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Meeting at the bar


Tom, sat alone at the polished mahogany bar, the subdued lighting reflecting off his pensive eyes. As he casually swirled the whiskey in his glass, the cute waitress, Daisy, with her fiery hair tied up in a ponytail, brought him another round. Her feet, sheathed in a pair of shapely, black patent heels, clicked rhythmically against the wooden floor, the sound staccato and subtly invigorating. Tom watched, his eyes tracing a trail down to her heels, a professional interest flickering in his gaze. He couldn't help but admire the craftsmanship and elegance of her choice in footwear, appreciating the way they accentuated her confident stride.

The chimes of the door announced the entrance of a blonde woman. She was in a seductive black dress, her tall strappy heels accentuating her slender legs. The allure of the unknown woman was undeniable, but what caught Tom's attention more was her unique footwear. The shoes she wore were a symphony of black straps crisscrossing around her ankles, the stiletto heels like daggers. Tom, a high-end shoe salesman by profession, found himself drawn to her, his eyes traveling down to where her feet were encased in those exquisite heels. He admired the perfect fit, the way her high arches accentuated the overall appeal.

Getting herself a drink, the woman played a small game. She'd let her heels fall off her foot, stretching her toes, then, with a graceful flick, she'd put those heels back on. Again and again, she dangled a shiny black heel from her toes by the shoebox, letting it almost fall to the ground before flipping it back up and on. Tom watched, mesmerized, the clink of the ice in his glass now a background noise.

Suddenly the woman’s eyes locked on to his gaze and she glanced down to where he was looking. A smirk graced her face as she saw a man clearly infatuated by her shoes.

A smile curled up on her lips and she beckoned him over with a long, red-nailed finger. The moonlight from the outdoor bar draped itself over her, illuminating her long tan arm. It extended from her body like an afterthought, an invitation. Her skin, a captivating blend of sun-kissed bronze and soft, warm earth, shimmered subtly under the dim glow. The silhouette of her sinewy form, a testament to her robust vitality, was accentuated, transmuting each muscle and each elegant curve into a tableau of artful display.

Her fingers, arrayed in a vibrant hue of fire-engine red, glowed like embers against the backdrop of the night's tapestry. Each manicured talon, sharp and meticulously maintained, caught the light, transforming into ruby-like claws. The brilliant red offered a stark contrast against her sun-kissed skin, a bold display of power and seduction. To the rhythm of the music, her fingers moved with a languid grace, the red tips dancing in the moonlight, an enchanting spectacle beneath the dim glow of the open-air tavern.

Tom's gaze drifted downwards, departing the hypnotic spectacle of her gleaming nails, and alighted upon the awe-inspiring panorama of her slender form. The blonde enchantress, a vision bathed in the tender moonlight, summoned him once more. His heart hammered within his chest, a cadence of thrill and trepidation. Her legs - elongated, sculpted, indisputably flawless - were intertwined with an aura of effortless sophistication. The gentle radiance of the tavern's lights ricocheted off her footwear, elegant stilettos that consummated the flawless ensemble.

Fear twined within his stomach, a familiar reverberation of bygone heartaches. He recognized her perilous nature, as captivating and enticing as a tempest in the height of summer. The prospect of immersing himself in her, of surrendering to her bewitching allure, filled him with trepidation. He envisioned himself descending, plummeting into the abyss of her entrancing eyes, prepared to fulfill any request she might pose. Yet, in spite of the fear, a magnetic attraction ignited within him, an unyielding force drawing him towards her.

With a tremulous breath, he nudged his anxiety aside, ascended from his seat, and cautiously commenced his approach towards her. A surge of resolve engulfed him; he was indeed terrified, but he was not about to let fear deter him from the captivating enigma that lay before him.

“Your shoes,” Tom initiated, his gaze momentarily descending to her feet before reverting to her countenance, “they're... intriguing.” He had hoped his remark resonated with compliment.

“Oh, I'm Tom,” he confessed, his face contorting nervously.

The radiant blonde glanced downwards, a soft laugh escaping her lips. “Well, thank you, Tom. They are a tad unconventional, aren't they?” She pivoted slightly on her heel, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “I have a fondness for things that are unique.“

“I can see that,” he murmured, his gaze still partially anchored on her shoes. “They...uh...enhance the...beauty of your legs.” He winced inwardly, hoping he hadn't transgressed.

Her laughter, a gentle, harmonious sound, caused his heart to flutter. “Are you suggesting, Tom, that an inappropriate pair could tarnish my ensemble?” she teased, her eyes sparkling with playful mischief. “I'm Octavia, by the way.” Her laughter echoed once more.

He swallowed, managing to return a modest smile. “Well, I suppose...yes?” His endearing awkwardness elicited another round of Octavia's laughter. It filled the space between them, crafting a warm sphere where they waltzed with words and exchanged glances.

Extending her hand delicately towards him, Octavia offered him a subtle yet inviting smile. As Tom gently took her hand in his, he bent forward and pressed a chaste kiss upon her fingers. As he straightened and looked up at her, he noticed her smile had widened, her eyes gleaming with amusement.

“I’m a Goddess, by the way, and by the end of tonight I expect you will be another of my loyal worshippers.

Her avowal left Tom in a state of bewilderment, yet it simultaneously ignited his curiosity and aroused within him an urge to stay and decode her cryptic expressions. He strived to craft a sultry rejoinder, “Well, Octavia, I've seldom been a devotee of the divine, yet I must concede, you make quite the alluring goddess.“
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Public Foot Rub


As the shroud of night thickened, Octavia tendered an unforeseen solicitation to Tom. “Would you object,” she commenced, her voice a velvety whisper, “to administering a foot massage? These adornments,” she gestured towards her heels, “are eliciting a modicum of discomfort.“

Tom, taken aback yet intrigued, acquiesced. This was evolving into an evening distinctly divergent from his initial anticipations. The softly lit tavern metamorphosed into their sanctuary as they luxuriated in conversation and the intimate act of a foot massage, exploring the unspoken ties that had magnetically drawn them together.

“I don't know about this,” whispered Tom, his face as pale as the moonlight that streamed through the tiny café window. “It's too public.“

“Relax, Tom,” Octavia replied, her voice as soothing as a lullaby. “We are tucked away in our own little corner. No one can see us.“

“But still, Octavia,” Tom stammered, his eyes darting nervously around the room. “This just doesn't feel right.“

Octavia took Tom's hands in hers and looked directly into his eyes. “Tom, darling,” she reassured him, “we’re just two souls sharing a moment. That's all. And look,” she pointed towards the rest of the café, “everyone's busy in their own worlds.“

Tom glanced around, Octavia’s words sinking in. He exhaled deeply, the tension leaving his body. “Okay, Octavia,” he finally agreed, “let's do it.“

Octavia's blonde tresses tumbled down in loose waves, shimmering under the room's subdued lighting like molten gold. As Tom commenced massaging the tops of her feet, his gaze ascended to meet her eyes — crystalline blue, as profound and captivating as an uncharted sea, mirroring a fascinating fusion of fortitude and vulnerability. He was spellbound.

“Would you assist in removing my shoes?” Octavia requested, her voice a symphony of softness and authority. One by one, he dislodged the shoes that had initially sparked his fascination, unveiling her bare feet. Her toes were gracefully tapered, a regality unto themselves. As he massaged them, each glide of his fingers felt like a mute dialogue, a ballet of shared curiosities and mutual allure.

Tom extended his hand, maintaining eye contact with Octavia as he gently slid her shoes off her feet. His fingers were tender, cautious not to startle her as he positioned her feet in his lap. He initiated by lightly tracing his thumbs up the arch of her foot, his touch firm yet considerate.

His attention was centered on the ball of her foot, applying petite circular motions that alleviated the tension beneath his fingers. He echoed the procedure with her toes, individually attending to each one, pressing and flexing them gently. Gradually, he transitioned to the heel, kneading it with the base of his hand.

As his fingers waltzed on her feet, Tom felt the tension dissolving from Octavia. Her eyes were closed, a serene expression of satisfaction gracing her face. Occasionally, he would exert a bit more pressure on the tender areas, just enough to dispel the strain without inducing discomfort.

His hands maneuvered with assurance now, his touch firm yet gentle, his movements fluid. The ambiance was dense with unspoken gratitude, the only sounds permeating the room were the soft sighs escaping Octavia's lips. He gave one final squeeze to her feet before concluding, his heart throbbing in his chest. As he lifted his gaze, he found Octavia's eyes on him, her smile more luminous than ever.

Tom felt an unfamiliar sensation unfurling within his chest, a sentiment he could only identify as love. It wasn't merely because Octavia was extraordinarily beautiful, or that her shoes were a masterpiece. It was her, Octavia — her affinity for the same things he cherished, her appreciation for the same aesthetics, the way her eyes ignited when they discussed their shared interests. Every brush of her foot against his hand, every soft giggle that slipped past her lips, every shared glance, was adding another brick to the edifice of affection he was constructing for her. His heart pounded a rhythm of love that echoed her name, and in the silence of the room, amidst the tender gestures and shared smiles, Tom knew he was falling for Octavia, one soft toe at a time.

As Tom continued his ministrations, Octavia began to speak, her voice a soft melody rippling between them. “You know, I have a fascination for Louis Vuitton shoes,” she began, her eyes gleaming with the enthusiasm of a personal passion. “They're more than just footwear — they're a testament to craftsmanship. The intricate detailing, the impeccable stitching, the way they manage to complement any outfit I wear, it's... it's an art.“

She paused, her gaze dropping to the shoes lying discarded on the floor. A soft sigh whispered past her lips. “Unfortunately, they're not the gentlest companions for my feet. The price of beauty, I suppose.” She gave a small, rueful smile, her toes curling in response to Tom's carefully measured pressure.

“And after a day in them, it feels like I've walked a marathon barefoot. But they're just so beautiful that I can't resist wearing them.“

Her confession hung in the silence between them, adding another layer to the complexities of their burgeoning connection. As Tom listened to her speak, he realized that it wasn't just the shoes that were a work of art, but also Octavia herself — brave, passionate, and accepting of life's bittersweet symphony.

Tom chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck in a sheepish manner. “I spend my days helping women choose the best shoes in the most expensive shoe store in town,” he confessed. “I get to meet fascinating people, each with a unique story to tell. Like you, they all have a love for shoes, though our relationship with them can be a bit... complicated.“

“Is the most expensive the best, then?” Octavia smirked, her tone laced with a hint of playful condescension.

He gestured towards her shoes. “It's not just about picking out the most beautiful pair. It's about finding the balance between style and comfort, figuring out which shoe will complement their personality, their style, and their daily needs. It's about helping them navigate through hundreds of options and seeing their faces light up when they find 'the one'. It's an art, in its own way.“

As he spoke, Octavia could see the passion in his eyes — the same passion she felt for her own collection of shoes. Here was someone who understood, someone who appreciated the beauty and complexity of her love for shoes. It was a connection they shared, a common language they both spoke. And for a moment, everything else faded away.

“How do you deal with the smells, though?” Octavia asked. “I bet some women don’t wash their feet every time they go to try on shoes,” she giggled. “I bet my feet are stinky, I’ve been wearing these all day.”

Tom smiled, shaking his head. “On the contrary,” he answered with a chuckle. “It's amazing how many women take such good care of their feet — and how great they smell!” He grinned, winking at her conspiratorially as his face lit up with mischief. “But don't tell anyone I said that.“

Octavia laughed, feeling a warmth spreading through her chest. She knew her feet stank, she could smell the rank odor rising from her bare skin. She had met someone who appreciated shoes as much as she did, and now he was letting her in on his secret: he had a serious foot fetish and didn’t mind sweaty feet. He was perfect for her, she needed more foot slaves who would be good boys and work on rubbing her feet, and any other parts of her she wanted rubbed- whenever she asked. She felt like they were two kindred spirits, bonded by their love of shoes — and the stories that went with them.

“Ever heard of a Stiletto Whisperer, Octavia?” Tom started off, his eyes dancing with amusement. “Well, you're looking at one! Whether it's a 6-inch killer heel for a night on the town, or a comfortable running shoe for a marathon, I've got the magic touch.“

Octavia's face lit up, her interest sparked. “Stiletto Whisperer, huh? Do you also have a magic wand?“

“Funny you mention it,” Tom said, chuckling, “I'm afraid my wand is currently at the cobblers' shop for a polish. But my charm works just as well on shoes as it does on their owners!“
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Octavia’s Shoe Collection


Octavia, with a restrained laugh, playfully nudged Tom. “Well, Mr. Charm, I've got a pair of shoes that’ve been causing me some distress. Every time I wear them, it feels as though I'm stepping on a Lego piece. Do you think your magic touch can remedy that?” she asked, her tone laced with a hint of sarcasm.

“Indeed, Octavia,” he replied, his voice steady and confident. “If I can examine the shoe and observe how it interacts with your bare foot, I'm certain I can rectify this for you.“

“Tom, your comprehension of shoes is like a roadmap to the heaven of fashionistas!” Octavia exclaimed, her eyes sparkling with admiration. “You're not merely a shoe enthusiast, you're a master cobbler! It almost makes me wish I had a broken heel or something.“

Tom laughed, his eyes twinkling like stars in the night sky. “Well, Octavia, if that unfortunate event ever occurs, you know who to summon!“

Octavia bit her lip, a playful smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Well, I’ve got a pair of my beloved slingbacks at home that could use your expert touch.“

Tom's eyebrows shot up in surprise. “Really? At your home?”

A pang of nerves twisted in her stomach at the thought of inviting him back to her home, an invitation that held an undertone of vulnerability. However, his innocence was a calming balm against her fears, a soothing whisper amidst the clamor of her apprehensions.

Despite her nerves, her eyes glinted with a dash of adventurous spirit. She decided to take a chance. After all, her home was anything but unprotected. Cameras, like vigilant sentinels, were scattered across every nook and corner, their unblinking eyes ready to capture any misstep. The thought comforted her and, pulling out her phone, she quickly texted her boyfriend; an extra pair of eyes wouldn’t hurt.

“Watch the cams, darling,” she wrote, “We've got a guest coming over. Innocent footboy, I think, but you never know.” She hit send, her fingers curling protectively around her phone before placing it back in her purse. A sense of anticipation filled the air as she prepared to take a daring step towards the unknown.

“Scandalous, isn't it?” she teased, a hint of mischief in her eyes. “But remember, it's all about the shoes. And I've got many more pairs you might like to see.“

Tom mulled over the idea, his gaze never leaving Octavia's. “Alright, Octavia, you've twisted my arm. A chance to see more of your exquisite collection? I couldn't possibly turn that down.“

On the way to her house, Octavia was both nervous and excited to show off her collection. She was not disappointed with Tom's reaction when he saw all the unique heels she had in her room. He marveled at each one, taking time to appreciate their artistry and craftsmanship. After about an hour, they both settled into a comfortable conversation, talking about the similarities and differences between the different shoes.

Eventually, they got around to discussing Tom's work and what inspired him to love shoes so much. He detailed how it was something he had found solace in ever since his mother had passed away years ago. His passion for the work and his dedication to it was evident, and Octavia could tell that he had found a real purpose in it.

Tom then went on to explain some of the techniques he used for repairing shoes, like making sure that all stitches were secure and using the right type of glue in the right spot to ensure the problem wouldn't reoccur. His explanation was so detailed and precise that Octavia found herself entranced by it. The two talked for hours, their conversation going on until the sun started to set outside.

Throughout their conversation, Tom had been assisting Octavia in trying on each pair of her ten high-heeled shoes. His hands were steady and reverent, a cobbler in his element, as he gently helped her switch between the pairs.

The first pair that caught Tom's attention were a stunning pair of ruby-red stilettos. The color was as bold and striking as Octavia herself, and the glossy finish reflected the soft light in the room. The heel was thin and high, a testament to Octavia's grace and balance.

Next was a pair of emerald-green pumps, quaint yet fashionable. The bold green contrasted beautifully with the gold accents on the heel and toe, giving off a regal vibe. The shape was classic, and the heels, though high, were sturdy and comfortable.

A pair of purple peep-toes were next. The rich eggplant hue seemed to change as the light hit it, sometimes appearing almost black, and at other times a deep, velvety purple. The shoes had a vintage feel to them, with their thick heel and dainty bow embellishment.

There were also a pair of black patent platform heels, as sleek and shiny as a panther in the night. The platform added extra height, and the heels were a staggering six inches. These shoes were not for the faint of heart, but Octavia wore them with an effortless grace that left Tom in awe.

Finally, there was a pair of nude ankle-strap sandals, a versatile and timeless design. The straps were thin and delicate, wrapping around her ankles in a flattering way. The heel was high but slender, and the color was a perfect match for Octavia's skin tone, making her legs seem to go on forever.

Each pair of heels was a different story, a different look, and Tom found himself marveling not only at the shoes but also at the woman who wore them. The way she moved, the way she smiled as she twirled around in her heels – it was a sight to behold. As the daylight faded, Tom couldn't help but feel a sense of gratitude. This wasn't just another day at work. It was an experience, a chance to see someone's passion come to life, and he was glad to be a part of it.

Octavia picked up her pair of purple peep-toes. “Eggplant or black, what do you think?” she asked, tilting the shoe back and forth as the light changed its hue.

“That's a chameleon shoe if I've ever seen one! And that bow! I feel like I've time-traveled to the 50s,” Tom laughed.

Then came the black patent platforms. “Six inches!” Tom exclaimed

“Six inches!” Tom exclaimed, his voice filled with awe. “You're not merely wearing those, you're conquering them!“

Octavia simply winked at him and slipped them on with an ease that was almost feline. “It's not for the faint-hearted, Tom. It’s like being a panther at a zebra party, you've got to stand out!“

Finally, the nude ankle-strap sandals came into play. “Ah, the classic invisible shoe trick,” Tom said, his voice filled with admiration. “Makes your legs look like they're embarking on an endless journey!“

“Exactly, Tom, from here to infinity,” Octavia replied, her fingers deftly fastening the delicate straps.

As the hours passed, Tom found himself captivated by Octavia and her passion for her high-heeled stories. “This isn't just another day at the office, is it, Octavia?” he asked, his voice filled with wonder. “It's more like a journey into a wardrobe leading to Narnia!“

“Indeed,” she answered, her body twirling with a grace that was almost ethereal. “Welcome to my world, Tom.“

Tom's eyes were growing heavy, the fatigue of the day slowly creeping in. “Octavia,” he began, suppressing a yawn, “I think it's about time I transform into a pumpkin.“

Octavia pouted, her playful eyes pleading. “Oh come on, aren't you curious to meet the 'Cinderella' of my shoe collection?“

Tom chuckled, a light laugh escaping his lips. “Do they still transform at midnight?“

“Oh, they do more than that,” Octavia teased, her voice lilting with amusement. “They even brew a splendid espresso!“

Tom perked up, feigning amazement. “Espresso? Now that's a magic trick I'd love to witness!“

Octavia laughed, her hand reaching out for his. “In that case, Mr. Stiletto Whisperer, I hope you're prepared for a long night!“

Tom, fighting off the sleepiness, shot her a playful wink. “Well, as long as there's no pumpkin carriage, I think I can manage!“

Octavia raised an eyebrow, a grin spreading across her face. “Pumpkin carriage? No, but I do have a pair of ruby slippers that could whisk us away to Kansas.“

Tom let out another hearty laugh, his fatigue momentarily forgotten. “In that case, perhaps I should stick around. After all, I hear Kansas is quite enchanting this time of year!“
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Tom Gets Locked Up


Octavia extended a finger towards Tom, her expression morphing into one of solemnity. “But remember, Tom, there's a prerequisite. A little incantation of my own.“

Tom's eyes widened, his curiosity piqued. “An incantation, you say? And what might that entail?“

“Nothing too daunting,” she reassured him, her eyes shimmering with playful mischief. “Just a small charm to keep you on the straight and narrow.“

Tom chuckled, casting her a skeptical glance. “And what kind of mischief do you presume I'll find myself in?“

Octavia shrugged, her smile broadening. “Who can say? Perhaps you'll be tempted to abscond with one of my cherished stilettos.“

Tom erupted into laughter, feigning shock as he clutched his chest. “Me? Purloin a shoe? The very idea!“

Octavia grinned at him, reaching up to playfully flick his nose. “In that case, will you accept my charm, Mr. Stiletto Whisperer?“

Tom pretended to ponder, stroking his chin thoughtfully. “Well, I suppose as long as it doesn't involve a metamorphosis into an amphibian...“

Octavia laughed, nudging him playfully. “No guarantees, but I can assure you this - it will certainly keep things intriguing.“

Tom returned her smile, his gaze locked with hers. “In that case, Octavia, I accept your charm. After all, who could resist a dash of adventure?“

Octavia leaned closer to Tom, the twinkle in her eyes softening into something more intimate. “If you accept my charm, Tom,” she began, her voice barely above a whisper, “you'll be secure enough to slumber amidst my shoes all night long... and perhaps, for the rest of your days.“

Tom blinked, taken aback by her proposition. Was he interpreting her correctly? “You mean... never depart? Remain with you indefinitely?” he asked, his voice wavering slightly.

Octavia merely smiled at him, her heart fluttering in her chest. She had never permitted anyone into her world like this before, but with Tom, everything felt different. “Precisely,” she replied softly. “And in return, I'll have the pleasure of your company... and perhaps, even your foot massages daily.” Octavia brushed her a strand of blonde hair from her cheek. “But first, you’ll have to prove yourself to me.”

“Octavia,” Tom started hesitantly, “What do you mean by 'proving myself'?“

Octavia looked at him calmly, “I mean just that, Tom. I need to know that you can be chaste for a month.“

“A month?” Tom spluttered, “You're joking, right?“

“No, Tom,” Octavia responded sternly, “I'm perfectly serious. If you can't commit to this, how can I trust you to commit to living with me?“

Tom was silent for a moment, deliberating, “Alright, Octavia. I'll do it. For us.“

Octavia, her expression softening, responded, “That's all I'm asking for, Tom. Prove it to me, you will move in and serve me every day.”

The thought of never leaving Octavia's side was both exhilarating and daunting for Tom. But as he looked into her eyes, he realized that there was no other place he'd rather be. With a nod, he accepted her offer, setting the course for their magical journey together.

As for Octavia, the prospect of having Tom by her side, caring for her every day, filled her with warmth. He was a promising addition to her collection of devoted admirers. Gradually, she would mold him into a willing servant of her desires.

Tom looked down at the charm Octavia was extending towards him - a delicate looking tube with a silver cup.

“What is the purpose of this, Octavia?” Tom asked.

“Why, it's a little accessory for your manhood, darling. This part,” she held up the cup and Tom saw there was a hollow tube sticking into it with a ball on the end. “This is inserted into your urethra.”

Tom recoiled, shocked. “Into my what?”

Octavia fluttered her crystal-blue eyes at him. “Your urethra, of course, Tom. Look, we have a special connection. We both adore my feet. This will help you maintain that focus.”

“You wish to put me into chastity?” Tom said.

“Yes, indeed, my dear,” Octavia replied, her foot tracing a tantalizing path up his thigh. “This way I will know for sure you have kept your vow to be chaste. I have big plans for you, but this is the initial step.“

Octavia proffered the device to him. “If you refuse to wear it, all our dalliances must cease,” she declared, her arms folding beneath her voluptuous bosom. “Those are my conditions.“

He understood the implications; the chastity cage was a symbol of binding, an eternal vow. He would be locked in, tethered to Octavia in perpetuity. The device felt weighty in his hands, the permanence of the commitment it represented causing his heart to flutter with trepidation.

Octavia reclined, her bare feet finding their way to his lap. Her skirt rode up her thighs, revealing the tantalizing allure beneath. Tom found himself caught in a maelstrom of emotions. His gaze lingered on her long, smooth legs, drinking in the sight. It was a moment that stole his breath away, and for an instant, all his fears seemed to dissipate.

But then reality struck him again - the lock, the promise, the permanence. Tom’s mind raced with thoughts and what-ifs. Is this right? Can I make such an everlasting commitment? But look at her, how can I refuse her? He struggled internally, his heart and mind engaged in a fierce duel.

Unfazed, Octavia continued her persuasion, her voice as soothing as a lullaby. “Tom,” she said, her eyes locked onto his, “I know this is a monumental request. But believe me when I say you're perfect for me. You bring light into my world, laughter into my silent moments, and comfort when I most need it. You're not just a fit, you're the perfect fit.“

Her words echoed in his ears, battling against his fears. As he looked into her eyes, he saw sincerity, warmth, and a touch of vulnerability. It was a look that declared she was just as scared as he was, yet she was willing to take the leap of faith with him. Could he do the same?

Octavia took the chastity lock and held it aloft, the golden light from the fireplace reflected in her eyes as she began to explain again. “This, Tom, is not just a physical token. It's a testament to our bond, a symbol of our connection. It's something that's intimate, private, and deeply significant. Once you accept this, you're accepting a part of me, a part of my life.” She rubbed her feet against his turgid crotch. “You want to be part of my life, don’t you?”

Tom swallowed nervously as Octavia continued. “One of the ways you will serve me, once bound, is by attending to my feet. You’ve seen how I have an extensive collection of heels, and I will need your help in choosing and maintaining them. It's not just a task, Tom, it's a privilege. A privilege that I only grant to those who are permanently bound to me.“

Tom's eyes widened as he tried to imagine what that would entail. “And what... what does that involve exactly?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. “What will I... feel?“

A slow smile spread across Octavia's face. “You will feel a sense of closeness, an intimacy that is usually reserved for my lovers,” she began. “You will learn to appreciate the delicate balance of beauty and pain as you help me select the perfect pair, the perfect fit. You will experience the softness of my skin, the strength of my feet, the warmth... and yes, even the occasional ache or discomfort. It is a task that will require patience, care, and a special kind of dedication.“

“As for the actual process,” Octavia continued, “imagine holding each of my heels, feeling their weight, their texture. Picture yourself gently placing them on my feet, adjusting the straps, ensuring they fit just right. It's an act of service, Tom, a way for you to demonstrate your commitment, your devotion. It's not just about the physical task, it's about the connection, the bond that such an intimate act will create between us. Can you picture it, Tom?“

She handed him back the chastity cage.

Tom nodded, his mind filled with images, sensations, and emotions he had never before considered. As he gripped the little cage tight in his hand, he felt a ripple of something as yet unidentified, but undeniably powerful. The battle within him continued, but for the first time, he started to imagine what it might be like to truly be bound to Octavia.

“But how could I live like that?” Tom asked, his voice wavering with the weight of uncertainty. “What about eating, sleeping...?“

Octavia's smile deepened, her eyes twinkling with a sense of a secret yet to be revealed. “As for sustenance, you will be fed with my special meals, meals prepared with utmost care and filled with the nutrients needed to keep you strong and ready to serve me,” she explained. “They might seem odd to you at first, but you'll be surprised how quickly you'll adapt.“

“And sleep?” Tom found himself asking, a sense of dread creeping into his voice.

“You will sleep at the foot of my bed,” Octavia said simply. “Close enough to be ready to serve my needs at any given moment.“

His eyes widened. “And what... what might those needs be?“

Octavia leaned back, her eyes gleaming with a mix of amusement and anticipation. “Ah, the tasks of a man devoted to a woman like me are varied and numerous, Tom,” she began. “It might involve preparing my bath, dressing me in the morning, taking care of my wardrobe. You might have to run errands around town, manage my appointments, even act as my personal chauffeur. You see, it's not just about the shoes, Tom. It’s not just about my feet. It's about being there for me, in every possible way. It's about completely dedicating yourself to me, to my needs, to my desires. Can you envision yourself in such a role, Tom?“

Octavia leaned forward, her gaze steady. “Let me give you an example, Tom,” she said. “My bath is a sacred ritual, an intimate process. You will be required to prepare my bath, ensuring the water temperature is exactly to my liking. You will need to rub my body with oils, rich in the finest ingredients from all over the globe. It is not merely a physical act, but an act of devotion, a worship.“

She paused, her eyes never leaving his. “There will be moments when I will require you to shave me in the right places. Close attention to detail is vital, as every inch of my body must be treated with the utmost respect and care,” she continued, her voice steady and confident.

“And then there's the matter of massage,” she said, leaning back and resting her hands on the arms of her chair. “Every muscle, every sinew in my body needs to be kneaded, to be coaxed into relaxation. The tension of the day must be melted away under your touch.“

Tom swallowed, his mind reeling. “I... I don't know if I can—” he started, but Octavia cut him off with a wave of her hand.

“You can, and you will,” she said firmly. “Because it's your destiny, Tom. I see it in your eyes, in the way you react to my words. Can you feel it, Tom? Can you feel the pull of your destiny calling out to you?” She extended her hand towards him, her eyes sparkling with a determined enthusiasm. “Take my hand, and let's embark on this journey together. All you need to do is say yes.“

Octavia gracefully reclined in her plush chair, extending one perfectly-formed foot towards Tom’s mouth. He found himself transfixed, his eyes hungrily taking in the sight of her high arches, long toes, meticulously manicured nails, and the flawless skin that adorned her foot. There was only one exception to this vision of perfection - her heel, where the skin was rough, evidently in need of attention.

He heard Octavia's voice breaking through the silence. “Describe my feet, Tom,” she instructed, her tone a curious mix of command and invitation. “Tell me in detail what you see, what you feel. Express why you long to serve them.“

Summoning his courage, Tom cleared his throat. “Your feet, Octavia,” he began, his voice shaking slightly, “are a study in elegance and grace. The high arches suggestive of a regal bearing, the long toes that speak of dexterity and poise. Your toenails, perfectly manicured, add a touch of refined beauty. The skin, oh, the skin, as smooth and flawless as the finest silk, save for the roughness on your heel, a reminder of an intimate, human element beneath the divine,” he said, his words faltering as he tried to articulate the depth of his emotions. “The desire to serve them comes from a place deep within me. They symbolize a journey of service, of surrender that I am inexplicably drawn towards, like a moth to a flame.“

Octavia's voice cut through the air, both gentle and commanding: “Lift my foot to your face, Tom.” He obeyed, his hands trembling slightly as they made contact with her foot. The sensation was indescribable, her skin as smooth and seductive against his cheek, the roughness on her heel a testament to the path they had traversed.

Tom felt a wave of contentment washing over him as he continued to rub her foot against his face. It was a strange feeling, a desire to stay right there, ensnared by the intoxicating allure of her feet. Despite all the rubbing he had done, her foot carried a hint of a scent, a little stinky but not unpleasant. In fact, it was a smell that he found oddly appealing. The scent was a reminder of her humanity, of the miles she had walked, and the journey that they were about to embark on together.

Octavia's voice softened as she began to share a memory from her past, “I had a girlfriend once, she used to massage my feet until I fell asleep. She was a gentle soul, doting on me, making sure I was comfortable.” Her voice wavered slightly as she continued. “Her hands were magic, and she had a knack for finding all the right spots. She'd rub my feet, and I'd drift off into a serene slumber. I miss her desperately. Her absence in my life is like a song missing its melody.“

Tom listened, his heart pounding in his chest at her openness. He could feel her sadness, as tangible as the foot in his hand. He cleared his throat, pushing down his nerves, “Octavia,” he began, his voice steady, “I may not be her, and I could never replace her. But if you'll let me, I could try to massage your feet until you fall asleep. I would like to offer you that comfort.” He looked at her, his eyes filled with sincerity, waiting for her response.

Octavia looked at him, and for a brief moment it seemed like time had stopped. In that moment, all the noise of the world around them was swept away. She smiled softly as tears pricked her eyes. “Yes,” she said finally, her voice quiet but determined. “I would like that.” Tom smiled back gratefully, and Octavia settled back into the chair.

She lifted the cage in her hand. “But, there is no way I could ever sleep with your manhood uncaged in my house.” Octavia clicked the cage with her perfect red nail. “This matter needs to be settled first.”

Emotions raged through Tom’s whole body. He wanted desperately to stay with her. But the cage looked so small and tight. His manhood was by no means huge, but right now it was swollen as large as it ever got. And her bare foot in his face certainly didn’t make it any softer. How would he ever fit in this tiny cage?

Octavia sighed. “I can see you’re still uncertain. It makes me a little sad, Tom, really. I’m one hundred percent ready to commit to you, but you’re still not ready for me.” Her eyes looked wet. Tom did not want to see her cry.

“Try this,” she said, poking her foot right at his mouth. “Just kiss it a little and see if it’s what you want.”

Tom took her feet in his hands and lifted it to his lips. He had never kissed a woman’s foot before, but like some external power was controlling him, his lips were drawn to her toes. He began to kiss them gently, starting at the balls of her toes and working his way up. It was indescribable how paying service to her this way made him feel. He licked in between each of her toes and found all sorts of interesting tastes in the crevices there.

“Oh that feels so fucking good, Tom,” Octavia purred. “Please put the cage on so you can keep doing that to me all night.

When she spoke Tom knew he was lost. He lifted the cage off the table and held it up. “I will put this on for you, Octavia.” He looked closely at the device. “How do I do it?”

“Oh good boy, Darling,” Octavia cooed. Here, take off your clothes and I will do it for you.”

Tom stood and removed his clothes, standing naked before her, his rigid rod standing straight.

“Oh, that won’t work,” Octavia giggled. “Stay there while I get some ice and some lube.”

Tom had no idea what she was going to do with those things, but he stood still as his goddess had ordered.

When she returned she had a bowl of ice and a bottle of surgical lube.

“Wow,” Tom yelled as she put his rigid manhood and balls into the ice.

“Sorry, Darling, but I need to get you calmed down a bit here,” Octavia laughed. The ice had it’s intended effect because Tom’s genitals shrank to half their usual size.

The cage had a ring that went around the base of his shaft. Octavia put this on and pulled his balls through one by one. Then she squeezed some lube out over the head of his dick.

“Does it really need that?” Tom asked. He was no expert in chastity devices, but he’d seen some online and had never seen one that needed a tube up a guy’s pee-hole.

“It makes it so much more secure,” Octavia said. She licked her lips as she brought the tube closer to his pee-hole. “I use this on all my slaves because it’s so much more effective.”

“How many slaves do you have,” Tom asked.

“None that have a chance to sleep at the foot of my bed and lick my feet while I fall asleep,” Octavia said.

Tom realized what a privilege she was offering him and just winced as she gently put the tube up his urethra.

“It’s hollow, see,” Octavia said. “You can pee through it normally.” She giggled, “You can even cum through it if I ever allow you that.”

Tom sincerely hoped someday be allowed to cum in her presence, though he knew he’d better not have any expectations.

Finally, the device was locked onto his cock. The tube in his pee-hole burned at first, but pretty soon he got used to the sensation. Now it only burned if he let himself get hard. So he concentrated on paying attention to Octavia’s needs and not his own. As he rubbed and kissed at her feet he listened closely for her breath and her soft sighs. These guided him on the right speed and intensity of his licks.

That night Tom paid attention to all of Octavia's needs, making sure that she was comfortable throughout the massage. Slowly but surely, her breathing became slower and more regular as she dropped into a deep sleep.

Tom watched her, feeling a deep sense of contentment. This moment was special, and he wanted to savor it for as long as possible. He continued to massage her feet until she was completely at rest.

Tom gazed at Octavia, her serene face softened by sleep, the room filled only with the sound of her gentle, rhythmic breathing. A feeling of warmth enveloped him, a competing mixture of love, guilt, and a nascent sense of responsibility. She's trusting me, he thought, letting her guard down, entrusting herself to me.

The dim light from the bedside lamp gave her an ethereal glow, highlighting the contours of her face. He felt an intense desire to stay, to watch her sleep, to be there when she woke up. But the promise he had made to her echoed in his mind. Can I do this? Can I fulfill the challenge she set for me?

He gingerly moved his arm from under her, trying not to wake her up. She stirred slightly, a frown crossing her face before easing back into tranquility. He paused, his heart pounding, I want to stay, I want to be here when she wakes up. But he knew that wasn't what she wanted, not yet. He had to earn that privilege.

His mind replayed their conversation. Her words, “Prove it to me, Tom...” It wasn't just about him proving his commitment; it was about him proving his respect for her, for the boundaries she had set. He wouldn't violate her trust, not when he was so close to having everything he wanted. I need to leave, now, he admitted to himself.

He stood up and took one last look at her, a promise forming in his heart. He would prove himself to her, earn his place by her side. With a soft kiss on her forehead, he whispered, “I'll see you tomorrow, Octavia,” and with a heavy heart, he left the room, silently closing the door behind him. One month, he reminded himself, Just one month, and then, I can stay.

Tom drove home him a daze, the memory of Octavia's feet still fresh in his mind. He sunk into his bed, the sound of her soft breathing echoing through his skull. With the lingering scent of Octavia's skin on his hands, he closed his eyes and let the magic of the recent events weave a dream around him.

In his dream, he saw himself fulfilling his new daily commitment, providing Octavia with the comfort she so much deserved. He could feel the softness of her feet, remember their distinct smell, the graceful arch they had when adorned in heels. It was a vivid dream, one filled with a sense of purpose and happiness. He saw himself rub and kiss her feet every day, the action bringing them both a sense of tranquility and connection.

In the dream, he was content and happy, providing Octavia with the comfort she deserved. The dream was a projection of hope, a glimpse into a future he was ready and willing to embrace.

He woke up the next morning filled with a peace he hadn't known for a long time. The dream had fortified his resolve and he was ready to embark on this new journey with Octavia. The thought of being able to provide her with daily comfort filled him with a joy he hadn't expected, and he looked forward to what the future held for them both. He was sure that this new path would bring them both the happiness they deserved.

The lock on Tom's cock pulsed, the rhythm echoing the beating of his heart, a constant reminder of the commitment he had made. It was not a painful sensation, rather a tight pressure that was almost comforting. The presence of the lock was a tangible testimony of his pledge, a symbol of his resolve. But along with the physical sensation, it also ignited a deep-seated desire, an almost overwhelming need to be near Octavia, to serve her, to offer her the comfort he had discovered she craved. He texted her a good morning message and waited hopefully for her to respond. But nothing cam as lunchtime passed and he wondered if she was bored with him and had moved on.

His hand drifted to his phone, his gateway to her, but it remained silent. She wasn't answering, and a pang of worry hit him. Did she truly need him? The question gnawed at him, causing his heart to flutter in agonizing uncertainty. Each passing moment added to his distress, his thoughts swirling around Octavia, the commitment he had made, and the emotional turmoil he was now experiencing. He looked out and noticed the sun was setting with still no reply from the Goddess he longed for. Finally he ate some salad and dropped back into his lonely bed. It was a long night filled with anticipation, hope, and an unspoken fear. But regardless of his current emotional state, he knew one thing for sure, he was willing to wait, for as long as it took, until he could once again bring comfort to Octavia's life.

As dawn broke, Tom decided to put his feelings into words, composing a letter to Octavia. He began,

“Dear Octavia,

I hope this letter finds you well. I find myself needing to put into words the strong feelings that have taken root in my heart. I want you to understand the depth of my commitment to you - it is as constant and unyielding as the lock that binds me. I am dedicated to serving you, to providing you with the comfort that I sense you crave, and it is a service that I yearn to offer.

My desire to serve is not one borne out of mere obligation, but rather it is a deep-seated longing that resonates within my very being. Every beat of my heart, and every pulse of my flesh against the lock around my cock is a testament to this truth. The thought of being by your side, of providing you with solace, fills me with a sense of fulfillment that is beyond words.

I find my thoughts consumed by you, Octavia. Your laugh, your smile, the gentle way you speak – these are the things I hold dear. They are what I long to protect, even if it means enduring the silent nights or the agonizing uncertainty that has been plaguing me. My pledge to you is not merely for today or tomorrow but for always. I am prepared to wait, for as long as it may take, to once again bring comfort to your life.

Yours sincerely,

Tom“

Tom approached Octavia's house with his letter clutched tightly in his hand. Her abode seemed closed down; the windows dark, the curtains drawn. His heart pounded in his chest as he took in the sight, his mind wrestling with the decision to go on.

After several long moments, he found himself standing in front of her door. He held his breath, his knuckles white as he raised his hand to knock. However, the silence of the house made him pause. He stood there, teetering on the edge of decision, the quiet amplifying his internal turmoil.

Finally, with a sigh of resignation, Tom dropped the letter in Octavia's mailbox. His heart ached at the thought of disturbing her, of imposing his feelings and fears upon her. The last thing he wanted was to add to whatever burden she was carrying. He walked away slowly, a mix of relief and worry knotting in his chest, leaving his words to speak for him in the silence of the empty house.

Octavia watched from the darkness of her room, stifling a giggle as she saw Tom standing nervously outside her house. She thought to herself just how pathetically devoted he was, his emotions painted clearly across his face. She smirked at the sight, knowing their relationship was far from a conventional romance.

In Tom, she found a willing servant ready to meet her needs, from nightly footrubs to other services that only heightened her comfort. His devotion, rather than triggering reciprocation, brought out a self-serving side of Octavia. His perfect, undying love suited her perfectly, fueling her self-interest.

As she watched him drop the letter and walk away, she felt a strange mix of amusement and satisfaction. It was a game to her, his feelings the perfect pawns in her hands. She knew when to draw him in and when to push him away, ensuring that he remained hooked on her.

In the quiet of her room, Octavia smiled, the corners of her mouth curling up in delight. The thought of the contents of the letter intrigued her - another declaration of his undying feelings, no doubt. She would read it in her own time, letting Tom stew in his anguish a while longer. For now, she simply reveled in the power she held over him, her eyes twinkling with mischief in the dimly lit room.

Picking up her phone, Octavia dialed her girlfriend's number, her smile broadening as the phone rang. On the other end, Lisa picked up, her voice filled with curiosity. “Tell me about this Tom,” Lisa pried, a hint of amusement lacing her words.

“Oh, Lisa, he's more than just devoted,” Octavia began, her voice exuding a sense of superiority. “He's like my personal butler, so eager to cater to my every whim and fancy. He loves to pamper me, you know? From foot rubs to neck massages, he's always eager to help.“

The two women laughed, their peals of laughter filling the otherwise silent night. “Oh, how I wish I could find a man as devoted to foot care as we are!” Lisa exclaimed, her voice a mix of envy and sarcasm. “Seriously, though, it's so hard to find a man who enjoys giving foot rubs as much as we love receiving them!“

Octavia could only agree, her laughter echoing Lisa's. “Indeed, my dear. Indeed,” Octavia agreed, her voice filled with mirth. “If only there were more Toms in the world. The world of foot care would certainly be a happier place!” Their shared laughter once again filled the room, the sound of their mirth a stark contrast to the quiet of the night.

Xxx footrub or footrub xxx
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Octavia Tells Her Friends


Aweek later, Tom lay prostrate in emotional agony, his heart ensnared by the merciless lock of Octavia's elusive affection. His mind was consumed by thoughts of her - every minute at work, every idle moment away from it, he was tormented by fantasies of her, alone and yearning for her attention. His daydreams were a potent blend of both wakeful longing and nocturnal dreams.

His friend Bob, who had become his reluctant confidant in this ordeal, could only laugh in disbelief. “Tom, you seriously need to get out more,” he chided, his words echoing off the walls of their favorite watering hole. There was a smug, almost condescending tone to his voice. Bob found the irony amusing - the stoic, unyielding Tom reduced to a pitiful mess over a woman.

But Tom, he had no intention of going anywhere to seek solace in the company of others. His heart belonged to Octavia and no amount of distraction could steal him away from the path of her doorstep. Yet, the path was one-sided, much like his unrequited feelings - Octavia had yet to respond to his overtures.

Octavia had one more thing she had to do before allowing Tom to move in. She really felt a strong connection with the sweet food-boy and wanted him there all the time, but there was someone she needed to talk to first.

She dialed a number and waited for the other end to pick up. “Hey, Chad,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I wanted to discuss something with you.“

Listening for a moment, she then continued. “I want Tom to live with me - to help me around the house and, well, to soothe my aching feet.” She paused to let the news sink in, before assuring him, “He's not a threat, Chad. He's under my control.” Chad asked her if Tom was wearing a chastity device.”

“Yes, the one with the urethral tube you said nobody would ever wear for me,” she giggled. “He’s so in love with my tootsies that he put it on with hardly a qualm. Now he can't do anything without my express permission.“

There was a lengthy silence on the other side. Finally, Chad replied, “As long as he knows his place, I'm fine with it, Octavia.” His voice held an edge of uncertainty, but also a clear note of trust. “I knew when I fell in love with you what your business is, that you have a stable of locked up slaves doing your every bidding. I’m in love with you and the slaves come with the territory.”

“Oh thank you for understanding, My Love. You are the only one with my full heart, this boy just has my feet, and,” she snorted. “Soon my ass.”

“Octavia,” Chad responded, his voice steady and reassuring, “I trust you completely. If you want a live-in foot massager, that's fine by me. I know you’ve always wanted a live-in foot slave and full toilet, and that’s fine with me. I know Tom is no competition for our love.“

Octavia smiled, touched by his understanding. “He's really good, Chad. His hands work magic on my tired feet,” she said, her voice full of soft appreciation for Tom's skills. “And his tongue is soft and willing. I know he’s going to go all the way for me and be my full toilet also in the end.”

Chad chuckled at the other end. “Well, as long as he knows his place and doesn't try to suck my toes, we're good.“

The two of them continued their conversation, back and forth, discussing the peculiar arrangement with Tom. It was an unusual setup, but they trusted each other enough to make it work. Their conversation drew to a close on a friendly note, punctuated by Chad's laughter and Octavia's cheerful banter.

“Thanks for understanding me, Chad, my one True Love.” Octavia said finally, her voice filled with sincere gratitude. “Goodnight.“

“Goodnight, Octavia my Darling Love,” Chad replied, his voice warm. And with that, they ended their conversation, each of them holding their phone close, the resonance of their words lingering in the quiet air.

Octavia sat quietly for a moment, her hand still holding the now silent phone. She let her mind wander back to Chad, his deep, reassuring voice still echoing in her ears. He was so perfect for her. Chad was not just a a great lover and her closest friend, but a constant presence that filled her life with warmth and security. He did so much for her, but he was not into kissing her feet or cleaning pee from her pussy. A smile danced on her lips as she thought of his awesome physique, a testament to his discipline and dedication. His broad shoulders, his firm abs, the way his muscles flexed with every movement - all were signs of a man who took care of his body, and by extension, her.

But Chad was more than just a handsome face and a fit body. His personality was what truly captivated her. His confidence was undeniable, a natural part of his being that didn't stem from arrogance but from a deep understanding of himself and his capabilities. He was a man who knew his worth but never flaunted it, a balance that added to his allure. His steady demeanor, the way he could navigate through any situation with assurance, had always put her at ease. Even when faced with unusual situations, like the one with Tom, his trust in her never wavered. In Chad, Octavia found a partner who was both her rock and her shelter, a man who understood her needs and supported her desires. As she sat there, lost in thought, she felt a swell of love for him, a testament to their unique bond. While he was very attractive, he wasn’t the best looking or the richest of the many men in her life. No, he was just her soul mate, the one who came the closest to getting her, and she knew he would always be there for her even when she was sad, or angry, or God-forbid, lived long enough to become old and wrinkled and slow. He was the one she knew would still be there taking care of her when even her feet were no longer lovely, even though that seemed like a million years from now.

At long last, Octavia was ready to contact her chastised foot slave and make all the poor boy’s dreams come true.
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Tom Learns To Like Gold


At long last, Tom's phone rang, the caller ID displaying Octavia's name. A rush of adrenaline coursed through him, leaving him breathless, and his hands trembled as he answered the call. His voice, usually so steady and composed, wavered as he greeted her. “Octavia,” he managed to say, the hurt evident in his tone. “You left me in silence for an entire week.“

A pause ensued, then Octavia’s voice cut through the silence, calmly and deliberately. “Tom, I needed to see if you had the patience to endure, to prove yourself to me.” Her voice was even, unemotional, but her words caught him way off guard. “Now, I want to know what you thought about during your week away from me. I want every detail,” she demanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Tom swallowed hard, preparing himself to pour out the longing and frustration that consumed him during their week apart. His mind teemed with images of her from his dreams, and he knew that he was about to lay his feelings bare to her in a way he never had to anyone before. He took a deep breath, closing his eyes as he to recounted his week of longing.

“Octavia,” Tom began, his voice heavy with emotion. “Every moment away from you felt like an eternity, each second stretching on endlessly. I am consumed by loneliness and yearning for you. I missed your voice, your laugh, the way your eyes light up when you talk about something you’re passionate about. Everything I did, every decision I made, I found myself wondering what you would do, what you would want.“

He took a deep breath, continuing on, “I began to see the world through your eyes, imagining how you would perceive things. I thought of how I could serve you, be there for you in all the ways you might need. I realized that my greatest desire is to be someone you can rely on, to be a source of steadfast support for you. The thought of making you happy, of fulfilling your dreams and desires, filled me with a sense of purpose I've never felt before.“

Tom took a deep breath.

“My mind keeps returning to you, Octavia. To your smile, your grace, your strength. The loneliness was unbearable, the longing, intense. But it is the thought of you, the thought of being by your side, serving you, that keeps me going. I spent the week yearning for your voice, your touch, your presence. And now, I lay these thoughts before you, laying my heart bare in a way I've never done before.” His words hung in the air, full of a raw honesty that left no room for doubt about the depth of his feelings for her.

“Tom, are you sure?” Octavia asked, breaking the heavy silence that followed Tom's moving confession. “Just last week, my girlfriends and I were having a conversation about you. They questioned if you were dedicated enough. They even asked if you would be willing to kiss their feet as you do mine, as a sign of your devotion.“

Tom blushed, taken aback by the unexpected proposition, but he was resolute. “Octavia,” he stammered, “I'd be absolutely honored to serve your friends. I'd do anything to prove my dedication to you, even if it's embarrassing. The idea that you've been sharing details about us with them surprises me, but I understand. If that's part of the deal for being your 'regular foot guy,’ then so be it.“

Octavia giggled, a clear, beautiful sound that echoed through the room. “Tom,” she said, still chuckling, “I didn’t expect you to agree, but I appreciate your sincerity. Just remember, telling my girlfriends everything is not a choice, but a pact you must honor to truly show your devotion.“

In for a penny, in for it all, Octavia thought. “There are other things you’ll need to do to serve me, fully though. Are you ready to learn about those?”

Octavia stood, her gaze never leaving Tom's resigned face, and gracefully moved towards the kitchen. Her footsteps echoed softly in the otherwise quiet room. She returned moments later, a glass of rich, amber juice in her hand.

“Here you are, Tom,” she said, offering him the glass, her fingers still warm from the awesome neck rub he’d just given her.

Taking a deep breath, he took the glass from her. The warm liquid was a reflection of the warmth radiating from her. He raised the glass to his lips, the sweet aroma of the her piss filling his senses. With every sip, he felt himself sinking deeper into the strange comfort submitting to Octavia provided - a thrilling cocktail of pleasure, fear, and a touch of beautiful madness.

As Tom took a sip, a surprising and unusual flavor greeted him. The liquid was not just sweet, but also a bit salty. This unexpected taste was strangely comforting, reminding him of the sea's pure, raw taste, and giving him a sense of calm. The drink was as warm as its amber color symbolized. It warmed him from within, the salty undertone a stark yet welcoming contrast to the anticipated sweetness. The complexity of the drink was much like Octavia herself - a delightful mystery waiting to be unraveled. Tom moved to put the glass down, the peculiar flavor of the juice overwhelming him, but Octavia's voice halted his action. “Take another sip, Tom,” she cooed, her eyes glowing with a strange intensity. She had an uncanny way of making him bend to her will, a subtle manipulation he was only too willing to surrender to.

“I can't,” he started, his words weak and unconvincing, but she cut him off with a gentle sigh and a touch of her cool, slender fingers on his caged cock. A shiver of anticipation ran down his spine. “Don't you remember? You wear my lock, now, my dear Tom,” she reminded him, her voice barely more than a whisper.

His eyes darted to the cold steel caging his cock, the brass lock she had given him to prove his devotion to her.

It was true. He had accepted her peculiar gift, a symbol of his surrender, a testament of his enthralling love for her. Tom raised the glass once more, nodding at Octavia. “Alright,” he murmured, his eyes meeting hers. With a deep breath, he took another sip, the unusual flavor now becoming a familiar symphony dancing on his taste buds.

Octavia stretched out her foot between his kneeling legs, teasing his caged cock. “Come on, footboy, you know you wanna drink that all up.” She ran her toes over the turgid flesh of Tom’s cock where it stuck out of his cage.

“Will I be able to cum if I drink it, Mistress?” Tom asked hopefully. He’d been locked for a month now. She had told him what he needed to do before she would let him out to cum. It was much worse than drinking her pee, but he was hopeful.

Slam! Her foot crashed into his cage. “Owww,” Tom screamed. “Why’d you do that,” he moaned.

Octavia patted his head. “I’m sorry dear, but you must learn to obey me if you want to be my good foot slave.” She rubbed his caged and abused cock with her toes. “You still want to be my good boy foot slave, don’t you?”

Tom just nodded. He loved her so much, even if she was a little insane. His fingers tightened around the tumbler, knuckles whitening under the strain. With a reckless abandon that came from deep within, Tom threw back his head, the liquid gold cascading in a torrent down his throat. The sweet and salty concoction overflowed, spilling over the corners of his mouth, trailing down his chin, and splashing onto his eyes. The sting was immediate, a sharp contrast to the slow warmth spreading through his body.

Octavia watched him like a hawk, her laughter ringing through the room like the chime of delicate crystal. Her eyes glowed with an ethereal light, shimmering with a mirth that echoed her laughter. With a motion as fluid as the gently rolling ocean, she reached across and wiped away the remnants of the drink that had painted a damp trail down his face. Her cold, slender fingers collected the droplets, guiding them back to his lips, her laughter softening to a gentle hum. “Waste not, my dear Tom,” she whispered, her gaze never leaving his.
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Taking The Brown


“Listen, Tom,” Octavia began with a sparkle in her eyes, “there's a special treat that I create for those who are dedicated to serving me. It's a kind of fudge. Mind you, it's not your regular sweet delight. I don't use sugar. The taste is earthy, a bit sour, but it's something you'll have to learn to love.“

Tom blinked, slightly taken aback. “I... Octavia, I'd do anything for you, but sour fudge?” His face scrunched up at the thought, and he swallowed hard. Given that she had been so keen to make him her toilet, he had an idea where this conversation was going. She’d talked to him previously about the duties of a full time slave, which apparently included something called ‘full time toilet’ service. This meant that the slave had to always be ready to serve his mistress as her toilet, taking in her both her piss and her shit, whenever she so desired. Octavia had said, “To be my full time servant, you need to serve me even when I have to shit. This means helping keep me clean down there.” She’d waved her delicate fingers at him then. “You don’t want me getting my sweet fingers all nasty with only thin paper between my fingies and my waste, do you?”

“I’m not sure I can handle the taste.” Tom whined. “I beg you, allow me to serve you without having to eat it.“

Octavia tilted her head, considering his plea. A playful smile danced on her lips as she noted his discomfort. The room filled up with suspense. Tom waited for her response, praying that he might avoid the sourness of her special fudge.

Octavia rose from her seat. She disappeared for a moment, only to return with a small, plastic box. “Here is some,” she said, opening it to reveal a sample of the infamous fudge. “I saved it for your training.” Her movement was slow, deliberate, as she picked up a piece and waved it under Tom's nose.

A pungent aroma hit Tom and he recoiled, his face scrunching up again. “Octavia... it's... it's awful.” He stammered, trying to lean away from the smell.

But Octavia was not one to back down. With a stern look, she said, “You need to learn to love it, Tom. It’s part of the deal.“

Tom, desperate for an escape, asked, “Do you serve this fudge to your girlfriends too?“

Octavia threw back her head and laughed. “Oh, Tom, no! This is a special treat. For you only. An honor, given only to my personal foot and toilet boy, don’t you see?“

She pointed a manicured finger at him, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Remember, Tom, you’re ensnared in my cock cage. You must obey me.” And with that, she handed him a piece of the fudge, a devilish grin spreading across her face.

Octavia's hand found its way to Tom's caged cock. Her fingers traced soothing circles over his swollen flesh where it erupted through the narrow bars. But sooth her fingers did not as her touch just got him more excited, and made his cock more swollen. The narrow bars dug into his raging flesh, causing sparks of raw pain to shoot from the head of his member right into his brain. But the feeling was Tom’s new normal, and the only thing close to pleasure he’d had in a month of teasing. His brain had transformed the painful pleasure into a gateway to subspace, that wonderful state of mind where a slave lets go of his will and turns his own desires over to his mistress. In this place, pain becomes pleasure, but Tom still longed for the little escape of full release. That could only come when she let him out of his cage.

And that could only come when he complied with her demand that he serve as her full toilet slave.

As she rubbed, he found an unexpected tranquility washing over him, a yearning to comply to her every command burning within. The cock cage tightened its grip with every stroke of her fingers, adding to his desire to obey.

“But this fudge, Octavia… it's so sour,” he managed to croak out, his voice barely louder than a whisper.

In response, Octavia simply pressed her fingers harder into his rigid flesh between the bars, her movements expert as she coaxed him into a state of relaxation he hadn't experienced before, with a devilish mix of pain and pleasure.

“Tom,” she murmured, her voice velvety in the hushed silence of the room, “you seem to be enjoying my touch, aren't you?” The corners of her mouth pulled up in a tantalizing smile, a glint of triumph in her eyes. “All I ask in return is for you to taste my special fudge. Just one bite.“

Despite the dread curdling in his stomach at the thought of the sour fudge, Tom found himself swaying to Octavia's persuasive rhythm, the dread slowly being replaced with an odd sense of anticipation.

Octavia tilted her head, her blonde curls cascading over her shoulder as a new spark of mischief ignited in her crystal blue eyes.

“Tom,” she began, her voice as smooth as honey, “what if I told you that this fudge would taste better if eaten from a...different surface?” She dangled a piece of the fudge between them, letting it cast a shadow on her high-heeled shoes.

Her lips curled into a tantalizing grin as she added, “Perhaps, if I were to place this gift on my heel, would that make it more palatable for you?” The question hung in the air between them, the challenge clear in her gaze, yet softened by the faint twinkle of amusement in her eyes. Would Tom take the bait, and if he did, how far was he willing to go under Octavia's enchanting spell?

Tom's heart pounded, the rhythm accelerating with each passing second. His gaze fell upon her heels, an object of his lust and admiration, now an enticing plate for the repulsive fudge. Swallowing hard, he considered the proposition. Would the allure of her heels be enough to mask the unsavory taste of her waste? For a moment, he felt stuck in a mental tug-of-war, batting the pros and cons back and forth, his decision teetering precariously on the thin line between desire and aversion.

Finally, he lifted his gaze to meet Octavia's expectant eyes. “Alright,” he conceded, his voice hoarse, “I'll eat your shit… from your heel.” A sense of triumph flashed across her eyes, but he wasn't done yet. “But Octavia,” he added, curiosity edging his voice, “does fresh fudge taste any better than this stuff from the fridge?” The question was out there, hanging in the silent room, awaiting Octavia's response.

Octavia's laughter chimed through the room at Tom's question, her eyes twinkling with mischief. He watched as she picked up another piece of fudge, twirling it between her fingers. “Oh, Tom, darling, not all fudge is meant to taste good,” she teased. “Fresh, it’s warm and softer, right from my sweet hot hole. But we don’t want to waste all the older shit that I’ve saved for you.” She pushed the brown piece under his nose. “You have to finish all my saved up training fudge before you can have the fresh.”

Desperate, he reached for her hand, stopping her in her tracks. “Octavia,” he pleaded, his voice trembling, “please, don't make me eat your old stuff.” His words echoed in the silence, his plea hanging heavily in the air between them.

Octavia stifled a smile. She’d got him from begging not to eat her shitty fudge at all to begging to only eat the fresh stuff. Of course that was her goal, she didn’t want to store up old shit unless she was shipping it to someone who’d bought it. It was…unbecoming for her to collect it herself!

Tom would soon be trained to collect it for her burgeoning business of online sales of the lovely stuff. But first he had to learn to love it as much as her coterie of online fans.

But outwardly Octavia was unmoved. She withdrew her hand and placed the fudge delicately on her heel. “You must, Tom,” she insisted, her voice soft yet resolute. She extended her long leg towards him, the piece of fudge sitting precariously on her heel.

The back-and-forth continued, her persistence against his pleas, her seductive charm against his repulsion for the fudge. But with each passing moment, with each glance into her captivating eyes, with each stroke of her fingers over his caged cock, Tom felt his resolve weaken. His heart ached for Octavia, his love and need for her overpowering his aversion to her stinking offering.

Finally, he gave in. “Alright, Octavia.” His voice was barely a whisper, his eyes never leaving hers. “For you, I'll do it.”

The corners of her lips curled into a triumphant smile. Tom reached for her leg, his fingers trembling slightly. He stretched out his tongue and licked her brown offering. The taste was more like clay than fudge. The smell overwhelmed his nostrils, but that smell was much worse than the actual taste. As he licked the old fudge from her heel, he realized that he would do anything for Octavia, even if it meant tasting the most repulsive garbage in the world. His love for her was simply too great to resist.

Octavia's laughter filled the room again at his plea, her eyes sparkling with delight. “Oh, Tom, darling, you're such a good boy for eating my fudge,” she cooed, her voice dripping with amusement. “I can't wait to tell my girlfriends how good you are.“

“No, Octavia, please, don't tell them,” he begged, his voice quivering with fear. But his plea only prompted more laughter from Octavia. She relished in his discomfort, her face lighting up with a sadistic pleasure.

“Oh, but they must know, Tom,” she insisted, her voice laced with a hint of malice. “They all make their own fudge, especially Lisa. She makes a ton of it.” She paused, gazing at him with a wicked smile. “And they all are dying to see you try their special fudge from their heels... or maybe even their feet.“

His heart pounded against his chest at her words, fearing what was yet to come. But Octavia's laughter echoed in his ears, her words a chilling promise of what lay ahead. “Just think, Tom,” she added, her voice a soft whisper. “The taste of all their fudge, just for you.“

“But Tom,” Octavia's voice was a soothing, soft lullaby as she circled her fingers gently over his caged cock head. Her touch was electrifying, making him shudder. “You like it when I rub your little dickie, don't you?” She asked, her tone full of sweet innocence that contradicted the wicked glint in her eyes.

He swallowed hard, his mind torn between his desperation to escape and the incredible sensation her fingers were creating. The sad reality dawned upon him - he loved the way she rubbed his cock, even when it was caged. It was a quantum of solace; the bizarre ordeal she was putting him through to prove his love.

“And consider this, my dear Tom,” Octavia continued, her fingers now moving in slow, deliberate circles on his caged flesh. “Imagine how much fun it will be when you're eating my delicious fudge while I rub your freed cock. Just think, when I set it free, how good this will feel.” Her voice was rich with the promise of pleasure and pain, a tantalizing offer that was too enticing to refuse.

His heart throbbed with a strange mixture of fear and desire. He knew he was trapped, ensnared in her captivating charm. And the most dangerous part was, he was slowly beginning to enjoy it. With a heavy sigh, Tom surrendered to his fate, his gaze meeting Octavia's with a resigned acceptance.

Octavia's hand slithered around his caged member, her gentle fingers tracing the outline of his raging dick head, cut severely by the thin bars of Octavia’s cage, her symbol and tool of dominion. Her lips curved in a satisfied smile as her thumb grazed over the bronze lock, sending a shiver down his spine. “You're such a good boy, Tom,” she cooed, her voice a silken temptation that echoed in the silence. “Ready to do my bidding, to serve me and my girlfriends.“

She leaned closer, her breath a cool whisper against his ear. “Imagine,” she murmured, her words painting a vivid picture, “the rest of your life spent in service of us. You'll be eating our fudge, the sweet decadence dancing on your tongue, filling you with a sweetness that knows no parallel.” A soft, enchanting laughter spilled from her lips, as her words wove an irresistible enchantment around him.

“And our feet... those tired, tender feet longing for your soothing touch. Your fingers kneading away our fatigue, caressing the arches, the balls, the heels... Every rub, every stroke, a testament to your servitude, your devotion.“

As she spoke Tom heard a click and a great relief between his legs.

“There,” she giggled. “You are a free boy now.”

Tom’s erection sprang full and free.

She held a larger piece of her stale fudge before his face. “Take this into your mouth, and hold it while I stroke you.” Her fingers danced on his released member as she spoke.

“But why, Octavia,” he still whined. “Can’t I just lick and rub your stinky feet, and drink your golden piss?”

“Because, Tom, as my full time slave, you need to be ready for anything. Most of my shit you’ll just be collecting and packing up to send to the customers you’ve collected PayPal payment from. But if any of my divine offerings don’t sell, well you can’t waste them, of course.” Octavia said. “It will help motivate you to sell my shit,” she giggled.

A faint sound bubbled up from Octavia, originating deep within her - a light, breathy giggle that barely touched her lips before it danced into the air. It was a soft, rhythmic chuckle that mirrored the joy radiating from her eyes.

“And when I’m done producing my warm, fresh fudge, of course it’s your job to clean my hole up.” Octavia brushed a red nail over his trembling lips. “But my soft skin is allergic to harsh paper, and I hate killing poor trees to make it.” She stuck her finger in his mouth, rubbing the traces of her fudge over his tongue. “But you, my dear, have a perfectly designed tool to clean me up nice and fresh.” Her finger dropped to his raging member. “And we are finding you the motivation to do it right, and building your taste buds so that you will learn to appreciate all my gifts.”

Her shoulders shook gently with each suppressed giggle, as if she was attempting to cage a swarm of butterflies within her. The tension in the room lightened, replaced by an infectious mirth that spread to Tom and eased his shame. If his suffering could cause his dear love so much joy, then he must revel in it as well.

A sigh escaped her lips, and she leaned back, her glowing eyes lost in the vision she had just painted. A vision of his full submission, his full surrender. A lifetime of service, of devotion, under the key of her wonderful lock.

As Octavia’s fingers continued to dance over Tom’s freed flesh, the chemistry between them bubbled like a well-cooked meal. Peals of Octavia's laughter rang through the air as she teased, “Tom, you're holding back! Show me what you're capable of!” Her sparkling blue eyes shone with playful mischief as she traced her fingers up his cock, compelling him to delve deeper into the rhythm of her stroking.

“Alright, Octavia, whatever you want,” Tom grinned back, giving in to the pleasure of her touch. He took her fudge fully into his mouth.

The cold, soft brown chunk felt foreign against the warmth of her hand. She brought it to his lips, a moment of hesitation preceding his first bite. The initial taste was a jarring blend of sour and cold, a stark contrast to the innocent brown chunk with it’s earthy, sulphery stench.

He rolled the chunk around in his mouth, his tongue exploring the strange new flavor. As the chill subsided, Tom began to uncover the layers of taste hidden beneath. He found himself imagining Octavia's labor of love, the meticulous effort of her body that went into creating this intimate gift, digesting the food she ate, and running it through her heavenly insides to produce this final chunk of caviar.

The flavor started to grow on him, slowly but surely. It's as if the fudge was a key, unlocking a dormant part of his senses, activating a depth of taste he never knew existed. The sourness mellowed into a gentle tang, a unique kick that only served to enhance the sweet base.

A new appreciation for Octavia’s gift bloomed within him. He reveled in the intricate balance of flavors, the surprising warmth, and the lingering aftertaste that teased his taste buds. “May I have more?” he shyly asked, his voice echoing a newfound fondness for Octavia's creation. The words hung in the air, marking the indelible imprint of taste and memory in the symphony of their shared experience.

“Oh you are such a Good Boy, Tom.” Octavia breathed. “You take it so well for me.” She put her brown stained fingers in his mouth. “Now lick these clean and I will give you your final reward.”

Tom cleaned all the last bits of her sweet, hot fudge from her fingers, eager for her to move to the next step. Her cleaned fingers dropped from his eager lips down to his even more eager shaft.

Octavia’s fingers danced up and down his solid pole, the rhythm coursing through his veins. “Come on now for me Tom, give me your load. You’ve been saving this up for me for over a month and I want it all now!” Octavia laughed.

He rocked his hips against her flashing hand. Octavia's teasing only fueled his determination to impress her with a solid load of his cum, her laughter serving as his motivation.

Octavia, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, watched Tom in amusement as she said, “Well, isn’t someone getting carried away with their newfound freedom?” She held out a cup measure below the mushroom of his quivering cock head. “Let’s see if you can fill this with your sweet white juice!” Her goading words, coupled with her encouraging touch, drove Tom to accept the challenge.

But she released him right at the moment he was about to show her how much he could fill up her cup.

“Stroke yourself, now, Tom, show me what you can do!” Octavia commanded. Tom took his own hand, finally free to touch his own dick, and he stroked it up and down.

“Don’t worry, I’ll help you,” Octavia laughs. From somewhere she produces a riding crop and started whacking it on his ass. The pain transformed into pleasure for Tom in his excited state, it’s like his whole ass had become erogenous, each strike feeling like it was making his raging cock even harder and more ready to explode.

As the timing of Octavia’s strokes accelerates, so does Tom's heartbeat, a rhythmic symphony in sync with the pulsating beats. Each taunt from Octavia fanned the flames of his fervor, pushing him to stroke faster and release even more cum. His breaths panted in quick torrents, the rush of adrenaline a sweet intoxication that fueled his determination.

With every strike of her crop, every mocking giggle, every disdainful word, Tom felt an exhilarating surge of passion and excitement. Each beat Octavia delivered amplified the pulsating thrill coursing through his veins. His mind became a whirlwind of anticipation, his body responded to Octavia's flashing crop with a fervor that surprised even him.

As Octavia continued to brutally coax him, Tom felt a flush of invincible exhilaration, the thrill of the scene pushing him to outdo himself with each passing moment. He saw himself in a new light, as her servant, her foot boy, her cleaner, and her toilet. He would be here with her in her most intimate moments, wiping her with his tongue, packing up her sweet hot fudge and selling it online, or eating it fresh from her source, every time she so desired.

Leaning closer, the glint of mischief in Octavia's eyes matched the teasing lilt in her voice. “You've got more in you, Tom,” she dared, her words a playful challenge. “Show me. Show me how much you love me by coming for me now!” Her voice dropped to a whisper, her words a tantalizing promise, “Stroke like the world is watching, because tonight, it is.” With a wink, she pulled away and showed him the camera winking in her hand. “I’ve got you on cam, and over one-thousand of my dear fans watching, darling,” Octavia laughed.

Once that would have scared Tom, and he had a fleeting urge to run and hid in the closet. But his raging boner got even harder and he realized he wanted to show her fans that he was here, naked with her, stroking himself, with her waste in his mouth.

“Stick out your tongue, Tom,” Octavia commanded. “Show them you’re eating and loving my fudge!”

Tom did as he was told, he opened his mouth and put out his tongue. Beeps and clicks sounded through Octavia’s speakers as her fans showed their approval with tips. He realized it was not just a stroke-off anymore; it was a spectacle, a show waiting for its star to shine. And just like that, Octavia had set the stage for Tom's moment of glory.

Octavia moved forward, the tip of her crop delicately traced a path over Tom’s dick head. Her whips were light, yet firm, a subtle reminder of her presence and influence. As her leather danced along the curve of his dick, Tom felt an electrifying jolt of energy, a rush of renewed vigor. It was a silent command, a tactile prompt that urged him to lose himself in the rhythm of his strokes.

With a soft pressure, her whip guided his tempo, establishing a tangible connection between them. Her beats became the metronome to his movements, dictating the rhythm of his stroking. The crowd watched in rapt attention as Octavia, with her firm, commanding whip, steered Tom's performance, synchronizing his every move with the beat of her crop. It was a silent choreography of touch and response, each strike of her whip an unspoken cue for Tom to follow. This tactile symphony propeled Tom into a passion that was mesmerizing, intoxicating, a testament to Octavia’s subtle yet powerful control over his rhythm.

Suddenly Tom felt an explosion shooting up within him. “I’m coming, Octavia, I’m going to cum so hard,” he cried.

Bam, she hit his dick head harder than ever with the leather tip of her crop. Bam! She hit him again. “Come now, slave, and swallow at the same time!”

Tom obeyed, his cum shooting out white and hot, and he swallowed the last of her sour brown fudge at the same time. Octavia steered his dick head into her cup, so that his cum filled it and runs over the top.

“Good boy,” she giggles. “Such a good boy!”

Her giggles grew louder, more confident, breaking free from the constraints of her restraint. The soft coos of her laughter morphed into unabashed guffaws, her body shaking with the force of her merriment. Her laughter rang out, a triumphant crescendo that filled the room. It was a rich, vibrant sound that echoes her delight and the shared joy of the whole chat room, a victorious melody that sings of their collective triumph. The sound of her laughter, pure and unrestrained, was the exclamation point to their performance, the final note in their symphony of rhythm and control.

As he fell back to the floor, spent, Tom realized that this was right where he’s meant to be, working for Octavia as her willing servant, her slave, her performer, and her toilet. His breath slowed and he dropped into the satisfied sleep of a conquered slave.

[image: ]


If you like this book, you will love the sweet and scary Mistress Octavia Taylor, who can be found at the goddess mistress dot com or on Twitter @TGMtaylor.

P.S. Comments, feedback, and love/hate mail always welcome! You can contact me at goddessmistresstaylor@gmail.com
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