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Red roses and a card

Sandra, I still love you. Please let us try again.

Sandra reads the nicely decorated little card from Niklas that came in the mail today. He seems to have written the two sentences with a beautiful fountain pen. At her feet are the thirty red roses he sent along and a voucher from Shein, her absolute favorite online store, where she always orders clothes and shoes for herself. Reading the card, she starts to grin. She hadn't been dating Niklas for long, maybe five and a half or six months. They met and got to know each other through Tinder. He's a very nice, attentive guy and she liked that. But over time it became very boring with him. Especially in bed.

"I just need someone who is more dominant in bed and doesn't always want to do the same thing," thinks Sandra, who then finally gave Niklas the boot without further ado when she realized that it wasn't such a good fit for her after all. She simply told him that a steady relationship was out of the question for her and that she simply wanted to get to know more people and try things out before committing herself. That seemed very obvious to her at the age of 22, and that's basically the way it is. She didn't take the relationship with him that seriously anyway, but it was still a nice time. He often took her out to restaurants, invited her out and even took her shopping. He really cared about her and still does now, all in love as he is. Sandra gets a message from him via WhatsApp almost every other day, asking if they can meet again or if she doesn't feel like going out to dinner with him again. Sometimes he almost begs her to answer. This has been going on for a few weeks now. But the roses, the sweet card and the voucher are a whole new level.

Sandra picks up her smartphone, places the card and the voucher next to the numerous roses on the white carpet at her feet in her room and takes a picture of them. She sends it to her friend Isabell, who is studying with her and whom she has already told that Niklas is still fighting for her. Barely ten minutes after she sends the message, her phone rings. It's Isabell, who laughs into the phone, snorting as hello.

"He doesn't stop at all, does he?" she exclaims into the phone, cackling.

"What am I supposed to do? He's in love with me," Sandra replies with a grin.

"Well, that's been going on for weeks. Maybe you should just get together with him," Isabell notes.

"I don't want anything more from him. No desire at all to give him any more hope. I feel free and good again now. I want to have hot sex and meet new guys, but I don't want to do anything with Niklas, he's a loser in bed. Jason, on the other hand, really gets it for me," Sandra says, now in a much more serious tone.

"Yeah, okay. But he's always inviting you to restaurants and he's bought you loads, hasn't he?" asks Isabell, now also with a more moderate tone.

"So what?" comes back from Sandra.

"He's great for that, maybe you can keep him warm and have both. Hot sex with new guys and someone who cares about you. You don't have to have sex with him anymore. Just see how far he'll go for you."

Isabell has always been the more audacious of the two and now surprises Sandra again with this proposal, which can only come from Isabell, at least in the circle in which Sandra moves.

She has to laugh and replies after a short pause with wide smiling lips, but not completely unironically: "I'll think about it, thank you for your view of things," and hangs up.

"If I'm honest with myself, I actually don't think Isabell's idea is all that bad," Sandra thinks with a grin after the phone call and imagines what it would be like to use Niklas’ feelings for herself. In their relationship, he was quite submissive. She remembers how he tried to fulfill every wish she expressed, which she found very sweet for the first few months, but then wondered if she wasn't just dating a yes-man and wimp who would let her do anything to him. And now all the messages, the roses and the voucher. Especially the voucher! Kind of cute, but also very desperate and ridiculous.

Ping! Sandra hears the beep of her smartphone, which sounds when she receives a new message on WhatsApp. She looks at the display and reads:

Hey, I hope you enjoyed the stuff. Do you maybe want to meet tomorrow? We can go out for dinner or shopping?

A heart emoji is attached to the message. It is from Niklas again. Sandra laughs bluntly and decides to reply to him.

All right. Tomorrow at 1:00 pm in the city. I want to go shopping.

"I'm meeting Niklas tomorrow," Sandra blurts out over the phone. She called Isabell again. "He just messaged me again and asked if I don't want to have dinner or go shopping with him tomorrow. I've suggested 1 p.m. to him now. Later in the evening I'm meeting Jason, after all," Sandra laughs into her smartphone.

"Yes, perfect," Isabell joins in, laughing. "Why don't you go shopping with Niklas first, have him buy you some fancy clothes for your date?"

"Poor guy," Sandra amuses herself.

"I'm sure he'll be happy to do it for you. Who knows, maybe you can even tell him you're meeting Jason later," Isabell continues to mock. "Then maybe he'll learn that you're really not interested in him anymore."

"Actually, that's not a bad idea. ... But only after he pays for the stuff, right?" quips Sandra.

"Maybe he'll buy you more if you tell him first," Isabell laughs into the receiver. "Wasn't he totally the submissive type anyway?"

"Yeah, but whether he's into that, I don't know," Sandra grins. "But I can deal with him any way I want anyway."

The two friends talk for quite a while and can't stop laughing. Feeling superior, Sandra finally hangs up. She finds the idea of Niklas dressing her up for her date with Jason tomorrow very exciting and appealing.  


The lust for her

Sandra is about to drive into town to meet Niklas, who already knows about his happiness to go shopping with her, but not yet for what occasion Sandra wants to look for new clothes with him.

She is just getting ready. A quick glance in the mirror. A short dark red skirt enmeshes her slim waist. Black nylons set off her long, beautiful legs, the black patent high heels match her black top with turtleneck. She wears her light brown hair open today. Niklas should see what he is missing. Due to the long conversation with Isabell yesterday, a real anticipation for the meeting is sparked in Sandra and she is excited to see what Niklas will do for her. The worst thing that can happen is that he disappointedly goes home again and leaves her alone. And that wouldn't be a bad thing at all. "I'll rub it in his face that I'm no longer interested in him," thinks Sandra, who has often tried to explain this to Niklas. "Actually also impertinent to bother me so the whole time, although I do not want this."

Finally, in her elegant look that emphasizes her feminine beauty, she arrives in town, where Niklas is already waiting for her. He looks her up and down with wide eyes.

"Wow, you look insanely good," it escapes him in greeting, his cheeks slightly flushed, for he has not dressed up as she has today.

"Thanks. I'd like to go shopping with you today, because I need some more clothes to enhance my beauty," Sandra replies with a pointed smile, looking condescendingly at Niklas and holding out her black handbag with the gold clasp for him to carry for her as if it were a matter of course.

"Yes, of course," he quickly replies and happily accepts her handbag. He just loves to be allowed to do things for Sandra. He also finds this arrogant, condescending manner that she has already regularly displayed towards him towards the end of their relationship incredibly attractive. Although she knows that he is also rather submissive in bed and also likes to be led by a woman sometimes, he has never told her that he finds exactly this conceited, deprecating manner of hers totally hot.

"I want new shoes, a new evening dress and new underwear, preferably Calvin Klein," Sandra looks him sternly in the eye. Her brown eyes seem to blaze with satisfaction as she speaks to him. Niklas can literally feel them telling him to "try hard for me" and instinctively gets a hard-on, which he tries to hide in his jeans. Since when is Sandra so dominant?

"I'm sure we'll find something nice for you," he finally replies, knowing he'll be the one paying for her new clothes in the end. In Sandra's charisma and mood, Niklas senses that she's going for exactly that. A warmth spreads through him. He just gets to know Sandra again from a completely new side and he likes it. In their previous relationship, he had only ever lived out his submissive side superficially, without talking about it directly with Sandra, but when she dumped him and he is now struggling week after week to get her back without much coming back from her, a strong desire has developed in him to explore his submissive side even more. Secretly, it has turned him on immensely to give her the gift certificate and the roses, even though she has already made it clear to him several times that she is no longer interested in him. And it is precisely this that triggers such a desire for her in Niklas. She seems to be unattainable for him now, and yet this is precisely what draws him to her all the more.

The two of them set off in the direction of a shoe store that Sandra has suggested. She walks quickly and Niklas looks at her from behind. She is wearing the high heels with the black patent that he likes so much on her and that she even wore in bed for him once. And under the red skirt her shapely, plump ass stands out, which Niklas imagines at that moment and which he has already admired so often.

In the shoe store Sandra quickly finds what she is looking for, beautiful black ankle boots she holds in her hands and looks for a seat. She looks sternly at Niklas, points her finger at her feet and says, "Take off my shoes, I know you love doing that."

He smiles at her uncertainly, but feels an inner joy bursting inside him that quickly turns into deep excitement after he kneels down in front of her and his gaze falls on the high heels from which he is about to free his ex-girlfriend's nylon stockinged feet with his fingers. Slowly he touches the heel of her shoes with one hand and the bottom of the front sole with the other and carefully as well as gallantly pulls the shoes off her feet, which now come to light in front of him in their narrow, sweet splendor. He feels his hard cock pressing against his boxers and jeans. What he would give to now smell or even lick these beautiful feet of this arrogant woman who used to be his girlfriend and has abruptly dumped him. Of course, the fact that she broke up with him hurt him and gnawed at his self-confidence. He could not keep this pretty woman with him. But quickly his submissive sexual desires have mixed with this blow to his self-esteem, and at this moment in the shoe store, a deep desire rears its head inside him to show his elegant ex-girlfriend that he never really deserved her.

"Surely I can't hold a candle to such a beautiful, stylish woman. Maybe I'm just made to lick a woman's feet like that," the thoughts rise in his head as he looks at Sandra's feet in front of him. "Maybe I belong right there at the feet of a woman who is about to wear the shoes I paid for. Maybe I should try nothing more than to level myself to the ground in front of her and get to her toes from below with my greedy tongue, in an act of effort and endeavor," Niklas doesn't know where these thoughts suddenly come from, seeking form in him there, but the sight of Sandra's feet and legs has completely taken him over.

"Well, are you getting lost in my feet right now?", Sandra smiles at him mockingly from above, while she starts to draw small circles in front of Niklas' face with one of her feet. She feels perfectly comfortable in this dominant, perky role that she has created for this meeting. Not to be outdone in audacity, that is the motto she has chosen for her mood today for this meeting. And it seems to make quite an impression on Niklas.

"I don't have all day. Chop, chop, put on my ankle boots. We also need to look for a dress, I want to dress nicely for my date tonight with Jason," she says to Niklas, who continues to stare at her feet, but now in an increasingly perplexed manner.

"You didn't think I was going to keep putting up with you, did you? I've told you so many times that I'm no longer interested in us. But you can still dress me and take me out," Sandra adds with a saucy grin. "I hope you're not disappointed now."

Niklas has to process this first and a few seconds pass before he looks up at her and glances at her. With blushing cheeks and a low voice, he finally replies:

"No, I'm not. I... I totally like the way you are with me, even if it sounds weird. But can I maybe touch your feet again sometime?"

Niklas feels the shame rise up as he formulates these sentences in front of his ex-girlfriend, who is now apparently already allowing herself to be sexually pleasured by someone else. He feels a slight ache in his heart, but it is mixed with his excitement, which only seems to intensify at these brazen and careless words from Sandra towards him.

"I'll think about it," Sandra replies curtly, pointing to the ankle boots she wants to try on and quickly, yet still lost in thought, Niklas complies with her request.

After the successful shoe shopping at his expense, the two went to two more stores and he was also allowed to buy a nice tight black dress and Calvin Klein underwear, more precisely a slip and a bra in blue for her. During this shopping tour Niklas feels smaller and smaller in front of Sandra, who seems so glamorous, beautiful and elegant to him with her light brown complexion and stylish clothes. Her dominant, even brazen and as if naturally condescending manner bores into his head and makes both the shame and the enormous arousal in him dance and his blood boil.

When saying goodbye, Sandra takes all the purchased things from him, remaining with the words "I'll think about whether I let you get to my feet. Today you have definitely made a good effort for me. Maybe I'll get back to you" and turns on her heel without waiting for a response from him. He glances at her cute butt, which seems to be beckoning him to say goodbye as she walks confidently. His last glance falls on the heels of her high heels. There's a force of arousal draining inside him that would love to see him at his ex-girlfriend's feet, heel in mouth, as she laughs at how desperately he's struggling for her after all, and also dressing her up for the date with another man because he can't say no to her. With wet, hard cock Niklas moves away. He feels used by the beautiful woman who is no longer interested in him. She lets her ex-boyfriend dress her, but fucks someone else. And Niklas has no idea how much he will realize in the next few days that this is exactly what makes him so incredibly horny and he will rethink his life so far.


Two women at once

Sandra comes home, throws the two bags with her today's haul on her sofa and calls her friend Isabell without further ado.

"He dressed me for Jason," she blurts out. "I first made him horny with my feet in the shoe store and then slapped him in the face that I have a date with Jason tonight and you know what he said? He said he likes the way I treat him and he asked me if he could touch my feet again!"

Sandra laughs into the receiver and doesn't even get half of Isabell's answer.

"... I told you so! With some men you can just deal so and they find that even horny! They find that horny when you reject them and still use them for you, quite openly! I find that so horny!", Isabell answers in a very excited voice.

"He just dressed me up for fucking Jason and not him," Sandra continues to laugh.

"Why don't you let him touch your feet, then he'll have a reward and something to keep earning if he keeps working hard for you," Isabell exclaims. And continues:

"Oh, or no, I have another better idea! So yes, what I just said too, but why don't you let him touch your feet tonight while you fuck Jason!"

Sandra can feel the excitement in Isabelle's voice. Her friend is totally excited. Almost more enthusiastic than she is herself. And she can hear that she actually means it.

"Boah, I'll have to explain that to Jason first," Sandra replies skeptically and thoughtfully. "But it would definitely be horny."

"That would be abnormally horny, Sandra! Your ex-boyfriend kissing your feet while you get really fucked by someone who can do it much better! Can I be there?", Isabell's voice overflows with enthusiasm.

"You probably like it even more than I do, I have a feeling," Sandra replies with a laugh.

"Come on, Jason you can just say you have a foot slave and explain a little. We live in the 21st century, we can do whatever we want," exclaims Isabell.

"Yes, that's right," Sandra replies.

She likes the idea that Isabell has just pictured for her. Shortly after she finishes the phone call with Isabell, in which they continued to have fun about Niklas, she calls Jason, who is coming to see her tonight at 6:30. She explains to him the plan that she has arranged with Isabell and after a short silence and an incredulous laugh from his side, he shows himself quite taken with it. He hasn't done anything like this before, but he's never been averse to new, crazy experiences anyway.

After hanging up, she orders Isabell to her place at 6 p.m. and writes the following message to Niklas.

Good job today! I have decided: You are allowed to be at my feet. Tonight 18:15 o'clock with me.

The doorbell rings. It's Isabell, who enters with an excited glow on her face after Sandra opens the door for her.

"I've never seen you so radiant, Isabell. Are you sure you want to be there?", Sandra looks at her amused, yet a bit puzzled.

"Yes, absolutely! I'm not going to miss that!" comes back promptly from Isabell's mouth. "I want to watch it all! It's going to be great!" she laughs at her best friend.

The two already have experience watching each other have sex, because they have already experienced one or two threesomes together. Isabell follows Sandra into her room, which is very spacious and equipped with a large double bed. She grabs Sandra's office chair and turns it towards the edge of the bed.

"There in front of the bed he will kneel and I will watch the whole thing nicely from here," she says with an almost diabolical smile in great anticipation on Niklas' face.

"He'll be here in a minute, too," Sandra replies, glancing at the watch adorning her wrist. In the meantime, she is wearing the black dress that beautifully accentuates her body, which Niklas was allowed to buy for her knowing that it is meant for the date with Jason. She feels an inner excitement and anticipation of what is to come, which she has never done in her life. But the idea of rubbing her ex-boyfriend's nose in what he'll never get from her again actually turns her on a little bit. But especially the visit of Jason, who already proved his sexual skills last time, puts her in anticipation.

Then the doorbell rings again. Sandra goes to the door and opens it. In front of her is the visibly nervous Niklas, who smiles sheepishly at her after his gaze has worked its way up from below to her face. She is wearing the same black nylon tights she wore on their shopping trip together.

"Heel!" says Sandra with a stern look and points with her index finger to the floor in front of her.

Niklas understands immediately and gets down on his knees, happy to be so close to his ex-girlfriend's feet again. He remembers the moment in the shoe store that moved him so much. Completely spellbound, he stared at her feet there and is doing so again now. A slight excitement spreads again. After the shopping tour, the desire to throw himself at Sandra's feet has only become more intense. The arrogant, brazen manner of her has pleased him enormously. More than he actually likes. At first he tried to resist the fantasies, but the more he tried to avoid them, the stronger they became. He couldn't think of anything else all day but Sandra, who was now dating Jason and probably having sex with him while the ridiculous, desperate ex-boyfriend got to dress her up for it. And Sandra pushed it so naturally. She even held out her handbag to him, which he had to carry behind her during the whole shopping tour. The desire to grab Sandra's feet with his greedy tongue, to show her how taken he already is by her and how much power she has already gained over him, comes back to him at this moment. He feels his cock getting hard in his pants again as he kneels there like that at Sandra's feet, and still at her front door in the stairwell.

"Crawl in, into my room, don't be surprised, Isabell is there too", Sandra speaks down to him in a self-confident voice, as if it was something quite natural that her girlfriend is there.

While Niklas complies with her order and crawls into her apartment, he gets all nervous, because he still knows Isabell from the time when he was in the relationship with Sandra. Her best friend Isabell can be quite rough sometimes. She was often really snippy with him and never really took him seriously. With his head reddening with shame, Niklas now moves kneeling into Sandra's room, where Isabell is already waiting for the two of them, sitting on the office chair.

"Well, there's the little foot worshipper, yes fine, come crawling in like a little worm," Niklas hears Isabell laugh. "You don't have to be afraid, Niklas. Sandra told me everything and I don't want to miss you kissing your ex's feet," she adds with a grin as she looks him in the eye. A mean laugh garnishes her words, which are already imbued with conceit.

"Take your clothes off, little man," Niklas hears Sandra say, having just entered the room with him and closed the door behind her.

Niklas decides to just say nothing for now and begins to undress in front of the two women. He feels like he is on display while they watch him. It is unpleasant for him, but it excites him immensely to be treated so condescendingly by two women at once. He feels very small while he kneels naked on the floor. Now he is able to admire both the feet of his adored Sandra in the nylons and the feet of Isabell covered with black, short sneaker socks, which also make a very nice slim impression. Niklas feels the submissive desire rising in him to feel the feet of both ladies on his body and to be allowed to smell them. His cock gets all hard at the idea.

"Look, he's about to get off, kneeling there like that in front of us, naked and in front of our hot feet, huh?", Isabell immediately notices the change in his cock, which has now extended in the direction of Sandra's feet, who is standing right in front of him.

"Yeah, he thinks feet are really hot, he literally begged me today in the shoe store if he couldn't touch my feet again," Sandra interjects with a laugh, dropping backwards onto the edge of the bed and moving one foot towards her ex-boyfriend's hard dick kneeling there in front of her. Slowly, she stretches her nylon-clad foot, which is now just below Niklas' dick, moves it up a bit with her toes outstretched, and then runs it along the stiff penis in a slow, gallant motion as she pulls the foot back in her direction. Niklas feels the cool, smooth fabric encasing Sandra's slender foot against his member. He takes a deep breath, contemplating the intense scene presented to him there, and feels his arousal rising even higher. His cock twitches and tries to rear up even more as the beautiful foot brushes along his glans. He exhales again. Heat rises in his body and he feels the desire to throw himself flat at his former girlfriend's feet so that his face can feast on her feet.

"See, that makes this foot loser all horny!" says Sandra with a grinning look to Isabell, who has been watching the whole thing with a tense expression.

"But does his dick make you horny too?" asks Isabell back smugly.

"That little stubby one there? He's never been able to fuck me properly," Sandra replies back icily and both friends start laughing while looking at Niklas' still hard penis.

"Look, he's already twitching, he wants to get bigger and bigger, but he can't," Isabell says laughing, while she points with her index finger at Niklas' small piece, who already doesn't even look up at the two of them anymore because of shame. But the bitter words, the laughter and the humiliation by the two women, whose feet he has in view, increase his inner desire to plunge straight down with his face on the floor in front of them and to grab with his tongue the sole of Sandra's foot, which is hovering a few centimeters above the floor, since she has crossed one leg in the meanwhile. The shape of her feet and the toes covered in the nylons that she has decorated with red nail polish attract him. The snide words about his small penis, which is actually slightly below average in size, only intensify his desire. There are two pretty, hot women laughing mercilessly in his face, making fun of his foot preference, mocking his penis and rubbing his own ridiculousness in his face, and it all only makes him hornier than before.

"Yeah, Jason's is so much more hot, he can fuck me much better than that loser there too," Sandra says directed at Isabell, who lets out her incredibly mean and crude-sounding laugh in response.

"He's allowed to touch my feet at most, but I'm definitely not letting him touch my pussy anymore," Sandra continues. She turns her head back to Niklas, bends down a bit and says in a pointed, stern voice:

"You can't get to my pussy anymore, at most you may lick my feet and take me shopping, you're good enough for that!"

The words thunder into Niklas' ears and he can't stand it any longer, grabs his penis out of sheer excitement and brings out a moaned "Yes".

"He thinks that's horny, too," Isabell brings out with a snort as Niklas masturbates in front of the two of them.

"Hands off, not yet!" shouts Sandra to him and pushes her foot with a jerk against his penis, from which Niklas abruptly leaves his hands. "You better take a look at what I'm wearing, Niklas, that black dress I let you buy for me, doesn't it look great? And you know what? In a minute Jason will be here too, he's going to fuck me real good unlike you."

"Yeah, now you're looking, aren't you?" chimes in Isabell, directly noticing the change in Niklas' face. "Your ex-girlfriend is about to get fucked real good and you're going to be there live!"

The two start laughing again. Niklas sees the pulled apart with red lipstick decorated lips of the two girls in front of him. He can say nothing and do nothing but let himself be taken in by the horniness of this moment. At the same time, fear and shame rise up in him from the impending situation with Jason. But his cock doesn't let him notice anything and shows his owner how hot he finds it all.

Then the doorbell promptly rings.

"I'll get it," Isabell says quickly, gets up and moves out of the room to the front door to open it for Jason and let him in.

Meanwhile, Sandra suddenly puts one of her feet right in Niklas' face. He feels her soft nylon stockinged feet on his forehead, on his nose and her heel on his mouth. He inhales deeply, literally sucks in the scent and closes his eyes to enjoy this precious moment with Sandra's dreamy foot. He opens his mouth ever so slightly, feels her beautiful heel on his lips, moves his tongue out of his gullet and licks her heel in slowly accelerating circles while inhaling the scent of her feet with his nose. His senses are getting hazy, he feels like a loser again who deserves nothing but to lick the soles of a beautiful woman's feet and this beautiful woman is supposed to be Sandra for him.


Born to get fucked

"So that's him?" asks Jason with a grin as he enters the room where Sandra is still capturing the attention of Niklas kneeling naked in front of her with her nylon socked foot resting on his face.

"Yes, this is my little foot admirer with whom I went shopping today, he got to dress me up fancy for you," Sandra replies as she gives Jason a meaningful, suggestive look.

Jason sits down next to her on the back edge of the bed, puts his hand on her chin, turns her head towards him and kisses her long and hard in greeting. Sandra feels herself gradually getting hot. Jason leads her and does what he wants. The submissive Niklas can't give her that.

Niklas is still busy with her foot and can't see what is happening in front of him, but he can hear it very well. He hears Sandra kissing Jason while she just holds her foot in his face. In an eerie way, this scene only sparks stronger submissive desires in Niklas. He sees himself from the outside, kneeling there naked with his hard cock at the feet of his adored Sandra, who has simply put her socked foot in his face and is now pleasuring herself with another man. He feels his position turning him on and understands how simple he is after all.

"All a woman has to do is put her feet in my face and I'm already in heaven. She doesn't have to take off her clothes or expose her vagina to me. She just has to make me crawl to her feet, put her feet in my face and thrust her toes into my mouth and my little penis is already standing," Niklas thinks to himself and is increasingly drawn into his own fantasy world as he feels the nice, smooth fabric of the nylons in his face.

"A foot dork the two called me earlier and laughed at me. And I think that sums it up. I'm a douche, a fool for a beautiful woman's feet, for Sandra's feet, and I want nothing more than to get to that beautiful part of that woman's body, yes, I even let her take me shopping, dress her up for the date with someone else, just to get to her feet. And Sandra now knows this and has me dancing at her feet for her like a little puppet."

He hears more smooching sounds from Sandra and Jason. Sandra moans softly at this. What Niklas can't see is that Jason's hand has already wandered toward Sandra's vagina and is massaging it through her nylon pantyhose.

"All Sandra has to do is stick her feet out at me and treat me arrogantly from above, look me in the eye with a look that shows me I don't even deserve the dust under the soles of her shoes, and rub my nose in the fact that she doesn't want anything from me and my cock is standing up like a top," Niklas continues to fantasize. "Maybe that's just my sexuality, my desire that I have to satisfy, because I can't help it. My cock is pointing me in the right direction. Maybe in my simple way I just belong at the feet of a woman who takes advantage of me, ties me to her with her feet, and meanwhile has the freedom and power to have fun with other men who can do her much better than I can with my little cock, which after all only gets hardest through my fetish anyway."

Niklas feels the need to fully immerse himself in the moment and tries to let himself fall with his eyes closed.

"Look, our foot idiot likes it when we kiss," Sandra suddenly exclaims. "Let's show him how to fuck properly."

"He's obsessed with your feet," Jason laughs, kissing Sandra again.

"That's all he'll get from me," Sandra agrees, laughing.

Isabell, meanwhile, is watching the goings-on, completely fascinated and spellbound, sitting on the chair next to the bed. She leans down to Niklas and whispers very softly in his ear.

"A few weeks ago you fucked Sandra and now you are only her foot idiot" and laughs softly with her coarse voice into his ear.

Niklas lets out a low moan and rubs his face against Sandra's foot, who also moans under the influence of Jason's fingers on her pussy.

Jason begins to undress, exposing his muscular torso, and then pulls Sandra's short black dress off with a few flicks of his wrist.

Sandra removes her foot from Niklas so that he can see the two of them. He catches sight of a half-naked Sandra. Under her nylon pantyhose the Calvin Klein panties stand out and she wears the matching blue bra.

"Look, I'm wearing the underwear I let you buy me earlier. Isn't it nice on me?" says Sandra with a smile.

"Yes, very nice," Niklas whispers, memories of Sandra's naked body coming to him, with her plump ass and beautiful breasts. He remembers how he penetrated her and felt her tight little vagina.

"You're going to stay nice on my feet while Jason is about to give me a real good fucking. I won't let a foot licker like you fuck me," Sandra laughs, looking condescendingly at Niklas.

"You may take off my nylons though, you're just good enough for that. Get me ready for sex with Jason, you loser!", Sandra directs him in a stern voice.

With shaky hands Niklas grabs the top of the black nylon pantyhose Sandra has already pulled over her butt and slowly pulls them first over one leg and then the other. Finally, he completely exposes her enchanting feet with the red nail polish, while his gaze watches quite spellbound as the fabric unrolls first over the heels, then the soles and finally the toes. Now he looks down at her bare feet and legs that have turned his head.

Jason and Sandra swing onto the bed and start making out.

"Go on, dare you, you foot fucker," comes a smug grin from Isabell. "Get nice and close to the edge of the bed with your knees, then you can watch Sandra's feet move well, while Jason is about to fuck your ex."

Niklas complies with the suggestion and watches with his mouth open as Jason and Sandra make out tightly. Both are breathing faster and kissing very wildly now. Jason's hands feel Sandra's breasts still hidden under her bra.

"Yes, there you look, huh? How beautiful Sandra looks while being groped by another man, isn't it? Look, now he's even touching her breasts," Isabell laughs, visibly amused and thrilled by the scene. "And you're kneeling there in front of the bed as if ordered and not picked up with your ridiculous little dick in your hand. Isn't that hot?"

Isabell's comments almost drive Niklas out of his mind. How she sits there like that next to him, making fun of him and commenting quite enthusiastically on what's happening. Niklas encloses his completely hard cock with his right hand and moves it slowly. A slight moan escapes him in response to Isabell's question. And he watches as Jason, with a gallant movement, unbuttons Sandra's bra with one hand and exposes her full breasts. She quickly removes her panties and Niklas catches a glimpse of the wet little sweet pussy of hers that he can't get his hands on. "There's the beauty," Niklas thinks to himself and his arousal rises even higher as he jerks his cock. "The gorgeous one that I'm not allowed to touch anymore because I'm not even good enough to fuck for her."

By now Jason has also fully exposed himself and his big, hard cock is showing in its full glory. Sandra takes him in her hand and starts jerking him off.

"Look here, loser, that cock is about to enter my vagina and do you know why that one and not yours? Because Jason can fuck me right," Sandra laughs with a moan as her fingers circle her pussy.

"Now we're going to make you the loser of the century, you just watch your ex get really fucked, you pathetic foot dork!" comes Isabell as well. "Come on, fuck her really nice, Jason, show that loser over there how it's done properly."

Jason doesn't need to be told twice, rushes onto Sandra and slides his penis into her wet pussy. She moans loudly as he does so.

"Fuck me, Jason! Fuck me!" is all Sandra shouts, "Show this foot fucker how to fuck a vagina properly!"

And Jason gets going, slowly at first but then getting faster and faster, thrusting into Sandra's hole again and again while breathing louder and louder and making deep moaning sounds himself.

Niklas watches as Jason fucks his ex to the brink of ecstasy. Her face contorts ecstatically and she moans loudly. Isabell claps her hands enthusiastically and only cheers them both on further, "Rub it in his face what a loser he is!"

Niklas jerks his cock even faster. He feels the feeling of ecstasy rising in him as well. He moans loudly as his gaze falls on Sandra's outstretched feet, which are now lying on the bed with the bridge of her feet up, while Jason keeps making thrusting motions with his pelvis, fucking one moan after another out of Sandra.

"Lick my feet, you loser!" screams Sandra between a tirade of moans.

"Yeah, lick your ex-girlfriend's feet, finally getting fucked properly after the pathetic time with you, come on!" shouts Isabell sternly in Niklas' face.

Egged on by the moaning of Sandra, the comments of the diabolically laughing Isabell and the fucking noises Jason makes with his pelvis in the bed, he tumbles his upper body over the edge of the bed, lands with his face right in front of Sandra's right foot, sticks out his tongue and frantically licks his ex-girlfriend's toes with the red nail polish. He now feels like he's back in his fantasy, where he desperately tries to get to Sandra's feet with his tongue because she seems so unattainable for him by now. Like a little wild puppy he licks the feet of her.

Sandra feels his tongue very lightly on her foot while Jason fucks her hard and deep and in her the horniness reaches the highest level when she realizes that Niklas is licking her feet while she is being taken by another man.

"That's all you're going to get from me either, you foot twat! And even for that, you're going to have to work hard! Oh yeah, this one's for you too!" screams Sandra loudly.

Niklas looks up, licking her foot further, and sees Sandra ice-coldly holding out her middle finger to him. Completely surprised by this arrogant gesture, Isabell laughs out loud.

"That's exactly what you deserve, you loser!" she laughs.

"Yes," moans Niklas, who now puts his hand on himself again and jerks his cock hard, while he licks the gracefully beautiful back foot of the woman of his dreams and watches as she stretches out her middle finger to him and doesn't stop at all.

Suddenly Sandra moans loudly, her face contorted in complete ecstasy, she presses her eyes together, twitches and has an orgasm for seconds that takes her completely. She does not lower her hand with the middle finger, but continues to hold it out to Niklas.

Niklas can't get out of moaning himself, he is on the verge of an orgasm, his excitement has increased immeasurably, his bulging cock filled with blood he jerks off at enormous speed.

"Come on, you little foot fucker, cum!" he hears Isabell shout, who has now put her own hand down her pants to satisfy herself, and no sooner has she uttered it than he presses his eyes together, is swallowed by his own horniness and comes like out of his mind, while he takes Sandra's toes into his mouth and sucks on them. He spills out and sinks flat to the floor in front of the bed. Images gather in his head. The slender, pretty feet of Sandra with the stinging red nail polish. The nylon-covered sole of her foot that was resting on his face just a few minutes ago. The laughter of Isabell and the humiliating words from the mouths of the two girlfriends. He comes back to the fantasy he developed after the shopping trip with Sandra, when all of a sudden she turned on her heel and left. He didn't deserve her as a girlfriend, but he's lucky if he can reach out with everything he has and just barely touch this hot woman's feet with his tongue. His cock has made it very clear to him, he loves to be dumped and rejected by an arrogant, laughing up her sleeve woman who lets him dance like a doll at her hot feet and meanwhile enjoys herself with another man.

He wasn't born to fuck, he was born to be fucked by a woman, simply and comfortably for her with just her feet while she just takes advantage of him for herself.

Niklas sighs in his satisfied state and wishes nothing more than to cuddle with the feet of his adored Sandra and thank her for the honor to have been there while she let Jason fuck her.
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The Cuckold Slave Stable - A Woman Trains Men: A Femdom & Cuckold Story

One woman, 3 beta cucks & real love...
Ronja catches one man after the next with her angelic smile and her brown doe eyes. But for her, men are only useful objects, which she skillfully trains for herself.
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Enslaved By Mother & Daughter: A Femdom Story With Two Dominant Women

When Fabian helps his crush Selina study for college, he doesn't yet know that she and her sadistic, man-hating mother will give his life a whole new direction...
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Brainwashed By His Mistress: A Deep Femdom Mind Control Story

When she plants herself in his psyche...

As Tobias moves further and further into the hands of his Mistress Stella, he is shocked to discover that her subtle psychological dominance influences him much stronger than physical chastisement of a slave could ever do...
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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 on his german Twitter profile @Stefan_Starr. 
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