
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sole Dominion

A Dark Foot Fetish Erotica Story of Worship, Trampling, and Total Enslavement


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The First Glance
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The sleek minimalist office perched on the thirty-second floor, city lights just beginning to flicker through floor-to-ceiling glass. Late afternoon sun cut sharp gold bars across the wide mahogany desk. Darius sat straight-backed in the visitor chair, slate eyes steady, charcoal suit tailored to perfection over his lean frame.

He believed this was standard. Elite performance coaching. A quick signature, a few sessions, back to crushing mergers by Monday.

Freya sat opposite him, legs crossed. Towering even in her chair. Porcelain skin. Razor cheekbones catching the light. White silk blouse tucked into a tight black pencil skirt. Sheer black stockings gleaming under the hem.

One patent black Louboutin dangled from her right foot.

The heel swung. Slow. Lazy. Back and forth.

The glossy black patent caught the sun, flashed. Red sole winking like a secret. Her toes, painted deep blood-red, flexed inside the sheer nylon, pressing against the front of the shoe. The arch curved high and elegant, nylon stretched taut over the smooth skin.

Darius forced his gaze to the contract pages.

It dropped again.

The heel swung once more. Slipped lower. Almost off. Then back up.

Her voice came velvet-soft, unhurried. “Something distracting you, Darius?”

He cleared his throat. “No. Just… reviewing the terms.”

The heel dropped another inch. Hung by the tip of her toes. The stocking seam ran straight up the back of her calf, disappearing under the skirt.

His pulse kicked.

She didn’t move. Just watched him. Calm. Knowing.

The shoe swayed. Nylon whispered against itself.

He could see the faint texture of her sole through the sheer black. The way the arch dipped, then rose. The delicate bones of her toes shifting, stretching the fabric.

A single traitorous twitch stirred in his lap.

He shifted in the chair. Crossed his own legs.

Freya’s lips curved the smallest fraction. “Eyes on my foot.”

He blinked. “I’m sorry?”

“Eyes. Down. There.”

The command landed like silk over steel. His gaze snapped back.

The heel hung now, barely clinging. Her toes curled, gripped the shoe, lifted it. Let it dangle again.

“Describe it,” she said. Voice low. “Out loud.”

Darius swallowed. “It’s… a shoe.”

“Better.”

He exhaled. “Black patent. Red sole. Dangling from your… toes.”

The twitch became a slow, heavy throb. He felt it press against his zipper.

“More,” she murmured. “Tell me about the arch.”

His mouth went dry. “It’s high. Curved. The stocking makes it look… smooth. Tight.”

She flexed her foot. The arch deepened. Nylon shimmered.

“Good boy.”

Heat crawled up his neck. He was still in his suit. Still the ice-cold fixer who closed deals with a stare. Yet his cock was thickening, traitorously, just from watching her fucking heel swing.

The shoe slipped off completely. Landed on the thick carpet with a soft thud.

Her foot stayed raised. Stockinged toes pointed straight at him.

“Smell anything?” she asked.

He hadn’t realized he’d leaned forward.

“No,” he lied.

She smiled. Slow. “Liar. Tell me anyway.”

He inhaled despite himself. Faint leather. Warm nylon. The faintest trace of her skin underneath, clean and slightly sweet.

“Leather,” he whispered. “And… you.”

His cock gave another hard pulse. Pre-cum already beading at the tip, soaking into his boxers.

Freya uncrossed her legs. Placed her bare stockinged foot on the edge of the desk. Toes spread slightly. The sole faced him now, full view.

The nylon was so sheer he could see the pale pink of her skin beneath. The ball of her foot, the gentle wrinkles when she flexed. The perfect high arch begging for a tongue.

“Still think this is just coaching?” she asked.

Darius couldn’t look away. “Yes.”

A lie.

She let the silence stretch. Let him stare. Let his cock strain harder against expensive wool.

“Tomorrow,” she said, voice dropping even lower, “the real contract begins.”

He met her eyes for the first time in minutes. They were ice-blue. Unblinking.

She leaned forward, elbows on the desk, chin resting on laced fingers.

Voice silk over steel.

“Tomorrow the real contract begins.”


Chapter 2: Kneel
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The following morning, pale sunlight filtered through the tall windows of Freya’s private suite. The space felt smaller than the glass-walled office, more intimate - thick cream carpet underfoot, a wide leather chaise against one wall, the faint scent of her perfume hanging in the air.

Darius stood just inside the door, charcoal suit still sharp from the night before, tie knotted tight against his throat. Pulse already drumming in his ears.

Freya stood three paces away, backlit. White silk blouse tucked neatly into the same tight black pencil skirt. Sheer black stockings hugging every inch of her endless legs. Fresh patent black Louboutins on both feet, red soles flashing when she shifted.

She hadn’t spoken yet.

Just watched him.

“Close the door,” she said, voice low velvet.

He did. The click sounded too loud.

Her eyes never left his face. “On your knees, Darius.”

He stared. Heart slammed once. Twice.

The command hung between them.

He lowered slowly. Knees sinking into the thick carpet. Suit trousers pulling tight across his thighs.

Freya took one step closer. The left Louboutin stopped inches from his chest.

“Remove it.”

His hands rose before his brain caught up. Fingers brushed the glossy black patent. Warm from her skin. He gripped the heel, slid the shoe off slow.

The leather whispered against her stockinged foot.

Scent hit him instantly.

Warm. Earthy. Leather baked by hours against her sole, mixed with the faintest trace of her - clean skin, faint salt, something darkly sweet underneath.

His cock twitched hard inside his boxers.

“Hold it to your nose,” she ordered.

He lifted the empty shoe. Pressed the insole to his face. Inhaled deep.

“Tell me what you smell.”

His voice came rough. “Leather… warm. Your foot. Salt. Something sweet.”

She hummed approval. “Again. Deeper.”

He breathed in until his lungs burned. The scent coated his throat. His cock thickened, pressing painfully against his zipper.

Freya lifted her now-bare stockinged foot. Placed it lightly on his thigh. Toes flexed once.

The nylon was warm. Slightly damp at the ball. The arch curved high and perfect, sheer fabric stretched taut.

“Eyes on it.”

He couldn’t look anywhere else.

“Describe the sole,” she said.

He swallowed. “Smooth. Pink underneath the black. Wrinkles at the ball when you flex. The arch… God, the arch is so deep.”

Her toes curled against his thigh. Pressed.

Pre-cum leaked into his boxers. He felt the wet spot spread.

Freya’s voice stayed calm. “You’re getting hard just from my shoe. From my scent. Say it.”

“I’m… getting hard from your shoe. From the way it smells like you.”

The confession burned. Made him harder.

She slid the stockinged foot higher. Toes traced the growing bulge through his trousers. Slow circles.

“Take the other one off.”

He obeyed. Hands shaking now. Second shoe slipped free. Same scent rolled over him - stronger this time, because both feet had been trapped all morning.

She took the shoe from him. Set both aside.

Then she stood over him in just the sheer black stockings.

“Hands behind your back.”

He laced his fingers. Kneeling straighter. Cock throbbing visibly now beneath the wool.

Freya raised her right foot. Pressed the stockinged sole flat against his face.

Warm. Silky. The ball of her foot covered his nose. Toes splayed over his forehead.

“Breathe.”

He did. Deep. Greedy. The nylon rubbed soft against his lips. Dampness from her sole transferred to his skin.

“Tell me exactly what you smell now. Every note.”

“Warm nylon. Your skin. A little sweat - clean sweat. Leather still clinging. Sweet. Musky. Makes my mouth water.”

His own words damned him. His cock jerked.

She pressed harder. Ground the sole slowly across his cheek, down to his mouth.

“Lick.”

His tongue darted out. Tasted salt. Nylon. The faint flavor of her foot after hours in patent leather.

A low groan escaped him.

“Good boy.” She kept the foot moving. Tracing his jaw. Pressing between his lips. “Suck my toes. One at a time.”

He opened. Took her big toe between his lips. Sucked gently through the sheer fabric. Tongue swirling.

She let him. Watched.

“Tell me how it feels in your mouth.”

“Soft. Warm. The nylon’s slick now from my spit. I can taste you underneath. Salty. Perfect.”

He moved to the next toe. Then the next. Slow. Worshipful. Each confession pulling him deeper.

His knees ached. His cock ached worse.

Freya’s breathing stayed even. Controlled. But her toes curled tighter around his tongue.

She pulled the foot away suddenly. Left him panting, mouth open, chin wet.

“Beg for it back.”

He stared up at her. Slate eyes glassy. “Please… put your foot back on my face.”

She smiled the smallest smile. “Why?”

“Because I need it. Because your scent is all I can think about. Because my cock is leaking for it.”

She rested the sole on his shoulder instead. Heavy. Warm. Stocking seam running straight up her calf.

His pulse hammered against her arch.

Freya looked down at him, voice silk over steel.

She rests one stockinged foot on his shoulder. Tomorrow we go deeper.


Chapter 3: Inhale

She rests one stockinged foot on his shoulder.

The weight pressed warm and heavy through the sheer black nylon. Darius remained on his knees in the private suite, morning light still slanting across the cream carpet. Charcoal suit trousers tight across his thighs, jacket still buttoned, tie straight. Cock straining visibly against the fabric, a dark wet spot already blooming.

Freya stood tall above him. White silk blouse crisp. Black pencil skirt hugging her hips. The second stockinged foot still planted on the floor beside his knee. No heels now - both patent Louboutins set neatly aside from yesterday’s removal.

She didn’t speak at first.

Just lifted the foot from his shoulder.

Placed it squarely over his face.

Sole to nose. Toes draping across his forehead.

The nylon felt hotter than before. Slightly damper from the morning’s warmth.

“Breathe,” she said. Voice velvet. Unhurried.

He inhaled.

Deep. Greedy.

The scent flooded him - richer now, layered. Warm nylon soaked with the full day’s residue. Salt from her skin. That same dark sweetness. A faint trace of leather still clinging from the shoes. Dampness at the ball of her foot transferred to his upper lip.

His cock jerked hard. Pre-cum pulsed out in a fresh spurt, soaking further into his boxers.

Freya reached for her tablet on the nearby chaise. Settled into a slow scroll of emails. One hand steady on the device. The other hanging relaxed at her side.

“Keep your face right there,” she murmured without looking down. “Nose pressed to my arch. Mouth under the ball. Breathe only through me.”

He adjusted. Pressed harder. The high curve of her arch filled his nostrils perfectly. Soft wrinkles formed when she flexed her toes lightly against his hair.

Inhale.

Out.

The rhythm took him. Each breath pulled more of her into his lungs. His mind narrowed to the sole covering his face. The texture of nylon sliding minutely as she shifted weight. The way her skin radiated heat through the sheer fabric.

Minutes passed.

Freya typed occasionally. The soft tap of her fingers the only other sound.

His knees ached deeper into the carpet. Cock throbbed in time with his heartbeat.

She paused her reading. “Tell me what you smell right now. Every single note. Slowly.”

He spoke into her sole. Voice muffled. Humid.

“Warm nylon… heavy with your scent. Salt at the ball. Sweeter near the toes. Musky underneath. Leather ghost from the shoes. Damp. It’s making me dizzy. Making my cock leak.”

Each word dragged out of him. Made the confession sharper. Made his shaft pulse visibly under the suit.

“Good,” she said. Calm. “Deeper now. Press your nose into the arch until you feel the curve against the bone.”

He obeyed. Crushed his face upward. The arch molded to him. Nylon stretched tighter. A tiny snag appeared near her heel - barely visible, a single thread pulled from yesterday’s pressure.

The scent intensified. Hotter. Wetter at the contact point.

His tongue ached to taste but he kept it still. Just breathing. Just drowning.

Freya continued reading. Occasionally flexing her foot. Grinding the sole in tiny circles that smeared her dampness across his cheeks, over his lips.

Time stretched.

His vision blurred at the edges. All he knew was her foot. The weight. The smell. The slow, deliberate way she used his face as a resting place while she worked.

His former self - the ruthless fixer - felt distant. Fractured. Replaced inch by inch with this desperate need to keep inhaling her.

She shifted her stance. Lifted the foot for a moment. Cool air hit his wet face.

He whimpered. Actually whimpered.

Freya looked down. Eyes ice-blue. “Already missing it?”

“Yes,” he rasped. “Please… put it back.”

She did. Slower this time. Pressing the sole fully over his mouth and nose. Toes curling to grip his nose bridge.

“Sniff louder. I want to hear how much you need it.”

He did. Loud, wet inhales. Nose buried deep. The sound humiliating. Addictive.

His cock strained so hard the zipper teeth dug into the shaft. Pre-cum had soaked through to the wool now. A visible dark patch.

Freya noticed. Her voice stayed even. “Look at that. Your expensive suit is ruined because you can’t stop smelling my foot. Tell me how that makes you feel.”

“Pathetic,” he breathed into her sole. “Hard. Needy. I hate how much I want this.”

“But you do want it.”

“Yes.”

“Say the full sentence.”

“I want to smell your stockinged sole more than anything. It’s making me harder than I’ve ever been.”

She kept him there. Minutes more. The tablet clicks continued. Her foot never left his face.

The psychological layer sank deeper - this wasn’t just physical. It was the casual dismissal. The way she used his face like furniture while handling ordinary work. His identity dissolving under the simple act of being ignored and inhaled at once.

His mind fractured further. Each breath rewired him.

Finally she lifted the foot away.

His face glistened. Cheeks flushed. Lips parted.

Freya stepped back half a pace. Looked down at the obvious tent in his trousers. The wet stain.

She smiles at his obvious hardness. Next time your tongue participates.


Chapter 4: Kiss

She smiles at his obvious hardness. Next time your tongue participates.

The words still hung in the private suite as Freya lowered her stockinged foot from his face. Morning light had shifted, brighter now across the cream carpet. Darius remained on his knees, charcoal suit rumpled at the knees, dark wet patch stark on his trousers. Face glistening with the damp imprint of her sole. Cock throbbing visibly, painfully hard.

Freya turned without hurry. Walked to the wide desk against the far wall. Same white silk blouse. Same tight black pencil skirt. Sheer black stockings still on both feet, the tiny run near the heel of the right one now more noticeable when she moved. No heels.

She sat. Crossed her legs. Opened the thick folder containing his original contract.

“ Crawl here,” she said. Voice velvet calm.

Darius moved forward on hands and knees. Suit jacket pulling tight across his back. The carpet burned his palms. His cock swung heavy between his legs, trapped and leaking.

When he reached the desk she pointed downward.

“Under it. Face up. Head between my feet.”

He obeyed. Slid beneath the desk. Rolled onto his back. The wooden underside inches from his nose. Her stockinged feet framed his face on either side.

Freya uncrossed. Placed both soles directly over him. One on each cheek.

“First, the cock ring.”

She reached into the desk drawer. Produced a thick black rubber ring. Held it down where he could see.

“Open your trousers. Take yourself out.”

His hands fumbled with belt, zipper. Freed his cock. It sprang up, angry red, veins pulsing, tip slick and dripping.

She leaned down. Slid the ring behind his balls. Snapped it tight at the base of his shaft.

Blood trapped. Cock swelled instantly thicker. Darker. The ring bit deliciously.

Darius groaned.

“Now,” she said, settling back, pen in hand, “kiss every inch of both soles. Slowly. Start with the left. Work from heel to toes. Miss nothing. And while you kiss, you will speak. Tell me exactly what you feel, what you taste through the nylon, and how much lower it makes you sink.”

She pressed the left sole fully onto his mouth.

He began.

Soft press of lips to the center of her heel. The nylon was warm, slightly gritty from carpet fibers. He kissed again. Firmer.

“Warm,” he whispered against her skin. “Nylon smooth but with tiny texture. I feel the curve of your heel bone underneath. It tastes… faint salt. Leather memory. Makes my cock pulse harder in the ring.”

Freya made a small mark on the contract page. “Continue.”

He kissed lower. Along the outer edge of her sole. Then inward. Each kiss deliberate. Lingering.

The arch came next. That high, elegant curve. He pressed his lips into it. Felt it yield slightly.

“Arch is so deep,” he murmured. “Nylon stretched tight. I can feel the muscle beneath. Smells stronger here. Sweeter. My balls ache from the ring. I feel… smaller. Like I belong under here.”

New layer sank in - each kiss forced him to name his own erosion. The articulation carved away pieces of his old arrogance. Replaced them with raw need.

Freya’s pen scratched steadily. She read clauses aloud sometimes. Corrected terms. All while his lips worshipped.

He moved to the ball of her foot. Kissed the padded area. Felt the soft wrinkles when she flexed.

“Taste is stronger now. Damp nylon against my lips. Your weight pressing down. I’m leaking steadily. The ring keeps me so hard it hurts. I need to keep kissing. Need to prove I deserve this.”

She switched feet. Right sole now. The one with the tiny run. He found the snag with his lips. Kissed it reverently.

“Small run here,” he confessed. “Thread pulled. Makes it feel more real. More used. I love that. Makes me want to press my tongue into it.”

“No tongue yet,” she reminded. Calm. “Only kisses. Keep talking.”

He covered every inch. Outer edge. Inner arch again. The soft underside of her toes. One by one he kissed between them through the sheer fabric.

Hours seemed to pass. Or minutes. Time dissolved under the desk. His world narrowed to the twin soles above him. The slow press. The taste of nylon and skin. The constant throb of his ringed cock dripping onto his suit jacket.

Freya occasionally shifted. Pressed one foot down harder while the other lifted for him to chase with his mouth.

“Tell me how this fractures you,” she said during one pause.

“Every kiss strips something away,” he answered, lips brushing her instep. “The man who walked in here is disappearing. All that’s left is the need to kiss your feet. To stay here. To be used while you work.”

The psychological weight pressed heavier than her soles. His own voice binding him. Each confession locking the new reality in place.

He returned to the left foot. Kissed the heel again. Then worked upward once more. Slower this time. More obsessive. Covering the same territory with fresh devotion.

His neck ached. Jaw tight from holding position. Cock purple now from the ring, a steady stream of pre-cum coating his lower abdomen.

Freya turned another page. Annotated in red.

He kissed the ball of her right foot again. Lingered. Pressed open-mouthed kisses so the nylon stuck to his lips when he pulled away.

“I can feel your pulse through the sole,” he whispered. “Warm blood under skin. It’s making me desperate. I would sign anything right now just to keep doing this.”

She let the silence stretch after that. Let his words echo in his own head.

Finally she closed the folder with a sharp snap.

She snaps the contract shut. Tomorrow these lips meet bare skin.


Chapter 5: Suck

She snaps the contract shut. Tomorrow these lips meet bare skin.

The sound echoed in the private suite as Freya pushed the folder aside. Mid-morning light now poured stronger through the windows, warming the cream carpet. Darius still lay on his back under the desk, charcoal suit jacket and shirt rumpled, trousers open, cock ringed and purple, leaking steadily onto his own abdomen. Face flushed and wet from hours of kissing.

Freya uncrossed her legs. Both sheer black stockings still on, the tiny run near the right heel more pronounced after the long session. No heels. White silk blouse and black pencil skirt unchanged.

She reached into the desk drawer again.

Without warning she leaned down and pinched his left nipple through his dress shirt. Hard.

He gasped.

Cold metal closed around it. The clamp bit deep. Sharp pain flared, then settled into a throbbing ache.

Before he could react she did the same to the right. Twin clamps now gripped his nipples tight, chains dangling between them.

“Up,” she ordered. “Kneel properly in front of the chair.”

Darius crawled out from under the desk. Knees burning. Chest aching with every breath as the clamps tugged. He knelt upright before her chair, cock still jutting obscenely from his open trousers, ring biting cruelly at the base.

Freya sat back. Lifted her right foot. The stockinged toes hovered inches from his mouth.

“Open.”

His lips parted.

She slid the big toe past them. Slow. Deliberate.

The nylon entered warm and damp. He closed around it. Sucked gently at first.

“Tongue,” she said. “Work it. Describe everything.”

He swirled his tongue around the toe through the sheer fabric. Tasted salt. Felt the smooth nail underneath. The toe filled his mouth, pressing against his palate.

“It’s thick,” he mumbled around it. “Warm nylon sliding on my tongue. Salty from the day. The clamp on my nipple is pulsing in time with my sucks. Makes my cock leak more.”

Freya pushed deeper. Toe pressing to the back of his throat.

“Suck harder. Like you mean it.”

He did. Hollowed his cheeks. Sucked with wet, obscene sounds. Spit began to soak the nylon further.

She withdrew the toe slowly, strings of saliva connecting it to his lips. Then offered the next toe. Second one. Smaller but just as warm.

He took it eagerly. Sucked. Licked between it and the first.

“Tell me how the pain in your nipples changes the taste,” she commanded.

“Sharp,” he gasped between toes. “Every suck makes the clamps bite deeper. Turns the salt on your toes into something hotter. I feel humiliated. Reduced to sucking your stockinged toes while my nipples scream. And it makes me harder.”

Freya’s voice stayed velvet. “Good. All ten toes. One by one. No rushing.”

She fed him the third. He sucked it clean. Then the fourth. Pinky toe smallest, delicate, he lavished attention on it until she was satisfied.

She switched to the left foot.

The process began again. Slower.

Big toe first. He took it deep. Bobbed his head. Tongue working frantically under the nylon. The clamps sent fresh jolts through his chest with every movement.

“Describe the difference between feet,” she said.

“Left one is slightly damper,” he answered, mouth full. “Stronger taste at the ball area earlier. The run on the right made that foot feel more… broken in. Both make my mind blank. All I want is more toes in my mouth.”

She pressed two toes in at once. Stretched his lips wide.

He moaned around them. Sucked greedily. Spit dripping down his chin onto his shirt. Cock bouncing with each heartbeat, trapped by the ring, pre-cum flowing in a constant thin stream.

The new psychological layer dug deeper: the clamps turned every sensation physical. Pain and pleasure braided tight. Each suck on her toes sent sparks to his clamped nipples and straight to his aching, ringed cock. His confessions no longer felt like choices - they spilled out automatically, deepening the fracture.

Freya kept him there for long minutes on each toe. Sometimes pulling back to let him chase. Sometimes holding still while he worshipped with lips and tongue only.

She wiggled her toes inside his mouth. “Clean between them. Get your tongue in deep.”

He obeyed. Slid his tongue into the gaps. Tasted the warmer, muskier skin where toes met. Nylon stretched and slick now with his spit.

His nipples burned constantly. The chains swayed when he moved his head. Fresh pain flared every time.

“Say what you are right now,” she murmured.

“A toe sucker,” he answered immediately, voice thick. “Kneeling in my suit with clamps on my nipples and a ring on my cock, sucking your stockinged toes like it’s the only thing that matters.”

“Exactly.”

She fed him the last pinky toe on the left foot. Held it there while he sucked with desperate devotion.

Time blurred again. The suite filled with wet sucking sounds, his muffled moans, her calm breathing.

Finally she withdrew her foot. It glistened with his saliva. Nylon darker where it was soaked. Toes shiny.

The clamps still bit hard into his nipples. Cock remained ringed and desperate.

She withdraws her foot glistening. The weight comes next.


Chapter 6: Crushed

She withdraws her foot glistening. The weight comes next.

The words lingered as Freya stood slowly from the chair in the private suite. Mid-morning light had warmed the room further, casting soft glows across the cream carpet. Darius knelt before her, charcoal suit jacket and shirt disheveled, trousers still open, cock ringed tight at the base - thick, purple, and leaking in a steady drip. Nipple clamps still biting deep into his chest, chains swaying with each ragged breath. Face flushed and wet from toe sucking, lips swollen. Sheer black stockings still hugged her legs, the tiny run near the right heel now damp and darkened from his saliva. No heels. White silk blouse and black pencil skirt unchanged.

She looked down at him.

“Stand up. Remove your jacket and shirt. Slowly.”

He rose on shaky legs. Fingers worked the buttons. Jacket slid off. Shirt followed, revealing his lean chest marked by the twin silver clamps pinching his nipples raw. Red circles already forming around them.

Freya pointed to the center of the carpet.

“Lie on your back. Arms at your sides. Legs straight.”

Darius lowered himself. Carpet soft against his bare back. Cock standing straight up, ring biting mercilessly, pre-cum pooling on his lower stomach. The clamps tugged with every movement.

Freya stepped closer. Her stockinged right foot lifted.

She placed it flat on his chest.

The weight settled gradually. Not all at once. First the ball, then the arch, then the heel. Warm nylon pressed into his skin. The sole still slick from his earlier worship.

He gasped.

“Feel that?” she asked. Voice low velvet.

“Yes… heavy. Warm. The nylon sliding on my skin.”

She added a little more pressure. Toes spread over his left pec, pressing near the clamp.

“Breathe through it. Tell me every sensation as I walk on you.”

She shifted her full weight onto the right foot.

His ribs compressed. Air left his lungs in a slow whoosh. The sole molded to his chest, wrinkles forming at the ball as she balanced perfectly. The tiny run near her heel dragged across his skin.

“Crushing,” he groaned. “Your arch digging into my sternum. Heat soaking through. The clamp on that side is screaming now. My cock is jumping. I feel… pinned. Owned under your foot.”

Freya lifted her left foot. Placed it beside the right. Both stockinged soles now on his chest.

She stood fully.

His vision spotted. Weight distributed across both feet - elegant, controlled, her towering height pressing down through those perfect arches and soles. The nylon felt slick and warm against his bare skin. Damp patches from his spit transferred back onto him.

“Describe the texture,” she commanded, shifting her weight slowly from one foot to the other.

“Soft nylon… but strong. Wrinkles at the balls when you rock. The run on the right foot feels rougher, like a snag catching on my nipple clamp chain. Pressure on my lungs. Every breath is shallow. My cock is so hard the ring feels like it’s cutting me. I’m leaking everywhere.”

She took a slow step forward. Right foot moving to his upper chest, near his throat. Left foot following to his stomach.

The trampling began in earnest.

Slow. Deliberate.

She walked in place. One foot lifting, then the other. Each placement precise. The ball of her foot grinding into his pecs. The arch rolling over his ribs. Heels digging into softer flesh.

Darius moaned with every step. The clamps bounced and tugged viciously. Pain bloomed fresh across his chest. His cock throbbed untouched, bouncing with each impact, pre-cum smearing across his skin.

Freya balanced on one foot for long moments. All her weight on a single sole pressed over his heart. Toes curling against his collarbone.

“Tell me what breaks inside you when I stand like this,” she said. Calm. Unhurried.

“Everything,” he panted. “The fixer who controlled rooms… he’s gone. Crushed under your sole. All that’s left is this desperate thing that wants your feet heavier. Wants the pain. Wants to be flattened until nothing else exists.”

The new layer sank deep - the crushing weight made his submission physical. Not just mental. His body yielded under her, ribs flexing, lungs burning, while his mind followed. Each step rewrote him as something smaller, something meant to be walked on.

She shifted again. Both feet on his stomach now. Grinding slow circles. The pressure pushed down on his guts. His cock stood inches away, untouched but twitching wildly.

Freya’s toes pointed. She dragged the sole of her right foot down his abdomen, stopping just above his ringed shaft.

Close. So close.

But not yet.

She stepped back up to his chest. Repeated the slow walk. Heel to ball. Ball to arch. Over and over.

Minutes stretched. His skin reddened under the nylon. Faint sole prints beginning to show - pale outlines of her high arches and toe pads. The dampness from her feet mixed with his sweat.

He groaned louder when she balanced fully on his left pec, grinding the ball of her foot directly over the clamp. Pain exploded. His cock spurted a thick rope of pre-cum that landed on his own thigh.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. “Your body takes my weight so well. Your mind is learning its place beneath it.”

She continued the trampling. Slow weight shifts. Perfect balance. Sometimes lifting one foot completely so all pressure concentrated on the other. The nylon whispered against his skin with every movement. The tiny run caught occasionally, pulling at his chest hair.

His breaths came shorter. Vision tunneled to the stockinged soles above him. The elegant curve of her ankles. The way her calves flexed as she adjusted.

The psychological crush layered on top of the physical. He was no longer the man who negotiated millions. He was the surface she walked upon. The platform for her calm superiority.

Freya finally slowed. Stepped carefully. One foot then the other.

She stood beside him.

Red prints marked his chest and stomach - clear imprints of her soles, toes, and the faint line of the run. His skin burned. Nipple clamps still biting. Cock ring still strangling. Shaft glistening with his own mess.

She steps off, leaving red prints. Your cock gets its turn tomorrow.


Chapter 7: Denied

She steps off, leaving red prints. Your cock gets its turn tomorrow.

The promise still burned in the air as Freya stood beside him in the private suite. Mid-morning light had grown warmer, golden across the cream carpet. Darius lay on his back, bare chest and stomach marked with fading red sole prints, nipple clamps still biting into his swollen nipples, cock ringed tight at the base - thick, purple, and glistening with pre-cum. Trousers pushed down around his thighs, suit jacket and shirt discarded nearby. Sheer black stockings remained on her legs, the tiny run near the right heel now more visible against his skin marks. No heels. White silk blouse and black pencil skirt unchanged.

“Stand up,” she said softly.

He pushed himself up, legs shaking. Bruises from her trampling throbbed across his torso with every breath. The clamps tugged viciously. His ringed cock bobbed heavy and desperate.

Freya gestured to the leather chaise against the wall. “Sit. Back against the cushions. Legs spread wide.”

Darius obeyed, lowering himself onto the cool leather. Naked from the waist up, trousers bunched at his ankles. Cock standing rigid, veins bulging around the black rubber ring.

She stepped between his spread knees.

Reached down. Removed the nipple clamps one by one.

Blood rushed back in a searing wave. He cried out, back arching. Fresh pain bloomed hot across his chest.

Freya watched the reaction with calm eyes. Then she knelt gracefully - not fully, but enough to reach into the drawer once more. She produced a small bottle of clear oil.

“Stay exactly like that,” she murmured.

She poured a generous stream of oil directly onto her right stockinged foot. The sheer black nylon darkened instantly as the liquid soaked in. It glistened. Dripped between her toes.

The scent of the oil mixed with her foot smell - sweet, slick, warm.

She lifted the oiled foot. Placed the sole flat against his throbbing cock.

The first contact made him jolt.

Warm. Silky. Slippery. The nylon slid perfectly over his oiled shaft.

“Hands behind your head,” she ordered. “Do not move them. Do not thrust. Only feel.”

He laced his fingers behind his neck. Chest heaving. Bruises pulsing.

Freya began.

Slow.

Excruciatingly slow.

Her right foot pressed the arch along the underside of his cock. Rolled upward from base to tip. The oil made everything glide. Toes curled gently at the head, squeezing the sensitive ridge.

His hips twitched involuntarily.

She stopped. Lifted the foot away.

“No movement from you,” she reminded. Voice velvet steel. “Tell me what you feel. Every detail.”

“The nylon is so smooth,” he gasped. “Oiled and warm. Your arch pressing the vein underneath. Toes teasing the head. My balls are tight from the ring. The bruises on my chest burn when I breathe. I’m so close already.”

She lowered the foot again. This time using both soles.

Left foot joined. They sandwiched his cock between them. Pressed together.

She stroked.

Long, luxurious slides. The oiled nylon gliding up and down his entire length. Toes curling and uncurling around the head on every upstroke. The ball of her foot grinding against his balls.

Wet, slick sounds filled the room.

Darius moaned low and broken. The ring kept him achingly hard. Every slide built the pressure higher. His bruised chest rose and fell rapidly.

She brought him to the edge.

His cock swelled. Balls drew up. The tell-tale tightening began.

She stopped. Lifted both feet away.

He whimpered. Hips chasing nothing. Pre-cum mixed with oil dripped down his shaft.

“Beg,” she said simply.

“Please… don’t stop. I need your feet on my cock. The silk, the oil, your toes - please let me feel it again.”

Freya smiled faintly. Lowered her feet once more.

This time she focused on the head. Toes of her right foot spreading over the swollen tip. Pinching. Rolling. The left sole pressed the shaft steady.

Slow circles.

Teasing flicks of her big toe right over the slit.

The sensation was maddening. Slick nylon dragging across the most sensitive skin. Oil making it frictionless and filthy.

He edged again. Faster this time. Moans turning desperate.

She withdrew.

Again.

And again.

Each cycle longer. Each denial deeper.

She varied the technique. One foot stroking full length while the other’s toes played with his balls through the ring. Then both arches pressing together, squeezing his cock like a fleshy vice of silk and oil.

The psychological layer twisted cruelly now - the constant edging without release turned his pleasure into torment. Every near-orgasm reminded him how completely she controlled even this. His cock no longer belonged to him. It existed only for her feet to tease and deny. The bruises on his chest throbbed in rhythm with the denied peaks, anchoring the pain to the pleasure.

“Describe how denial feels in your body,” she commanded during one pause, her oiled stockinged toes resting lightly on his thigh.

“It burns,” he panted. “Pressure building in my balls until they ache worse than the bruises. My cock feels like it’s going to explode but can’t. Every time you stop I sink deeper. I hate it. I need it. I’d do anything for your soles right now.”

Freya continued.

Hours seemed to melt.

She brought him right to the brink five, six, seven times. Each edging slower, filthier. Once she used only her toes - curling them around the head, tugging gently, while the other foot’s arch rubbed the underside in tiny strokes. Oil and pre-cum coated her stockings completely, making the sheer fabric translucent in places. The tiny run had torn a fraction more from the repeated sliding.

His moans became constant. Voice hoarse. Body trembling on the chaise. Bruised torso slick with sweat and oil. Cock an angry, dripping mess.

Finally she slowed to almost nothing. Just the lightest glide of one sole along his shaft. Barely touching.

He sobbed with need.

She wiped her foot on his chest. Public tomorrow. Try not to leak.


Chapter 8: Under the Table

She wipes her foot on his chest. Public tomorrow. Try not to leak.

The next evening, soft lighting glowed over crisp white tablecloths in the upscale restaurant. Low murmurs of conversation, clink of silverware, and the faint scent of expensive wine filled the air. Darius sat at a corner table, charcoal suit freshly pressed but already feeling too tight. His cock still ached from yesterday’s endless denial, the black cock ring removed only that morning, leaving him sensitive and leaking at the slightest thought.

Freya sat opposite him, elegant and untouchable. White silk blouse, black pencil skirt. Sheer black stockings still on her endless legs, the tiny run near the right heel now a little longer from repeated use. Black patent Louboutins back on her feet, red soles hidden beneath the table.

Before they had left the suite she had produced the remote egg.

“Open your trousers,” she had ordered in the private suite.

He had obeyed. She had coated the smooth egg in lube and pushed it slowly into his ass, twisting until it seated deep against his prostate. The remote stayed in her purse.

Now, under the table, the egg hummed to life.

Low. Insistent. Pulsing against his prostate in slow waves.

Darius gripped the edge of the table.

Freya’s voice floated across the linen, calm as ever. “Under the table. On your knees. Now.”

The restaurant was busy but their corner booth offered partial privacy. The long white tablecloth draped almost to the floor.

He slid from his chair. Crawled beneath the table. Heart hammering. The egg buzzed harder for a moment, making his cock twitch inside his trousers.

Freya parted her legs. One Louboutin nudged his shoulder.

“Remove them. Both.”

His hands shook as he slipped the patent heels off. The warm scent of her stockinged feet after hours in the shoes rolled over him - leather, nylon, her skin, stronger now from the evening’s warmth.

The egg pulsed again. Deeper.

“Face to my feet. Worship quietly. No sounds that carry. And describe everything you feel, everything you smell, everything the egg does to you. Whisper it into my soles.”

He pressed his face between her stockinged feet. Nose buried against the damp arch of her right foot. The nylon was warm, slightly sweaty from the day, the tiny run catching on his lip.

Inhale.

The scent was intoxicating - richer in the public setting, forbidden.

“The egg is pulsing inside me,” he whispered against her sole. “Slow waves against my prostate. Making my cock leak into my boxers. Your foot smells so strong tonight. Warm nylon, salt, that sweet musk. It’s making me dizzy.”

Freya’s foot flexed. Toes spreading over his nose.

Above the table, she ordered wine from the waiter. Voice perfectly composed.

Darius licked the arch through the nylon. Slow, broad strokes of his tongue. Tasting the day’s residue. The egg buzzed stronger, sending jolts of pleasure through his ass straight to his cock. Pre-cum soaked the front of his trousers now.

He moved to her left foot. Kissed the ball. Sucked gently on the toes one by one through the sheer fabric.

“The vibration is getting faster,” he confessed into her instep. “It’s pressing right on my prostate. My cock is dripping constantly. I can feel it running down my shaft. Your toes taste saltier here. The run on your right foot is rough against my tongue. I’m terrified someone will notice but I can’t stop.”

The new psychological layer pressed in hard - the public risk. The knowledge that only a tablecloth separated his degradation from the elegant diners around them. Every whisper, every lick carried the terror of discovery, yet it only made his submission sharper. His old identity as the ruthless fixer crumbled further under the dual humiliation of public worship and the relentless internal vibration.

Freya shifted. Pressed one stockinged sole fully over his face while the other slid into his lap. Toes traced the wet bulge through his trousers.

The egg intensified. Rapid pulses now.

He moaned softly into her arch. Quickly stifled it.

“Keep describing,” she murmured above, pretending to check her phone.

“Your sole is so warm and damp on my face,” he whispered. “Nylon sliding wet from my tongue. The egg is milking me inside. Every pulse makes more pre-cum spill. I’m leaking like a faucet. My balls are tight. I want to hump your foot but I know I can’t. I’m just a foot slave under this table while people eat dinner around us.”

She rewarded him by grinding the ball of her foot against his mouth. Toes curling over his nose, forcing deeper breaths of her scent.

The waiter returned with their starters. Freya thanked him politely, voice never wavering.

Underneath, Darius sucked her big toe deep. Tongue working frantically. The egg buzzed in strong, rhythmic waves that made his prostate throb and his cock jerk helplessly. Pre-cum had soaked through his trousers in a visible dark patch.

He switched feet again. Nuzzled the left sole. Licked long stripes from heel to toes. The tiny run caught on his tongue, the frayed thread adding a rough texture that made him shiver.

“The vibration is constant now,” he breathed. “It feels like I’m being fucked from inside. My cock is so sensitive every tiny movement of your toes makes me leak more. I can smell how wet your stockings are from my mouth. I’m breaking. Right here in public. Reduced to licking your feet while the egg ruins me.”

Freya’s foot in his lap pressed harder. Toes squeezing the head of his cock through the fabric. Rubbing slow circles.

The egg hit a new setting - long, deep pulses that made his hips buck involuntarily.

He pressed his face harder into her right foot. Nose crushed into the arch. Mouth open under the ball. Licking desperately.

Above the table, Freya’s breathing remained steady, but her free hand tightened slightly on her wine glass.

The risk amplified everything. The soft conversations around them. The possibility of a dropped napkin, a curious glance under the cloth. His entire existence narrowed to her feet, the egg, and the desperate need to stay silent while his body betrayed him.

Minutes dragged in exquisite torment.

He worshipped both soles thoroughly. Kissing every inch. Licking between every toe. Sucking until the nylon was soaked and dark with his spit. All while whispering his degradation into her skin.

The egg never let up. Relentless internal massage that kept him on the razor edge of orgasm without release. His cock leaked in a near-constant dribble, trousers ruined.

Freya’s thighs tightened subtly.

She came quietly above the table. A soft, controlled exhale. Her stockinged feet pressed harder against his face and lap for a few long seconds as the orgasm rolled through her.

Beneath, Darius leaked helplessly. The egg still pulsing. His cock twitching and spilling more pre-cum with no relief.

She orgasms quietly above table while he leaks helplessly. The blindfold comes off tomorrow.


Chapter 9: Face Down

She orgasms quietly above table while he leaks helplessly. The blindfold comes off tomorrow.

The next morning, pale light filtered into Freya’s private suite. The air still carried faint traces of leather and her skin. Darius knelt in the center of the cream carpet, completely naked now - suit stripped away the moment they returned from the restaurant the night before. The remote egg had been removed only hours ago, leaving his ass tender and his prostate still buzzing with phantom pulses. His cock hung heavy and sensitive between his thighs, bruised from denial and public teasing. Wrists already cuffed behind his back with sleek black leather restraints she had fastened without a word.

Freya stood over him. White silk blouse and black pencil skirt still immaculate. Sheer black stockings on her long legs, the tiny run near the right heel now a visible ladder that had lengthened slightly from the restaurant friction. No heels.

She held a wide black silk blindfold.

“Eyes closed.”

He obeyed. The fabric slid over his face, plunging him into darkness. Tied tight at the back of his head.

The world narrowed instantly. Sound. Scent. The faint creak of the leather cuffs. His own heartbeat.

Freya’s voice came low and velvet. “On your back. Head flat on the carpet.”

He lowered himself. Naked back against the soft pile. Cuffed wrists digging into his spine. Cock already twitching upward, exposed and vulnerable.

She stepped closer.

One stockinged foot lifted.

Placed directly on his face.

Full weight.

Not gradual this time.

The sole covered him completely - ball pressing over his mouth, high arch sealing his nose, heel grinding against his forehead. Warm nylon, still carrying the layered scent from yesterday’s restaurant worship and the long night after. Damp. Salty. Musky. The tiny run dragged rough across his cheek.

Air became precious.

He sucked in what he could through the nylon, the fabric sucking into his nostrils with each desperate inhale.

Freya balanced perfectly. All her height and control pressing down through that single foot.

“Struggle for me,” she murmured. “Let me feel you fight beneath my sole.”

His body reacted before his mind. Chest heaving. Head trying to turn. Cuffed wrists pulling uselessly. The lack of sight amplified everything - the crushing pressure, the heat, the way her toes flexed and gripped his nose like a vice.

The new psychological layer sank in deep: total sensory deprivation combined with breath control. Blindfolded and cuffed, he existed only as the surface under her foot. Every stolen breath had to be earned through her mercy. His old ruthless control was gone; now even oxygen came from between her toes.

She shifted her weight slightly. Toes spreading over his nose, trapping it between the big toe and second. The arch pressed harder over his mouth.

“Breathe only when I allow space,” she said.

He tried. Short, wet gasps when she rocked her foot just enough to crack a sliver of air. The nylon filled his mouth. Taste bloomed - stronger than before, yesterday’s dried spit and restaurant sweat reactivated by fresh dampness. Salty. Earthy. Sweet underneath.

His cock throbbed hard against his stomach. Pre-cum beaded at the tip and slid down the shaft.

Freya lifted the foot for three heartbeats. Cool air rushed in. He gasped greedily.

Then she brought the other foot down. Left sole this time. Fuller pressure. Toes curling over his eyes through the blindfold, arch sealing his nose completely.

Darkness deepened.

He bucked. Body arching under the weight. Cuffs creaked. A strangled moan vibrated against her sole.

“Tell me,” she commanded, voice calm above him. “Describe the taste. The pressure. How it feels to be nothing but my footrest.”

He spoke into the nylon, words muffled and broken.

“Taste… strong. Salty from yesterday. Your sweat reactivated. The run on your right foot is rough on my cheek - frayed threads catching. Pressure crushing my face. Nose trapped between your toes. Can barely breathe. My cock is leaking because I’m under your full weight. Blind. Cuffed. Helpless. It breaks me deeper every second.”

She rewarded the confession by grinding slowly. Rolling her sole across his features. Ball smearing over his lips. Arch dragging over his nose. Heel pressing into his chin.

Then she switched feet again. Right one returning. The ladder run catching on his lower lip, pulling slightly.

She stood with both feet on his face now.

Full weight.

Toes of one foot over his forehead, the other sole covering mouth and nose. Balanced with perfect control.

His world became only her feet. The slick warmth of nylon. The crushing pressure flattening his nose. The desperate struggle for oxygen that came in tiny, humid sips when she allowed the slightest shift.

Panic flickered at the edges, then melted into something darker - surrender. The blindfold made it total. No visual escape. Only the feel of her soles owning his face. The scent flooding his lungs. The taste coating his tongue.

His cock pulsed visibly. A thick drop of pre-cum stretched and fell onto his thigh.

Freya kept him there long minutes. Shifting weight with minute adjustments. Sometimes lifting one foot entirely so the other bore all the load, grinding his head into the carpet. Sometimes pressing both down together until black spots danced behind the blindfold.

“Deeper,” she whispered. “Feel how easily I could smother you under my soles. How your life is measured by the space I give you between my toes.”

He moaned louder into the nylon. The vibration traveled up her foot.

The psychological cruelty layered tighter: every breath he fought for reinforced his place. Not just beneath her, but dependent on her. The cuffs kept his hands useless. The blindfold kept his pride blind. All that remained was raw animal need - to breathe her in, to taste her, to endure the crushing weight because it made his denied cock drip with shameful arousal.

She rocked slowly. Toes gripping and releasing his nose. The damp nylon sucking in and out with his frantic attempts at air.

Time stretched into an eternity of sole and struggle. His face burned. Jaw ached. Lungs burned for more oxygen that she rationed with exquisite control.

Finally the pressure eased.

One foot lifted completely. Then the other.

Cool air rushed over his soaked, reddened face. The blindfold still in place.

She removed blindfold, eyes glittering. Tomorrow I tie you open.


Chapter 10: Tongue Service

She removes blindfold, eyes glittering. Tomorrow I tie you open.

Morning light spilled across the private suite, now centered on the wide bed against the far wall. Darius lay spread-eagle on his back, completely naked. Wrists locked in leather cuffs to the headboard chains. Ankles secured to the footboard. His cock rested heavy against his lower stomach, still sensitive and half-hard from the previous day’s face trampling, faint red marks lingering on his cheeks and forehead.

Freya stood beside the bed. White silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal the swell of her breasts. Black pencil skirt hiked slightly at the hips. Sheer black stockings still clung to her endless legs, the ladder run near the right heel now a noticeable tear that had laddered further during the blindfolded crushing. No heels.

She climbed onto the bed with deliberate grace.

Straddled his face.

Her skirt rode higher. She wore no panties. Smooth, bare pussy hovered inches above his mouth. The scent of her arousal - musky, warm, slightly sweet - washed over him.

“Open your mouth. Tongue out. You will lick me exactly as I command. No rushing. No finishing until I say.”

Darius extended his tongue.

Freya lowered slowly. Her slick folds met his mouth. Wet heat enveloped his tongue. She tasted rich. Tangy. Intoxicating.

At the same moment she shifted her stockinged feet.

One foot planted on his chest. The other slid down to his cock.

The nylon sole pressed flat against his shaft. Warm. Slightly rough where the run had torn.

She began to grind.

Slow, rolling movements of her hips. Pussy sliding over his tongue and lips. Clit rubbing against the flat of his tongue on every forward rock.

“Deeper,” she ordered. Voice velvet. “Fuck me with your tongue.”

He thrust his tongue inside her. Sliding into the tight, wet channel. Tasting her walls. Feeling them clench around him.

Her foot on his cock moved in perfect sync. Arch rolling along his length. Toes curling around the head on the upstroke. The oil from yesterday had long dried, but the nylon still glided with the fresh slickness of her arousal dripping down.

Darius moaned into her pussy. The vibration made her thighs tighten.

“Tell me what you taste,” she said, grinding harder. “Every detail. While my feet use your cock.”

He pulled back just enough to speak, tongue still brushing her clit.

“You taste so wet. Tangy. Thick on my tongue. Your pussy is clenching every time I push inside. Your right foot - the one with the run - is rough on my shaft. The torn nylon catches on the head. It hurts and feels perfect. My cock is leaking again because your soles own it even while you ride my face.”

Freya rewarded him by pressing her clit harder against his tongue. Rolling in tight circles.

Her feet worked him relentlessly.

The foot on his chest shifted. Toes pinching his left nipple, still tender from the clamps days ago. The other foot stroked his cock in long, luxurious glides. Toes spreading to grip the shaft. Arch pressing the underside. Heel occasionally nudging his balls.

The spread-eagle position left him utterly helpless. Limbs locked wide. Body open for her use. No way to thrust. No way to escape the dual assault - her dripping pussy smothering his mouth, her stockinged feet teasing his cock without mercy.

New psychological layer sank in: the contrast of service and denial. He was giving her pleasure, feeling her orgasm build on his tongue, while his own cock received only teasing friction from her feet. The restraints amplified the helplessness. Every lick brought her closer while keeping him edged and desperate beneath her. His identity as anything but her oral toy and footrest dissolved completely.

She rode his face slower now. Luxurious grinds. Letting her juices coat his chin, his cheeks, his nose.

“Lick my clit. Flat tongue. Steady.”

He obeyed. Broad, slow licks. Circling the swollen nub. Sucking gently when she pressed down.

Her breathing deepened above him. But her control never broke.

The foot on his cock sped up slightly. Toes curling tighter around the head. Milking out fresh beads of pre-cum that smeared across the nylon, darkening the sheer fabric further. The run laddered another inch from the repeated rubbing.

“Describe how my feet feel on your cock while you taste my orgasm building,” she commanded.

“Your soles are so warm and silky,” he gasped between licks. “The torn nylon is rough on the sensitive head. Toes gripping like they own every inch. It’s making me leak nonstop. I can feel your pussy getting wetter on my tongue. You’re going to come on my face and I can’t even touch myself. I’m just a tongue and a cock for your feet.”

Freya moaned softly - the first uncontrolled sound. Her hips rocked faster. Pussy grinding down hard.

She flooded his mouth.

Wet. Hot. Copious.

He swallowed what he could. Lapped greedily at her clit as the orgasm rolled through her. Her thighs trembled around his head.

All the while her feet never stopped.

One pressing firmly on his chest, toes digging into his skin. The other stroking his cock in slow, deliberate pumps. Arch sliding up and down the shaft. Toes pinching the head on every upstroke until he was right on the edge again.

She came hard.

A long, shuddering climax that soaked his face and tongue. Her pussy clenched rhythmically. Juices ran down his chin onto the sheets.

Darius kept licking through it. Gentle now. Cleaning her. Worshipping every fold.

Her feet slowed but continued the teasing. Light glides. Toes tracing the veins of his throbbing cock. Keeping him desperate. Denied.

Finally the tremors subsided.

Freya lifted herself from his face.

She stood over him on the bed for a moment, looking down at his glistening, juice-smeared face. His cock angry and leaking. Body stretched spread-eagle and helpless.

She comes hard on his tongue then stands. The spreader bar arrives tomorrow.


Chapter 11: Barred Open

She comes hard on his tongue then stands. The spreader bar arrives tomorrow.

The following morning, sunlight slanted across the wide bed in Freya’s private suite. Darius remained spread-eagle on his back, naked, wrists still locked to the headboard chains, ankles secured to the footboard. His face glistened with dried remnants of Freya’s orgasm from the previous session. Cock lay heavy and aching against his stomach, sensitive from the relentless foot teasing.

Freya stood beside the bed. White silk blouse slightly rumpled from riding his face, black pencil skirt smoothed back into place. Sheer black stockings still on her legs, the ladder run near the right heel now a prominent tear that had laddered halfway up her calf from repeated grinding and friction. No heels.

She reached for a long metal spreader bar leaning against the wall.

“Ankles first,” she said calmly.

She unlocked the footboard cuffs. Replaced them with the thick leather ankle cuffs attached to the bar. Spread his legs wide. Snapped the bar into rigid position.

Darius’s legs were now locked apart, knees slightly bent.

“Turn over. Ass up.”

He struggled to obey with wrists still chained above his head. Freya helped him roll. The spreader bar kept his ankles locked wide. She adjusted the headboard chains so his arms remained stretched forward, chest pressed to the sheets, ass raised high and vulnerable. Completely immobile. Back arched. Cock and balls hanging exposed between his spread thighs.

Freya stepped back to admire the position. Then climbed onto the bed behind him.

She poured fresh oil onto her stockinged feet. The sheer black nylon darkened instantly, glistening. The torn run caught the liquid and wicked it upward.

One foot slid between his spread thighs.

The oiled sole pressed flat against his cock and balls.

Warm. Slick. Heavy.

She began to grind.

Slow.

Deliberate.

The ball of her foot rolled over his shaft from base to tip. Arch pressing down on the sensitive underside. Toes curling underneath to cup his balls, squeezing gently.

Darius moaned into the sheets. The spreader bar prevented even the smallest thrust. His hips could not move. He was trapped in perfect position for her soles to use him.

“Feel how open you are,” she murmured. “Tell me every sensation as my feet grind your cock and balls into submission.”

The oil made everything slippery and filthy. Her right foot - the one with the long tear - dragged rougher texture across his shaft. The frayed nylon caught on the head of his cock with every pass.

“Your sole is so warm and slick,” he gasped. “The oil mixes with my pre-cum. The torn run feels like sandpaper on the head - sharp, stinging, perfect. Your toes are squeezing my balls. Rolling them. I can’t move an inch. The bar keeps me spread wide and helpless. Every grind pushes me closer but I know you won’t let me come.”

Freya added her left foot.

Both soles now worked him.

One stroking the full length of his cock in long, luxurious glides. The other pressing down on his balls, massaging them with slow circles. Toes spreading and curling. The high arches creating perfect pressure points.

She took her time.

Minutes of slow grinding.

The spreader bar kept his ass raised, back arched, cock and balls completely accessible. No escape. No way to clench or thrust. Only endure the relentless, oiled nylon teasing.

She varied the rhythm.

Sometimes both feet sandwiching his shaft, sliding in opposite directions. Sometimes one foot pinning his balls down while the other stroked only the head with her toes. The oil and his constant leaking made wet, obscene sounds with every movement.

“Describe how the immobility breaks you,” she commanded, pressing harder.

“I can’t move,” he groaned. “The bar locks my legs wide open. My ass is up like an offering. Your feet own my cock completely. The rough tear on your right stocking keeps catching on the slit - every time it pulls I leak more. I feel exposed. Reduced to a set of cock and balls for your soles to grind. The more I need to come the more helpless I feel. It’s destroying the last pieces of me.”

The new psychological layer dug in deeper: total physical immobilization. The spreader bar turned his body into an object - ass presented, genitals dangling for exclusive foot use. Every denied edge reinforced that he existed only for her pleasure and his own torment. No agency. No movement. Only the slow, hypnotic grind of her stockinged soles turning his arousal into liquid desperation.

Freya continued for long, luxurious stretches.

She ground the ball of her right foot directly over the head of his cock. Toes pinching the frenulum through the torn nylon. Pressing down until he whimpered.

Then she shifted. One sole sliding under his balls, lifting them slightly while the other stroked the shaft from below.

Oil dripped down his thighs. His cock was purple, veins bulging, constantly leaking thick strings of pre-cum that she smeared across her stockings.

She brought him to the edge repeatedly.

Each time slowing to almost nothing when his balls tightened and his moans turned desperate. Then resuming the slow, filthy grinding.

The torn run on her right stocking grew wet and darker with oil and his fluids. The ladder extended further with every rough pass over his sensitive skin.

Darius’s voice grew hoarse from describing every detail. Every texture. Every humiliating throb. The way the spreader bar made his ass cheeks spread wider when he tried futilely to move. The way his prostate still remembered the egg and pulsed in sympathy with her foot pressure.

Hours seemed to pass in the sunlit room.

Freya’s movements never hurried. Slow rolls of her arches. Precise toe work. The occasional full-weight press that pinned his cock flat against his own stomach.

His entire lower body burned with denied need. Balls heavy and aching. Cock slick and throbbing. Ass raised and trembling in the rigid bar.

Finally she slowed to the lightest teasing glides. Just enough to keep him on the razor edge.

She leaned forward and snapped the final buckle on the spreader bar tighter.

She snaps the final buckle. The Destroyer heels come out tomorrow.


Chapter 12: The Destroyer

She snaps the final buckle. The Destroyer heels come out tomorrow.

The next morning, bright sunlight flooded the private suite, illuminating every mark on Darius’s body. He remained locked in position on the wide bed - naked, ass raised high by the rigid spreader bar between his ankles, wrists chained forward to the headboard. Cock and balls hung exposed and aching, still slick with dried oil and pre-cum from the endless grinding session. Faint bruises from previous trampling and teasing covered his chest and stomach.

Freya stood beside the bed. White silk blouse open at the collar. Black pencil skirt hugging her hips. The sheer black stockings remained on her legs, the long ladder run now a prominent tear that had laddered nearly to her knee, dark and frayed from oil and constant use.

She reached for the pair of shoes waiting on the floor.

Six-inch spiked Destroyer heels.

Patent black. Needle-thin stiletto heels. Platforms at the front. Cruel, gleaming metal spikes embedded in the soles.

She slipped them on slowly. One foot, then the other. The red soles flashed. The spikes caught the light.

“Stay exactly as you are,” she said. Voice velvet calm.

She climbed onto the bed.

The first spike pressed into his left shoulder blade.

Sharp. Cold metal piercing skin.

Freya shifted her full weight onto that single heel.

Darius cried out. The pain was immediate and bright. The spike dug deep, pinning him harder into the mattress.

She brought the second heel down on his right shoulder.

Both spikes now embedded.

She stood fully on his back.

The weight crushed him downward. The spreader bar kept his ass raised, legs spread wide. His cock throbbed harder against the sheets from the pain alone.

“Feel the Destroyers,” she murmured. “Tell me how they mark you.”

“The spikes… they’re stabbing into my shoulders. Sharp. Burning. Your weight is so heavy through them. My back is flattening. My cock is leaking again just from the pain. The torn stocking is still visible above the heel straps. It makes it filthier.”

Freya began to walk.

Slow.

Methodical.

Each step deliberate.

Right heel lifted. Spike pulled free with a wet pop. Then driven down into his lower back. Left heel followed, piercing just above his ass cheek.

The spikes left tiny red punctures with every placement. Blood beaded in some. Bruises bloomed instantly around others.

She trampled the entire length of his body.

From shoulders to lower back. Down one side, up the other. Heels grinding in slow circles when she paused. The platforms at the front allowed her to balance while the spikes did the damage.

Darius moaned continuously into the sheets. The spreader bar rattled with every involuntary twitch. His cock dripped steadily onto the bed.

Freya reached down between her own legs.

Skirt hiked higher. Fingers found her bare pussy. She began to masturbate slowly above him while she trampled.

Two fingers circling her clit. Sliding inside herself.

The wet sounds mixed with the sharp clicks of the spikes and his muffled groans.

“Describe the pain while I fuck myself on your destruction,” she ordered.

“Every spike feels like fire,” he panted. “When you grind, the metal twists inside the punctures. My back is a map of your heels. The weight crushes my ribs. My ass is still spread wide by the bar and I can’t protect anything. Watching you touch yourself while you destroy me… it makes me leak more. I’m just meat for your Destroyers. A surface for you to come on.”

She stepped lower.

One spiked heel pressed directly onto his left ass cheek. The spike sank in. She twisted slowly.

The other heel came down on his right ass cheek.

Full weight on his ass.

The spreader bar forced his cheeks apart. The spikes dug dangerously close to his hole.

Freya moaned softly. Her fingers moved faster inside her pussy.

She continued the ritual.

Trampling his thighs. The spikes piercing the softer flesh of his hamstrings. Then back up to his back. Across his shoulders again.

Each step slower than the last.

Lingering.

Grinding.

The psychological layer cut deeper now: the Destroyers turned his body into a literal canvas of her dominance. Every puncture, every bruise, every drop of blood was a permanent reminder etched into his skin. While she masturbated above him, using his pain as fuel for her pleasure, his arousal became inseparable from the destruction. His cock leaked not despite the agony, but because of it. He was being broken open - physically, permanently - while she brought herself to the edge.

Freya stepped onto his upper back again. Both heels side by side. Spikes embedded deep between his shoulder blades.

She rode the pain.

Fingers plunging deep into her pussy. Thumb circling her clit.

Her breathing grew ragged.

The heels twisted.

Darius screamed into the mattress. Fresh blood trickled from the punctures. His cock spurted a thick rope of pre-cum untouched.

She came hard above him.

A long, shuddering orgasm that made her thighs shake. Her pussy clenched visibly around her fingers. Juices ran down her hand and dripped onto his bruised back.

The spikes stayed embedded through her climax.

When the waves finally eased, she remained standing on him for long moments. Letting the Destroyers settle deeper. Letting the pain throb in time with her aftershocks.

Finally she stepped off.

One heel, then the other.

The spikes pulled free with wet sounds. Red punctures and deep bruises covered his back, ass, and thighs. Some still oozing tiny beads of blood. His cock continued to leak helplessly onto the sheets.

A thin leather collar waited on the nightstand. She picked it up.

Leaned down and fastened it around his throat for the first time.

The leather was cool and snug. A small metal ring at the front.

She steps off, glistening. Tomorrow you sign. Permanently.


Chapter 13: Signed Underfoot

She steps off, glistening. Tomorrow you sign. Permanently.

The following morning, sunlight poured through the tall windows of the private suite, casting long golden beams across the wide bed. Darius lay face-down on the mattress, naked except for the thin leather collar now locked snug around his throat. His back, ass, and thighs were covered in fresh punctures and deep purple bruises from the Destroyer heels. Cock still leaked slowly onto the sheets beneath him. The spreader bar had been removed only minutes earlier, leaving his legs trembling and weak. Wrists remained cuffed loosely in front of him.

Freya stood beside the bed. White silk blouse open at the throat. Black pencil skirt smoothed down. The sheer black stockings had finally been peeled off and set aside, revealing her bare feet - porcelain pale, high elegant arches, long toes painted deep blood-red, soles slightly pink from constant use. The Destroyer heels waited nearby, spikes still faintly stained.

She reached for the thick stack of ownership papers on the nightstand.

“On the floor. Kneel.”

Darius slid off the bed. Knees hit the cream carpet. Collar ring clinking softly. He knelt naked before her, marked body trembling, cock hanging heavy and already hardening again.

Freya placed the contract pages on the floor directly in front of her bare feet.

Then she stepped into the Destroyer heels once more.

Six-inch spikes clicked against the floor.

She placed one spiked heel on the small of his back. The other on his left shoulder blade.

The metal pierced fresh into the existing bruises. Sharp. Burning. Pinning him down so his chest and face hovered inches above the papers.

“Sign,” she said. Voice low velvet. “Every page. While my heels hold you in place. Read each line aloud first. Then sign your old name for the last time.”

Darius’s hand shook as he picked up the pen.

The first heel ground slowly. Spike twisting deeper into his shoulder.

He began reading. Voice hoarse.

“I, Darius… surrender all autonomy… to Freya… body, mind, and will… to be used beneath her feet…”

He signed.

The spike pressed harder. Blood welled around the metal.

Next page.

His cock throbbed visibly beneath him, leaking onto the carpet.

Freya shifted her weight. Right heel moving to the center of his back. Left heel grinding into his right ass cheek, reopening a puncture.

“Continue.”

“I consent to permanent collaring… daily worship… trampling… denial or use at her sole discretion…”

Sign.

Pain flared with every letter. The psychological layer cut deepest here - the final, legal surrender. Each signature wasn’t just ink on paper. It was the last fragments of his old identity being crushed under her spiked heels while he willingly condemned himself. The act of reading his own enslavement aloud, combined with the physical pinning, turned the contract into a ritual of total psychological annihilation. He was signing away the ruthless fixer forever, and his cock dripped faster with every stroke of the pen.

Freya masturbated slowly above him. One hand between her legs, fingers sliding through her bare, slick folds. The other steadying herself on the desk.

Wet sounds accompanied his reading.

Page after page.

He read every clause of ownership. Every rule. Every right she now held over his body.

With each signature the heels ground deeper. Twisting. Lifting and repositioning. Leaving fresh red marks over the old ones. His back became a living document of pain and submission.

When the final page lay before him, Freya removed the Destroyer heels.

She stepped out of them. Bare feet now.

One bare foot placed firmly on the back of his neck, pressing his face down toward the paper. The other slid underneath him, sole pressing against his leaking cock.

“Sign the last one. Then you may worship my bare feet while I grant you release.”

Darius signed with a broken moan. His old name scrawled for the final time.

Freya kicked the signed pages aside slightly.

“Turn over. Lie on your back.”

He rolled. The collar shifted against his throat. Bruises and punctures throbbed across his back against the carpet. Cock stood rigid, slick with pre-cum.

Freya stood over him. Then lowered herself.

She straddled his face once more. Bare pussy descending onto his mouth.

At the same time, both bare feet wrapped around his cock.

Warm. Soft. Slightly damp from the heels. High arches pressing together. Toes curling around the head.

“Worship while you come,” she commanded. “Lick me deep. And feel every inch of my bare soles milking you for the first and last time as a free man.”

Darius thrust his tongue into her pussy. Tasting her deeply. Lapping at her clit. Sucking her folds while she ground down slowly.

Her bare feet began the final footjob.

Slow. Luxurious. Filthy.

The smooth soles slid up and down his oiled shaft. Arches creating perfect pressure. Toes spreading and gripping the swollen head. One foot’s sole rubbing the underside while the other’s toes teased the slit.

No ring. No denial.

Just relentless, bare-skin stroking.

He moaned into her pussy. The vibration made her clench around his tongue.

“Tell me what you are now,” she said, feet moving faster.

“I’m yours,” he gasped between licks. “Your foot slave. Your property. Signed under your heels. My cock belongs to your bare soles. My face belongs under your pussy. Everything I was is gone. Only the need to worship your feet remains.”

Freya rode his tongue harder. Her bare feet stroked him with perfect rhythm. Toes curling tight. Arches squeezing. The soft skin of her soles gliding slickly over his throbbing shaft.

She brought him right to the edge.

Then kept him there.

Slowing. Speeding. Teasing the head with her toes until he sobbed into her pussy.

Finally she allowed it.

“Come for my feet,” she ordered. “Cover them while I come on your tongue.”

Darius exploded.

Thick ropes of cum spurted hard across her bare soles. Over her arches. Between her toes. Painting her pale skin white.

At the same moment Freya came.

Her pussy clenched violently on his tongue. Hot juices flooded his mouth. She ground down hard, smothering him in her orgasm while her feet continued milking every last drop from his cock.

When both orgasms finally ebbed, she lifted herself from his face.

She stood.

Bare feet glistening with his cum - thick white streaks coating her soles, dripping from her toes, smeared across the high arches.

She gathered the signed contract pages.

Pressed the entire stack to his cum-streaked chest.

She presses the signed contract to his cum-streaked chest. You belong to my feet now. Forever.
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