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The unusual therapy session

"I told you that I find it incredibly difficult to maintain a real relationship with a woman. And that's really getting to me again right now. I just feel so incompetent and my self-esteem is not good at all."

Thoughtful and sad, Markus looks at the woman sitting right across from him on a marbled, dark brown wooden chair. He's been to see her a few times now, after deciding that his life can't go on like this.

"That's the place we've been. You don't feel capable of keeping a woman with you, because in your experience no woman has stayed with you for long. Do you have any thoughts as to why this has been the case?" the therapist asks him in her calm, benevolent voice with a friendly smile on her pink, full lips. She looks at him with her large, brown eyes, and in her gaze Markus senses a certain trace of warmth and understanding that keeps him coming back.

At first he was unsure whether he should actually start therapy with this young lady, because she seems to be considerably younger than he is. However, these doubts quickly subsided after the first few sessions. Not only does she seem incredibly sympathetic to him because she is with him with so much empathy and attention, but at the same time she makes a very competent and professional impression.

"Yes, I ... I don't know either, I think it's the sexual thing," he stutters in response to her question and looks nervously at the floor. He can feel the tension growing inside him. In the first sessions, he talked a lot with her about all sorts of things in his life. Only gradually, and in teeny tiny bits, does he come out with the language. He has never fully confided in anyone before, and it takes a lot of courage for him to even talk about his problems.

"Well, it often times revolves around sexuality," she smiles at him. "How has it been in your previous relationships?"

Her patience with him, her looseness not diminished by her professionalism, and her melodious voice triggers a sense of security in him. He feels safe with her, but still he feels the blood in his face giving him a red tinge. After a few seconds have passed, Markus gives himself a jolt.

"I really find this very hard to tell, but my sexuality is somehow very different from others, I feel, and I don't know how to deal with it. I've had it since I was a teenager. I... I'm totally into it when a woman is dominant and I have a foot fetish and it's so strong that I have no real interest in normal sex at all."

Now it's out, Markus thinks to himself. Uncertainly and with a shameful look he looks at his therapist. He is just now becoming fully aware of her attractiveness once again. What will the young, slim, self-confident woman sitting there in front of him say? Tense and hunched over, Markus sits in his chair and suddenly feels very small and weak in the face of his pretty therapist after he has said this. A mixture of fear, helplessness and sadness fills his insides, while he hardly dares to look into the eyes of the woman in front of him.

"And how did the women in your previous relationships deal with this? Did you talk to them about it?", Markus hears her ask. He takes a breath. Her expression has barely changed.

"Of course they noticed that I was somehow different, but we didn't talk about it that much either. I've always felt like they think it's weird and aren't very open to it when I've made hints like I like her holding the reins and stuff like that."

His therapist tilts her head to the side and smiles at him with a slightly puckered mouth, as if to say she already knows what else he's about to tell.

"And then you didn't even try to talk about it further."

"Yes, exactly," Markus answers quickly.

"And then how did you continue sexually with these women?"

"In between we did have sex, but often it just didn't work out because I wasn't aroused and I was always very ashamed of that. It was almost a relief when they eventually broke up with me."

"Well, maybe that's because it just wasn't a good fit between you. Maybe your fetish is so strong now that you want to satisfy it, and you weren't able to do that in the previous relationships."

"Yes, that's true. I often just looked at something online and satisfied my fetish that way," Markus replies. Feelings of despair begin to stir in him again, the apparent hopelessness of his situation is just becoming clear to him once more and he says in a snide voice directed at himself:

"But what woman would want a man like me, who would prefer to grovel at a woman's feet instead of having sex with her?"

The inner turmoil, helplessness and disappointment about himself and his life so far finally leads Markus to break the reserved facade and tell his therapist his true thoughts:

"Do you understand? My preferences are so strong, there is nothing in the world as intense for me as the idea of kissing a woman's feet, idolizing her, serving her and letting her humiliate and laugh at me. Yes, I seem to just want to be a woman's slave. I don't need normal sex at all, I hardly think about it. My head is completely filled with such fantasies. I don't know what to do! I'll never find a real steady girlfriend like this and I don't even know if I could. I just... I, yeah, I just can't get away from it! I'm really a loser and it arouses me! I even watch porn where a woman just titles me like that and laughs and it feels so insanely attractive to me!"

Startled by his sudden outburst, Markus pauses. It felt like an avalanche had started inside him and he had just had to say what he had never said to anyone before. With a red head, he looks down at the floor. The shame of what he has revealed about himself rises up in him. 'What will she think of me now?' he asks himself with an embarrassed expression.

For a few seconds there was silence in the small, bright room where the two of them sit opposite each other. Finally, the therapist breaks that silence with a smile that Markus couldn't tell if it was meant to be friendly or smug:

"Maybe you just need a different kind of relationship where you can really let loose for a change."


Dominance knows no boundaries

'What did she mean by that? Maybe I need a different kind of relationship?' Thoughtfully, Markus leaves the practice after his therapist has informed him, accompanied by a strange laugh, that their time together is already over. Because of the rather abrupt end, she offered him a new appointment the next day, which he gratefully accepted. With many thoughts in his head, Markus goes home and sits down on his sofa to let the conversation die down. Completely lost in thought, he grabs his pants and leads himself to the excitement that blows the stress out of his body every time. With his head still on the previous conversation with his therapist, he begins to rub himself. The image of her open mouth on her beautiful, immaculately young face as she laughed so goodbye comes to his mind's eye.

'Was she laughing at me? Maybe I really am just a loser, lusting after the attention of such a pretty woman. So much so that I would lick her bare soles like a little worm. With my tongue out, I want to drool for her feet, stretch my neck, contort myself just to reach her. And all this while she looks down at me laughing, sipping a glass of champagne, amused that such a pathetic, non-serious jerk like me wants to kiss her feet.'

Markus breathes heavily, the images flash through his mind, the slender legs of his therapist, the laugh with her gleaming white teeth, the sovereign, self-confident manner, that's exactly the kind of strong woman he wants to throw himself at the feet of. - 'Oh God, she's my therapist. I can't...' But it's too late, the head cinema is already in full swing. Breathing faster and faster and moving his hand, Markus leads himself into the ecstatic wonderland of his dreams. Over the years, he has learned to bring himself to this level again and again and to stay there for a few minutes until his brain was nothing but a pile of mush. And that's how he feels now. Completely in his world. The black ankle boots his therapist wore today pop into his head. 'I'd like to lick those right now. The sole, penetrating to the ankle. And then take them off her. Stella. That's her first name. How hot would it be to be enslaved by a psychotherapist? She can plant herself completely in my brain and get me addicted to her attention and her feet while she just uses me and laughs at me.' Her laugh, which he still can't quite place, comes back into his head. 'Maybe she's right and I really should admit to myself what I need and what I am.' At the thought of serving and lying at the feet of this wonderful woman who could nestle in his head if she wanted to, he comes into full ecstasy.

The next day, Markus excitedly and nervously drives to his therapist's next session. He had called her Dr. Stella in his fantasies yesterday, and now right away he has to reveal himself to her again. 'How am I supposed to pull myself together now after my fantasies with her yesterday?' Shyly, he steps into the room after Stella calls him out. In his head, he's already addressing her by her first name. He casts a glance at the slightly grinning woman, who now points with her hand to the chair where he should take a seat again. His gaze falls from her light brown, confidently shining eyes down to her full lips, which she has traced today with red lipstick, to her beautiful neck, which reveals itself to him after she tilts her head slightly to the side to signify to him once again to sit down, but he doesn't notice that at all. She is wearing a summery dress that accentuates her plump cleavage. Trimmed with ruffles at the hem, it leads Markus' gaze directly to her bare, beautifully-shaped slender legs, whose light brown complexion now so easily beguiles him, arriving at her hot, slender ankle, Markus takes one almost startled deep breath as he realizes that she is wearing high heels for the first time, accentuating her bare feet and toes. The heels occupy the back of her feet only with two narrow buckles. Markus sucks the sight of her feet, which suggests the beauty of her heel and the beautiful slender arch of her feet. Completely taken aback, he quickly looks her in the face after realizing that he has been checking her out from top to bottom for a little too long. He turns red in the face when he sees the smug smile of Stella, who is now looking at him mockingly and seems not only to have noticed his wandering eyes, but also to find them amusing.

'Sit down, Mr. Kohlmeier!" she says in a determined voice that betrays a good-humored, almost amused tone. Markus quickly sits down on the chair and looks at her anxiously.

"So you like to be humiliated and dominated by a woman," he hears come out of her mouth as he notices her cross one leg, causing his gaze to fall back on her, now raised in the air, high heel. Her bright red painted toenails catch his eye.

"Yes," Markus replies with a short nervous laugh. And after a short pause, he elaborates:

"I've been thinking about what you said, and I think maybe you're right about me needing to let off some steam. But I don't know how. How am I going to find a woman who will do that with me?"

"Oh, I'm sure there are one or two women who would find that interesting. In this day and age, it's not that uncommon. I like to experiment there, too," she smiles at him and before Markus can say anything in reply, she asks him:

"What do you like about it?"

"About what?" he asks her, confused.

"About femdom."

"Well... I totally like kneeling in front of a woman and kissing her feet, for example," Markus replies. Her piercing gaze and confident expression make his heart beat a little faster. It is now no longer just the nervousness that Markus feels as soon as one opens up a bit more in therapy, but a new kind of tension has developed in him. He suddenly feels this clear desire to surrender and give himself to this beautiful woman sitting there in front of him.

"Well, let's recreate that. Why don't you kneel down in front of me and then describe what feelings that triggers in you," Stella grins at him and begins to bob the raised foot with her crossed leg.

Markus did not expect this suggestion at all, hesitantly, but excitedly and slowly he complies. He gets up from the chair and starts to kneel in front of his therapist's feet. Her high heels are now very close to him. He looks at her toes, her slender arch and her ankles leading up to her wonderfully slender legs. Like a child who has discovered something magical, he watches her feet. He feels a real pull inside him that triggers a deep need to get that much closer to them.

"Well, what do you feel?" he hears her voice say, without him managing to look her in the face. His head just won't move upwards, because his eyes are captivated by the sight that is there.

"I just want to look at your feet. They are so beautiful. I feel a really strong desire building up inside of me that gets stronger and stronger the longer I look at them and I don't feel like I can control it," Markus breathes to himself.

"So you're losing control," Stella replies in a now very calm, quiet voice with a nuance of sexual arousal that Markus was not consciously aware of picking out, however.

"Yes," Markus whispers.

Suddenly Stella stands up, the slamming of her high heels on the floor startles Markus and brings him out of his trance. He accompanies her feet gallantly moving to her desk with his gaze. Shortly after, she returns, sits down in front of the still kneeling client and taps a yellow, self-adhesive notepad to his forehead. With her right hand, she pushes Markus' head up by his chin so that he has to face her.

"Come to the address tonight at 7:00. Bring good wine. I'm going to do a different kind of therapy with you from now on. Got it?" she asks him in an insistent voice, grinning at him.

"Y-yes... gladly," Markus finally brings out after a short silence.

Then he is allowed to stand up and the therapy session is over.


Catapulted into self-acceptance

With a bottle of wine in his hand and a sinking, yet pleasantly excited feeling, Markus arrives at the address that was written on the piece of paper that Stella had unceremoniously pressed onto his forehead. In his head, this very scene plays over and over again, and it made a big impression on him. 'I can't believe I knelt in front of her today!' he thinks to himself. 'Her feet in the high heels were so hot. And then this dominant act of just sticking something on my forehead.' His imagination has gone wild again between the therapy session and tonight's meeting.

Now he stands in front of his therapist's front door and presses the bell with a queasy feeling, which immediately makes a bright sound inside the apartment. Markus hears the clack of Stella's shoes and shortly after she opens the door. She looks just as gorgeous as she did earlier, with her high heels and the short, tight-fitting dress that hugs her body. Her charisma, her appearance and especially her mouth, twisted into a slight smile, which stands out with its red color and matches flawlessly with her painted fingernails and toenails, increase Markus' heartbeat. Uncertainly, he looks at her.

"Come in for your very special therapy hour," Stella smiles mischievously and points her hand inside.

Smiling, Markus enters and Stella leads him into her large living room and places him on a small stool with no back, while she herself settles down on her comfortable-looking orange couch and crosses her legs. Two wine glasses are ready on a small side table.

"Now, go ahead and open the wine you brought. I would like to toast with you first," she smiles as she says this in her determined sounding voice.

With slightly shaky hands, Markus opens the wine bottle and pours evenly into the two glasses, takes them in his hand and, standing up, leans down to Stella to hand her the glass.

"Well, how do you properly hand a glass to a woman?" asks Stella in a stern voice. She raises her immaculately plucked dark brown eyebrows and looks at Markus sternly and expectantly.

Perplexed, Markus looks at his therapist, who suddenly displays a tone of voice he has never heard from her before. He is so excited that he doesn't understand what she means and looks at her with wide eyes, startled. But before he can say anything back, Stella points her finger at the floor in front of him and nods her head slightly towards the position she expects him to take. Now he understands immediately.

"On my knees, of course, I ... I naturally hand the glass to a woman like you on my knees ... excuse me," Markus smiles at her and immediately performs the necessary movement for this. Finally arriving on his knees, he extends his hand to give the glass to Stella, who takes it from his hand smugly smiling, without mentioning anything to his stammering.

"And what are we toasting to?" she asks him, again looking at him sternly.

Markus, meanwhile, has caught himself somewhat in his excitement and feels his heart leap in eager anticipation of what is to follow.

"Well, I would like to toast you and your so congenial manner and to the fact that I may be here," he answers her smiling.

"Good answer, because look at you - you don't have anything to toast to. Women are always running away from you, and sexually there's nothing going on for you either."

Surprised at how coldly she addresses his sore points, an uncertain, short laugh escapes him. However, he cannot deny that he is impressed by his therapist's dominant manner.

"Yes, I guess you're really right. There's nothing to toast with me."

She just looks him silently in the eye in response.

"What do you think of my high heels? Do you like them?" asks Stella, looking at him with a cheeky grin and wiggling her overturned leg briefly. Mark's gaze falls again on her beautiful toes peeking out from under the front buckle of her shoes, and then on the inch-long heel.

"Oh, yes, I like them very much. That's what I find so attractive in a woman, you know?" replies the still kneeling Markus.

"Yes, I understand, you little lecher. All I have to do is stick my feet out at you and something stirs in you, I guess."

Markus becomes quite agitated by her openness and the shamelessness with which she speaks the truth without being the least bit impressed by it. There is an almost crackling tension in the air. He feels her luring him out of his reserve and exposing him to her, and he wants only too much to give up trying to control himself and give himself over completely to that beauty stretched out there in front of him.

"It's always been that way. All an attractive woman has to do is show me her feet and take me by her leash and make me what I so ardently desire."

Stella takes a sip of her wine and then places the glass on the side table. She then gallantly moves her overturned leg back to the floor.

"And what do you wish for at the present moment?" she asks him in an almost whispery voice and a mock-challenging look that Markus can barely withstand. His gaze falls back to her feet.

"I wish to kiss your feet right now," he whispers to her in response, feeling an inner elation rise up inside him along with his imagination that this might actually happen in a moment.

"Yes, you're already kneeling there so nicely at my feet. That would be great, wouldn't it, you little lecher? You can hardly control yourself anyway," she replies in a determined tone. "Do you know what you look like kneeling there for me? Like a little worm."

Suddenly she laughs loudly in his face for a moment and then picks up her wine glass again to take another sip from it.

'Oh yeah, that's me, just a little worm to your feet,' Markus thinks to himself. The excitement is rising in him, just the word worm, which is one of his trigger words, has made him sit up and take notice and he suddenly feels like he's in one of the countless videos he's already seen online where men are being harassed at the feet of a woman. He can feel his cock getting hard in his boxers.

"You're a little worm kneeling there in front of me, looking all greedy for my feet. Any other man would want to have a nice date with me and then get me into bed, but you want nothing more than to kiss my feet, don't you? The very idea makes you drip, doesn't it?"

Her bright, confident voice and the words she claps in his face without restraint, her mocking look, her hand now pointing a finger down at her feet, her soft mouth presenting the truth to him with a pleasurable grin, all turn Markus on. The whole situation is for him like being in a movie. He is completely with her and her feet with all his attention. He perceives every word of hers, every gesture, every look and every tone of her voice more intensely than he has ever perceived it on her.

"Yes, there you see, you can't get a word out. You eager little ridiculous worm."

With a pop, her amused, contemptuous words land an ever greater effect in his brain. Inside him he feels the urge to throw himself completely at the feet of this uniquely dominant woman, to make a fool of himself completely in front of her, and to kiss her feet like crazy, as if he no longer had any control over himself.

"Well, go on, kiss my heels, you little worm," he hears her command.

Markus rushes down with his face and starts kissing the heels of the wonderful woman who dominates him there with her charisma and words. He feels the cold leather against his face. He is now very close to the slender, beautiful feet of his therapist, who has just risen to a goddess for him. The warmth rises to his face. Like out of his mind, he places kiss after kiss on the buckles and both heels of her shoes. He is completely in his world and doesn't even notice how his divine therapist takes another sip from her wine glass and watches with a grin how her little worm patient is barely containing himself there beneath her. She starts laughing and the sound of her continued laughter makes Markus even hornier. He breathes fast and keeps kissing and kissing the whole time. He has now dared to her bare skin and kisses very gently the back of her foot and her toes, which unfold their charm with their red nail polish completely before the visual eye of him. Suddenly she holds the heel of her right shoe right in front of his face.

"Suck my heel, you little foot maggot!"

Markus has the long, pointed heel of her heels right in front of his face. He opens his mouth and with a gallant movement Stella pushes her heel deep into his mouth.

"Nice sucking. That's what your mouth is made for. Not for talking, but for licking my shoes clean!"

"Yes! I was born for that!" Markus manages to reply breathlessly as her heel slides out of his mouth again for a moment, only to thrust right back in. Stella starts to laugh again. Markus feels smaller and smaller in front of this wonderful woman, getting hornier and hornier. He rubs his cock, pulsating with excitement, against the hard floor while he lets his hot therapist wrap it around his finger - or rather, around her feet.

"No wonder you can't keep a woman with you. Such a ridiculous little man is only good for a foot massage and licking shoes clean."

Markus snorts and a moan escapes him as he frees the second heel Stella has held out to him from the dust and dirt that has collected at the end of the heel. His arousal increases immeasurably by her words spoken sternly and at the same time with a thieving pleasure. The sight of the sole of her shoes and the bare skin of her soles and legs, which he is very close to, does the rest.

"Yes, dear lady, I want to serve you. I want to kiss your feet and clean your shoes every day. I want to blow your heel because I can't do anything else. I want to be useful to you and worship you!" exclaims Mark all ecstatic and out of breath.

"You call me Miss Stella from now on. I'll make you my personal foot servant!", Stella laughs in his face with her upper body bent down and an amused-sadistic look. He senses how much she enjoys her superiority and power and is blown away.

"Yes, please," he starts begging and starts kissing the sole of her heels like crazy.

"But I want you worm permanently at my feet. And for that, you have to completely accept what you are. Namely, my little foot servant, happy to serve me and to follow my word."

"Yes, Miss Stella, I want that so much," exclaims Mark, his hard cock already leaving a sea of pleasure drops in his boxers.

"You'll have to accept your sexuality for that, let's see if you can do it," Stella laughs. "You've been ashamed of what you are all this time, haven't you, and you've tried to change it?"

"But it never worked," Markus breathes heavily, rubbing a hand on his pants.

"I'll tell you why, too. You're just a perverted little foot licker, and deep down you've actually figured out your place, because you have no interest in real sex with a woman at all. You're way too afraid of the power of a real vagina, you'd rather throw yourself right at a woman's feet," Stella, in her therapeutic way, leads him to the truth, followed by an almost devilishly amused laugh that burns itself into Markus' memory.

"You're right," he grunts back in his stupidity, which he reveals there lying on the floor in front of her and kissing her feet.

"Take off my high heels!" her command slaps him in the face.

With hands shaking with excitement, he undoes first one clasp of her hot heeled shoes and then the other. With his left hand he supports her foot raised in the air at the bottom of the shoe sole, with his right hand he grasps the upper end above the heel and slowly pulls the shoe down. First from her heels, which now appear with all their round, narrow splendor, then from her toes until the whole, bare foot appears before him. He does the same with the other shoe and both enjoy the tension and silence in these moments. The sight of her tender bare feet drive him wild. He had not been mistaken. Her feet have a beautiful curved, slender shape, just the way he loves pretty women's feet.

Markus feels a change in him. The animalistic force controlling his penis has spread all the way inside him. The desire to lick, suck, mouth, smell and kiss her feet takes over him. His mind is filled with his urge and he can barely contain himself. Stella sees in his eyes how he turns into the animalistic beast that until now only came out when he was alone in his room and supplied with a portion of femdom videos, jerking his cock to the edge of cumming. She skillfully uses this moment to intensify his drive even more:

"Look what my vagina says to you, you ridiculous creature!", her bright, stern voice penetrates his ear.

Surprised, Markus, completely captivated by her feet, looks up. Stella has sat down on her couch a little forward on the edge, leaning her upper body back and spreading her legs wider. The moment Markus looks up at her pussy, she has already put her hand right in front of her vagina and now starts to give him the middle finger. Markus moans out loud.

"That's what my vagina says to you," Stella laughs out loud. "You loser belong all the way down there at my feet! And nowhere else!"

Markus lets out another moan and looks at Stella awkwardly in his ecstasy. She stretches her bare foot in front of his face and moves her toes back and forth. The sight of her moving foot and soft sole gives him the rest.

"Tongue out and lick, from heel to toe, from bottom to top. Go! You are nothing more to me than a stupid foot and shoe licker that I will raise to be my servant."

Mark moans loudly and he starts to lick the wonderful foot of his mistress. He feels like he is in heaven and he keeps moaning briefly.

"You can say goodbye to ever having a girlfriend, you weren't made for that. Look at you, how horny that makes you. You're just a ridiculous little worm to us women, what crawls to our feet and cleans our shoes with his tongue and licks our feet gratefully afterwards. Look at you, you foot dork."

Markus has meanwhile opened his pants and pulled down his boxer shorts as he continues to lick the horny foot of his Miss Stella. He is jerking it now and is about to cum. Her words are whipping in his face and driving him on. He moans out loud.

"Isn't this beautiful? We women have something to laugh about because of you and our shoes get clean too. But the best part is that it makes you horny when we sexually reject you, you loser," Stella laughs at him as she holds out her other sole to him.

"Yeah, jerk off your little dick. That's not even good for real sex. As soon as you stand in front of a wet vagina, the pathetic little thing retracts by itself! And that's right!", Stella gets really going and enjoys dominating Markus with his own insecurities. "Your mini dick is only there so that it produces this foot horniness like now and we women can shape you so really nice for us to the eternal, sexless foot servant."

Markus can't get out of his moaning at all. Lost in the excitement about his own sexuality that pushed him into the misery and to this therapy, he understands that he draws his greatest pleasure from this very deep humiliation and degradation that his sexuality brings him. He lets himself fall into the deep, swallowing hole that his therapist has opened up in him - no, he even really throws himself into it now. Like a libidinous animal that has lost all mental clarity, he surrenders to his trembling, pulsating cock. The horniness swallows him up completely.

"Well, tell me again what you learned today, what you are!" her voice penetrates him as Markus is about to wetly lick and suck her graceful heel with his tongue.

"I... I'm just a stupid little worm that..."

That's as far as he gets, because Stella forcefully shoves her toes into his open mouth and he starts sucking. She starts fucking his mouth with her foot.

"Well, dork, what are you?"

"I'm a dumb little worm that's there to give you..."

Again she pushes her foot into his stupid mouth and laughs at his attempt to finish the sentence. Markus is on the verge of ecstasy and may come any second. He can feel everything inside him focusing on this woman.

"Well, come on, say it already!"

"I am a stupid little worm that is only there to lick your feet and clean your shoes and to be laughed at and harassed by you. This is my sexuality and I love it!", Markus screams out loud and buries his face into the feet of his new goddess.

"Good boy, you little ridiculous foot servant. Keep licking, you loser!", Stella laughs out loud.

Markus joins in her laughter with his moans, his cock already all red from jerking off, her feet already all wet from licking. His excitement is hardly bearable for him. Gasping for breath, he jerks his cock.

He explodes and splashes his cum on the floor in front of him, while Stella still laughs mercilessly in his face. In his mind, she has already put him on a leash and turned him into a will-less foot slave, completely obsessed with her. He is blown away by the experience. This beautifully dominant woman is just showing him what he represents to women and what he so ardently desires and has not yet brought to fulfillment: To be a submissive foot licker for a woman and to be magnificently laughed at and humiliated by her. But as of today, he wants to indulge in this paradoxical desire. His mask has fallen and he has found the woman who makes him what he has been for years and wants to be...
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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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