
        
            
                
            
        

    
A Day of Devotion: Sneaking into Service

A Sensual Tale of Submission and Service

Copyright © 2026 FootRubSlave All rights reserved.


Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction inspired by real desires. Contains explicit adult content, fetish themes, consensual BDSM elements including domestic service, foot worship, light impact play, humiliation, and sensual discipline. 18+ only. All characters are consenting adults. Nothing here should be replicated without explicit, informed consent and safety measures.
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Chapter 1: The Early Alarm
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The alarm pierced the pre-dawn silence at 6:00 a.m., a sharp digital trill that yanked me from sleep like a command I couldn't ignore. Beside me, my wife stirred faintly but didn't wake—her breathing steady, oblivious to the secret buzzing in my chest. I silenced the phone quickly, heart already racing. Today was the day. My lesbian Dom had been clear in her message last night: Be here sharp at 8 a.m., slave. No excuses. Make the house spotless.

I slipped out of bed, the cool hardwood floor sending a shiver up my legs. In the dim light of our suburban bedroom, I rehearsed my cover story one last time: "Office meeting in the city. Might run long." It was a lie wrapped in routine, one I'd used before to carve out these stolen hours of surrender. She murmured something about traffic as I kissed her forehead goodbye, but her eyes stayed closed. Good. The guilt twisted briefly in my gut, but it was drowned out by the thrill—the pull of devotion that made every deception worth it.

I dressed quietly: jeans, a plain hoodie to blend into the morning commute. No breakfast; my stomach was too knotted with anticipation. As I grabbed my keys, I glanced at the mirror—ordinary guy, mid-30s, heading to "work." But inside, I was FootRubSlave, ready to kneel and serve.


Chapter 2: The Journey to the City
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The drive to Secaucus station took 50 minutes, the highway a blur of taillights and early fog. My mind raced faster than the car: How far is the city, really? It felt like an eternity, each mile stretching the tension tighter. I parked in the lot, the slam of the door echoing like a starting gun. Train to Penn Station—another 20 minutes of fidgeting in a half-empty car, staring out at the Hudson as it gleamed under the rising sun. No gym this morning; no time for my usual routine. Instead, I'd sprint the final leg, turning the walk into my workout.

Penn Station spat me out into the chaos of Manhattan: honking taxis, steaming coffee carts, the sharp scent of pretzels and exhaust mingling in the crisp air. I broke into a jog—sprinting up 8th Avenue, dodging pedestrians, my breath coming in hot bursts. Sweat beaded under my hoodie, but it felt right: earning my place with every step. By the time I reached her brownstone in Chelsea, my legs burned, and my watch read 7:58 a.m. Perfect. I rang the doorbell, pulse thundering.


Chapter 3: Arrival and First Tasks
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The door swung open, and there she was—my Dom's partner, still in a silk robe that clung to her curves like a second skin, the fabric whispering against her thighs with every subtle shift. Her eyes flicked over me with casual authority, but there was a cruel glint in them, a predatory spark that made my skin prickle. She looked like she was already plotting ways to make my morning harder, her lips curling into a smirk that promised no mercy. "Come on in," she said, voice low and sleepy yet laced with that edge. "Start with the dishes." No hello, no small talk—just the command. I nodded silently, stepping inside the warm apartment that smelled of last night's wine and faint lavender from their candles.

She padded back to the bedroom, closing the door softly behind her. I was alone in the kitchen, the space intimate and lived-in: counters cluttered with plates from dinner, glasses with lipstick stains. I rolled up my sleeves and got to work—scrubbing each dish by hand first, the hot water soothing my chilled fingers, then loading the dishwasher with quiet precision. Suds foamed up, carrying away crumbs and sauce remnants. Next, the stove: wiping down the burners, polishing the slabs until they gleamed. Cabinets followed, fingerprints vanishing under my cloth. The rhythm was meditative, each task a small act of submission. I was invisible, useful—exactly as they wanted.


Chapter 4: Coffee and Cleaning
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Footsteps approached as I finished the cabinets. My Dom emerged, robe loosely tied, a sleepy smile curving her lips. "Morning, slave," she greeted, her voice warm but edged with command. "You've been busy. Good boy. Now, can you bring us coffee? Black for me, cream and sugar for her."

I nodded eagerly, heart skipping. The machine hummed to life as I measured grounds, the rich aroma filling the kitchen like a reward. Two mugs—steaming, perfect—carried carefully to the bedroom. They accepted them with murmurs of thanks, sipping while lounging against pillows. "Done with the kitchen?" my Dom asked, glancing down. Her bare foot pointed lazily at the floor. "Look—it's dirty. Mop it and make it crystal clean."

"Yes, Ma'am," I whispered, retreating to fetch the mop and steamer. On my knees, I scrubbed every inch: tiles warming under the steam, grime lifting away. The scent of cleaner mixed with coffee, my arms aching from the effort. Satisfaction bloomed as it sparkled—no trace of neglect left.


Chapter 5: Laundry, Baths, and Cruel Interruptions
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With the kitchen pristine, I moved to laundry: gathering clothes from hampers, sorting whites from colors. Bed next—stripping sheets scented with their sleep, smoothing fresh ones tight and crisp, tucking corners like a ritual. Everything piled into the basket, then downstairs to start the washer: hum of water filling, soap sudsing up.

Bathrooms awaited. Toilet bowl first—dirty rings scrubbed until porcelain shone. Bathtub: hairs scattered like intimate secrets, dark curls that made my breath catch. I felt the urge to lick the surface clean, to taste their essence in the porcelain, but I resisted—focusing on the sponge instead. It felt so good, this closeness to their private world. Floors mopped last, steam rising in clouds.

But as I knelt over the toilet bowl, scrubbing deeper into the grime with focused intensity, the door creaked open. My Dom's partner stepped in, her silk robe slipping open just enough to reveal the smooth curve of her thigh. That cruel glint was back in her eyes—sharper now, like she relished catching me in this humiliating position. She looked down at me with a smirk that sent a shiver through my core, her presence commanding and unforgiving, as if she was born to make subs like me squirm. "Not good enough," she purred, pointing to a faint streak I'd missed on the rim. Her voice dripped with disdain, making my cheeks burn. Before I could react, her hand flashed out—a sharp slap across my face, the sting blooming hot and immediate, leaving my skin tingling with humiliation and arousal.

I gasped, but kept scrubbing. She wasn't done. "And here—another spot," she said, jabbing her finger at a tiny imperfection under the seat. This time, she stepped closer, her bare foot lifting to deliver a swift kick to my ribs—not hard enough to bruise, but firm, sending a jolt through my body that made me hunch lower. The impact was electric, a mix of pain and submission that made my pulse race. "Do it right, slave," she commanded, her tone sensual yet cruel, watching me with those piercing eyes as I hurried to fix it, my hands trembling slightly. Another mistake—a hair I'd overlooked—and another slap, this one on my shoulder, followed by a kick to my thigh that nearly knocked me off balance. Each correction felt intimate, her dominance wrapping around me like silk ropes, heightening the sensuality of the task. The air thickened with her scent—lavender mixed with the faint musk of sleep—as she hovered, ensuring every inch met her standards. By the time she left with a satisfied huff, my body ached deliciously, marked by her touch, and the bathroom gleamed flawlessly.

Back upstairs, I reported: "Kitchen done, laundry started, beds made, bathrooms clean." They nodded approval. "Good job. Water the plants now, then fill the tub with lukewarm water." I obeyed: green leaves perking under the spray, tub filling with a soothing rush.


Chapter 6: Foot Worship and Farewell Kicks
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Plants done, tub ready—they beckoned me to the living room. "Foot massage time," my Dom said, extending her legs with a sultry sigh. I knelt at her feet, hands warm from the morning's labor, and began—thumbs pressing deep into her arches, feeling the soft give of her skin, the subtle warmth radiating from her soles like an invitation to worship. The air grew heavy with sensuality as I worked, my fingers gliding over her heels in slow, deliberate circles, kneading away any lingering tension from the night before. Her toes flexed under my touch, painted nails catching the light, and I traced each one individually—massaging the pads, rolling them gently between my thumbs and forefingers, savoring the silky texture and faint salty scent of her skin. She moaned softly, a low, throaty sound that sent heat pooling in my core, her body relaxing into the couch as I poured devotion into every stroke. I moved up to her calves, thumbs digging into the muscles with firm, rhythmic pressure, feeling them melt under my hands like warm wax. The intimacy was electric—my breaths syncing with hers, the room filled with the soft sounds of skin on skin, her pleasure echoing in my submission. It felt endless, this sensual ritual, my world narrowing to the curve of her instep, the arch that begged for deeper presses, the way her foot arched back in bliss.

Her partner showered first, water pattering in the background. When she returned, fresh and glowing, I switched: her feet in my lap, muscles yielding under my touch in the same sensual dance—arches kneaded with slow, teasing pressure, toes worshipped one by one, calves stroked until she purred in contentment. My Dom showered next, emerging relaxed.

Dressed and ready, they stood. "Get your goodbye kicks," my Dom commanded with a grin. I braced—first kick from her, sharp in the thigh; then her partner's, playful but firm in the groin. Pain bloomed sweet, a reminder of my place. "We need to leave now," they said. "Goodbye, slave."

I nodded, slipping out. It was lunchtime, stomach growling after hours of service. Searching for food on the streets, every ache a badge of devotion.


Epilogue: Lunch and Lingering Thoughts
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Burger in hand from a corner cart, I wandered back to Penn—train to Secaucus, drive home. The day replayed: lies to my wife, sprints through the city, hands deep in their world, the cruel slaps and kicks that left my skin buzzing with desire. Worth every secret. Until the next call.

The End


About the Author
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