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Men like you

Hey! Yes, exactly you, who is sitting in front of the screen right now and bought this book. Well, do you like my socks? Do you like my long legs? I have now met so many men who are exactly on it. On my feet and my worn socks. And I think you're also one of those lovers who just want to tear themselves apart for the thin little fabric that nestles around a pretty woman's feet. But at the latest after reading this book, you will surely have acquired a taste for it. I promise you that.

By the way, I'm Melissa. You've already seen me on the cover. Since my school days, I've been used to the fact that boys are literally at my feet and vie for my attention. I think that's because on the one hand I'm lucky enough to be irresistible to men with my beauty. And on the other hand, I can win people over with my very feminine nature, my innocent smile and my intelligence. I have always enjoyed this, to be pampered by my admirers and to do so openly. Many of my female friends are either envious of me or admire me for my way with men. Do I need a driver to take me to a party? No problem. A meal at a fancy restaurant? I definitely don't need to take my wallet with me. I also have my attentive admirers at university. One of them sends me his neatly typed notes for every class we attend together, so I can relax during the lecture. The other one always has a coffee, bought from the university café, ready for me when we have the same class twice a week. I once asked him to bring me one, too, because I was running late. Since then, he has never missed an opportunity to put a hot coffee in my hand at the start of class and sit next to me with a smile. But it was only a few months ago that I realized that there are more and more men who dream of being able to lie at a pretty woman's feet and slobber over her. I came across a website where young women sell their worn socks to submissive men. At first I laughed about it, but then I was curious and created a profile for myself. And lo and behold, the demand is really high. I have actually shipped some of my socks. At first it was a nice side income and I didn't think much of it. But quickly, the idea of a grown man getting excited about my worn socks got to me so much that I thought about it all day. I find it fascinating what a pair of socks worn by me can trigger in the mind of a fetishist. After all, it's just a piece of thin fabric, but it takes on a very personal touch and meaning to a passionate lover when that fabric sticks to my slender feet for a day or two or three. I like this kind of sexuality very much. I was used to having the little guys figuratively throw themselves at my feet when I was in school, but now I have quite a few adult admirers who literally throw themselves at my feet as well. (And they're lining up for it, too!) Just thinking about it makes me feel an inner satisfaction and contentment rising up inside me. And no, I wasn't exaggerating. In the meantime I have really arrived in this scene and have a handful of admirers who not only vie for my attention, but who are also passionate foot fetishists and know their place in front of me.

Today after college, Thomas will definitely be jcoming to my apartment. He is 31, lives in my city and I met him online. I want to take you to this meeting today and show you exactly how such a session with me looks like. Thomas is now already quite infatuated with me, but he is at the same time my little guinea pig with whom I want to test out how strongly I can connect his fetish with me and my feet. Because I find it fascinating how much power I have over a man when he opens up to me and shows himself fully in his fetish desire. It literally makes my eyes light up. The downside is that he has been begging me for a meeting week after week now and sends me a lot of messages. Very polite and respectful, but still I seem to have stirred up something in him that is craving more. Today I want to go a little further with him and see what that does to him. I am very excited! And I hope you are too! 


In deep desire

I hear the doorbell ring and press the buzzer. While I wait for my guest, I quickly put on my black ankle boots, which are in the hallway. Then Thomas already comes to my open door. I look at him expectantly and feel the nervousness of him, which is also reflected in a slight blush on his face. He is holding a huge bouquet of roses in his hand, which he must have just picked up for me from a flower store.

"Come on in," I tell him as he makes his way down my hallway. Smiling and visibly excited, he struts past me into the bright, narrow entryway of my apartment. I close the door behind him and turn to face him. There he kneels down in front of me and holds out the bouquet of roses.

"For my adored lady with the beautiful feet," he smiles mischievously at me.

"That's very nice of you," I reply, also smiling, and take the bouquet from his hands. "Go on into the living room and wait for me," I call to him, already disappearing into my kitchen to put the roses in a vase.

With my ankle boots clacking on the parquet floor and the vase full of roses in my hand, I then join Thomas in the living room. He has already taken a seat on his knees in front of my dark brown leather couch.

"Well, is my little foot worshipper already greedily waiting for his goddess?", I call out to him with a laugh, while I place the roses on the large dining table made of dark wood and then make myself comfortable on the sofa directly in front of Thomas.

"Yes, goddess, finally I'm close to your dreamy feet again," it comes from him, while his gaze falls on my shoes, only to look back into my eyes, which look down at him from above.

While I look at the submissive Thomas kneeling in front of me, a very pleasant calmness comes over me. And yet I feel the tension that lies in the air between us and that fascinates me so much about this game.

Slowly I cross my leg, bend forward slightly and run my hand and fingers over one of my black ankle boots that I am currently wearing. My fingernails, coated with bright red nail polish, set off well against the smooth black leather of my shoes.

"Look, Thomas, today I'm wearing my black ankle boots," I say lasciviously down to him, in an almost whispery, quiet voice. "Do you like them?"

I see his gaze has followed my slowly moving hand and he is now looking at my shoes.

"Yes, I like them very much, Goddess," Thomas breathes as he stares transfixed at the object of his desire.

I like his reaction and smile smugly. I notice how the focus of Thomas is now completely concentrated on my feet covered by the boots. So much so that I can almost feel this beautiful sight, only enhanced by my bare, long legs, burning itself into his brain.

I move my hand, which has briefly rested on the shoe of my overturned leg, again and catch Thomas' gaze with the movement. Slowly stroking my long, bare legs, I bring my hand back up and straighten fully. "And then there are my legs completely free for you to look at as well," I whisper to him with a smug grin as we look into each other's eyes again.

Thomas' eyes are wide open and look at me with that gleam I already know from him. This gleam always appears when I poke him with my feet and it always reminds me how much power I have over Thomas and how much I can influence him with my charms. That's exactly what I like about this fetish.

"Beautiful," Thomas breathes to me as he continues to look into my blue eyes.

I move the foot of my overturned leg and hold it close in front of the face of Thomas, whose gaze falls directly with my movement back on the shoe. I like it extraordinarily to direct and guide him with the purposeful play of my charms.

"You may slowly remove this shoe from me, my little foot feti."

I can feel the tension rising in Thomas. Slowly, he moves both of his hands toward the shoe and very gently touches the cool, shiny leather of my boots. In his facial expressions and focused gaze, I recognize the anticipation and inner tension reflected in him. While the sole of my shoe rests on his left palm, he strokes the back of my boots down to the wide heel. He takes an audible breath and then begins to pull down the inside gold zipper with two fingers of his left hand.

"Good boy. Nice and slow, you get to free my precious foot from the shoe. This feels like a treasure chest you get to open, huh Thomas?", I speak softly with a grin on my red lips into the comfortable silence that surrounds both of us.

"Yes, Goddess, just how majestically the shoes nestle against your feet," Thomas replies softly, breathing. The zipper is now fully open and the hem of the short, pink sneaker sock is already visible. Thomas takes a deep breath and I hear his long exhale, while his gaze no longer turns away from the open shoe. There is an expression in his gaze that also catapults myself completely into the present moment. Slowly I move my foot and the black, leather ankle boot begins to loosen. My face becomes quite warm and I look spellbound at the face of Thomas. I register every change in his facial expression, his gaze. And I savor his reaction to me to the fullest. I want only one thing: to extend the power over him even further and show him that he can no longer do without me.


In another world

Gently and reverently, Thomas takes off my open ankle boot, which reaches only slightly above my ankles and shows off my long, bare legs so beautifully, and puts it to the side revealing my narrow, small foot, which is tightly wrapped by the thin, tight sneaker sock, which I already wear all day. Thomas lets out a slightly breathed "Ohhh" and looks eagerly at my foot.

"Take a good look at them, the beautiful sock. It's been allowed to encase my foot since this morning and accompany me to university," I say with a smile as I extend my leg and stretch it upwards so that the sole of my foot hovers directly above Thomas' face. I know how much of a turn-on it is for him to be able to look up at my foot with its curved shape, to look at the heel emerging in the sock, and to feel my sole close to his face.

"Beautiful," Thomas says as if in a trance, as I stretch my toes toward me and the ball of my foot curves toward his face.

"What do you think of the sock on my foot? Pink today. Isn't it a splurge?", I ask him laughing.

"It's beautiful, Goddess, it really is," Thomas replies, delighting in his view.

I begin to circle the still elevated foot in front of his face.

"I could hypnotize you with my feet," I grin with satisfaction.

"You already have," I hear his monotone voice retort.

Suddenly, I buckle my leg again and place my foot on the floor, cross my other leg, and then snap my fingers loudly once. In Thomas' eyes I recognize the lustful look that just blazes with desire. His reaction to my feet makes me all hot myself.

He understands immediately and pulls with shaky fingers also the second ankle boot from my foot.

"What a little piece of fabric on my beautiful feet can do to you, isn't it?", I say with a pleasurable mocking smile and joyful look.

"Yes, goddess," Thomas brings out.

"What a power I have over your little fetish brain, huh?", I laugh.

"Oh, God, yes, you are simply irresistible to me," Thomas speaks up.

"Say hello to my feet, come on!", I continue, watching as he immediately bends to my command. With his head bowed low, he kisses first my foot floating in the air and then the one on the ground. The sight of Thomas pleases me well. Artfully he lies at my feet and is happy to kiss with his lips the fine piece of fabric of my socks. After he has finished, I lift my foot again and hold it in the middle of his face.

"Smell it," I urge him, and I don't have to tell him twice. He presses his nose into my socked toes and inhales deeply as my sole and heel come to rest on his face. I can hear him enjoying the closeness and the smell.

"Deep breaths, take my scent nice and deep inside you."

Taking in his nose with my toes, I press my foot against his face and am thrilled by his deep rhythmic breathing. In his jeans, his stiff cock stands out.

"Yeah, that turns on a little sock-sucker like you, doesn't it, Thomas?", I call out mockingly in my high-pitched voice. "Nice inhale, the addictive stuff."

"Yes, Goddess," I hear him stammer under my foot as he deeply inhales the sock scent.

"Look, soon you won't be able to live without my feet. This will be your new drug, Thomas," I say smiling seductively. "I'm going to get you addicted to me."

Completely taken in by my voice and my socked foot in his face, Thomas begins to bob his pelvis slightly as he sucks the foot of me deep inside him with his eyes closed.

"You already have, Goddess, you already have," I hear him exclaim. I laugh out loud. My greed to completely cloud his mind and demonstrate my power to him is growing by the second.

"Take off my sock with your mouth, you little foot dork," I call out to him laughing and hold my heel right in front of his mouth. Thomas starts directly to take the thin fabric on my heel into his mouth and pull on it. Slowly the sock turns out and pulls itself over my bare sole to my toes and finally Thomas frees my whole foot from the sneaker sock, which he carries now in the mouth. Demonstratively I show him my small, slender foot and lead him the red painted toenails before eyes, which got the same color as my fingernails applied. The wide eyes of Thomas and him being completely taken by the sight make me inwardly arouse with satisfaction.

"There my foot slave has my sock in his mouth and now even gets the chance to see my barefoot," I shout laughing in his face. Spellbound, he looks at my delicate foot moving gracefully in front of his face.

"Pull down your pants, show your cock!", I suddenly say in a demanding tone. Instantly Thomas pulls down his jeans and boxers to reveal his hard cock, brimming with horniness.

"Look how horny my feet and socks make you," I grin at him. "You foot fetishists are so simple after all."

"Yes, Goddess, that's all it takes for us," he replies, audibly catching his breath.

"I want you to pull my worn sock over your cock and balls!", I promptly reply. He complies with the command immediately. The pink sock does a great job on his hard stiffy. I laugh out loud.

"Now jerk off properly into my sock, which you adore so much, you sock worshipper," I laugh, pointing my finger at his decorated sex. "And close your eyes while you do it. Enjoy it."

Thomas closes his eyes and rubs my sock against his penis with his hand. He starts to move his pelvis rhythmically to it.

"Yeah, nice fucking my sock, which was just on my pretty little foot," I whisper with a grin. "You like that, don't you?"

Thomas lets out a moan. I see his eyes make circular motions under his lids and know he's all in the moment with my sock now. Slowly, I lift my other socked foot and place it very gently in his face.

"Deep breath, you sock fucker!", I call out dominantly. I enjoy every second of this spectacle before my eyes and already get a little wet myself at the sight of Thomas, who is there completely gripped by his fetish desire for my socks and feet. A regular moan comes from Thomas' lips.

"You just need my feet, Thomas, that's all you need," I laugh.

"Yeah..." he groans out.

"The only sex you really need is foot sex!", I shout to him laughing out loud, while he takes another deep breath and now rubs the sock on his cock faster and faster with his hand. His moans become deeper and more animalistic.

I run a hand under my short skirt and feel the moisture that awaits me there. I sigh softly, then switch my foot and touch my bare sole to the face of Thomas, contorted with ecstasy, who seems to be in his very own world, his eyes closed.

"Fuck my feet," I shout loudly as I stimulate my clitoris with circular finger movements.

"Open your mouth, my foot slut!", I command and already Thomas' mouth is open. With my bare toes I poke him in the mouth and he starts sucking my foot. I feel the warm moisture coming from his mouth there as well, while I make faster and faster circular movements with my fingers. I moan out loud.

"Come on, you sock fucker, come in my sock while I fuck your mouth with my foot," I shout out passionately, moaning with excitement. I start thrusting my foot deep into Thomas' throat. In my head, I just imagine him as a drooling piggy lusting for my feet, groveling and licking. The imagination brings me to the brink of ecstasy. Then I hear a loud moan from Thomas, who reaches the climax of his lust. With his face completely distorted with horniness, he moans loudly and deeply as he comes with a tremendous thrust into my pink sock, licking my toes as if out of his mind.

The sound of his moans gives me the rest and I feel a seconds-long orgasm spread from my vagina to my whole body, while the image of my soaked sock against Thomas' hard cock is burned into my memory.

Completely out of breath, our eyes meet after Thomas opens his eyes again and we look at each other for a long time. That was an incredibly intense experience for both of us. And since then, the desire for my feet has never stopped for Thomas.

Well, a fetish remains a weak point and I love to exploit it, with my charm and beauty. And what about you? Would you also like to enjoy my feet?

Melissa
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