

[image: ]Slave Of My Roommate - Caught In The Act

A Femdom Story In A Flat Share

© 2021 Brent Starr. Alle rights reserved.

This book is a work of fiction. All characters are freely imagined


The seductive student

Today is the day of the apartment viewing. I'm looking at a WG room near Frankfurt. Right now I'm already in the city, in a fancy hotel room, because I already wanted to take a look at the financial towers and downtown Frankfurt. I have to move here as part of my police training. I get a very good training salary and could certainly afford my own apartment, but I need to find something quite quickly. I think I'm in good hands in a shared flat for the time being, save money and can then look for something of my own at my leisure later on.

I like my training as a police officer. I like the uniform and also the self-confident or sometimes strongly authoritarian appearance, which is required, suits me. With my 24 years, I am one of the oldest in my training, but that suits me quite well. So far, I have always been treated respectfully and appropriately. But I'm sure that's also due to my large, rather well-toned appearance. In the meantime, the profession is no longer a male-only domain, so there are also some women in my training group.

I'm still looking for the right one. So far, I've had a few encounters, but something always didn't fit for me, so it never turned into anything permanent. Most of the women I've met have been a bit too clingy for me, almost submissive I would say. Also in bed my needs were not really met. But maybe I will find someone interesting in Frankfurt.

Today it goes to Charlotte. We have already written a bit and I know that she is 21 years old, studying psychology and looking for a new tenant for the next room, because her former roommate is moving to another city. I haven't lived with a woman yet, but I imagine it would be quite nice. Maybe that's a prejudice and it's not true at all, but I think women are usually tidier than men in a shared flat. Let's see what she's like.

Shortly before the agreed time I reach the apartment of Charlotte and ring the doorbell. She opens immediately, smiles, almost beams at me and invites me to come into the apartment. She has a pretty face, is a head shorter than me, wears her long blond hair loose and seems to have dressed up a bit. A burgundy skirt leads to her, in nylon sheathed, long legs. Above her waist, a plain black top with long sleeves hugs her figure tightly.

"Your name is Daniel, right? Did you get here okay?" she asks me with a smile.

Her blue eyes shine as she speaks. She has a beautiful, natural and warm aura, I think, and I feel directly at ease with her. I tell her that I have already been in Frankfurt for a few days. She seems impressed that I am with the police.

While she leads me through the apartment and shows me everything, my gaze glides along her slender legs to her feet. I like it when women wear nylons and show them off the way Charlotte does. The thought that such a gauzy fabric fits so tightly on a woman's body and accompanies her throughout the day makes pleasant feelings arise in me. I wonder what Charlotte's nylon-clad feet feel like.

I have had a certain preference all my life, not only for legs, but also for beautiful, narrow, feminine feet. But I've never told anyone that before because I'm a little ashamed of it and don't want to show it so openly. When I see an attractive woman, the first thing I always look at is her shoes or feet. I often try to stifle it because I think I shouldn't look there so obviously, but it's just so inside me. I can't help it.

Charlotte is definitely such an attractive woman with her sweet, innocent smile. The sweet girl next door. She teases me with her red painted fingernails. I feel a warmth rise up inside me.

"Daniel? Is everything okay?", I suddenly hear her say as she lightly touches me on the shoulder with her hand.

Get a grip, I think. I was just staring at her little feet the whole time because I wanted to see if she was wearing red nail polish there, too. This can't be happening. I have to stop doing that. I want to live here, and I don't want to present myself here like some weirdo who stares at a woman's feet all the time.

I read the other day about a case where a shoe fetishist was said to have stolen quite a few worn women's shoes, high heels, boots and ankle boots from the shoe closets of apartment buildings. I would never do such a thing, but who knows how this person came to it. Maybe he just gave in to his passion at some point. That can't happen to me.

I lift my head, pause for a moment as if I've been thinking about something, and then smile charmingly at Charlotte.

"Sorry, I was lost in thought for a moment. I really like the apartment, by the way, and you also seem very likeable to me," I say freely.

She seems pleased and returns the compliment. Then she points with her hand to the last room she wants to show me: Her room. I look around and immediately notice her bulging shoe closet. Even in front of it are a few pairs. I recognize high heels, pumps, ankle boots, but also flat shoes from Vans and Puma. I estimate the number at about 50 pieces.

I am surprised and have to think again of the shoe fetishist from the newspaper. For him, this would certainly be a feast, I smirk inwardly. But I also like the sight. Charlotte seems to have seen my look, because she says laughing:

"Yes, I have a lot of shoes. That's not even all of them. I also have another closet like that at my parents' house. With me, the cliché of the shoe-crazy woman is simply true. I love having a wide selection."

I like her more and more. It really excites me to live here with her and see how all the shoes look worn on her feet. I look into her soft face and blue eyes.

"I'm going to assume that you're still seeing other candidates for the shared room, but I really like it here. I would love to take it. If you agree, then we could fix it now. I'll pay you 50 euros more per month than you said," I say confidently.

I earn enough, so the 50 euros more don't weigh so much in my favor. Especially since I won't have to look any further if this works out with Charlotte.

She looks at me in surprise, thinks about it for a moment, but then agrees. I knew she'd accept, because as a student, I'm sure it's a good move to have to pay less money for the apartment. We talk for a few more minutes and agree that I will move in starting next week. She walks me to the door. As we say goodbye, I can't help but take another inconspicuous look at her legs and feet.

The black nylons suit her so well.


The fatal carelessness

In the meantime, I was already able to move my furniture and things into my new shared room, but then I went home to my parents once more before moving in. Today, however, is the day when I will sleep in the apartment for the first time. The whole last days I had to think about the meeting with Charlotte. Her sympathetic, open manner has not let me go. And even though I don't really want to admit it to myself, I feel drawn to her.

I even masturbated with her several times in my mind and then repressed it afterwards, terrified. After all, it's my new roommate and not a date. But I just had to imagine myself kneeling very close to her long legs. Holding her, from the black nylons, tightly wrapped feet in my hands and the fabric feeling so soft on my skin as I felt it. I had also imagined myself giving her a pair of shoes, which she then wears for me. Maybe I'll even do that for real on her birthday when I figure that one out.

I lie restless in bed trying to sleep. My first night in my new home and all I can think about right now is Charlotte. What kind of shoes did she have in her closet again? I definitely remember the shiny golden high heels. Unfortunately, she always keeps all her shoes in her room. Outside in the hallway there is only one pair of white Puma shoes of hers.

If I go on like this, I'll still dream about her. Annoyed, I turn to the other side of the pillow and try not to think about anything. It doesn't work. Again and again, images of Charlotte and her feet come into my head. Eventually, however, I seem to have fallen asleep.

A noise in the hallway wakes me up. I open my eyes and listen carefully. Charlotte seems to be on her feet already. Then I hear a bang. She has pulled the front door shut behind her. We've arranged to meet in the kitchen at noon today to talk about our shared WG life. I think she wants to talk about a cleaning schedule and maybe a WG fund. But now I seem to be alone for the time being. I look at my alarm clock and turn it off. It would have rung in a minute anyway.

I think about my miserable attempts to fall asleep yesterday. Charlotte kept me awake. I lie still for a bit and feel the cozy warmth under the covers. I touch my penis and notice how hard it is. The typical morning wood. I rub a little on my glans and think of the socked feet of Charlotte, which I would love to feel now. The excitement rises in me and I notice the energy that is thereby ignited in me. That's a good way to start a morning, I smirk.

Suddenly an idea comes to me. If Charlotte isn't here now, then maybe I can take another look at her room, at the many shoes that have already had the honor of nestling on her feet. Yes, I'll do that. After all, she's just left, she's bound to be off to college.

I get out of bed, walk to her room door, dressed only in boxers, and slowly push down the door handle. It is not locked. I open the door, but stay outside for the time being. There it is again, the shoe closet. I step inside and go to the closet to inspect the shoes more closely. She really has a lot of high heels in different colors there. Very tense I look around. My tail stands like one. I've never had the opportunity to look at the large selection of shoes of a hot woman in my age group all by myself, I notice.

Ah, there are the shiny golden ones burned into my head. I grab a heel and take it out of the closet. I feel the heel and enclose it with my hand. Nice and high and pointy. I wonder what Charlotte looks like in them. I imagine her wearing them, the tops of her feet peeking out at the top of the heels, while the shoes surround the rest of her feet.

I close my eyes and feel the heel. How different a woman looks when she wears high heels. So disarming, so delicate, so dominant, so feminine. I put both heels in front of me on the floor and kneel in front of them. I slowly touch my still stiff cock with one hand and slowly rub up and down as I catch Charlotte's shoes in my eye.

They look like party shoes. She probably puts them on when she goes out, to party with her girlfriends. I imagine her dancing with them in the club. For hours they wear the heels. Her wet feet are held up by them and she attracts the looks of men while having the fun of her life. I feel myself getting turned on by the idea of just kneeling in front of Charlotte's high heels that she wears to dance in the club and may have worn many, many times.

As I continue to touch and rub my wet penis, I move my face closer to the shoes and see that the sole inside the shoe does look well used. So the shoes are anything but new.

I move my face even closer to the opening of the heels. A warmth spreads, starting from my loin area, into my whole body. I have never been closer to the feet of a strange, beautiful woman as I am now. The nylon-wetted feet of Charlotte come into my head and at the same time I penetrate the opening of her heels with my nose and mouth. I draw the smell of her worn shoes into my nose and perceive a slight sweet note. I continue to suck in the smell of her shoes as I jerk my dripping cock a little faster.

I can't deny it anymore. I'm so turned on by Charlotte's feet! Still with my face in her heel, I open my mouth and lick the inner sole where she places her heel when she wears them. I am so close to her feet now and can literally smell them. I savor the moment and feel my horniness bring me to the brink of orgasm. I straighten up and press my hard, wet cock into the opening of the one heel. My testicles are now on the heel part that I just licked. I start fucking her shoe, bobbing up and down as I hold it in my hand. I move the other heel towards my mouth and start sucking the heel.

This is the shoe sex of my life. With my eyes closed and a rhythmic pelvic movement, I fuck Charlotte's feet through her shoes. The image of her dancing with them in the club comes back to my mind. How the heels get warm and wet and wrap around her feet. And how I am now fucking her warm dancing feet with my dripping hard cock. I moan softly and am about to come.

That's when I hear a noise at the door. Oh, no, I think. Has she come back after all? With a sinking feeling in my stomach and the heel still in my mouth, I turn my head to the door. At that exact moment, it opens and Charlotte walks in.

"What are you doing?!" she says with a stunned face.

Silence. I can't move. I am speechless.

I'm sitting here naked in my roommate's room, with the heel of her shoe in my mouth and my penis in the other's opening. I would like to sink into the floor with shame. I feel so bad and disappointed in myself. Where did I get to? I shouldn't have gone into her room at all. What was I thinking?

I can feel every second passing in slow motion. The shoe that was in my mouth a moment ago is on the floor. I let go of the other high heel. And now I kneel there and still have a hard cock. I thought in such a situation the erection would be gone immediately?! How do I get out of this situation now? She will surely throw me out.


The revelation

Suddenly Charlotte starts to laugh.

And just as suddenly, she stops again and her expression becomes serious.

"So you're into shoes, you little pervert, huh?" she asks in a stern voice.

"I read a newspaper article the other day about a fetishist who stole quite a few shoes and was arrested. But you're topping it all over again! I don't think I need to tell you that I could call the police now. You are in the police yourself. Tell me, aren't you ashamed? To come here to my room and do something like this?"

It's working inside me. My head is bright red with shame and I look down at the floor.

"Yes, I am, I'm incredibly ashamed," I bring out meekly and with a singed look.

"You should be! Shame on you. What were you thinking?" it resounds to me.

She glares at me coolly. I look into her eyes briefly, but lower my gaze right back in shame.

"You should be ashamed of yourself! You don't do that," I hear her say.

I take a quick breath.

"I'm so sorry, Charlotte. I know there's nothing I can do to make it up to you, and it's unforgivable, just the fact that I went into your room without your permission," I almost whisper, because my throat feels like it's constricted.

I don't dare look at her as I do so.

"You're going to tell me exactly how this happened!" her stern tone doesn't fade.

She struts past me and sits down on her bed, which has pink linens on it. I am still kneeling naked on the floor in front of her as if rooted to the spot. I notice that next to me are still my boxers, which I got rid of when I started exploring her golden heel. I reach out my hand for the underpants to put them back on me.

"Hey! You don't move an inch here! You stay naked!", Charlotte looks at me with a look that hints she's not going to let me get out of here unscathed.

"First, you're going to tell me everything."

"Tell you what... I heard you walk out the door this morning, and then...", I print sheepishly, still red-faced.

"Uh-huh. And then you just walked into my room, grabbed the shoes there from me, and then it came over you, or what?", Charlotte points to the gold glittery heels.

"Yeah, something like that," I reply quietly.

"I can definitely buy you a new pair of shoes too," I quickly add. One of the shoes has certainly gotten a drop or two of pleasure from me.

"Oh, you're going to buy me a lot more than just one pair if you want to straighten that out somehow, you little pervert," she replies in a commanding voice.

"But we'll get to that in a minute. First, you're going to tell me all about your fetishes. What did you think when you saw the shoe closet? What did you imagine when you fucked my shoe, huh? You will reveal yourself to me now. I won't let you go before that, understand?"

"Yes, understood," I say quickly, thinking for a moment how to explain it all to her. That's when she beats me to it.

"I noticed when you were looking at the apartment that you stared at my feet for a very long time once, but didn't think anything of it because you said you were in thought. By then you were getting off on my feet too, weren't you?" she asks in an accusing voice.

"I... - I, yes, I noticed your legs and feet when we first met. I really liked the black nylons you were wearing and I just couldn't get them out of my head," I say shyly, yet determined to at least tell her the full truth now as well.

"That's what I thought! You mean the nylons that I'm wearing again right now?"

Grinning mockingly, she looks down at me from above and demonstratively slowly crosses one leg over the other, so that my gaze falls on her and follows her foot. And sure enough, she's wearing the same, beautiful nylon pantyhose again as the day we met.

"And how long have you had your fetish for shoes and feet?" she asks.

"Ever since I can remember. But I haven't had the guts to tell anyone or try it out. I've always been a little ashamed of it because it's so different from other people," I admit.

"Yeah, you're ashamed of it. And now you've put yourself in a situation that is and will put you in even more shame," she laughs, almost diabolically.

She seems pleased somehow.

"And you haven't acted out your fetish with any woman yet?" she asks, grinning smugly.

"No, as I said, I haven't told any woman yet, and I've also studiously avoided anything that might have suggested it," I reply honestly.

She throws her head of blonde hair back into her neck and laughs out loud. It's a sardonic laugh.

I look at her feet, which I so desire on this graceful woman.

There I am still kneeling naked in front of the woman with the legs and feet of my dreams, telling her about my fetish dilemma and she starts laughing. Is she laughing at me and my fetish? Jesus. I can feel myself getting turned on by the thought.

"Well, look who's getting hard", she replies, still laughing, to my cock, which has stiffened again at the thought.

With her overturned foot resting in the air not far from my private parts, she suddenly kicks lightly against my hard cock. I wince.

"You like that, Daniel, huh, when I laugh at you and your perverted fetishes like that, don't you?" she says, looking at me with a mocking grin.

Our eyes meet briefly and I look back down at the floor in shame.

"Look at me and answer!", I hear her say in a commanding tone.

"Ye-.. Yeah, I like that.", I say quietly, a little confused and intimidated by her almost enthusiastic look.

She throws her head back into her neck and laughs. I shudder. She has an incredibly gleeful, diabolical laugh. It sounds like she's taking pleasure in my suffering. And that makes me so incredibly horny all of a sudden.

"Your little friend down there is already dripping. Just don't mess up the floor! There, take your underpants and put them under your dripping tail, but snappy!"

I quickly comply with her words.

"That's fine." she says in a calm, gentle voice. "Look me in the eye, you little shoe fucker."

As commanded, I look into the beautiful blue eyes of the beauty sitting in front of me. I feel her strong, intense gaze, which I can hardly withstand. I blink and look down once briefly, then back up at her. Her eyes radiate an icy superiority and blend in so wonderfully with her beautiful face.

She moves her left hand slowly in my direction and touches me with her fingers below my chin. She slowly pushes my face up and pulls it towards her. I have to bend over a bit to comply with her request. She comes with her face up to a few centimeters close to mine. For seconds she looks deep into my eyes. I feel as if she were penetrating me, as if she were taking me in.

Suddenly I feel something pleasantly soft grazing my testicles and cock very slowly. Charlotte's nylon-clad foot slides along my privates and I feel the wonderful fabric against my hard shaft. Her hand is still pushing my chin up and she looks at me insistently. I breathe a little deeper and close my eyes briefly.

"Ah-! Eyes open, you stay with me!"

Her grip on my chin tightens a bit and I surrender again to her ice blue eyes that hold me as if under a spell. She continues to play around with my piece with her foot. My arousal gets going and I am completely mindless in this intense moment. Her face still very close to mine, she says from above, in a low, slow, insistent voice:

"You went down on one of my favorite pair of shoes today. I caught you kneeling completely naked in the middle of my room, penetrating my high heel with your little cock and fucking it. But that wasn't enough for you. You also had the heel in your mouth and sucked it. So I caught you perverted pig in the act today. And now you should be ashamed of yourself in front of me!"

Her words slap me in the face. The stern, insistent, but at the same time completely calm way in which she speaks to me. The way she chooses the words and pronounces them quite deliberately and clearly. Her intense, ice-cold gaze that binds me to her. The firm pressure of her hand on my chin. Her nylon foot rubbing against my hard cock.

During her words, I relive the scene where she opens the door and catches me in fast format in my head and feel an intense sense of shame arise. And at the same time, her ice-cold, dominant manner, her beauty and her feet only spur me on. My cock is filled to the brim with blood. My body can no longer decide between my shame and the strong arousal and both mix into a cocktail of abysmal feelings that suddenly flood me.

I feel the deep desire to melt in front of Charlotte, to make myself smaller and smaller in front of her. I feel a deep inner weakness that reveals itself to me and makes my knees weak. I feel a heavy, comforting warmth pulling me down. And I feel the need, eating at me, to beg Charlotte to let me stay here and make up for my mistake.

I consciously notice again how she still holds me under the spell of her eyes and how I let her look into me with wide open eyes. My mouth is open, as if in a trance I look into her face, which now seems so oversized and close to me. Her mouth, decorated with red lipstick, has twisted into an enthusiastic smile. I am overwhelmed with emotion.

"Good boy," I hear her whisper softly. "You're going to tell me loud and clear how ashamed you are," she follows up with an equally gentle but stern tone.

I tremble all over as she says this. I feel her words. I feel her hand. I feel her gaze. Once again, the sequence in which I licked and sniffed the insole of her heels in ecstasy, as if I had her feet in front of my face, pops into my head. And once again the door pushes open and my dream woman with the long legs and nylons catches me as the perverted pig that I am. My emotions spill over and it bursts out of me:

"I'm so ashamed! I'm so ashamed!", I cry out tearfully.

My face contorts into a desperate grimace as I begin to move my pelvis up and down, rubbing my cock against her foot in sheer excitement, feeling the nylon fabric and the warmth of her foot.

"Please, I want to make it up to you! I want to make it all good again! I want to be ashamed of myself in front of you and do everything for you!", I wave with my eyes closed and rubbing against her foot.

I feel her now holding my neck with her entire hand as I rock forward and backward with horniness. I feel supported and held by her. Already completely out of breath and sweaty, I open my eyes again and look into her satisfied grinning face that means the world to me. I feel willy-nilly surrendered to her and in her hand.

"That's exactly where I want you, you pig. I'm the woman who tells you where to go. I'm the goddess you need in your life. I am the world to you."

"Yes, Goddess," I roar, still feasting on her foot, which she just holds motionless in front of my cock.

"I can tell you what you're going to do for me to get rid of your shame. You're not just going to buy me a pair of new shoes, you're going to buy me a new pair every week."

"Yes, anything you want. Please!", I exclaim in agony.

"And you will stay here and pay all the rent for me. Got it?" her imperious tone echoes in my ears.

I can't think straight anymore. I want to lay all the happiness in the world at this woman's feet, just to continue experiencing her closeness. Just to be allowed to continue to fuck her feet. Just to be allowed to continue to present the perverted little pig that I am in front of her.

"Yes, please, Goddess!", I shout out liberatingly. "Anything you want!"

She releases her hand on my neck and I fall to the floor. Charlotte's hotly desired feet appear right in front of my face, and she's running them across my face not a second later. I cuddle and kiss her socked feet, feel the nylon on my cheeks and face, smell the sweet note and suddenly feel all safe and protected.

"Kiss my feet, my little pig. Not only are you going to live here and take care of all the rent, I'm going to make you responsible for making sure this place is always cleaned up nice. You'll also do the dishes. Oh yeah, and you'll be on call for me, chauffeuring me, massaging me, running me a bath when I need it. Wait and see, this is just the beginning," she exclaims with a laugh. "And you'll thankfully lick my feet in return, too."

I acknowledge her by kissing her feet in complete bliss like there's no tomorrow.

"Thank you, Goddess!", I exclaim from under her feet. "I dream of this."

Pushing my face up with one foot, she grabs my neck again with her left hand and pulls me close again. I stretch my neck upward to get even closer to her. Her eyes sparkle at me with a devilishly sweet smile.

"I was just waiting for someone like you," she murmurs at me. "Whenever you see me, you'll feel the need to throw yourself to the ground in front of me and whimper for forgiveness for what you've done. You'll try to read my every wish from my lips, just to make it up to me and please me. And you'll be ashamed of yourself for being such a ridiculous heel sucker."

"Yes," I breathe back with a completely amorous, glazed look. I feel Charlotte bring to the surface my deep inner need to make a woman happy. And I want to do just that at her feet.

"Shame on you, my little slave! Shame on you for what you are!" she suddenly shouts in my face in a stern voice, reaching out with her right hand and slapping it across my face, thundering against my cheek.

I flinch, but feel nothing but a comforting warmth in my face that only binds me more to my blonde goddess. I breathe stubbornly and surrender to her gaze again, looking at her in awe.

She reaches out again with her right hand and slaps it to me again in the same spot. I wince again, but enjoy her punishment, which I deserve. Surrendered and submissive, I look her in the eyes again and am quite calm inside.

Her mouth contorts into an enthusiastic smile. Her face is so close to mine. Her iron grip encircles my neck. Suddenly, she starts laughing. She looks me in the eye and laughs uproariously in my face. The laughter goes through my whole body. She laughs at me unrestrainedly and gleefully. This gives me the rest. I'm breathing fast, my heart pounding.

"When I'm done with you, you'll not only bring me breakfast in bed in the morning and do my shopping for me, but you'll beg me to wash my car for me and clean my shoes for me," she laughs with scorn. "When I'm satisfied, the sun will rise for you."

She pushes me off her with her hand and places one of her nylon feet on my chest. I feel the pressure she exerts against me with her foot. She leans back on the bed, lifts her long leg and presses the sole of her foot against my face. I breathe in her aroma, sucking. With her other foot, she slowly kicks my cock and balls over and over. My synapses explode. This woman addresses my deep-devoted soul and fucks it out of me with her feet, her voice, her words and her merciless laughter. She has nested in my head and I want nothing more than to be enslaved and exploited by her.

My arousal increases immeasurably. She pushes her foot into my open mouth and I taste her nylons, soak them, suck them out. With my eyes closed I enjoy her toes in my mouth. I feel my hard cock rubbing along her nylons. I want to become one with the nylons. I want to become one with her feet. My cock is dripping. I can barely hold myself up.

"Yes, you stupid piggy, I'm going to make you pay handsomely for messing with my shoes without asking. Suck my feet beautifully. Show me how hard you're working for me. There will be your new place in your life. I will make you my servant. Don't think you're going to get out of this."

I hear her smug, distinctive laugh in my ears again and I spill out on her foot at these words, spurting my seed onto her black nylons in a moment of complete senselessness and horniness.

Exhausted, I sink to the floor in front of her, her laughter still in my ear. She has fucked me through. I am at the complete end.

But I am ready to accept my fate at the feet of this goddess.
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Slave Of A Horsewoman - Icecold Humiliated & Exploited: A Femdom Story In The Horse Stable

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...


Über den Autor

Brent Starr is a creative mind and has a passion for everything about femdom. He himself has a foot fetish, loves female domination and finds inspiration for writing in his own diverse fantasies.


His favorite categories include: Femdom, Findom, Foot Fetish, Verbal Humiliation, Soft to Hard Humiliation, Laughing, Ballbusting, Human Ashtray and Spitting. But there are rarely limits to his fantasies. 

You can find his author page here.


Click on "Follow" and explore with him the femdom world that will eventually cost him his sanity.


If you enjoyed one of his works, leave him a positive review. For personal feedback, questions and comments, you can reach him on his german Twitter profile @Stefan_Starr. 
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