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1. The beginning of a memorable love affair

I got carried away with an acquisition that means something unique and new to me. A young, 23-year-old student from Munich called Lola advertised her worn black high heels for sale online. The picture in the ad caught my eye like a flash and stood out so much that I had the impulse to get in touch with this young lady.

Because these are no ordinary high heels worn at a party here or there, not at all. They are soiled from top to bottom. Mud sticks to them everywhere. It's not just the soles covered in earthy dirt, the two thin, sharp heels are also covered in a brown, muddy layer that stretches even further up to the back heel caps of the shoes.

Beautifully slender and elegantly shaped, they would reveal almost the entire bare foot of the wearer, with an open-toe box and only a wide black buckle that may cover the base of the toes. At the ankles is a sweet, elegant buckle with a gold clasp that adorns a woman's feet so beautifully. How wonderful it is that the dirt has not only made it under the sole but even onto the thin cleat on which the beautiful young woman's toes find their place. The earth has even made its way onto the wide buckle.
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And how sweetly Lola literally held these beautifully worn heels up to my face in her ad, which, of course, wasn't just for me but for all the gawking and greedy fetishists who are up to mischief online. The shoes dangled from her well-groomed, feminine-looking hands and delicate fingers in front of the lens, mimicking our big eyes. It was as if Lola wanted to tell us: "Look what I have for you, a real treasure, something extraordinary that you can get hold of here if you only dare."

And it was only when I finished reading her ad that I realized how right she was with her words. I was overcome with emotion and couldn't help but get in touch with her. Excited, I first asked her if her fabulous high heels were still available for me. The ad was already a few days old, and in my hope that Lola hadn't simply forgotten to delete it, I was still surprised by her answer: "Yes, they are still available! I can still buy them! My heart beat faster, and hunger took shape in my mind that had already celebrated the uniqueness of these worn shoes.

Lola didn't just wear these aesthetically shaped high-heeled shoes and get caught in rainy weather and on unstable ground. No, she was in the woods with them and had hot sex while wearing them! When I realized this, I had to go for it and buy it, and I did. The shoes became so important to me that I was eagerly awaiting them. Lola sent me more pictures, proved their authenticity, and showed me her beautiful, well-groomed feet. Then the time had come. Packed in a shoe box, Lola took them to the post office, addressed to my address. It wouldn't be long before I would hold the box with such delicate contents in my hands.


2. What do the shoes mean to a fetishist?

I want to try to explain the significance of the shoes she wore. Just that a young beauty like her wore these high heels on her shapely, bare feet, her heel perched on the raised back part, supported by the stinging heels, her delicate sole resting on the leather, and her sweet toes indeed lingering for a long time on the thin leather disk that barely separated her from the ground, her sweet toes remained for a long time on the thin slice of leather that barely separated her from the ground. She moved gracefully in them, walking with a clacking step that alone makes the shoes a trophy in the hands of a fetishist like me who adores the aesthetics of femininity. But how incredibly gilded is the activity that Lola carried out in them? The dirty heels capture a whole experience of her! And what an experience!

While the leather of the shoes wore her delicate, slender feet, she put her footprints on the heels and impregnated them with her sweet feet. There was a man she was attracted to. A man who made her body go wild approached her, kissed her, and then let her in. As she soaked her beautiful black high heels with the mud beneath her, she let herself be taken into pleasure, let herself slide into the bliss of togetherness, let herself fall into the ecstasy in which she had long since stopped thinking about her shoes.

While she indulged in this natural fun, getting dirty with him, her shoes rubbed dirty on the earthy forest floor. As he pushed into her, her heels dug into the mud, letting themselves coated in Mother Earth's natural moisture. The wilder they became, the more nature wanted to unite with them; the earth fought its way up to her bare toes, ankles, and much further. The mud was now sticking to the front, and her upper sole even touched her toes. How hot and beautiful, horny and dirty the sex must have been for her? How heartwarming her moans? How powerful was the beat that pounded inside her? How all-consuming was the ecstasy that ignited inside her?

And all this in those beautiful high heels, with her magnificent bare feet in them. How can a foot-loving, submissive fetishist like me not tremble with awe? How can he not burn open-mouthed in longing to get his hands on this beauty that the shoes depict? With what high feelings they were there, accompanying their hot, young wearer. I can't help but kneel before them, reverently imagining the blissful moments they were on Lola's divine feet, which I can only pine for from afar.

Because it's not me who gets to bring her happiness, it's not me who gets to taste her closeness, it's not me who she's attracted to. Not to mention that I don't deserve it. So I want to grovel before her. But even a kiss on the foot is denied me, so my heart beats faster when I see her shoes.


3. It has arrived!

And then the time came. I waited excitedly for the letter carrier, who finally rang the bell, and I ran to meet him to take the sacred parcel kindly.

I carefully opened it, already tensely anticipating the contents. She had packed her heels carefully, and how sweetly she wished me lots of fun with the bit of note on top. I smile as I continue to unpack the box. After all, the beautiful shoes that were recently at Lola's, at her home, on her feet, in the forest. And now they're just standing in front of me!
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The earth, the mud, the dirt that gilds them with the moment of their lust. Suddenly, I am unleashed, my eyes fixed on her heels. The desire becomes so strong I want to taste it, to lick the dirt off her shoes. I want to absorb it, the ground beneath her feet.

The first touches of her worn shoes were already so engaging. I carefully held the thin centerpiece between my thumb and forefinger as I moved them. How slender and delicate, so incredibly graceful, they feel. And now I'm lying on the floor in front of them. I have draped them on a cardboard box in front of me so that they are crowned in front of me as if on a pedestal. My body lies beneath them, and only my head is level with the buckles on the tips of my shoes. Even their heels, if they were still in their shoes and Lola were standing in front of me, are enthroned above me in the air. That's right, that's where I belong. At the feet of such an adorable woman, at her toes, with hardly any more view of her beautiful body than her sweetly painted toenails, fabulous shoes, and, at most, her ankles and the tips of her legs.
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It is uncomfortable for me to lie on the hard, cold floor, armed with my black fountain pen and a pad on which I am currently writing these lines. My feet are lying on top of each other. I hold myself very tightly, pulling my upper body ever lower to the ground. Now, I've sunk so far down that I'm almost touching the paper I'm writing on with my mouth. Even her toes would now be above my face. I squirm like a worm on the ground before her shoes. I become tiny; I want to wallow in the earthy dirt that adorns the front tips of her shoes and that I hold so reverently in my gaze.

The two shiny gold fasteners are also an absolute eye-catcher for me. The leather on which the soles of her feet were placed looks so smooth and even. From my low angle, the high heels make the shoes look like mountain peaks that I have to climb, starting with the dirt at the very front, through her toes, and up to her heels high above. Like a little worm, I want to wriggle my way up and then throw myself with all my might against the inner heel piece, hoping that her beautiful heel will come crashing down on me and crush me while I'm still floating in utter ecstasy.

I can smell the shoes' leather as soon as I lay before them. I don't even know where to start; the toe of the shoe? The toe area? The buckles? Or the heels? I imagine Lola standing in front of me and saying:

"Go on, lick the dirt off my shoes and think about how hot, fulfilling sex I just had in them while you only get to taste the earth under my feet!"


4. The funny kind of sex

Shoe size 38, by the way. The fabric used to decorate the buckles, the heel, the sides, and the back of the heel is wonderfully soft to the touch. Soft and fluffy, you could be forgiven for thinking that her shoe might offer a lovely sense of security. What an indescribably hot feeling runs through me at the thought that I am now allowed to free these shoes from their dirt, that I am about to lick the sole, suck the heel and absorb the dirt. But that's precisely my job.

[image: ]

How far away this remarkable woman is for me, how unreachable for me. How far away her indeed sweet vagina is from me, even if she were standing in front of me, in front of her crawling shoe and foot worms. Her powerful pussy has been and is being pampered by another man. Her sexual and emotional needs have already been met. Dirty and filthy, the shoes have now served their purpose of keeping her sexy during sex. And now she's also earning money from the fact that a fetishist like me, who craves her, is desperate to be close to her and yet so far away, to lick the dirt off her shoes to have "sex" in his laughable, comical way. Isn't that cool?

I start with the sole of the shoe, then the heel, both things that have not been touched directly by her foot. There's a perfect imprint of the forest floor on the shoe's sole. I'm going to start absorbing the mud, thinking about how she had hot sex in it, which filled her, which made her glow and moan, which charged her up. In contrast, I, stupid shoe licker, desperately try to somehow take part in it, gobbling and enjoying the dirt, hoping that it will fulfill me, that it will bring me close to her beauty, that it will fill me worm, me ant, satisfy me, although it probably can't do that.

The idea of a happily fulfilled, beautiful woman called Lola is excellent. I'm only allowed to get a waste product of her happiness that doesn't fulfill me but only makes me greedier for her, and she profits from it, too. How hot is it that I lick her shoes from a safe distance while she has the time of her life? How hot is it that she's unattainable for me, and that's precisely what I'm into?


5. licked loose!

- Oh, wow! I wasn't expecting that at all. An ecstatic rush went through my body when I licked the sole of her shoe with my tongue for the first time, taking in the sandy soil and rolling my eyes. Amazing, it tastes so natural, it's so sweet on my head, it's incredible. The sandy soil under her shoes tastes like a cookie, only without the sugar. It's a real treat for my palate. Constant "Mhm" sounds escape my mouth. I am surprised at myself. But now it's clear: I am a fetishist. And it even feels like pure fulfillment.
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It's unbelievable how close I can get to her, just being allowed to take in the dirt under her shoes. I lick the sole of her shoe as if it were the most delicious ice cream I've ever eaten, moaning again and again. I kiss the sole and make out with her as if she's completely captivating me, my pelvis moves and rubs my cock against the cushion that I've put underneath me after all. I feel an excitement, an inner sense of well-being, but also a slight doubt as to whether I'm not a total fetishist in disguise and, therefore, totally weird. But I want to get involved and let myself go anyway because I've never lived it like this.

I thought that maybe I wouldn't say I like taking in the dirt and that it's only great in my imagination, but I make out with the sole of the shoe and kiss it as if it were the lips of a hot woman. Now it's the second sole's turn. I feel like a dirt connoisseur. The soil on the second sole even has a bitter aftertaste. But whatever it is, the main thing is that I can take in what was so close to her during sex. I have now cleaned the dirt off this sole, too.


6. Fetishistic doubts

I'm afraid that something is wrong with me. Why do I like doing this so much? I know the psychological dynamics behind fetishism, or at least as much as anyone can learn about it. But should I pursue it or not?

I would like to let myself fall further into the experience. I'll try it. Now it's the heel's turn. It seems so strong, elegant, dangerous, and dangerously beautiful. I had to pause again. Part of me worries that what I'm doing isn't right, making me even stranger than I already am because of my tendencies. Another part knows that I can still allow myself to live out what I seem to have inherited from nature or from my psychological constitution, which I've had since puberty.

How pleasant the experience would be if a woman I like would watch me do it, caress me, and tell me that it's okay for me as a fetishist to have fun alone with a magical object, as long as I make sure that I also open up and keep myself open for more intimate sexuality and togetherness.
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7. Lick the dirt!

My greed inflamed, and I sucked on the heels as if the delicate dirt coating were chocolate icing. And yet that's precisely how it feels to me, so sweet, so delicious, and as I suck ecstatically, my gaze falls on the raised back of the shoe I'm now so close to. Her heels are enthroned there; that's how close I've already come to her feet.

I respect the heel; it bore the heel of the divine wearer of the shoes. The dirt again has that sandy, wonderfully earthy, natural aroma that tastes like the forest. I suck the heel as if I'm giving it a blowjob when the dirt has almost all landed in my mouth from the soft fabric and been swallowed. Then it's the other one's turn.

The way the heel is entering my mouth now, it stabbed into the forest floor when Lola was having the sex of her life. How hot it is for me to suck and suck on the heel. Sucking as if it were a cigarette, which I puff briskly, greedy for the addictive substance that is transported into my mouth. Sucking like a child on its pacifier, blowing as if I could give her pleasure with it.

"I want to go up to her heel," it occurs to me, and I suck even harder. I put the shoe down briefly, my gaze falling on the leather sole on which her feet have pressed themselves. Perhaps at the end, when both shoes have been properly cleaned, I can take the liberty of uniting with this intimately touched leather with my tongue. Oh, the dream of every fetishist: direct contact with the delicate feet of a highly revered woman.
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8. Delight

Now, it's the turn of the heel, which is also covered with an earthy glaze on the outside. I would have loved to have been a heel, struggling under the heaviest weight of her entire body to support her heel while she moans with pleasure.

I finally get this close to her heels! Being so close to her heels and the excitement that shoots through me makes the mud taste like heaven on earth. By now, I'm sure that if I ever dreamed of being able to kneel in front of her and she enjoyed making me eat pure dirt, just for her pleasure. She pushed the mud into my mouth with a shovel or her bare, gloved hands, and I would taste, eat, and swallow it with absolute happiness and deep gratitude for her.

The dirt decorates the shoes like a refinement, as if Lola wanted to say: "Here, look, I've had dirty, hot sex," and I get to taste this refinement too.

If someone were to watch me, they would see me licking and kissing the two shoes with complete abandonment and pleasure, only interrupting in between to write down these thoughts. It's an intense experience, partly because I've freed myself from shame.
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Now, the whole back part of the shoes is reasonably clean again, and there is still the toe part and the buckles to go. Lumpy dirt is still waiting there to be eaten by me. But first, I kiss and suck the golden clasp, which her well-groomed, delicate fingers have certainly touched. And also, the inner leather of the upper buckles, which were so close to her ankles, I almost gasped at the idea. The leather feels wonderfully smooth against my greedy tongue.
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Finally, the lower buckles were also freed from the divine dirt. Now, it's the turn of the one that was even allowed to touch her toes. In the shoes in which she had such hot sex, which I would never be able to give her because I, little worm, can only lick her shoes in full ecstasy. While I lick the tip of her shoe now, I massage my little cock, which in its worthlessness has imposed this wonderfully common fetishism on me and which begs to be used for the benefit and worship of the woman.

The front part is now also clean, and now comes the crowning glory of enjoyment: the leather on which her feet have settled. Remove the dust. It's time to climb the mountains. Up to her heels, I am uniting myself with the touch of the soles of her feet, feeling them and letting my fetishist's heart fall in love with the black of the leather while the excitement pulsates through my whole body.
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9. That is the highest!

Every stroke of the tongue on the leather surpasses all the previous ones. I can see where the balls of her feet rest. I imagine I can even taste her feet through the slightly salty coating on the leather. "This is the ultimate," I moan. The greatest of all feelings getting so incredibly close to a woman without her being bothered by me. How breathtakingly different the shoes look now, even more beautiful and elegant.

With my hand, I embrace the shoe while holding it; with my tongue, I lick the leather; with my other hand, my worthless appendage is electrically charged. I want to become one with her shoes. Oh, wow, how salty the heel area tastes; oh God, how close I can be to her feet. I am beside myself. I want to worship them.

My tongue snakes over the excellent black leather, wanting to catch every note of her, wanting to show her that I'm giving my all just to be close to her, wanting to lick the dirt off her shoes while she's having the time of her life with someone else. I kiss the toes of her heels as if they were her lips, smell the sole as if it were her perfume, suck on the heel as if it were her toe, and lick every particle of dirt from her shoes as if it were her moist, natural wetness. And yet, I don't get any closer to her.

How deep inside me is the need to show her how deep beneath her I am and how much I adore her? I want to crawl in the dirt in front of her. Yes, I want to bury myself, make myself equal to the ground, right under the spot where she stands and kisses it again, while I can only feel her heels ramming into my chest. I want to transform myself in front of her; I want her to have so much fun that I can hardly get out of licking my shoes; I want the mud to flow into me; I want to wallow in it; I want always to feel lucky to be able to pick up the dirt on her shoes.

Yes, and when she shovels the mud into my mouth, which has mutated into a greedy mouth, I want to take it in with great pleasure and ecstasy, dreaming of finally turning into it and sticking to her shoes myself at some point. How wonderful it would be if I could reach her bare toes while the rhythmic moaning and twitching continued to stir me up. When I touch her, I want to burn up, turn black as coal, because I can only burn myself on so much beauty. And I hope in the moment of her pure lust that not a single thought is wasted on such a foot-licker like me. After all, my sex is as insignificant as the dirt that doesn't even touch her.
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You might also like this story...
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Unhappy submissive Alex hasn't given in to his submissive cravings for a dominant woman in years. Suddenly, he discovers a fetish ad: Three beautiful female students are looking for a shared apartment slave.

When he decides to finally turn a long-awaited femdom dream into reality, he is overwhelmed by the cold-blooded and imperious dominance of Vivien, Katha and Janina.

The three show him how modern, young women deal with submissive men nowadays. His last dignity is taken away from him and he can't defend himself against it.

The power of women is stronger than him...

Click here for the book: “24/7 Slave - Exploited & Cucked”


Even more stories!

You can find all Femdom Stories from Brent Starr here:

Brent Starr’s Author Page


Nothing turns Brent Starr on like a passionate dominant woman who makes submissive men dance to her tune. Especially when she psychologically skilled dominates and humiliates a man. And when she then fully enslaves him with her slender, sweet feet and laughingly exploits him for herself, it's even much hotter! 

FEMDOM | Feet | Verbal Humiliation | MINDFUCK | Psychological Dominance | Ballbusting | And much more!

Do you have suggestions, ideas or feedback? 
Write an email to: stefan.starr@t-online.de

OEBPS/image_rsrc6V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc6U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc6Z.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc72.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc6R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc73.jpg
24/ y 4 SLAVE

Exploited & Cucked






OEBPS/image_rsrc6W.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc6X.jpg
s 1140

ey =






OEBPS/image_rsrc6S.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc70.jpg
{

4

@





OEBPS/image_rsrc6T.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc6Y.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc71.jpg





