is completely out of breath. She throws him a towel with which he dries himself, then he is allowed to kneel in front of her again.

"Now you get to lick my boots clean and then I'll let you into the warm," she calls laughing in his face as she relieves him of the leather mask he still wears. She goes inside the house, unceremoniously grabs a chair and places it right by the open patio door, sits down and holds out her booties to him. Michael must continue to stay outside while she already enjoys the warmth of the living room. He licks the barely dirty Boots, which are only wet from the snow and only wants to go inside. Finally his mistress redeems him and takes him inside. Michael sighs in relief, he is completely done. Miss Alexa sits down on her couch, taking off her boots, revealing her pretty, slender feet underneath. Michael looks at her with his red, exhausted face.

"You may, slave," his mistress smiles at him with a sneer.

He scampers to her feet, feeling the rising warmth in his body and the sensation returning to his limbs, wraps his arms around his Mistress' feet and begins to kiss her.

"Thank you, mistress, thank you!" he exclaims in a gripped tone as he kisses her feet faster and faster and more desperately. In him rises the submissive vein that accompanies him all his life. The hot feet, with the red nail polish, the curved sole, the sweet toes and the small heel, are his reward for all the suffering he just went through for his mistress. He feels her soles in his face, takes her toes in the moment, tasting from her heel with his mouth wide open. He feels like he is in heaven. His feelings for his mistress intensify. He wants to serve this woman at her feet and show her how much he will sacrifice for her.

"Good cattle!", he hears his Mistress say and throws himself in front of her in this precious moment with her feet that will remain in his memory for a long time.
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