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    For those who find power in submission, beauty in worship, and pleasure beneath the arches — may these stories honour the irresistible allure of feet and the desires they inspire.
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​INTRODUCTION
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Exploring the delicate balance between worship and control; where every touch, every flex, and every glance centres on the power of feet. From lazy caresses to urgent commands, each scene invites you to lose yourself beneath my perfect soles — where control is gentle, and pleasure is found solely in submission.

1: In your Lap

*I pretend I’m not doing anything. You pretend you’re not about to cum. My feet know better.*

2: Face to Foot

*Your tongue serves my pussy. Your cock serves my soles.*

3: Toe the Line

*You’re fucking me — but I’m feeding you my foot. You cum because I let you worship me, not because you’re inside.*

4: The Arches

*I don't stroke you. I don't speak much. I just slide my feet together and watch you melt.*

5: Heels Over Head

*I’m on top. My feet are on your face. My pussy’s taking what it wants. And you? You just lie there and take it.*

6: Beneath My Soles

*You lie between my legs and worship like your mouth was made for it. I don’t need to touch you. My toes do all the work.*

7: Face Down Footjob

*Face down. Legs bent. My soles held open for you. You fuck them like you’ve been waiting your whole life.*

8: Centrepiece

*I spread my legs, press my soles together, and show you exactly what you can’t have. I use my fingers while my feet frame everything.*

9: Feet Fucker

*I don’t need to lift a finger. You do all the work, fucking my feet. And when you cum across my tits, I don’t even blink.*

10: Cowgirl Bootless

*I ride you backwards, slow and deep. My feet pressed to your face*
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​IN YOUR LAP
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It starts simple.

I’m sitting on the sofa, one leg folded under me, the other stretched out — my bare foot resting in your lap like it belongs there. We’re talking about something utterly boring. Groceries. Plans. Dinner maybe. But your cock’s getting harder by the second, and we both know why.

You try to keep a straight face.

Nod at my words. Act like you’re listening.

But I can feel the way your body shifts every time my toes move. I slide them up your thigh slowly — not enough to count as anything real, not yet — then back down. A little twitch near your crotch. Then a pause. I flex my foot lightly, heel pressing into your leg, ball of my foot nudging a little closer.

You keep talking. Poor thing.

I pull my phone out from the side pocket of my jeans and break eye contact, pretending to be totally absorbed my the screen. Scroll. Tap. Maybe even smirk at a text.

I’m fully acting like I have no idea how much my feet are wrecking you.

My toes curl just slightly, brushing you cock again — slow, teasing. Your breathing hitches; I don’t react. I keep scrolling, swiping, completely distracted.

“Uh-huh,” I murmur, as if I’m listening, but my attention is split between the screen and the slow, deliberate way my foot rubs against your cock, feeling it throb.

I catch you flinch when my toes graze the sensitive head.

Your voice cracks.

That’s when I look down — lazily, like I’m only just noticing — and blink at the shape growing under your trousers. “Oh,” I murmur softly. 

You shift.

I don’t.

Instead, I press the arch of my foot right over your cock — slow, firm — and stroke down just once. You grip the sofa, trying to stay composed, but I can see the pulse in your neck.

“So needy for my feet you can’t even hold a conversation,” I say, pretending to sound disappointed.

I glance away again, returning to whatever topic we were pretending to have. My voice stays calm. My words steady. But my foot doesn’t stop. I drag my toes along your cock, trace the shape through fabric, then circle lightly near the head where I can feel the warmth and twitch.

Your breathing changes.

Your hips shift closer to my sole, and I catch the way your hand moves like you might stroke yourself. I snap my gaze back, sharp and cool. “Don’t touch.”

You freeze.

I smile, slow and smug. “You get to feel my foot. That’s it.”

I press harder now — heel grinding softly while my toes flick across your length — a smooth, silent rhythm you’re forced to suffer through without any help. No fucking. No sucking. No hands.

Just me, half-distracted.

Just my feet, lazily wrecking you.

And the minute I feel your cock jerk against my sole, your thighs tensing, your eyes wide?

I stop.

Completely.

Fold both legs beneath me like nothing happened. “We’ll pick this up later,” I say sweetly. “Maybe after dessert.”
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​FACE TO FOOT
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Lie down.

Flat.

Good boy.

I step over you slowly, one foot planted on each side of your chest, facing your hard cock. You look up like you know what’s coming — like you’ve been dreaming of it. I see the flush in your cheeks, the tension in your stomach, your cock already twitching just from the anticipation of having me *above* you like this.

I lower myself gently. My thighs straddle your face, and I pause just a breath above your lips.

“Open.”

You obey instantly. Your mouth is ready, tongue already out, needy and obedient.

I sink down onto you, slowly, deliberately, until your mouth disappears between my folds. My thighs close around your head. My pussy presses down on your lips, your tongue, your breath.

“This is what you’re good for,” I murmur, grinding down just enough to let you feel the weight of it. “Not talking. Not touching. Just this.”

You moan into me, the vibration deep and sweet.

I spread my arms behind me and lay back, rolling my hips against your face.

But I’m not finished.

I slowly lift one foot and press it between your legs — gently, right where your cock is aching. My toes land soft at first, teasing. Then firmer. I drag them along your shaft like I’m tracing the shape of your need.

Your hips twitch, but I don’t let up. My heel rolls against your tip. My arch cups you. And still, I ride your face.

You’re being *used* in both directions now — mouth full of my wetness, cock controlled by nothing but the shape of my foot. You’re helpless. Owned.

I start to move faster, grinding against your mouth, picking p my pace. I feel your tongue flicking, your lips sucking, trying to keep up with my rhythm — and all the while, your cock pulses against my toes like it’s begging.

“You love this,” I whisper. “Don’t you?”

You groan beneath me. You can’t even speak — and you don’t need to.

I press harder with my foot. The ball of it rubs against your shaft while I bounce slowly on your tongue. It’s obscene. Slick. Messy. Perfect.

Both of your hands come up and cup my asscheeks, bearing my weight as the other foot joins in. Now both my soles are moving, gliding over your cock with rhythm while I use your mouth like a toy.

You’re trembling. Moaning into me.

You’re close.

And I love it.

“Keep going,” I pant, grinding harder against your face. “Make me cum.”

You double your effort, tongue working faster, more focused. It flicks between my asshole, my pussy and my clit in long sweeps.

You're bucking your hips now, thrusting your cock between my feet now, arch to arch, fucking the space between them.

I feel my orgasm build like fire — hips jerking, breath catching — and just as the wave hits me, I press down on your
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