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The Confession

Fabienne smiles mischievously at her boyfriend. She can literally feel the tension in the air. Slowly, she runs her fingers over the left side of Flynn's face, over his temples, his cheek, and up to his chin. Meanwhile, she looks deep into his eyes, which seem especially large to her now. She sees the expectations, the fears, and the shyness now in his gaze. For several weeks now, she has been waiting for exactly this moment, when Flynn opens up and confides in her. Inside she feels a slight tingle, an anticipation of finally being able to take her relationship with Flynn to a new level. They've known each other for almost half a year now and have been together for about four months. Ever since the first time they were in bed together, Fabienne has known what type of man Flynn is. But she first wanted to gain his trust and then get him to expose himself to her of his own free will. And this should be the case right now.

"I wanted to tell you something, Fabienne. It makes me a little uncomfortable and I just hope you don't think it's so bad."

That's how Flynn had started after they had made out and slept together like crazy. With a shy look, he lay there beside her in bed after they had both put their underwear back on. He fussed a bit, but then finally found the words that had now brought the sly smile and amused look to her face.

"Maybe you've already noticed. During sex I also touch your feet in between. And I wanted to confess to you that I have a foot fetish and I find your feet just incredibly hot."

After that, there was silence for a few seconds. Almost fearfully, Flynn had expected his girlfriend's reaction. Now she looks at him with this smile that he can't place. She hasn't said a word yet. His heart is pounding and although he thought the words came out very fluently and confidently, he feels more insecure than he has in a long time. Suddenly he feels Fabienne's fingers gently running down his face. And finally he gets the longed-for answer from her.

"That's what I've been thinking for a while. I was just wondering when you were going to tell me," Fabienne smiles at her boyfriend.

"So you don't think it's bad?" asks Flynn, who is already inwardly breathing a sigh of relief and already formulating the question with a slight smile.

"No, I have no problem with my feet. After all, it's just as much a body part that belongs to me," she answers him in her bright, sweet-sounding voice. Then she adds with a grin and a teasing undertone that gives her voice a slightly dominant note:

"I just want to find out how strong your foot fetish is."

Flynn's gaze falls on her bare, long legs and her feet, stretched there facing the end of the bed in front of him. Even during his first meeting with her, he had always looked furtively at her feet, pining for them. Fabienne has wonderful feet. Right now she is wearing a raspberry-colored red nail polish.

"By your feet, I think, very much so," he smiles at her.

"We'll find out," she continues to grin at him. She gently brings her hand back to Flynn's face and pulls him close with a seductive look. They kiss. Their lips press together, their tongues touching. With his eyes closed, Flynn lets himself fall into the kiss. His heartbeat quivers, he is filled with joy and relief. Fabienne has truly turned his head and he had even prayed before today's meeting that she would receive his confession positively. Now he can let himself go completely. It is an intimate, long kiss that the two enjoy.

"Are you thinking about my feet right now?", Fabienne asks him abruptly after the kiss with her charming, angelic smile.

"I wasn't thinking about anything just now, I was just enjoying the kiss," he replies softly, looking into her eyes in love.

She strokes his lips with her index finger.

"Then take another quick look at them," she whispers to him. "And then kiss me again."

He slowly looks down her slender body and arrives at her feet again. Her sweet toes beckon to him. Driven by the intimate kiss, her soft, feminine whispering voice, and the sight stretching before his eye, he feels the power of his passion surge anew. Imbued with a building sense of lust, he goes for another kiss. Fabienne feels the passion in his lips, which greedily snap at her. The lust spills over into her as well and she almost feels the power of her boyfriend's fetish. Intensely they kiss each other. After the kiss, they look into each other's eyes, breathing deeply.

"I once heard that a foot fetish might come about because the areas in the brain for feet and genitals are very close," she grins at him, stroking his head and finally his forehead.

"Yeah, maybe," Flynn breathes heavily and grins. "Or because when you were a kid, you always played on the floor. That's when you saw a lot of feet."

"But then why don't all people develop this fetish?", Fabienne asks him with a grin. "No, no, my dear, you are something special with your preference."

And without saying so, she adds in her mind, "And that's what I was looking for."

Because, what Flynn doesn't know, is that she has chosen him as a boyfriend precisely because of his preference....


What No One Knows

After Fabienne has done a few things in town, she comes back to her apartment. She looks at her large wall clock. It's just before one in the afternoon. Flynn left for his work this morning. Yesterday after his confession, they had sex together, but she hadn't let him touch her feet. She wasn't going to make it quite that easy for him after all. She slipps off her sneaker socks and sits down on her bed. From the drawer of her nightstand, she takes out a lotion and puts some on her feet, which she almost pedantically takes care of every day. She wants them to look perfect. Grinning, Fabienne now picks up her smartphone and takes a photo of her feet shining in the light and from the moisture of the cream. She opens her WhatsApp and sends the photo to Flynn, who is currently at work, with the signature:

"Maybe that will motivate you. Be diligent! They're waiting for you."

Smiling, Fabienne closes the app again and puts her smartphone aside. She thinks about Flynn and touches herself. With circular movements, she repeatedly touches the clitoris above her vagina with her fingers. But she is not thinking at all about the sex with Flynn she had yesterday or the way he was already at her door on the second date with a rose, neither about the numerous gifts he has already given her, nor about his hard cock that penetrates her smoothly when he is again in highs of pleasure on her wet vagina. Fabienne has quite different cravings that she discovered about herself early on and that keep attracting her in a magical way. She is aware that her pretty, almost innocent-looking face, her bright, sensitive voice and her gentle, thoughtful way of moving and causing touches have a special attraction to the world of men. With her big eyes that are not afraid to look deep into the souls of other people, she observes again and again how not only her looks, but especially her feminine, sweet charisma can soften a man's heart. But her charisma and her appearance deceives about the fact that there is a longing and desire in her, which one would not even suspect with her.

Smiling smugly, she moans softly. Slowly, she lets herself fall back into her fantasy world, in which everything revolves around her gaining power over a man, binding him to her and shackling his soul so that he can't get away from her. Once again she moans softly with her eyes closed. Her fingers stimulate her clitoris, which begins to twitch. She feels her own moisture. She gently licks her upper lip with her tongue. In her fantasy, Flynn is no longer just her boyfriend she's with. He becomes her prey.

Through her preference for power over a man, she has become aware of the fetish area over time. She did some research on the Internet and found out that there are numerous men who desperately try to live out their special fetishes there. Most of them had a foot fetish and to Fabienne it seemed as if they were so fixated on their fetish that they go ways for its fulfillment that are unthinkable for other people. She read about men who really got into an addiction-like dependence through their fetish and let themselves be formed into true slaves by the women who took advantage of it. When she read that submissive men also enjoy being kept as slaves and serve their mistresses, sometimes for years or even decades, her fascination peaked and it has not let her go until today. For a while she sat in front of her laptop almost every day, consumed with excitement as she read about the fates of men who let a femdomme turn their heads and then read their every wish from their lips. The fantasy developed in her to look for a man in the same way, preferably someone her own age, whom she could make her own. At some point she even started reading psychoanalytical books and articles about sexuality and especially fetishes in men. The subject had struck a nerve with her because if it is possible that a fetish could have such a possessive effect on a man that he is as if controlled by it, then the woman has the power over him that controls his fetish. Fired up by her theoretical exploration of the subject, Fabienne could hardly wait to find a test subject for herself. That's when the handsome, reserved Flynn, with his fetish and slightly submissive nature, came all too handy. From the first time he took her foot in his hand during foreplay in bed, she had felt his desire shoot explosively upwards and he looked at her with that greed that only a fetishist could display.

Suddenly, Fabienne is jolted out of her dreams by the beeping of her smartphone. Moaning, she lets go of her wet vagina and looks at the display. A message from Flynn. She reads.

"Thank you, honey! Now I can't get them out of my head!"

Self-satisfied, she grins to herself, puts her phone aside again, and turns to her lust once more, while thinking, "You're not supposed to anymore..."


The Pull That Drives You

The door slams quietly into the lock. Flynn is back in the apartment he shares with his girlfriend Fabienne. Although they have only known each other for six months, they have recently started living together. Fabienne was desperate to get out of her old flat-share because her roommate was getting too annoying, and since she had found an apartment that was perfect in terms of location, but a bit too big and expensive for her alone, she asked Flynn without further ado if he could imagine moving in together right now.

"Then we can test out early on whether we're really a good match or not," Fabienne had said enthusiastically, convincing him with her enthusiasm and sweet smile. So far it's worked out great, Flynn thinks, especially since each of the two has his own room. With his heart pounding, he now walks in the door. In fact, he has hardly been able to get the image of Fabienne's feet out of his head all afternoon. Several times he had looked at it at work, so his imagination was going crazy. Still excited by his inner cinema he meets Fabienne, who is just sitting on her bed with the room door open. He greets her with a long kiss. Then his eyes fall on her feet. They are dressed in short, pink sneaker socks that beautifully show off her slender and graceful ankles. Flynn can literally feel a pull building inside of him, feeling the tingling sensation that lets him know he would love to close his hands around Fabienne's slender feet right now to feel them. The initial excitement increases in him and he looks at her with a seductive gaze.

"The photo you sent me today, it was so beautiful."

Fabienne smiles at him. She noticed his lustful look right away. Tonight she will extensively explore her new test object, she has already thought about that.

"Speaking of which, I'd like to see your foot fetish live today," she grins at him with a superior smile, then adds with a teasing look and softly accented voice, "You've kept it from me for far too long."

There's a crackle in the air. Her offensive demeanor evokes a tense anticipation in Flynn and he looks hopefully into her eyes before quietly replying:

"I'll be happy to show it to you."

"Then what are you still doing here on the bed? Get down on the floor," Fabienne grins at him and points her finger at the parquet floor in front of the bed. Inside, she is electrified, paying close attention to every movement in Flynn's facial expressions. She senses how much he is already pining for her feet. Also from the fact that he knelt on the floor immediately at her words. She slowly moves her feet towards the edge of the bed, which is now right in front of Flynn's face, enjoying the look of him that follows them.

"You can't touch them, just look at them," she says to him in a firm voice, moving her feet with them right in front of his face.

The sight causes Flynn a moment in which he forgets everything around him. His eyes focus completely on the so sweetly socked feet of his girlfriend. His mouth is slightly open. His heart is pounding. He feels the inner tingling stronger and stronger. He watches for seconds as Fabienne twists and moves her feet in front of his face, allowing him to view them from many different angles. His blood continues to rush and push in a certain direction of his body. He feels this magical attraction emanating from this precious view that is so close to him there and yet so far away at the same time. His girlfriend's sweet voice, forbidding him to reach out to her feet, only goads him on. He inhales deeply as he takes in the impression completely.

"What are you feeling now? Share with me what's going on inside you," Flynn hears Fabienne say out of his tunnel vision.

Only with difficulty can he avert his gaze from the object of lust that has taken all his attention, but finally he looks up from below into Fabienne's eyes, which gaze at him with curiosity and fascination. Then he says in a voice faltering with excitement:

"I feel a pull inside me, pushing me to your feet. I am as if captured by them. Inside me I feel this tingling, this strong desire to feel your feet. I want to feel them with my hands. I want to slowly pull the socks down with my fingertips. I want to smell them, I want to taste them. I want to bury my face in them. I want to feel them against my body. I want to stick out my tongue and taste them. I want to feel your soft sole. I want to lay myself completely at your feet and melt into them. It's such an insanely powerful feeling," it gushes out of his mouth and his fetishist heart. As if relieved to finally be able to confide in his girlfriend, his desire speaks out of him. Fabienne listens to him attentively and watches Flynn, who is trembling with desire in front of her, visibly taken in by the tension in the room. In his dilated eyes, she looks directly into the animalistic greed that is reflected as a sparkle in his eyes. The sight of this Flynn, completely taken in by the scene, freeing himself from all inhibitions and spreading his deep desire completely before her, excites her. Now she is sure. Flynn is just the man for her needs and the feeling of power spreads inside her. Smirking sweetly, she then says in her erotically hushed voice:

"And what do you think of my socks? I've been wearing them all day."

Flynn lowers his gaze again to the splendor that is very close to him. Ever since his teenage years, he has wanted a girlfriend like Fabienne, who would hold her slender, beautiful feet in front of his face and with whom he could share his fetish.

"These are beautiful," he breathes with excitement as he feels his hard cock in his pants.

"Unfortunately you are not allowed to touch my feet today", Fabienne grins at him. She is aware that she has just driven him completely crazy and all his blood is now in his cock. However, the slightly disappointed look from him excites her even more. With her hand she taps the bed next to her to mean him to lie down next to her.

"But I have something else for you."


It Gets Hot

Fabienne turns to Flynn and looks him in the eye as she tightens her knee and gallantly slips a sneaker sock off her foot. Then she holds the short sock she had been wearing all day, even while doing her errands in town, next to his face as she continues to look at him with a grin.

"I'll let you smell my socks. I want you to take in their scent," she says in her sweet yet determined voice.

Flynn, still conflicted between his immense excitement and the disappointment of not being allowed to touch Fabienne's feet today, beams at his girlfriend. Not a second later, she pushes her pink, worn sock into his face. Inhaling deeply, he takes in the sweet scent and then moans slightly with desire. He feels the soft fabric against his skin, which just a few minutes before had encased Fabienne's hot feet. His mind drifts away, the image of her feet reappears in his mind's eye and again he takes a deep breath and enjoys how his girlfriend holds her sock to his nose and rubs it into his face. Suddenly she moves her fingers, which have just pressed the sock to his nose, down to his mouth. Greedily he opens it and she slowly stuffs the sock into his mouth. He feels the fabric in his mouth, he starts sucking and sucking. Fabienne presses the fabric grinning further into his gullet with her fingertips and feels the thirsty sucking of his lips on her fingers. Swinging, she moves her right leg over Flynn's body and is now right on top of him. She feels so powerful in the position while her fingers are still pushing her sock into Flynn's mouth and flipping it back and forth.

"Suck it nice and hard," she whispers to him, feeling her vagina already wet all over. Spurred on by her voice, Flynn moans out again under her fingers. She pulls them out and he really closes his mouth for the first time and sucks her sock like crazy. Fabienne leans forward with her upper body. Her face is now very close to Flynn's, who looks at her full of desire. She looks at him lustfully.

"I'm going to drive you crazy about my feet," she blurts out, running a hand up her skirt to stimulate herself. With her lips she gets close to Flynn's sucking mouth. Then she lightly sticks out her tongue and runs it greedily over his lips in a circular motion. Inside, she feels like she's preparing her prey for herself. He moans out. Flynn is quite surprised by her horniness, but he eerily likes the position he is in under her. He feels dominated by his girlfriend and he likes it. Fabienne starts kissing him without restraint, even though he still has her sock in his mouth. He closes his eyes and twists them, his hard cock presses against his tight pants while she kisses him wildly and hard. He feels really pressed and taken by her. Under the stormy movements of Fabienne, he tries to get to the zipper of her pants with his right hand, but she slaps it away. Then she straightens up, unzips her pants herself and quickly pulls down her thong. Fabienne feels her own unbridled horniness sloshing through her body. She moves forward so that her wet vagina hangs in the air right above her boyfriend's face.

"Suck me and keep sucking my sock while you're at it!" she exclaims, breathing heavily, and sits down on his face. The dripping vulva slides over Flynn's mouth as Fabienne makes light riding motions to rub herself against him. Everything happens very quickly. He sticks out his tongue and starts licking her. The enormous pleasure that his girlfriend radiates spills over onto him and the desire spreads through him to want to give her the hottest orgasm in a long time. He moves his tongue rhythmically in circles and his strong licking movements cause her sock, now soaked through, to fall out of his mouth. Fabienne moans loudly under his efforts. The horniness rises in the center of her vagina and flows in all directions of her body. She bobs in rhythm to Flynn's tongue movement and suddenly feels the fabric of her sock against her skin. She notices that the sock has fallen out of his mouth. Groaning, she rips the still freshly worn sock from her other foot and clutches it together with the soaked piece of fabric. She jerks her upper body upwards so that there is a gap between his face and her vagina, rubs both socks through his face and then sits on him again.

"Keep licking me. And think about my hot feet while you do it," she shouts out loud. There's an ecstatic, demanding tone in her voice that drives Flynn on, goading him to give his all for his girlfriend. She suddenly stuffs the two socks down his pants under his boxers right against his hard cock, pulls her hand back out and places it right in his crotch. Flynn gives a short moan and immediately starts moving his pelvis up and down so he can rub against the resistance of her hand and the fabric of her worn socks. He hears Fabienne's moans getting louder and louder and senses that she is about to have an orgasm. The world seems to be completely blanked out, the two are completely in the moment and in their bubble of pleasure. Flynn fucks the socks of his girlfriend, who now reaches her clit with her finger and stimulates it in addition to the licking efforts of the sweating Flynn. She moans. The sounds are getting louder and higher. Flynn can barely contain himself as well. Then Fabienne comes with a loud moan, her body twitches, rolling her eyes she enjoys the ecstasy that expands in her whole body, for seconds she is completely with herself and her orgasm that makes her fall like into a warm relaxing hole while all the tension in her body is discharged. Breathing loudly, she lets go of Flynn. The latter feels the arousal in his cock, continues to make his pelvic movements, but Fabienne's hand now no longer serves as resistance, because she has withdrawn it from him. Sighing, Fabienne comes back.

"Wow, that was so horny!" she moans with a sigh. "Well, my socks are probably all wet from your pleasure drops now, too, aren't they? You haven't come yet, huh?" she adds with a grin.

"No, not yet," Flynn replies, his eyes still lusty with arousal.

"But I want to torture you a little more, my dear, I enjoy it so much!" says Fabienne. "You have two options, either you come today and I won't let you touch my feet the whole next week or you don't come and then you may soon", she grins smugly at him.

"Oh god," Flynn exclaims, who would give a lot to cum right now, but at the same time he likes the idea of Fabienne torturing him and dominating over his irgasm very much.

"All right," he adds. "I won't come now, then."

"Very good decision," chuckles the relaxed Fabienne. "Oh, and by the way..." She takes out the two socks from his pants, takes the fresher of the two and holds them in front of his face.

"...I want you to keep my sock in your mouth to go to sleep tonight, we want to prepare you well for my beautiful feet."

Flynn looks at her puzzled, but then gets involved. If he had known that Fabienne enjoys foot fetish games so much, he would have told her much earlier.


Flynn’s Reward

The next morning Flynn wakes up, his mouth is completely dry. Fabienne had taken the precaution of tying a thicker thread tightly around his head last night when they went to bed, which goes through his mouth so that her sock can't fall out either. Now he feels his morning wood, which feels even more intense than usual due to the unsatisfied arousal of last night. Very slowly and unnoticed he gets out of bed. Fabienne is still asleep. He sneaks out of the room, into the bathroom and looks in the mirror. Looking at him, he almost feels a little ashamed that he let her do that to him and that he really went to sleep with the sock in his mouth. On the other hand, Flynn is really turned on by the way Fabienne treats him since he confided in her and he can really live out his fetish. He already reaches for the nail scissors to cut the thread and free his dry mouth from the precious piece of fabric he was allowed to devote himself to all night. But then he pauses. Fabienne is surely disappointed when he does it alone and then she doesn't even know that he really had her sock in his mouth all night. He puts the scissors back and goes into the kitchen. As quietly as possible, he begins to prepare coffee and scrambled eggs to surprise Fabienne with a little breakfast in bed. Meanwhile, in his head it's all about last night and her feet. It drives him crazy that she teases him so much and then still won't let him touch her.

After preparing breakfast, he puts everything on a tray and goes back into the bedroom. When he puts the tray down on the nightstand right next to Fabienne, she wakes up. She looks at him and suddenly starts laughing. She is suddenly wide awake and straightens up.

"Fine, you're still wearing my sock in your mouth," she smiles at him. "Oh, and you made me breakfast, too! Well, you're getting closer and closer to your reward," she continues to giggle. She's delighted at the effort Flynn is making to please her and get to her feet. This is exactly how she wants him. She grins contentedly to herself as she takes a sip of the freshly brewed coffee.

"Ah, go get a pair of scissors, please, and I'll free you from my sock," she smiles sweetly at her boyfriend. He nods eagerly and immediately comes back with the said object. When he can speak again, he says:

"I need a drink first, your sock has taken every liquid out of my mouth. It's dry as dust."

Fabienne laughs.

"I thought we were going to do this every night now."

Flynn, who had already turned around to get a glass of water, turns to her again briefly and gives her a playfully sour look before disappearing into the kitchen. Fabienne just grins in response.

"Honey, I don't want to be like that for once," she says to him when he's back. "You're going to get part of your reward right now before you leave for work."

"Oh yes," he replies enthusiastically, beaming at her.

"Then kneel on the floor in front of me!" she orders him and he complies with her command directly. In him the hope for the satisfaction that was denied him yesterday stirs again and his cock stands up in full size.

"Pants down! I want to see how much my feet turn you on, I want to get to know your little fetish," Fabienne grins at him.

Flynn pulls down his pants and boxers to his knees and exposes his hard cock in front of his girlfriend. She swiftly places her bare feet on the floor in front of him and watches as his cock pulsates at the sight and grows a little longer.

He looks at Fabienne's pure skin, her toes covered with raspberry nail polish, and the pull that only a true fetishist can feel in this intensity comes up in him again. His gaze is captured by her graceful feet.

"You may touch yourself, my foot feti," Fabienne whispers to him, moving her right foot just below his tail without touching it. Deeply touched by the gracefulness of her movement, her bare legs and her foot hovering there in the air so close to his cock, Flynn clutches his dick and begins to jerk him off. The pleasure is already dripping out of his glans. He moans softly under the excitement that this scene triggers in him.

"Take a good look at my feet. Imagine you could melt into them," he hears the seductively whispering, sweet voice of his girlfriend. Everything around him suddenly becomes very still and quiet. But inside him there is a tremor. The only thing he sees are Fabienne's feet. He starts to jerk his cock faster, to breathe deeper, to lick his upper lip. That's when Fabienne stretches her foot upward, hovering in the air in front of him, very slowly driving her sole past Flynn's face. First he sees the toes, then her sole, and finally his eyes fall on her small, narrow heel. He makes an almost gasping sound. Horniness makes his voice moan deeper. Her sole looks so incredibly soft and hot. His cock pulses with greed and he only moves his encircling hand faster. His pelvis moves rhythmically to his hand movement. His eye does not leave the wonderful sole of the slender foot. From the corner of his eye he sees the raspberry red color of her toenails of her foot left on the floor. The visual impression penetrates him and spreads through him as a surge of excitement. He feels as if a hot wave is sucking him in. He jerks even faster, breathes even faster, closes his eyes intermittently and then opens them again. Inside he is consumed by Fabienne's hot feet. He wants to burn himself on them. The fire blazes in his gaze. He groans loudly - again and again. Fabienne starts to turn and move her foot lying in the air. She guides his gaze with her small foot.

"I want you to come as horny as you can right now, and only through my feet," she whispers to Flynn. Her erotic voice only makes the waves inside him more tumultuous. "And I'm going to count down from 10 to 0 as I do it, and at 0, you're going to come."

Flynn moans out loud. He is on the verge of an orgasm and Fabienne's announcement has almost pushed him over the edge.

"Yes," he groans out loud. "Yes..."

He can hardly think clearly, so much he takes in the impression. Fabienne now moves her toes like a swinging wave. The ball of her foot smoothes out and contracts again. Rhythmically to the jerking movements she moves her foot in front of the eyes of the moaning Flynn, who can hardly hold himself and threatens to burst.

"10"

"9"

"8"

Fabienne's voice continues to whip Flynn. In the storm of his desires he threatens to cum sooner, but he holds his breath for a moment and then lets himself fall again. His body begins to twitch, his cock pulsates.

"7"

"6"

Everything in Flynn wants to spill out. He wants to go down on Fabienne's feet, to take them all in. He wants to feel her feet.

"Can I touch them? Please?" it bursts out of him miserably. His cock glows with excitement.

"Just look, don't touch," Fabienne says back in a stern voice.

Flynn moans out loud, but the ban only makes him hornier. He loves to be dominated by her like this.

"5"

"Ah," he moans. His hand whips his rock-hard cock forward.

"4"

"3"

Breathing heavily, Flynn closes his eyes and lets his excitement run wild.

"2"

"1"

He opens his eyes one last time, his gaze falling on the soft sole of Fabienne's foot that magically attracts him.

"0, come on, come for my feet! Come!", Fabienne says in an emphatic, demanding voice.

The demanding "Come!" reverberates in Flynn's head, all dams collapse in him. The suction tears him loose. The waves wash over him. And he comes with tremendous force, splashing down on the ground at his girlfriend's feet.

"Aaaah", a loud moan accompanies the climax of his horniness, which now slowly subsides and gives way to the feeling of complete relaxation. He falls forward and supports himself on his hands, breathing loudly. His gaze falls back to Fabienne's feet, which have given him an orgasm he has never experienced before. Emotions wash through his body. He feels accomplished and happy at the same time. Deeply touched by the experience, he looks into the eyes of his smiling girlfriend, who is looking down on him from above, with an exhausted yet completely enamored look. He wants to thank her, kiss her feet, show his appreciation for this unique guidance with which she shows him the way and lets him live out his fetish. Fabienne senses how Flynn has become all sensitive and emotional and reaches a hand down to him. She first caresses his head and then encloses it with both hands, one hand on each side. She tells him to sit up, brings her face down to him, comes to meet him and kisses him intensely and for a long time, while Flynn, with his eyes closed, enjoys and absorbs the warmth and security that lies for him in this kiss. His heart softens and after the kiss they look deeply into each other's eyes until they both start to smile.

Flynn is completely impressed by Fabienne, who has shown him what intense pleasure he may derive from bowing to her suggestions. Fabienne feels the emotional connection she has built with Flynn over the last few days.

And she also already has in mind what she is going to do with him next to advance his conditioning to her feet and his secret enslavement making her personal footslave and servant out of him....


Thank you very much for reading my story!

Please also check out my other stories on the next pages in this book!

If you liked the story, feel free to leave a positive review on Amazon. If you want to contact me directly, I'd be happy to hear from you by mail to: stefan.starr@t-online.de

I'm happy to get in touch with you and I'm also open for suggestions of any kind, for example about new stories or your favorite scenarios you'd like to read from me!

If you have issues with femdom and you need an open, experienced ear, I'm also happy to be there for you. I know that sometimes it is not so easy to live with these preferences and to cope with them. Just get in touch!

Don't forget to look at the next page or directly at my author profile on Amazon to read more stories from me.
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Heel Doggie! - Young Submissive Is Trained By Experienced Mistress

“Have a nice look at my foot that’s going to hypnotize you, doggie,” Stephanie whispers to Alex as she goes on and on drawing little circles with her foot right in front of his spellbound eyes.

The 19-year-old Alex has already tried his hand with a few mistresses his own age. But when he meets the experienced Baroness Stephanie, he realizes for the first time that there is a deep desire, a deep longing in him for the dominant hand of an experienced mistress. He lets her wrap him around her finger and strives to please her. But soon he is afraid to lose control over his life. Soon she shows him what she will train him to…
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The Sadistic Mistress Trio - A Slave In The Clutches Of Three Dominant Women

Lilly, Alina and Leah are students and best friends. They live together in a shared apartment. Their hobby: enslaving men and ruining their lives. They love to see men suffer in front of their holy feet.


In the femdom scene they are known and feared as "The Three Sadists", because after their treatment their slaves are just a shell of their former selves. Their current servant is Christian, who is the same age. Quickly he becomes part of a mean game that takes his breath away... 
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Dr. Stella’s Femdom Therapy - Enslaved By My Hot Psychotherapist

Markus is undergoing therapy. All his previous attempts at relationships have failed, because his enormously strong foot fetish and his preference for femdom kept getting in the way. Slowly he confides in his much younger, pretty therapist, who dares to experiment with him, which will only lead him deeper into his desires and his abysmal inner life...
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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...


All femdom stories by Brent Starr
 

Slave of Feminists - Hard Humiliation & Merciless Ballbusting with 4 Mistresses
Heel, Doggie! - Young Submissive Is Trained By Experienced Mistress

Diva Daria On Slave Hunt - Submissive Man In The Net Of An Experienced Mistress

The Sadistic Mistress Trio - A Slave In The Clutches Of Three Dominant Women
Dr. Stella’s Femdom Therapy - Enslaved By My Hot Psychotherapist

Huh, Do You Like My Socks? - A Foot Fetish Erotica With My Footslave

New York’s Eve Sadism - A Hardcore Femdom Erotica
Winter With Mistress Alexa

Cuckold Of His Ex
Brainwashed By His Mistress - A Deep Femdom Mind Control Story

The Cuckold Slave Stable - A Woman Trains Men

Findom Shopping With My Paypig

At The Feet Of A Schoolgirl - Humiliated By A Goddess

Enslaved By Mother & Daughter

Slave Of My Roommate - Caught In The Action

Slave Of A Horsewoman - Icecold Humiliated & Exploited


About the author

Brent Starr is a creative mind and has a passion for everything about femdom. He himself has a foot fetish, loves female domination and finds inspiration for writing in his own diverse fantasies.


His favorite categories include: Femdom, Findom, Foot Fetish, Verbal Humiliation, Soft to Hard Humiliation, Laughing, Ballbusting, Human Ashtray and Spitting. But there are rarely limits to his fantasies. 

You can find his author page here.


Click on "Follow" and explore with him the femdom world that will eventually cost him his sanity.


If you enjoyed one of his works, leave him a positive review. For personal feedback, questions and comments, you can reach him via mail under stefan.starr@t-online.de 

Please also check out my other femdom stories!
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