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Kiara

My life sucks.

I come home from my job at the insurance company exhausted. All day long I'm surrounded by numbers. Numbers and annoying colleagues who should leave me alone. And who is waiting for me at home? Kathrin. My stupid wife. I don't know what I saw in her back then. Today, all she does is complain, is in a bad mood and shovels one kilo after the other onto her hips. At the beginning of the marriage everything was still good. We had sex without end. I had even confessed my foot fetish to her. That day she had looked at me very strangely and even laughed about it. I was allowed to massage her soft little feet and totally enjoyed it. Until I started to kiss her. That went already too far for her. She broke it off with a light kick against my face. She didn't want a wimp in bed, but someone who takes her right, she had meant. Since then we have sex only occasionally. I'm not allowed to touch her feet anymore either. I don't understand it, but maybe she's right and I'm just a wimp who can't offer her anything.

"Honey, are you ready? We have to go in a minute!"

Damn, I forgot all about that. Today we're going out to eat. To an Italian restaurant. But not just the two of us. Tobias is coming, too. With his girlfriend, whom he introduces to us for the first time today. I'm curious to see who I'll be welcoming next to my son. Hopefully not a goat like my wife.

We arrive before Tobias and his girlfriend and sit down at the reserved table. Less than ten minutes later, I see my son and her walking towards the entrance of the restaurant. She seems to be at least a head shorter than him. Tobias is the same height as me. About 1.80 centimeters. They join us at the table.

I know my son has good taste. She looks really great. Brown hair, brown eyes, pretty face. She's got a saucy look. And she has a cute style. A beige blouse over a black skirt and beige pumps in lattice design. She wears red nail polish, also on her fingers. I like that especially on women. I can hardly tear my gaze from her.

"Nice to meet you, Kiara," I hear myself say as I look into her big eyes.

She reminds me a little of an old ex-girlfriend I dated back in my school days. She was just as slender, yet feminine as Kiara. Somehow this little thing fascinates me. She's only 18 years old and just graduating from high school.

And she's confident. And how. I'm surprised. When I was as young as she is, I was more the type to feel totally insecure in the presence of such pretty, confident brats. Wait a minute. Right now, I have the same feeling. What the hell is wrong with me? She's talking about how she loves to dance R&B and hip hop in her spare time and I can barely look her in the eye.

The food was good. We pay, we all get up. I walk outside behind Kiara. She has a perfect body. Athletic and sexy. My eyes fall on her shoes again. They have a little zipper in the back. I imagine myself taking her heel in my mouth and sucking on it. I notice how I slowly get a hard-on. I want so much to open this zipper with my mouth to get to her divine feet.

"Stefan, are you okay? What's so interesting on the floor?"

I wince. I didn't even realize we were already standing outside. I stammer something unintelligible that should say something like, "No, I'm fine." I blush a little. Oh god, Kiara is killing me. Why can't I be eighteen again, too? I would give anything for that. That youthfulness. Her legs. She totally turns me on.

Kiara says goodbye. She wants to go home before she leaves for dance practice.

"I can give you a ride home if you want," I quickly suggest, still a little confused about my emotional state. My son looks at me a little questioningly. Oh, that's right, he came with her in the car himself. He's going to drive her back. Awkward. She smiles at me again before they both get in the car. I smile back quickly.

I spend the rest of the evening daydreaming and sitting in front of the TV with Kathrin. What would I give for a single kiss on Kiara's foot? I can't think of anything else. Tobias is in his room, sitting in front of his laptop. I knock briefly and congratulate him.

"You made a nice catch there!"

Only a short "Thank you" comes back. I look at Tobias for a moment. He's a great son and is quite a ladies' man. I wonder where he got that from. Not from me, anyway. At his age, almost no girls wanted anything to do with me. I was a loser. Maybe I still am.

Bedtime. Tomorrow I have to go back to work. I lie in bed and can't fall asleep. I can't stop thinking about Kiara. I dream about picking her up from her dance practice in the car. She gets into my car unshowered, sweaty in her dance outfit, and smiles at me like she knows exactly that she turns me on like no one else. She knows that she remains unattainable for me and that I'm just an old fart who's already happy about being allowed to chauffeur such a young goddess.

"Today was really exhausting. My feet are dying in my shoes."

I watch as she slips out of her white Nike sneakers. Revealing her cute little feet, wrapped in thin black sneaker socks that seem to still be damp from the workout. I can barely keep myself together from looking at her feet.

"You don't mind, do you?" she asks me with a laugh.

"No, no not at all!", I assure her perhaps a little too quickly. S

he puts her feet up on the airbag, looks at me and starts grinning. She knows I'd do anything just to smell her socks for a tiny second.

"Drive faster!" she suddenly says very firmly. I obey and increase the speed, not daring to say anything back. After a few minutes, I bring the car to a stop in front of her home. Suddenly she takes off her socks.

"I don't need them anymore, I'll leave them here."

She puts on her shoes, gets out and walks to her front door. Just before she gets there, she turns around again and smiles at me kind of strangely. I haven't managed to get a single word out the whole time, but now I give her a grateful look. I don't think she smiled at me at all, but rather smiled at me.


Her shoes

I wake up sweaty the next morning. I slept fitfully. It was all just a dream. Unfortunately. Nevertheless, my penis is stiff and I am horny as I have not been for a long time. I wish I could have lingered in a sleeping state for a few more hours and indulged in this dream. But now I have to go to work.

After eight and a half agonizingly long hours, I finally drive home. A new pair of shoes is in the hallway. White, flat Chucks, which you can see that they have been worn for several years. I'm about to take off my jacket when I hear soft footsteps behind me in the hallway. I turn around.

Kiara. Today she looks like the nice neighbor kid next door. Tight green jeans, black top, and white sneaker socks. She makes me nervous.

She greets me and smiles at me, but immediately disappears into Tobias' room and locks the door behind her. After some time, I listen at the door. The two of them are trying to be quiet, but I can hear them having sex. At that moment, I envy my own son. I imagine Kiara naked with her top figure, her beautiful feminine breasts and her tender feet. She is divine.

Suddenly I remember her shoes standing in the hallway, just two feet from me. I stare at them. Undecided whether to take them or not. For seconds I pause in front of Kiara's Chucks. Then I finally take the two shoes, walk into my study and close the door. I'm excited.

Okay, just a few minutes, then I put them back outside. I fervently hope that no one notices that her shoes are missing from the hallway.

I look at the two Chucks. The soles are pretty dirty. I imagine Kiara wearing these shoes and going to school in them every day. I'm sure she's sweated in them many times. I slowly bring the opening of one Chucks to my nose, close my eyes and passionately suck in the scent. They don't stink. They just smell horny. Slightly sweaty.

I press the shoe against my face, open my mouth and try to take in as much air as I can. I am getting hornier and hornier. My boxers are wet from the drops of pleasure from my penis. I stick out my tongue and lick the part of the sole on which the divine heel of Kiara may rest when she wears the Chucks. Very slowly I lick, completely in ecstasy. A great, horny feeling spreads in me. I turn the shoe around and lick the dirty sole like out of my mind.

I pull down my pants and boxers. My penis is stiff and dripping. Pressing one shoe with the opening against my nose and face, I take the other and insert my penis into the chuck as if it were a vagina. I move my pelvis jerkily and bump my glans again and again against the front of the shoe, where normally the well-groomed toes of Kiara with red nail polish have their place.

I barely control my horniness and can not delay the orgasm for long, although it is such a horny feeling. I explode and my semen catapults into Kiara's shoe. Breathless, I put both chucks on the floor in front of me. Nervously, I quickly get a handkerchief and wipe my sperm out of the shoe as best I can. I pull my pants back up, open the door and put the Chucks back in the hallway. No one saw anything, I hope. Exhausted, I go back to my study and review the last few minutes. I fucked the shoes of Kiara. Madness. I feel incredibly good.

I'm lucky and Kiara now comes regularly to our home to indulge myself with Tobias while I have sex with her changing pair of shoes. In the meantime I hardly mind that I rarely have sex with Kathrin. I am even more happy when Kiara is back and I find her shoes in the hallway. Those are my lucky days.

One Saturday I am at home, sitting on the sofa and reading a book when the doorbell rings. There is no one home but me. I go to the door and press the buzzer. It's Kiara. I look at her surprised and questioning.

"I was going to Tobi's," she says with a smile.

I glance at the clock.

"He's not here yet, he left for sports this morning."

"Yeah, I know that. He'll probably be here any minute."

"Okay, come on in then," I say, trying not to sound unsure.

She still makes me nervous. She's beauty personified and today she's even wearing fancy black ankle boots. She walks in and starts unzipping her boots and taking them off. I watch her, fascinated and slightly aroused, as her graceful fingers, today again wearing red nail polish, elegantly free her little feet from the shoes. Her black Puma socks attract my gaze. I memorize the image. Little feet encased in thin socks that are certainly warm and damp, hinting at the contours of Kiara's toes and toenails. I wonder if her heels are as soft and smooth as the rest of her skin. Completely drifting off in thought, she brings me back to reality.

"Do you like my socks?" she asks me.

Puzzled, I turn my head back up and look at her.

"... Yeah, yeah, they're nice socks," I stammer, and my head feels like it just abruptly raised its temperature 10 degrees.

I blush.

"Ah, you're one of those. My ex-boyfriend - ...".

The front door suddenly opens and Tobias comes in. The two embrace intimately, while I stand there, completely perplexed, not knowing exactly what to do.

"I hope you haven't been waiting long," my son says to Kiara.

"No, not at all, I had a wonderful time with your father," she replies, laughing in my face.

I feel humiliated. I walk wordlessly into the living room. How embarrassing. The worst part is that Kiara now thinks I'm all about her shoes and feet. Surely she had already noticed something at our first dinner together. Damn. And she was just about to start about her ex-boyfriend. He probably also had such a fetish. Crap. I pray to God she doesn't tell Tobias. Please don't.

I'm going crazy and don't dare leave the living room for fear of running into one of them. Finally I hear Kiara say goodbye and leave. At dinner together with Tobias and Kathrin everything is fine. I ask him how his day was, but he just tells me the usual. No strange look. Nothing funny. I breathe a little sigh of relief. Even though it scares me that Kiara now seems to know about my preference.


The phone number

I sleep badly. I have turned from one side to the other countless times. I have to think about Kiara's words all the time and then this almost evil laugh. This girl is almost 30 years younger, but I can't think of anything else the last few days. This young thing.

Restless and discontented, I get up the next morning. I get ready to go to work. I put on my shoes. The right shoe feels a little strange. As if there was something in it, but it's not a stone. I take it off again and look. There is a small folded piece of paper inside. How did it get in there? I unfold it and read.

"I can see it in your eyes, you can't resist me. Call me. 015203492238".

I look at the note in disbelief. What? Kiara. Why is she writing a note like that?

I drive to work, worried, and arrive half an hour later than usual. I had to digest this at home with a glass of whiskey, even though it's 8 in the morning. I go into my office and lock the door from the inside. I dig out the note from Kiara again and glance at the cell phone number. I have to call there now.

Or would you rather do it later? No, now! I take out my smartphone and type in the number. I wrestle with myself for a few seconds as to whether I should really call there or not. Hey, at least I got Kiara's number, I think to myself, laughing inwardly at myself.

I press the green button and it beeps. With each chime, I get more nervous.

"Hello?"

Kiara's sweet voice. I breathe loudly and only now think about what to say but can't get a word out.

"Hello, Stefan is it you?"

"Yes, it's me," I whisper, even though no one else is in the room.

"Why are you whispering?" she asks, laughing.

I can only get out a pitiful "Sorry" out. She's driving me crazy. I want to ask her what this is all about, but my throat is sealed shut.

"Stefan, calm down first, sweetie," she says, amused, but at the same time very dominant.

"I just want to do something good for you. I've noticed your looks from the very beginning. You're crazy about my feet, you little foot feti," she says in a soft, sweet voice.

I could sink into the floor with shame, but at the same time I get a little horny. What's going on with me?

"Stefan?" she asks.

"Yes, yes, it's still my turn," I say quickly.

"Alright Stefan, today at 6pm I'll be home alone. You come to me and on time.", she says decisively and just hangs up.

My heart is pounding. Am I dreaming? Did she just invite me to her house? Actually, I should be working, but I can't concentrate. The conversation is burned into my brain. Kiara. Kiara, the goddess. I want to worship her. I want to kiss her feet.

I'm going back home. I can't work now. Sitting on the sofa, I look at the clock. A few more hours and then I'll drive to Kiara's. I don't know exactly what to expect. But if she really wants to do something good for me, as she says, it will certainly be horny. Impatiently I wait the seconds, minutes and finally hours until I can finally drive off. I had to shower again just before because I'm so excited and sweating like crazy.

Off I go. I drive to her place and park right in front of her house entrance. Engine off. Got out and now I'm standing in front of her front door. 6 p.m. sharp, as she instructed me. My hand trembles as I press the doorbell. She makes me wait quite a long time.

Then the door opens and she is standing in front of me. It feels like my heart is going to explode and my penis at the same time. She is wearing light blue hotpants. The shortest hotpants I have ever seen. My gaze slides down her brown, long legs to her shoes. Black high heels with thin, sleek straps. Elegant and sexy her feet look. I hardly dare to look up at her again. She is divine. I feel like nothing and would love to throw myself at her feet and beg her to let me kiss her feet.

"Stefan, now you may still look me in the eye. In a moment not anymore," she says gently, but with her usual dose of dominance. I look into her brown eyes and melt.

She leads me into the living room while I still can't believe my luck. She holds out her left hand to me, with the back of her hand on top. Should I kiss her now? I look at her shyly.

"Kiss my hand!" she says almost impatiently.

I bend down and passionately kiss her hand.

"What do you say?"

"Uh... thank you."

She smiles saucily at me. She walks up to me and puts her hand to my face. She looks deep into my eyes. Her face is so close like she's about to kiss me.

"Do you know what you're going to do now, Stefan?" she whispers.

"No," I answer truthfully.

"You're going to fall to your knees in front of me and you're going to be eternally grateful to me for letting you experience this."

She's seen right through me. Completely. I drop to all fours in front of my goddess and am on par with her high heels, the heel of which seems incredibly large and pointy to me from down here. Kiara sits down on a chair and crosses her incredible legs. I am already completely addicted to her. She can do whatever she wants with me. Just let me lick your feet, please. I slowly and humbly crawl forward towards her hot shoes. Let me be the dirt under your shoes. I'm will-less. I just want to get to her feet. A few more inches of crawling. Then I'm there. I feel like a slobbering dog craving its treat. Suddenly I feel something cold and sharp on my forehead. Kiara stops me from crawling on with her heel. I would like to blow the heel most, suck it off like a little whore.

"You're going to lick my heels now. If you even touch my feet with any part of your body, I will throw you out. Got it?" she says demanding.

I breathe, "Yes," full of lust.

She takes back her horny black heel and I look at it longingly. I creep forward a bit more. Now only millimeters separate me from her one heel, which she has positioned on the floor. I carefully stick my tongue out of my mouth and touch the cold material. I have to be careful as hell not to touch her bare feet. I lick and trace every single narrow strap as best I can. I enjoy every speck of dust that I may pick up with my tongue.

Legs still crossed, she says, "I even wore these heels yesterday while partying. Clean them!"

Spurred on and full of horniness, I groan my head up to lick the underside of the other heel hovering over me. It's really quite dirty and I lick the dirt away and I'm in heaven. I fight one off and squirm to reach every part of her heel too. I am almost at the peak of my horniness. I want to free her feet from the high heels and kiss them off.

"May I kiss your feet?"

"What was that? You can do that a little more passionately, can't you?" she laughs at me.

"Please. Let me kiss your feet."

No answer, I can barely contain myself. I have her hot little feet right in front of my face. My penis couldn't be harder. My head is completely turned off. I'm barely in control of myself.

Completely in ecstasy, I try one last time: "You are a goddess to me. I would do anything for you. Please, let me take off your heels and kiss your feet. Please. I beg you."

She suddenly laughed out loud.

"That's what I wanted to hear. You really would do anything for me, Stefan, I know it. Get out your wallet and give me everything in it!"

I quickly rummage without thinking and pull out my wallet. There are almost 300 euros in it. She takes it all out and gives me a kick to the head. My go-ahead. I give free rein to my horniness. I slowly and pleasurably pull the shoes off her feet and slowly come closer to the back of her foot with my lips, which fully captivates me. I kiss her soft skin passionately and faster and faster. I may finally take her feet in my hands and massage them a little before I lick her soft, delicious sole.

I hear how Kiara even really enjoys it because she moans softly. I advance to her heels, turn around and lie on my back under her feet. I take the heel of her right, adorable foot completely in my mouth and suck it. She moans louder and louder and presses her heel so hard against my mouth and teeth that it almost hurts. I gnash my teeth a bit, bringing her to full speed.

"Get on your knees!" she yells.

I obey immediately. I'm will-less. She moves one foot quickly to my mouth, I understand immediately and open it wide. I feel her toes and her sole in my mouth and suck like mad. I never want to stop again. She pulls her foot out slightly and immediately back into my mouth and does this faster and faster. Deeper and deeper.

"Suck, you pervert!" she shouts, cheering me on even more.

It is the most blatant moment in my entire life. I'm sucking the feet of an 18-year-old schoolgirl who I'm at the feet of and who has me completely wrapped around her finger.

"Suck my foot, you pig."

I get completely out of breath. Eventually she lets me catch my breath a little. I then lick every single space between her toes.

"Yeah, you're doing good, pig," she moans.

Her dominant vein only makes me hornier. I lick her slender ankles and go higher and higher with my tongue along her legs. They taste delicious. I am in paradise. I have almost reached her knee when she grabs my hair hard and pulls me up to her and looks me intensely in the eyes. With a wicked smile she says,

"You'll never get that far up, remember that, you pervert!" and slaps the flat of her hand against my cheek, slightly painfully, and abruptly lets me go. I fall back to her feet and reply

"Yes, Goddess. You will always be unattainable to me. I am happy to be at your feet."

"You may place a single kiss on each of my feet and then that's it, little one!"

I savor both kisses to the last, enjoying her wonderful skin. Suddenly she stands up and gets two black socks.

"I wore these all day today, even during my dance practice. I bet they smell good. Would you like them?"

"I beg you, Goddess, it would be the greatest gift on earth to me!"

"You'll get them tomorrow, after you go to town with me. I need new shoes. You pick me up here at 6pm and you bring enough money!" she says in a voice that doesn't tolerate back talk.

She accompanies me to the front door. I turn around once more and say tentatively,

"Thank you for everything! And I thank you for letting me see you again tomorrow, goddess."

She starts laughing.

"You are my new source of shopping and income from now on, you worm."

I happily leave the house and get in my car. I'm hooked. Kiara is my drug and maybe it will drive me to ruin, but it's worth it to me.
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Slave Of A Horsewoman - Icecold Humiliated & Exploited: A Femdom Story In The Horse Stable

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...
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