
        
            
                
            
        

    
Beneath Them

An Extreme Femdom Fantasy

A Consensual Tale of Total Surrender and Devotion

by FootRubSlave


Contents

Consent and Disclaimer

Content Warning

A Note from the Author

Chapter 1 – The Waiting Surface

Chapter 2 – First Weight, First Kiss

Chapter 3 – Kissing, Shifting, Erasing

Chapter 4 – Undressing, Descending, Tasting

Chapter 5 – Rhythm, Build, Release

Chapter 6 – Smoke, Ash, Lipstick Kiss

Chapter 7 – Dinner Plans, Final Crushing, Departure

About the Author

Author’s Note


Consent and Disclaimer

This is a work of erotic fiction and fantasy written exclusively for adults 18 years of age and older (21 in jurisdictions where 21 is the legal age for adult material).

All characters depicted in this story are fictional consenting adults who have explicitly negotiated, discussed in detail, and enthusiastically consented to every element of the power-exchange fantasy portrayed — long before the events of the narrative begin.

Within the fictional world of this story:

	Safe-words are pre-established and always honored (“red” = immediate full stop, “yellow” = pause / slow down / adjust, “green” = continue) 
	Hard and soft limits have been clearly communicated and respected 
	Consent is ongoing, enthusiastic, informed, and revocable at any moment 
	Aftercare is part of the dynamic (though it may occur off-page) 


Everything described is consensual role-play between sober, informed, sober, and mutually enthusiastic adults.

This book does NOT depict, condone, encourage, glorify, or represent real non-consensual acts, coercion, abuse, assault, lack of safe-words, or any form of real-world harm.

In real life, all BDSM, domination/submission, humiliation, objectification, restraint, denial, degradation, impact play, and any other kink activities must be:

	Safe 
	Sane 
	Consensual (SSC) and/or Risk-Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) 
	Negotiated in advance with full transparency and honesty 
	Conducted with clear, enthusiastic, continuous, and revocable consent 
	Supported by mutually agreed safe-words / signals 
	Performed with appropriate safety measures and aftercare 


The extreme scenarios, language, and dynamics in this story exist only within the protected space of negotiated fantasy. They are not instructions, not encouragement, and not permission to engage in any activity without the conditions listed above being fully met.

By continuing to read, you confirm that:

	You are of legal adult age in your jurisdiction 
	You understand this is fictional erotic fantasy material 
	You are choosing to read this content freely and willingly 
	You accept full responsibility for your own emotional and psychological responses 


Safe, sane, consensual, negotiated, communicated, and mutually respectful kink only — always.


Content Warning

This book contains very explicit, graphic, and psychologically intense adult content intended for readers who actively seek and enjoy this specific type of extreme erotica.

Themes and elements include (but are not limited to):

	Complete erotic objectification and dehumanization 
	High-heel / foot domination and prolonged physical pressure 
	Cockbox / trampling fantasy 
	Intense verbal and physical humiliation 
	Total erotic erasure and deliberate indifference 
	Romantic exclusion (couple-focused intimacy above a submissive) 
	Cigarette / ash play (stylized and fictional) 
	Denial, edging, and orgasm-control undertones 
	Graphic sensory descriptions of pain, pressure, marking, and submission 


This is hardcore, taboo erotica written for a narrow audience. If any of these topics are triggering, disturbing, unwanted, or outside your personal boundaries, please stop reading immediately.

No minors are depicted or implied in any sexual, exploitative, or inappropriate context. All characters are explicitly 18+ consenting adults.


A Note from the Author

This story is the rawest expression of a fantasy I’ve carried for many years — the intoxicating, devastating beauty of being reduced to nothing while two people lose themselves completely in each other.

Every detail — every heel shift, every whispered “my love,” every moment of being ignored — is imagined within the strict boundaries of negotiated, enthusiastic, revocable consent. The characters know exactly what they are doing, why, and how to stop it at any second.

If reading this stirs something deep and complicated in you, I’m grateful you trusted me enough to go there. If it was too much, thank you for knowing your limits and walking away.

This is fantasy. Reality demands communication, negotiation, safety, and care.

Thank you for reading.

— FootRubSlave New York City @FootRubSlave


Chapter 1 – The Waiting Surface
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The loft had that particular hush that only comes with high ceilings and old hardwood — the kind of silence that isn’t empty, but waiting. Cedar floor polish lingered in the air, sharp and clean, undercut by the faint metallic tang of the radiator in the corner that never quite stopped ticking. Late February light came through the tall industrial windows in thin, pale sheets, turning the room cold and distant. Dust motes drifted slowly in the slanted beams, catching fire for a second before fading again.

I lay flat on my back in the exact center of the open floor. The cockbox had been positioned there deliberately — low, heavy, immovable. Thick padded oak, stained dark, edges rounded just enough not to cut but still unforgiving against hip bones and lower back. Leather straps — wide, black, oiled — wrapped around my thighs and waist, cinched down so tightly that breathing too deeply made the leather creak against my skin. The circular opening framed my cock with clinical precision: exposed, vulnerable, already stirring despite the chill. The head rested slightly swollen against the cool wood rim; every small shift of my pelvis only reminded me how little I could actually move. The restraint wasn’t painful yet — not really — but it was absolute. I could flex my toes, I could blink, I could swallow. That was all.

The rest of me belonged to the box.

Above me the ceiling stretched away — exposed beams, old iron pipes, a single Edison bulb hanging from black cord, glowing dull amber. I stared up at it until the light burned a soft afterimage into my vision. My heartbeat sounded loud in my ears, too loud, a steady thump-thump-thump that seemed to echo off the bare walls.

This is what I asked for.

The thought looped, quiet at first, then louder. This is exactly what I asked for. To be reduced. To be erased. To become nothing more than a surface — something they could step on without thought, without hesitation, without even needing to acknowledge it existed.

I had imagined it a thousand times: the click of heels approaching, the sudden shadow falling across my chest, the first cold press of steel against skin, the slow transfer of weight, the way their voices would stay soft and intimate while everything below their ankles became irrelevant.

But now that the moment was here — now that the loft was quiet except for my own breathing and the distant city hum filtering through the glass — the fantasy felt sharper, more real, more dangerous.

What if they actually do it? The question rose unbidden, tightening my throat. What if they walk in and never look down once? Not even a glance. Not even a smirk. Not even a single word to prove I’m still a person.

My cock gave a small, involuntary twitch at the thought — half arousal, half dread. Pre-cum welled up in a slow bead, cool against the air, then slowly slid down the shaft toward the wood. I couldn’t wipe it away. I couldn’t hide it. It would just be there — slick evidence of how much the idea of being ignored turned me on.

They’re going to feel it under their heels. The realization hit like a second heartbeat. They’re going to step onto me and feel how wet I already am, how hard I’m getting, and they still won’t look. They’ll just… keep going. Like it’s nothing. Like I’m nothing.

My breathing grew shallower. I tried to slow it down, tried to center myself, but every inhale pulled the straps tighter against my ribs.

Outside the loft door — faint at first, then clearer — came the sound I’d been waiting for.

Heels on the hallway floor. Slow. Deliberate. Unhurried.

Two sets.

Click. Click. Click-click.

Closer.

The sound paused just outside the door. A key turned in the lock — soft metallic scrape, then the low thunk of the deadbolt sliding back.

My pulse surged into my throat.

They’re here.

The door opened — not wide, just enough. A draft of cooler hallway air slipped in, brushing across my bare chest and making the bead of pre-cum on my cock shiver.

Then the first heel crossed the threshold.

Black patent leather, glossy under the amber light, narrow and sharp. The woman wearing it didn’t pause. She didn’t look around the room. She didn’t look down.

She simply stepped forward — calm, certain, like the cockbox had always been there and always would be.

They’re really not going to speak to me. The thought landed heavy, almost dizzying. Not even hello. Not even my name. Not even a glance to see if I’m still breathing under them.

The second pair of heels followed.

Click.

Click.

Both women now inside. The door eased shut behind them with a soft final thud.

Silence returned — thicker now, heavier, filled with the scent of citrus perfume and warm skin and the faint metallic edge of patent leather.

They stood for a moment — just stood — close enough that I could see the elegant line of their calves, the subtle flex of muscle as they shifted weight.

Neither of them looked down.

They’re not going to.

My cock pulsed again — harder this time — another bead of pre-cum welling up and sliding slowly down the shaft.

The dark-haired one moved first.

She lifted her left foot.

The heel hovered above me for half a heartbeat — long enough that I could see the small steel tip glinting, sharp and perfect.

Then she stepped onto the cockbox.

The first contact was cold. Immediate. Uncompromising.

Left heel pressed straight down onto the shaft just below the corona — a small, perfect circle of steel sinking into soft skin. Right heel followed a fraction of a second later — lower, heavier, flattening the base against the wood.

Her full weight arrived without drama. Without hesitation. Simply present.

The box creaked softly under her.

A faint metallic click as her ankle settled into place.

Then the second woman stepped up.

Both heels together — high across the upper shaft and the ultra-sensitive ridge just above it. For one fragile second the pressure lightened as she found her balance — toes flexing inside the glossy patent — then she exhaled, long and soft and satisfied, and let her full weight surrender to me.

The change was brutal in its calmness.

Deep throbbing ache bloomed instantly from every point of contact. Nerves lit up in sharp white lines that raced up my spine. Blood pulsed helplessly against unyielding metal. Pre-cum spread faster now, warm and slick under their soles.

Both of them. Full weight. Right now.

I couldn’t breathe for a second — not because I couldn’t, but because the sensation was so complete it seemed to stop time.

They still had not looked down.

They still had not spoken to me.

They simply stood there — two perfect silhouettes against the amber light — balanced, calm, utterly absorbed in each other.

And in that moment, before the first kiss, before the first word, before anything else happened, I understood something with perfect clarity:

I was already gone.


Chapter 2 – First Weight, First Kiss
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The dark-haired one moved first.

She didn’t hesitate. She didn’t glance down. She didn’t pause to test the surface or adjust her posture.

She simply lifted her left foot — the motion smooth and practiced, like stepping onto a familiar block in a yoga studio — and placed the heel directly onto my shaft.

The first contact was cold, precise, merciless.

A small circle of steel pressed straight down just below the corona. The metal bit in slowly at first, then faster as her weight followed. The ridge of the heel sank into the tender underside of the head, creating a sharp, localized pressure that instantly radiated outward in bright electric pulses.

Her right foot came down half a heartbeat later.

Lower. Heavier. The heel flattened the base of my cock against the wood with calm, even force. Two points of contact — one high, one low — pinned me like steel anchors.

Her full weight arrived without ceremony.

No tentative settling. No bounce. Just the complete, unapologetic transfer of perhaps one hundred and thirty pounds onto a surface that had no choice but to hold it.

The box gave a single soft creak. A faint metallic click sounded as her ankle locked into place.

Then the second woman stepped up.

Both heels landed together — high across the upper shaft and the ultra-sensitive ridge just above it. For one fragile second the pressure lightened as she found balance: toes flexing inside glossy black patent, calf tightening, ankle tilting ever so slightly.

Then she exhaled — a long, soft, relieved sound.

And she let go.

Her full weight surrendered.

The change was brutal in its calmness.

Four steel points now distributed across my cock, crushing it flat and immobile against the padded wood. Nerves screamed. The ache sharpened into white-hot brightness that raced up my spine and down my thighs. Blood throbbed uselessly against unyielding metal. Pre-cum leaked faster — warm, slippery, spreading in thin glistening streaks beneath their soles.

Both of them. Full weight. Right now. They’re standing on my cock like it’s nothing.

They didn’t react to the slickness. They didn’t react to the faint twitching beneath their heels. They didn’t react at all.

Instead they kissed.

The sound came first — before I could even focus upward.

Soft wet parting of lips. A tiny inhale through the nose. A quiet sigh of two mouths finally meeting after too long apart.

From my angle I could just make out the elegant line of their necks, the curve of jawlines, dark hair falling forward as heads tilted together.

Their kiss was slow, deep, unhurried — the kiss of people who know exactly how the other’s mouth moves.

Tongues slid. Lips caught and released. Small sounds drifted down — tiny exhales, soft hums, the faint wet click when mouths parted for breath.

Fingers moved into hair.

The taller one slid her hand into the dark waves, combing slowly, reverently, letting strands slip through her fingers like silk. She tugged gently — just enough to change the angle — deepening the kiss.

Then she spoke — mouth still brushing mouth, voice low and velvet with real longing.

“Oh my love… I missed this so much.”

A tiny laugh breathed against lips.

“I’ve been thinking about your mouth every single day since Tuesday.”

The dark-haired one answered — soft, almost drowsy, lips never fully leaving the other’s.

“I kept replaying last weekend in my head… the way you looked when you came on my tongue. I couldn’t sleep.”

Another small laugh — shared, intimate, private.

“You’re terrible,” the taller one whispered. “You know that makes me want to do it again right now.”

“Mmm. I know.”

They kissed deeper for a moment — tongues moving slowly, deliberately.

“I love your hair hanging like this,” the taller one murmured, fingers still combing through dark strands. “It’s longer than I remember… softer. I want to bury my face in it later.”

“I want you to,” the other answered quietly. “All night. Just like that.”

A soft sigh.

“I was missing you so much, baby. The apartment felt too quiet without you humming in the kitchen.”

“I know. I hated leaving you there alone. I kept checking my phone hoping you’d text me something dirty.”

“I almost did… three times. Then I thought — no, I’ll wait. I’ll make you wait too.”

A tiny, teasing laugh.

“You’re cruel.”

“Only for you.”

They kissed again — longer this time — the wet sounds clearer now, more deliberate.

Every small tilt of a head, every shift to deepen the connection, sent ripples through their stance.

A heel slid — slick now from the steady leak beneath it — gliding across the head in a slow, slippery arc before settling heavier. Another heel ground down for leverage — the metal edge catching the ridge and dragging sideways so slowly I felt every millimetre of skin folding under it.

It hurts now. Sharp. Electric. But they don’t know. They don’t care. They’re just… talking about missing each other. I’m leaking onto their heels and they’re just talking about how much they want each other. I’m disappearing. I want to disappear.

The taller one pulled back just enough to speak — lips still brushing lips.

“You smell so good… like citrus and that little bit of sweat from class. I could live with my face between your thighs forever.”

The dark-haired one gave a soft hum of pleasure.

“Then do it. Later. After dinner. I want your tongue slow tonight… no rush. Just… worshipping.”

“Mmm. Yes. I’ll take my time. Make you shake.”

They kissed again — small, lingering, full of promise.

The words kept floating down — warm, romantic, completely separate from the man pinned beneath them with four heels crushing his cock flat.

They’re planning how they’ll fuck later. They’re telling each other how much they missed each other’s bodies. And I’m right here — leaking, throbbing, aching — and I might as well be the floor.

My cock twitched helplessly — a small, futile pulse against the weight holding it down.

More pre-cum welled up, slicking the metal, making every tiny shift of their stance even slicker.

They still hadn’t looked down.

They still hadn’t spoken to me.

They simply stood there — balanced, calm, utterly absorbed in each other — kissing, whispering, remembering, planning, loving.

And beneath them, I understood something with perfect, devastating clarity:

I was already nothing.


Chapter 3 – Kissing, Shifting, Erasing
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They kissed for what felt like forever.

Not the hurried, hungry kind of kiss that rushes toward climax. This was slower. Deeper. More reverent. The kind of kiss two people give each other when they’ve been apart just long enough to remember how much they need the taste of the other’s mouth.

Tongues moved in lazy, deliberate strokes — exploring familiar territory as though rediscovering it for the first time. Lips caught, tugged gently, released with a soft wet sound that drifted down like perfume. Small contented sighs escaped between breaths. Tiny laughs — barely audible, more felt than heard — vibrated where their mouths met.

Every subtle movement of their heads, every tilt to find a better angle, every small lean to deepen the connection sent ripples through their bodies.

And those ripples traveled straight down.

The taller one shifted her weight slightly forward — chasing the other woman’s lower lip — and the heel under her right foot slid half an inch across the head of my cock. The metal edge dragged slowly through the growing slickness of pre-cum, leaving a cool, slippery trail before settling again — heavier this time, more firmly planted.

Another small adjustment: the dark-haired woman rose just a fraction onto her toes to press her tongue deeper — and the heel beneath her left foot ground down harder, flattening the shaft sideways against the wood until it felt momentarily ironed flat.

It hurts now. The thought arrived sharp and clear. Sharp. Electric. Throbbing. The ridge is being crushed under steel and I can feel every ridge of the heel imprinting into me. But they don’t know. They don’t care. They’re just kissing. I’m leaking onto their heels and they’re just kissing.

The taller one pulled back the tiniest distance — just enough to speak, lips still brushing lips.

“I keep thinking about your neck,” she whispered. “The way it tastes when you’re close… that little salt spot right here.”

She kissed the spot she meant — slow, open-mouthed, lingering.

A soft hum answered her.

“I love when you do that,” the dark-haired one murmured. “Makes me feel like I’m melting.”

“Mmm. Good. I want you to melt tonight. Slowly.”

Another kiss — deeper — tongues sliding again.

The receiving woman let her head fall back slightly — just enough to offer more throat. Long dark hair spilled over the edge of the cockbox and brushed my chest — cool silk dragging across overheated skin like the lightest possible touch in the world.

Her fingers stayed buried in her lover’s hair — combing, petting, tugging gently — small, wordless commands that said here, slower, more.

The taller one followed the invitation.

She began kissing the other’s neck in earnest now — slow, deliberate, open-mouthed presses that left faint glossy trails. Each kiss pulled a tiny sound from the woman above me — a breath, a sigh, a quiet “yes” breathed into the air.

Every time she leaned in to reach a new spot, her hips rolled forward half an inch. The shift drove both sets of heels deeper into me.

One metal tip drilled straight into the coronal ridge — pressing the sensitive underside flat against the wood. The other heel flattened the shaft sideways until the ache became a bright, pulsing line of pressure that ran the entire length of my cock.

Fuck—right on the ridge. It’s drilling in. I can feel the exact shape of the heel tip pressing into me like a brand. My cock is twitching under them — jumping against the weight — and they must feel it. They have to feel it pulsing, leaking, begging. Please don’t look down. Please don’t look down.

They didn’t.

The dark-haired woman spoke again — voice low, almost drowsy with arousal.

“You always know exactly where to kiss me… it’s unfair.”

A soft chuckle answered her.

“I’ve had a lot of practice.”

“Too much practice,” she teased gently. “I’m going to have to punish you for that later.”

“Mmm. Promise?”

“Promise.”

They kissed again — mouths meeting over the newly kissed throat — tongues sliding in slow, possessive strokes.

The taller one whispered against her lover’s lips:

“I missed the way you taste when you’re this turned on… like honey and salt and something only I get to have.”

“You do get to have it,” the other answered softly. “All of it. Whenever you want.”

“Tonight I want it slow. I want to taste every inch of you before I let you come.”

A small, needy sound escaped the dark-haired woman.

“Then take it slow. I’ll wait for you.”

They kissed deeper — longer — the wet sounds clearer now, more deliberate.

Every tiny movement translated downward.

A heel slid sideways across the head — dragging pre-cum in a long, cool streak. Another pressed straight down — flattening the shaft until the ache became white-hot. A sudden forward tilt ground the metal edge sideways again — careless, indifferent, devastating.

It’s random. It’s careless. That’s the worst part. They’re not even trying to hurt me. I’m just… in the way of their kiss. And I’m so hard it hurts worse than the pressure. I’m going to come from being ignored. From being crushed while they fall in love again above me.

The taller one pulled back just enough to speak — voice thick, almost reverent.

“I love how your skin feels under my mouth when you’re this worked up… so warm, so soft, so mine.”

“It’s yours,” the other whispered. “Always yours.”

They kissed again — small, lingering, full of quiet promises.

They never spoke to me. They never even whispered the concept of me into the space between them.

They simply stood there — balanced on four steel points driven into my cock — kissing, whispering, remembering, teasing, loving — while every word, every sigh, every casual shift of weight reminded me:

I was already erased.


Chapter 4 – Undressing, Descending, Tasting
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They stayed locked in that long, slow kiss for several more breaths — mouths moving together in the quiet certainty of people who have nowhere else they need to be.

Then the taller one — the one whose hair had been praised and combed — began to undress.

She did it without ever breaking contact.

One hand stayed tangled in dark waves, holding her lover’s head exactly where she wanted it. The other reached behind her back — fingers finding the small zipper of the cropped top with practiced ease. The faint metallic hiss of the zipper parting cut through the wet sounds of their kiss.

Fabric slid down her arms in a soft whisper. She shrugged once — shoulders rolling — and the top caught briefly on the swell of her breasts before falling forward. It slipped free and dropped beside the cockbox in a crumpled heap of black cotton.

The bra came next.

She reached behind again — one-handed this time — and the clasp released with a tiny, almost inaudible click. Thin straps slid down her shoulders. She let the bra fall forward too — lace and satin pooling on the hardwood next to the top.

Neither garment had touched the floor before the next adjustment happened.

Her hips shifted forward — just a small roll, enough to offer more of her throat to be kissed — and both sets of heels drove deeper into me.

The left heel ground sideways across the head — dragging through the slick pre-cum in a long, slippery arc that left the metal gleaming. The right heel pressed straight down — flattening the shaft until the ache became a bright, pulsing band that ran from base to tip.

She’s undressing on me. The clothes are falling right next to my face and she’s still standing full weight on my cock. Every time she moves to take something off, the pressure changes. And they still haven’t looked down.

Leggings came next.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband — still kissing, still balanced — and peeled the fabric down one leg at a time.

Never lifting both heels at once.

The first leg rose — knee bending, foot tilting — and the entire weight of her body transferred to the other three points of contact. The remaining heel sank deeper, grinding the ridge flat against the wood. A small hiss of breath escaped me — involuntary — but it was swallowed by the wet sounds above.

The legging slid down, caught briefly at the ankle, then fell away.

She planted the foot back down — same place, same pressure — and repeated the motion with the other leg.

Each rise, each drop, sent fresh jolts through me: heel lifting for a heartbeat of cruel relief, then crashing back down with careless force, steel biting in new places, pre-cum spreading wider under their soles.

Underwear last.

Thumbs hooked into delicate lace. She drew it down slowly — almost ceremonially — letting the fabric glide over hips, thighs, calves. The panties dropped like the final curtain — black lace pooling beside the rest of her clothes.

Now she was bare from the waist down.

She lowered herself.

Not to the floor.

To her knees — still standing on the cockbox.

Her knees hovered inches above the wood. Only the heels remained in contact — one planted flat and unmoving, the other rocking gently — toe up, heel down, then reverse — every time she leaned forward.

The posture was pure yoga grace: back arched deeply, hips tilted forward, thighs parted just enough to give her mouth access to her lover’s sex.

The first long lick came without warning.

The dark-haired woman — still standing, still balanced on me — let out a low, throaty hum that swelled into the first real moan of the afternoon.

It started soft — almost thoughtful — then opened into something raw, unguarded, animal.

Her hand tightened in dark hair. Fingers twisted, pulling the face closer. Deeper. Hips began to rock in slow, liquid circles — chasing the tongue, guiding it, using it exactly where it felt best.

They spoke only to each other.

Soft. Breathless. Broken into pieces by rising pleasure.

“Like that… yes… right there…”

The taller one’s voice was thick, reverent.

“I missed your tongue so much… the way it feels when you open me up slow…”

A small, needy sound answered her.

“You taste even better than I remembered,” she whispered against wet skin. “So sweet… so warm… I could stay here forever.”

“Then stay,” the standing woman breathed. “Don’t rush. I want to feel every stroke… every flick…”

They continued — unhurried, absorbed.

The woman on her knees arched deeper — yoga-honed spine curving beautifully — rolling her hips in hypnotic waves to meet the tongue below her. Every roll, every arch, every small adjustment for better access traveled straight down through her heels.

A heel slid across the head — long slippery streak of pre-cum left in its wake. Another pressed straight down — crushing the shaft flat until the ache became white-hot. A sudden forward tilt ground the metal edge sideways — careless, indifferent, devastating.

She’s eating her out right above my face. Still standing on me. Her heels are rocking on my cock in perfect rhythm with her tongue. Every time she leans in to lick deeper, the pressure doubles. They’re lost in each other’s bodies and I’m just the thing they’re standing on.

The moans built slowly.

Louder. Wetter. More broken.

Fingers twisted harder in hair. Thighs trembled. Breathing fractured into desperate little gasps between cries.

They never spoke to me. They never glanced down. They never acknowledged the man beneath them — leaking, throbbing, aching — while one tongue worshipped and the other surrendered completely.

And in that moment, pinned under four heels while one woman licked the other toward oblivion, I understood the deepest truth of the afternoon:

I was not even furniture.

I was the silence between their moans.


Chapter 5 – Rhythm, Build, Release
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She stayed down there a long time.

The taller one — now bare from the waist down, knees hovering above the wood — moved with the fluid, endless patience that only years of yoga could give a body. Her spine arched deeply, a perfect crescent, shoulders rolling back to open her chest while her hips tilted forward in slow, hypnotic waves. Every motion was deliberate, controlled, and devastatingly precise — chasing the tongue beneath her, guiding it, using it exactly where the pleasure lived deepest.

And every single one of those movements traveled straight down through her legs.

The heels never left my cock.

One stayed planted flat — a steady, unmoving pillar of steel and weight that pinned the base flat against the padded wood. The other rocked gently — toe up, heel down, then reverse — following the rhythm of her hips as she rolled forward to meet each long lick. The rocking was small, almost unconscious, but it translated into chaos below: heel lifting for a heartbeat of cruel, teasing relief, then crashing back down with careless force, steel biting into new places, pre-cum spreading wider in thin, glistening streaks under the soles.

Sometimes she tilted her pelvis forward — just a fraction — to give her lover’s tongue better access to the swollen bud at the top of her sex. The shift drove both heels deeper at once.

The left heel ground sideways across the head — dragging through slickness in a long, slippery arc that left the metal gleaming wet. The right heel pressed straight down — crushing the shaft until the erectile tissue flattened and the ache became a white-hot band running the entire length of my cock.

It’s random. It’s careless. That’s the worst part. She’s not even trying to hurt me. She’s just… adjusting for her own pleasure. I’m just the thing she’s standing on while she gets eaten out. And I’m so close already. The pressure, the slickness, the complete indifference — it’s all building inside me. I’m going to come from being ignored. From being crushed while she loses herself in her lover’s mouth.

The moans began to change.

They started low — throaty hums of appreciation — then opened wider, wetter, more broken. Each one landed like a physical thing: a vibration that seemed to travel through the wood, through the straps, through my bones.

“Yes… like that…” Her voice cracked on the last word, breath hitching.

The kneeling woman answered without lifting her mouth — words muffled against wet folds, but still clear enough to drift down.

“You’re so swollen… so ready… I can feel you pulsing on my tongue.”

A soft whimper escaped above me.

“Don’t stop… please don’t stop…”

“I won’t. Not until you’re shaking.”

Fingers twisted harder in dark hair. The standing woman’s thighs began to tremble — small, involuntary quivers that ran down her legs and into her heels. Each tremor translated downward: a heel rocking harder, pressing deeper, grinding sideways again.

The pressure built in waves.

One heel lifted slightly — just enough to let blood rush back for a cruel second — then dropped again, heavier, more punishing. Another tilted forward — metal edge dragging across the ridge in a slow, deliberate scrape that made stars explode behind my eyes.

She’s close. I can hear it in her breathing — the way it’s fracturing, the way the moans are turning into little sobs. And every time she gets closer, the heels press harder. Like she needs to anchor herself to something solid while the pleasure rips through her. That something is me. I’m the floor she’s using to stay upright while she comes.

The rhythm quickened — hips rocking faster, tongue working in tighter circles, fingers gripping hair like a lifeline.

The moans grew louder. Wetter. More helpless.

“Oh god… right there… don’t stop… don’t—fuck—”

Her whole body locked.

Thighs clamped around the kneeling woman’s head. Back arched to its limit. A long, rising, keening sound tore out of her — half cry, half surrender — pulling all the air out of the room.

The orgasm hit in waves.

She shuddered violently — once, twice, three times — each convulsion driving the heels down hardest right at the peak. Steel ground into me with punishing force — flattening, crushing, pinning — as though she needed every ounce of stability to ride the pleasure to its end.

The kneeling woman stayed with her — tongue moving slower now, gentler, drawing out the aftershocks until the standing woman’s thighs finally stopped trembling.

They stayed like that for several long seconds.

Foreheads almost touching — even though one was on her knees. Breathing ragged. Small, trembling kisses exchanged against swollen lips. Soft laughter — breathless, glowing — breathed into each other’s mouths.

The afterglow settled over them like warm light.

And beneath them — still pinned, still leaking, still throbbing under four steel points — I felt the full weight of what had just happened.

She had come. Hard. Loud. Completely. And the entire time — from the first lick to the last shudder — not once had either of them looked down. Not once had they acknowledged the man whose cock had served as their platform, their balance beam, their anchor.

I was still nothing.

But now I was nothing that had just felt a woman come undone above me — and the realization burned hotter than any heel.


Chapter 6 – Smoke, Ash, Lipstick Kiss
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They stayed locked together in the fragile, glowing stillness that follows a shattering orgasm.

Foreheads almost touching. Small, trembling kisses brushed against swollen, wet lips. Soft laughter — breathless and warm — drifted between them like shared secrets. The taller one — still on her knees, heels planted firmly on the cockbox — reached sideways without ever looking down or breaking the quiet intimacy.

Her fingers found the slim pack of cigarettes on the low table nearby. She shook one out with a faint dry rustle of tobacco and paper. A lighter clicked — once, twice — then flame.

The sharp, acrid scent of fresh-lit cigarette sliced through the lingering musk of sex, citrus perfume, and warm skin. She took the first drag — long, slow, luxurious — cheeks hollowing slightly as smoke filled her lungs. The ember glowed bright orange in the dim amber light of the loft.

They’re smoking. Right now. Still standing on me. Still using me as nothing more than a convenient surface while they share a post-orgasm cigarette. This is too much. This is everything.

She exhaled.

A long, lazy plume drifted downward — curling around my face, stinging my eyes, coating my tongue with bitter warmth. The other woman — the one who had just come undone — took the cigarette next.

Same slow drag. Same languid exhale — smoke streaming past my nose, warm and thick.

They passed it back and forth. Two drags each. Small, intimate murmurs floating between inhales.

“Reservation’s at eight,” the taller one said softly, voice still husky from her release. She tilted her head, studying her lover’s flushed face. “You still want that little Italian place on Bleecker?”

“Mmm. Yes,” the dark-haired one answered, eyes half-closed. “The one with the back garden. I want to sit outside… feel the air on my skin after this.”

A quiet laugh — fond, conspiratorial.

“We’ll be late if we don’t move soon.”

“Five more minutes like this,” the other murmured. “I’m not ready to let you go yet.”

They kissed again — small, lingering — cigarette passing between lips.

They’re making dinner plans. While standing on my cock. While smoking. While I’m still pinned here leaking and throbbing under their heels. I’m not even background anymore. I’m infrastructure.

The cigarette burned down quickly.

The dark-haired one took the final drag. Her deep red lipstick left a perfect half-moon imprint on the filter — glossy, precise, unmistakable. She held the spent cigarette between two fingers for a moment, studying it with faint, detached curiosity.

Then — without any change in expression, without ever glancing down — she let the butt drop.

It landed warm and damp directly onto the swollen, purpled head of my cock.

A tiny hiss as the still-smoldering tip met slick pre-cum. A faint wisp of smoke curled upward.

She didn’t lift her foot to avoid it. Instead her heel came down immediately — the same heel that had rocked in rhythm with her pleasure — planting firmly across the head and trapping the mangled cigarette butt right against the slit.

Toe lifted slightly. Heel twisted.

Slow. Deliberate. Clockwise. Then counter-clockwise.

The lipstick mark — that perfect red half-moon — was ground directly into the tip of my cock. I could feel the waxy residue transferring — smearing across the sensitive skin in a slow, slippery streak. Like she had finally kissed me. Like her mouth had finally touched me — but only after it was already marked by ash and heel and complete indifference.

Her lips are on my cock. Her lipstick is kissing me. Through ash. Through pressure. Through total disregard. I can feel the exact shape of her mouth being pressed into me and it’s the most intimate thing they’ve done and it’s also the cruelest. I’m losing my mind.

She twisted the heel one more time — harder — grinding the crushed cigarette butt and the lipstick smear deeper into every crease and fold of the head.

Then she lifted her foot.

The mangled butt slid off and fell onto my stomach — still trailing a thin thread of smoke, warm and wet against my skin.

They both laughed — small, surprised, almost fond.

“Look at that,” the taller one murmured, voice soft with amusement. “Ruined it completely.”

The dark-haired one exhaled the last of her smoke, watching the faint trail rise. “Poor guy’s cock looks like it got kissed by both of us.”

Another quiet laugh — shared, intimate, private.

“Maybe we should leave a lipstick mark on every part of him next time,” the taller one teased gently. “Make sure he remembers who he belongs to.”

“Mmm,” the other answered, voice drowsy and satisfied. “I like that idea. A little red signature… right where it hurts the most.”

They kissed again — small, playful — the cigarette forgotten now, ash and wax already drying on my skin.

They’re joking about it. They’re romanticizing the mess they made. My cock is smeared with her lipstick and cigarette ash and they’re calling it a kiss. They’re already planning to do it again. I’m so hard it hurts worse than the grinding. I hate how much I love this.

They were still standing on me.

Still balanced perfectly. Still shifting weight casually from one foot to the other while they finished their conversation.

And I was still nothing — nothing but the surface they used, the canvas they marked, the silence they spoke over.


Chapter 7 – Dinner Plans, Final Crushing, Departure
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They were still standing on me.

Four heels remained planted — two pairs of glossy black patent, two sets of narrow steel tips still embedded in the length of my cock. The pressure had not lessened. If anything, it had settled deeper — a constant, throbbing ache that had become background noise to my body, like the hum of the radiator or the distant pulse of traffic outside the loft windows.

The taller one — still on her knees but balanced perfectly, weight evenly distributed — reached for her phone on the low table. She did not look down. She did not adjust her stance to be gentler. She simply shifted her weight slightly to one side — enough to reach — and the movement sent a fresh jolt through the heels beneath her.

The dark-haired one — the one who had just come undone — checked her own phone at the same time. Her hips tilted forward a fraction as she scrolled, and both heels pressed harder for a moment — grinding the shaft flat, smearing the drying lipstick and ash deeper into the swollen head.

“Reservation’s at eight,” the taller one repeated softly, voice still carrying that post-orgasm huskiness. She tilted the screen toward her lover. “Table for two, outside if the weather holds. You still want the one by the ivy wall?”

“Mmm. Yes.” The dark-haired woman smiled — small, satisfied, glowing. “I want to feel the night air on my legs… after all this heat.”

A quiet laugh passed between them.

“We’ll be late if we don’t move soon,” the taller one said again, but there was no real urgency in it. She sounded almost reluctant to leave the moment.

“Five more minutes,” the other murmured. “I’m not ready to step off him yet.”

They kissed again — small, playful, lingering — lips brushing while they scrolled through the restaurant menu together.

And then — as if it were the most natural thing in the world — they began to walk in place.

Tiny steps. Tiny shifts. Heels lifting and dropping repeatedly in a slow, absent-minded rhythm.

Left heel up — brief flash of relief — then down again, crushing the head with careless force. Right heel up — blood rushing back for a cruel second — then down, flattening the shaft sideways. The pattern repeated — left, right, left, right — each drop sending a fresh shockwave up my spine, each lift teasing a heartbeat of mercy before the next impact.

They kept talking the entire time.

“Should we get the burrata to start?” the taller one asked, voice light. “Or go straight to the pasta? I’m starving after that.”

“Burrata,” the dark-haired one answered without hesitation. “With extra basil. And that truffle honey they do sometimes.”

“Mmm. Good call. And the carbonara after?”

“Definitely. Extra pancetta.”

Another small laugh.

“We’re going to be so full… we’ll barely make it home.”

“That’s the plan,” the other teased. “Feed me until I can’t move… then make me crawl to bed for you.”

They kissed again — quick, affectionate — while the heels kept moving.

Each lift and drop was casual. Unthinking. Like pacing on a sidewalk while deciding dessert. The lipstick mark — that perfect red half-moon now smeared and faded — was ground deeper with every step. The ash had dried into a faint gray film across the head, flaking slightly with each impact. The burn of pressure layered over the earlier ache until it felt like my entire cock was one continuous pulse of overstimulation.

They’re trampling my cock like it’s pavement. Like it’s just the floor they’re walking on while they plan their evening. They’re talking about burrata and carbonara and crawling to bed. And I’m going to come from it. From being crushed while they decide whether to order tiramisu. From being lipstick-kissed by a cigarette they used me to extinguish. From being nothing at all.

The rhythm continued — slow, steady, relentless.

Heel up. Heel down. Up. Down.

Each drop sent a fresh jolt through me — bright, sharp, unbearable. Each lift was a second of cruel relief that only made the next impact worse.

They kept scrolling. Kept kissing. Kept laughing softly.

Finally — after another full minute of casual heel-crushing — the taller one sighed.

“Okay,” she said, voice gentle but decisive. “We really should go.”

The dark-haired one gave a small, reluctant sound.

“One more minute?”

“One more kiss.”

They leaned in — lips meeting once more, soft and lingering — while the heels pressed down one final time, hard, deliberate, as though sealing the moment.

Then they stepped off.

The sudden absence of weight was violent.

Blood flooded back in a roaring rush — nerves screaming awake, raw skin stinging in the cold air. The heel prints were deep red, almost purple in places. The lipstick smear had dried into a waxy, uneven stain across the head. The faint gray of ash clung to the ridge like a shadow.

They didn’t look down again.

Not even once.

Heels clicked once against the hardwood. Twice. Slow. Unhurried.

The sound moved away — across the open floor, toward the door — growing fainter with every step until the loft swallowed it completely.

Silence returned.

Only my heartbeat remained — loud, uneven, slamming against the inside of my ribs — and the lingering heat of their soles still printed into me, the sharp sting of raw skin, the waxy ghost of red lipstick pressed into the head like a final, mocking kiss, the echo of every word they spoke only to each other — reservations, pasta, promises of later — and the memory of being so perfectly, completely, beautifully nothing while they smoked, kissed, crushed, planned dinner, and loved above me.

The End
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Author’s Note

Thank you for reading Beneath Them.

This short book is the rawest, most unfiltered expression of a fantasy I’ve carried for many years — the razor-thin line where total surrender meets unbreakable consent.

Every heel shift, every whispered word, every moment of deliberate indifference is imagined strictly within the protected space of negotiated, enthusiastic, and revocable role-play. Safe-words are always present, limits are always respected, and aftercare is always part of the dynamic — even when it happens off the page.

If anything in these pages stirred something deep and complicated inside you, I’m grateful you trusted the story enough to go there with me. If it was too intense, too much, or simply not for you — thank you for recognizing your boundaries and stepping away.

Reviews are one of the most powerful ways indie authors like me reach new readers. If this story moved you, excited you, or stayed with you, I would be deeply grateful if you’d consider leaving an honest review on the platform where you purchased it.

Safe, sane, and consensual — always.

FootRubSlave @ X
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