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A treasure that fills his soul

Fabienne puts her university papers aside and stands up. A glance at the clock. Any minute now, her boyfriend Flynn will be home from work. She smiles at the sight of the red roses he brought her yesterday, which are now on the coffee table. Right next to the small, flat table is still the shoe box she already opened, from which she took out the expensive Valentino ankle boots. He had brought them along with the roses. She had casually told her boyfriend about the shoes she would love to have. She knew he wouldn't be able to deny her the wish and just wondered how many days he would need before he would make her happy with them.

Grinning, Fabienne sits down on the sofa. Then suddenly she hears a key being inserted into the lock of her apartment door and turned around. Flynn opens the door and enters the hallway of the apartment they share. He quickly slips off his shoes and joins his girlfriend in the room. Again today she sent him a picture of her feet via Whatsapp while he was at work and again it stayed in his head almost the entire work day. Since he confessed his foot fetish to her and she took it so well, even was enormously curious to discover and live out this fetish together with him, she sends him a picture every day as motivation for work. Flynn loves how much Fabienne supports him in his fetish and even cheers him on. He walks towards the sofa while they smile silently at each other and look into each other's eyes. Flynn is completely in love with his girlfriend. Her understanding and enthusiasm for his fetish has surprised him. Her dominance, which she has now made a regular part of their relationship and sex life, drives him crazy. And the arousal and orgasms it gives him have literally blown him away. He can hardly get enough of the new way his girlfriend is acting after his revelation.

He sits down next to her on the couch, looking directly into the pretty face with the innocent-looking, big, lovely eyes with which she looks at him. He goes in for a kiss. Their warm lips touch gently and they both savor the sweet moment of togetherness. After the long kiss, Flynn finally kneels down on the floor. Fabienne smiles at him full of joy. Although they have done it so many times by now, an inner fire still flares up in Fabienne's heart when Flynn performs the welcoming ritual she introduced. Slowly, his head lowers to the floor. To where Fabienne's feet are located. His lips move toward the arch of her left foot. With his eyes closed, he kisses it for a few seconds, feeling the warm fabric of her black sneaker sock against his lips. He then greets her right foot with a kiss as well and lifts his head to look her in the eyes again. Passion flares in his eyes. Every time again he feels magically attracted to his girlfriend's fantastically beautiful feet. Every day he thinks of her, every day a new fantasy comes to him and every day anew he feels this powerful pull inside him that brings him to her feet again and again. But Fabienne doesn't make it that easy for him, because she doesn't delight him with her feet every day.

"It shall remain a treasure for you," she had said to him. "You're supposed to enjoy it, after all, and when you can have something every day, eventually you don't enjoy it anymore."

Flynn had agreed with her, because her words made sense to him, even if he didn't think he'd ever be deprived of the pleasure of her feet, and he'd actually want a lot more time under her feet than she allowed him. But her strictness also make him quite fuzzy. Not to mention the hot pictures she sends him every day. Flynn literally feels like a rabbit with the carrot strapped to his head in such a way that it dangles just far enough away in front of his face so that he always has it in front of his eyes and yet can't reach it.

Fabienne sees the burgeoning passion in Flynn's eyes and grins at him. By now she is completely attuned to him and reads him like a book. Always paying attention to his facial expressions, the gleam in his eyes, she has come to know him on a much deeper level. Quite deliberately, she has made sure that he can hardly get her feet out of his head. Now there are even situations in which Flynn seriously begs her to let him touch her feet after all, because he can hardly stand the tension and lust that builds up in him through her teasing. Her own lust is at its strongest when she sees how he can barely control himself and would do anything to get to her feet. Even now, a comforting warmth spreads through her intimate area as she looks into the eyes of her boyfriend who just greeted her feet like she trained him to do. Her gaze becomes lustful and as she looks down at him and sees him like this in front of her, her imagination also begins to go crazy. The brewing excitement makes her heart pound fast. She's sure of it. Flynn is ready for the next phase in their relationship. In her head, she's already worked out how to make her boyfriend's sexual taste work for her. Because without him knowing it, Fabienne has a deep passion that has been with her for years: She wants to possess power over a man. And out of Flynn she wants to make a completely will-less puppet, entirely conditioned to her feet and her needs…


The outrageous mishap

"Stay on your knees!", Flynn hears his girlfriend's determined voice say just as he is about to rise again. The leadership Fabienne is increasingly taking in their relationship pleases him immensely. He still can't believe he has such a dream girl for a girlfriend. Her tender, soft, sweet way when she kisses him, her elegant, feminine steps, her feminine nature has him under her spell. And since she knows his fetish, she captivates him with her strict, dominant way. It's like a dream for him when she transforms from the sweet, pretty girlfriend to the tone-setting, commanding woman who looks down at him from above with her big, confident eyes. Each time, her feminine dominance sets off fireworks of emotions in him that he can hardly put into words. The excitement then spreads through him like a flaming hot ember. It never seems to die out, no matter how long she dominates him and holds him at her feet. He can't get enough of her. And so he remains on his knees as she commands.

"I'll let you put on the new Valentinos you brought me. I've looked at them but haven't tried them on yet," she grins at him, bobbing her socked foot toward the box of shoes lying on the floor next to Flynn.

"Oh yeah, I can't wait to see how they look on you," he replies, quickly guiding his hand to the box. He feels the cold, smooth leather of the black ankle boots in his hand as he pulls them out. He cups one hand around the heel that he likes so much about the shoes. It's wide and thick and feels powerful. Deftly, he touches the sole of Fabienne's foot and feels the warm fabric of her sock in his palm. He pushes her foot up and finally grips her ankle and pulls the shoe on her. It looks beautiful on her and really shows off her slender legs. The other shoe also fits perfectly on her after Flynn slips it on.

"Well, what do you think?" she asks him.

"They're beautiful on you. They fit you perfectly. I love the look of them."

"Good boy. Those are the ones I wanted. And you brought them to me."

"I wanted to please you," Flynn replies, looking at her enamoredly from below. Seeing her with these boots further fuels his arousal. In his submissive fantasy, he feels like a lower being who has just given a gift to his goddess as a token of tribute and love. His gaze falls back to the ankle boots, perched there for him like a trophy on Fabienne's feet. Unaccustomedly, he feels fulfilled by the mere smile from her that he was allowed to give her by giving her the shoes. He is the trigger of the joy of this hot woman. An impulse arises in him that makes him want to rise up to reach her hot lips and caress her intimately while she wears the new shoes on her feet that he was allowed to procure for her.

"You've done that well. Maybe I'll let you touch my bare feet again soon, but now there's another reward for this gift to you," she whispers lasciviously to him.

"For my well-behaved foot lover," she giggles smugly at him.

She's never used that word before. Flynn's eyes light up when he hears it. Footlover. That's exactly what he's always wanted to be for a woman.

"That word is awesome," he smiles at her as he feels his hard cock press against his boxers.

"Take off all your clothes!"

There it was again. The dominant voice of her. Effortlessly, she shifts from a sweet smile to the dominance that awakens in Flynn longings that have lain dormant in him for years and that he now finally gets to act out.

"As a reward, you get... - tada!", Fabienne demonstratively strokes her new booties on her feet. "A jerk-off training on the shoes you gave me! You get to dedicate them in front of me."

Flynn's eyes light up. Finally, another jerk-off training. He knows exactly what that means. Fabienne has already taken so much control over his sexuality in recent weeks that he's only allowed to masturbate and cum in her presence and under her instructions.

"You know what that means, I'll count down from 10 to 0 after you've warmed up a bit and then you have to come," she speaks to him. Her big eyes look at him piercingly.

"And there's your foot-crazy cock already," she laughs, pointing her finger at the hard dagger between his legs. Her laughter only fires him up further. With his right hand, he begins to clasp it tightly. His gaze falls on the horny shoes Fabienne is wearing, which she now turns in different directions as if she were a shoe model. Yes, she is posing for him. Quickly Flynn is running hot. It's been a few days since his last jerk-off session, as his girlfriend is sparing in the dosage of his orgasms. To the chagrin of him, who must pull himself together very much, in order not to lay accidentally hand on himself.. But now he may and full of excitement he jerks his cock.

"In a minute I'll count down and you'll squirt nicely on my horny new shoes," Fabienne laughs as she looks down at her rubbing boyfriend.

Startled, he realizes he's already on the verge of an orgasm and desperately tries to slow the pace.

"Ten," Fabienne begins counting down slowly.

Meanwhile, Flynn struggles with his arousal.

"9."

But it is too late. The point of no return has been passed.

"Ah, sorry, I'm cumming," the helpless Flynn barely gets out as his arousal pours out in a load of white liquid onto his girlfriend's shoes. Breathing heavily, he looks up at Fabienne. She gives him a cold look.


MY word

"Hey! That's not the way it was meant to be, you moron! You have to come on my word. Not before!" she shouts down to him, her voice condescending. Anger sparkles in her eyes.

"Sorry about that, I was surprised myself that my excitement got the better of me. You wearing those shoes totally turned me on," Flynn replies, intimidated.

"Say, who do I have as a boyfriend here anyway. You can't even manage to control your dick."

She looks at him contemptuously. Flynn is taken aback by her violent reaction and is no longer sure if she is saying it in the context of a role play or if she is completely serious. By then he feels her hand on his chin, pushing his head up. She looks at him penetratingly, while she leans down to him and puts her face close to his. Decidedly, and in a stern voice, she hisses at him:

"I expect a man to be able to control his cock. You cum when I say so. You don't orgasm until I tell you to. You don't squirt your seed out until I give the command. You listen to MY word! Are we clear on that?"

She presses her fingers harder against his chin, glaring at him with her stern eyes as she watches every micro-movement on his face. Under her gaze, Flynn becomes unsteady. He feels like he's made a big mistake and a strange sense of guilt comes over him.

"Yeah, sorry about that. I'll do better next time. I'll control myself and only come when I'm allowed," he whispers uncertainly. His gaze barely holds hers and he looks down to the floor. As he does that, his eyes off Fabienne's expression, her mouth twists into a mean smile. On purpose, she made it hard for him today. For a few days she didn't let him come and knew how aroused he would be if she now also allowed him to come on her new shoes. Quite consciously she has only started to count down when he was already close to an orgasm anyway and now she is gleefully tasting his situation. Guilty he should feel. Not good enough, downright inadequate. Fabienne wipes away her smile.

"Look me in the eye! I'm not done with you yet."

Flynn follows her command and looks at her again.

CLATTER! At that moment, she reaches out with her right hand and slaps his cheek. Not too hard, but hard enough to surprise Flynn. He flinches. Then he opens his eyes again.

"I'm disappointed in you," he hears his girlfriend's serious voice. A feeling of inadequacy and humility spreads through him. He wants to make up for his mistake. At the same time, he feels like a wimp who is not strong enough for his girlfriend. A wide variety of emotions slosh against each other in his head. The astonishment at Fabienne's hard dominance, the horniness that has built up again but is now in the background, covered by true humility before his girlfriend, who is now demanding more and more from him and yet whom he wants to make so happy.

"I'll make it up to you," he whispers miserably and insecurely.

"I hope so for your sake, too," she slams the words into his face. "But I'm sure we'll work it out. Today, though, I'm going to punish you for your deadbeat behavior. You won't be sleeping in bed with me tonight, but on the cold, hard floor."

With these words she turns away from Flynn, quickly and gallantly slips her boots off her feet and disappears into the bathroom. Once there, she takes a breath. The scene has not passed her by without leaving a trace. She, too, is all emotional and can hardly get the grin off her face. How hard she has just dominated him! In her eyes, he has shrunk to her little subject, rebuked by her, his mistress. She feels how much her influence and power over Flynn has grown. Her pussy has gotten all wet from it. She closes her eyes and begins to rub herself with her fingers. A lust spreads through her. A lust that will drive her boyfriend even further into slavery. Quietly she comes to an orgasm that relaxes her whole body.

In the evening, at bedtime, she lies down in the comfortable bed. She directs Flynn to lie down on the floor right in front of the bed. He hadn't said much the rest of the evening and still seems quite dazed by his feelings. From the bed, she glances at him again.

"I'm sure we can work this out together. You're interested in improving yourself, after all," she whispers to him with a slight smile.

"Yeah, I am, definitely," he sighs to her, feeling a little relieved that she's lightening the tense mood a bit.

"Good boy," she whispers back. "Then sit out your punishment nicely, and then tomorrow we'll figure out how to control your horniness."

With that, Fabienne turns over in the big bed and closes her eyes. She could really get used to the big bed, all to herself....


The new companion

The next afternoon, Flynn comes home from work. His back hurts after the long night on the floor, but he got through his punishment without grumbling. Fabienne is becoming more and more dominant and secretly he finds this incredibly attractive. How she commands him. How she controls him as a matter of course. And how she slapped him in the face yesterday when he didn't spurt the way she wanted. That's what Flynn has always wanted. He can literally feel her oppressing him, slowly but surely molding him into her subordinate. He comes home. Fabienne has already been waiting for him. As usual, he greets her with a long kiss. First on her lips, then he also kisses her feet, which drive him so crazy.

"We were going to talk again about how to make it so we can control your little cock down there better," Fabienne addresses him in her sweet sounding voice. Her foot kicks against Flynn's cock, which has already straightened up as he kisses her feet.

"You mean how YOU can best control him," he improves on her with his charming smile.

"Yes, exactly," Fabienne grins smugly at him. "After all, a submissive foot fucker like you has to come on command from his mistress, not before!"

She uttered the words with relish and looks Flynn in the eyes, mocking and challenging at the same time. He looks at her in surprise.

"Mistress?" he asks her with an interested look.

"Haven't you always wanted a girlfriend who is also your mistress? Isn't that what you long for?" she looks him saucily in the eyes. Now she wants to speak plainly and doesn't mince words. "Enough with the gimmicks," Fabienne thinks to herself and looks expectantly into her boyfriend's big eyes.

"Yes, I do, I like it immensely when you dominate me like you did yesterday," Flynn admits, speaking softly. An inner pleasure, an inner fulfillment has been building in him for weeks, increasing with each session as his girlfriend rebukes and commands him.

"Well then, we can continue this," she grins at him with pleasure and takes out a small package she has hidden behind her.

"I also already have a solution for you to stop accidentally having an orgasm without my permission."

She throws the package on the floor in front of him and glares at him.

"Here, open it."

Flynn, still kneeling on the floor from the foot kiss, opens the package and pulls out a metal black thing.

"Oh no," he smiles at his girlfriend and now mistress in played agony.

"Oh yes you do!" she replies with a meaningful grin on her lips.

"Go on, squeeze into the good stuff," she orders him.

Flynn pulls down his boxers and slips the penis cage on with some effort under the eyes of the beaming Fabienne.

"And how does it fit?" she asks him in a joyfully excited voice. Inwardly, she feels the satisfaction of having Flynn so artfully locked away on his knees for her. Yet he doesn't even know how long she'll let him wriggle in it.

"It’s actually a really good fit. I wouldn't have thought that," he replies, looking into her eyes from below.

"I took the smallest size. Perfect for you," she looks at him with a mocking laugh.

He squirms slightly in shame under her gaze. The mockery hits him lightly in his insecurity, and yet his hardened cock now bounces against the thin but sturdy-fitting bars of his cage. He feels the cold metal now slowly warming. He feels the pressure on his balls, released by the metal ring he has had to squeeze through, as his horniness flows into this region of his body.

"When I'm hard, it definitely presses a little," he smiles insecurely.

"That's all right. After all, I want you to feel nicely that your horniness belongs to me. Your cock will be controlled by me from now on. You'll get me a nice ankle bracelet in the next few days. Then I'll hang the little keys nicely around my ankle and then you can admire them on my foot every day," Fabienne laughs gleefully.

"How mean," Flynn says quietly, but smiles shyly at his girlfriend. Secretly, he can't wait to see the keys to his cock cage on her hot feet.

"You'll be kissing my feet someday, thankfully, for locking you up," Fabienne grins mysteriously at him.

"Yes, Mistress," he replies humbly, his eyes lowered.

"That's how I like it," she laughs again. Then she changes her voice to the bright, sweet tone he knows from his sweet, empathic girlfriend:

"Well, honey, you just got home from work. Are you hungry?"

"Yes, I am. I really need to eat something," he nods eagerly. Then she runs her fingers along his lip and almost pushes one of her fingers into his mouth. As if taking possession of him, she runs her hand over his face and then pulls his lower chin towards her. With her heartwarming gaze sinking deep into his eyes and with her firm, confident voice that she always uses when dominating him she says slowly and lasciviously emphasizing:

"Well, off with you to the kitchen and cook us something nice, my locked foot slave. Maybe that way you'll earn a nice reward from me soon."

Spellbound, Flynn hangs on her red lips. His hard thing bumps against the cage. A deep-devoted desire builds in him to want to put a smile on his girlfriend's lips, to want to make her happy, to please her, even to serve her completely. Her beautifully accented words speak deeply to his submissive soul.

"Yes, Mistress," he breathes back with a loving gaze and the strongest arousal in his limbs. Filled with the desire to cook for her, he gets up and disappears into the kitchen.

Fabienne looks after him with a grin. Then she puts her legs up on her couch and relaxes, waiting for her personal servant to come up with the food. Her plan is working out perfectly so far. She has already turned the romantic Flynn, her equal, into a kissing-her-feet submissive who cooks for her, gives her presents, and even lets her take away his right to sexual self-determination. The best is: Even this turns him on! With these thoughts Fabienne touches herself. Her fingers feel her wet, warm vagina, fueled by her inner cinema. "I'll make you dance for me. I'll make you my own," she laughs to herself as she catapults herself into ecstasy with circling finger movements that get faster and faster.


Born to serve

With each day Flynn gets a little more used to the new companion of his life: his penis cage. Managed, controlled and locked by his girlfriend and mistress. What more could a submissive like him ask for? But as time goes by, he feels the restlessness spreading inside him. From day to day his desire becomes stronger. In his fantasies he becomes more and more submissive to his girlfriend. His lust feels more unbridled than ever. His mind becomes more and more blinded by his arousal, so that he hardly notices how he gets into a spiral of submissiveness, which seems quite natural to him and which is driven and fueled even more by Fabienne. Because in order to see clearly again, he would need a dampening, calming orgasm, a spurting out of his desire, a cooling of his arousal, which on the one hand gives him so much energy and on the other hand is exploited by Fabienne as a matter of course. But exactly this relaxation, this slackening of his submissive desires, Fabienne delays more and more.

"I will unlock you when you deserve it. And I alone decide that! I'll give you a hint: The more you beg for it and see it as something you're entitled to, the longer I'll make you squirm," she blows him several times. Because she enjoys Flynn's submissive attention far too much to just want to wash it away with an outcry. And indeed. After some whining Flynn gives up and surrenders to his girlfriend or rather his mistress. Daily she teases him with her hot feet. Sometimes in socks, sometimes in nylons, sometimes barefoot or in the beautiful ankle boots he was allowed to buy for her at a high price. She also lets him kiss the keys to his cage every day, which now dangle from a thin gold anklet on her left foot. More and more fervently, Flynn fights for her favor, for her attention, and for the reward he so desires: to be unlocked. Every day after work, he cooks for her. In the evenings, he massages her or runs her a nice bath. He regularly brings her presents, most of all shoes. He has even been persuaded to clean the entire apartment by himself. So from morning till night he is thinking about Fabienne and when he is not at work, he is working hard to win her favor.

After a good three weeks in his cage, the knot bursts in him. Previously, he had still encountered a quiet voice here and there in the background of his mind that thought it was a little unfair that Fabienne let him squirm so hard and at the same time exploits his submissive streak and his sexual frustration for herself and her well-being. But then this voice also says goodbye and his submissiveness takes over him completely. In a highly emotional conversation for him, he tells Fabienne what he now feels for her while he massages her feet on his knees and she reads a book.

"May I interrupt you for a moment, mistress?" he asks in a soft voice. In his hands he feels the soles of her feet and presses his fingers in circles into the soft skin of her feet.

"What is it, slave?" she replies sternly, putting her book aside to look at him. She hardly sees the old Flynn in him, but a new, much more submissive and reverent servant, courting her closeness.

"I wanted to tell you how I feel after being closed off for so long now. I'm sure you've noticed. I have become even more submissive than I was before. Something has been stirring inside me that has wanted to come out for a long time. But I was afraid that it is not what you want. In the beginning I also doubted and wondered if it is really what I want, but now I am sure. I want you as my mistress. I want to serve you. Every day I get up with such energy that I have because of you. Every day I want to lie at your feet and serve you. I want to bring you coffee in bed every morning, kiss your feet every day, put a smile on your face, do the housework for you and all the tedious tasks I can do. I want to lay the world at your feet, only to kiss your feet thanking you for letting me do it!"

Flynn's hands tremble as he continues to massage her feet. In his eyes, he is kneeling before the woman who has led him to his authentic, submissive self. He kneels before the woman he has elevated to an immensely high pedestal and who seems to him like a goddess. The sweet girlfriend with whom he had a romantic relationship has become the stern, dominant and yet at the same time so feminine goddess to whom he is now fully at her feet. The feelings in Flynn are stronger than ever before. He feels secured and challenged a the same time by her every day. The feelings are so strong that he is hardly master of his own mind anymore. He can literally feel Fabienne holding all the power in their relationship and directing him as she sees fit.

"Thank you for putting me away and letting me realize that," he just manages to get out before frantically kissing her feet.

Fabienne's mouth twists into a grin. Inside, she quivers under the words she just heard from Flynn. She wants to cheer and laugh with happiness and satisfaction and yet she remains controlled. The chastity belt is having its effect and it is having the effect so intensely she didn't think it was possible. Without saying anything, she extends her right hand and strokes the head of Flynn, who has just given her the proof of love she needs to make him completely dependent on her.

"Good boy," she croons in a calm, clear voice. "You don't have to be afraid. This is how I've always wanted you to be. I want you to be completely yourself, my submissive servant."

As if out of his mind, Flynn continues to kiss the top of her feet passionately, then drops to the floor to wet the bottoms of her feet with kisses. His hard cock presses against the unforgiving cage that first gave him these stirring sensations of pleasure and this abysmal submissiveness.

"Yes," he just breathes out and continues kissing. Then he licks her precious soles.

"Look how much I've taken you with my feet, little one," Fabienne whispers in her warm voice. Her pussy is dripping with moisture. She stretches one of her feet towards Flynn's cock and touches the metal of the cage with the back of her foot and her toes.

"And just look how close you are to them."

"So close, yet so far," Flynn groans out.

"Imagine working your ass off for me for weeks, pleasing me, servicing me, and then maybe I'll even unlock you and let you have your cock at my feet," she speaks to the completely horny, submissive Flynn, who is there pleasuring himself at her feet with his tongue.

"Just think, I'll even let you fuck my feet."

Flynn is trembling all over with excitement. He moans out loud at her last two words. His fantasy has completely taken him over as he licks the slender, beautiful soles of his mistress' feet like a little puppy. She holds them out to him and he works all over her. Finally he gets to her toes and she thrusts them into his mouth.

"You're going to get all fucked up for me and my feet. I'll let you serve me nicely," she calls out to him as he gleefully sucks on her toes like a possessed man. His moans are muffled by her foot in his mouth, but they come from the heart. Her words fuel his sheer horniness, bringing him to the brink of ecstasy. He begins to bend his pelvic floor forward and backward again and again, as if he were fucking his goddess' feet. As if he is sinking his bulging cock between her beautiful soles, previously wet-licked by him, and fucking her feet. His head is going crazy. His cock keeps pressing hard against the metal cage and experiences minimal friction from the pelvic floor movements he makes harder and harder. Greedily, Flynn sucks and sucks on the toes that are in his mouth. Fabienne presses more and more of her foot into her slave's gullet. The arousal spreads inside her as well.

Her words drive him on.

"I make you my foot slave, who can't do without me anymore, who wants to make me happy at any cost, just to get to my feet," she speaks in an erotic voice to Flynn, who, with his eyes closed, is fucking her feet in fantasy. Faster and faster he moves his lower body. The horniness finds its maximum at the moment she utters the words. The wave of excitement spills through his whole body and then concentrates again in his cock, already rubbed all red against the cage. With a loud moan and squeezed eyes, Flynn jerks off with his cock crammed inside. His white semen leaks out of the black metal cage. His cock aches, but the arousal was just too strong.

"You little foot slave, I'll never have to unlock you again, you're even cumming in your little cage," Fabienne laughs out loud with complete excitement.

"Yes, goddess," Flynn breathes completely out of breath and unable to think straight. He has never experienced an orgasm like this before. His arousal has discharged completely on its own and under high pressure. And all because Fabienne has completely starved him sexually and fixated on her feet. While he still has to come to terms with what an incredible girlfriend and mistress he has, she, in her fantasy, already makes him throw away the keys to his cage under her laughter...


Thank you very much for reading my story!

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

If you liked the story, feel free to leave a positive review on Amazon. If you want to contact me directly, I'd be happy to hear from you by mail to: stefan.starr@t-online.de
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All previous relationship attempts of the submissive Markus have failed. His incredibly strong passion for a woman's beautiful feet and his unbridled desire to be dominated kept getting in his way.
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But when she dares to experiment with him, he must decide whether he can meet himself as he is or run away in fear.


Mercilessly she leads him to the abyss of his inner life and his deepest desires... 
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Tom's world turns upside down after he meets the beautiful, confident equestrian Maria. He fights for the job of programming her online horse store. But he soon finds out that she wants to use him for something else as well...
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