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I’m on the sofa, barefoot, one leg curled beneath me and the other stretched out, heel resting on the cushion like I’ve posed for you. I haven’t. I just sit how I like. But I see your eyes drop straight to my feet, and your breath hitches.

Good. You're already halfway undone.

I shift my position on the sofa, stretching my legs out and crossing one ankle over the other. My feet are bare, of course. Smooth, soft, and freshly moisturised.

You’re looking at them already. Eyes wide, lips parted. You don’t even try to hide it.

“Closer.”

You drop to your knees. Crawl the last few feet toward me like the floor’s sacred ground you’re lucky to touch. Your eyes are locked on my soles like they’re the centre of your world.

And they are, aren’t they?

“You wanted this,” I murmur. “So don’t just stare. Worship.”

You kiss first. Hesitant, reverent, like my skin might burn your lips if you do it wrong. I stretch my leg further until my sole presses against your chest. Your mouth opens. Your tongue grazes the ball of my foot like you’re tasting heaven.

“That’s it,” I whisper. “Show me how much you’ve missed them.”

You hold my foot in both hands like it’s precious. Start kissing lower, then up along the arch. Your lips are warm, your breathing uneven, like you’re already turned on just from the taste. You are, aren’t you? I bet you’re hard already. Just from kissing my foot.

“Use your mouth properly,” I say. “Make me *feel* it.”

You obey. Good boy.

I rest my elbow on the armrest, chin in my hand, watching you through lazy eyes. You look beautiful like this — humble, quiet, shaking slightly from how badly you want more.

You kiss again, lower this time. The curve of my arch. The ball. Then you move to the side and trace your mouth along the edge of my heel. You’re not just kissing anymore — you're tasting. Letting your tongue flick out just enough to collect the softness of my skin on your palate.

Good. You're not here to touch yourself. You're not here to be touched. You're here to show reverence.

“Don’t miss a single inch,” I say softly. “Every part of my foot deserves your attention.”

You nod against my skin, lips brushing my instep. Then you open your mouth and begin again, this time slower. Tongue pressed flat, licking up the centre of my sole. I feel it — the warmth, the moisture, the reverence in every second. Your breath is quickening. 
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