
        
            
                
            
        

    
Surrender in the City: A Night of Dominant Desires

This is a work of fiction intended for adults 18+ only. 

All characters depicted are consenting adults engaging in fantasy role-play. Nothing in this book should be attempted in real life without explicit, enthusiastic, informed consent, proper safety measures, aftercare, and knowledge of risks. 

This story contains extreme BDSM themes including dominance/submission, pain play, foot worship, spit play, smoke fetish, impact play, and other intense fetish elements. It is not meant to depict safe, sane, and consensual (SSC) or risk-aware consensual kink (RACK) practices in a realistic or instructional way. 

Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you are offended by graphic descriptions of consensual adult kink, pain, humiliation, or fetish activities, please do not read further. 

No real persons or events are portrayed. This is pure erotic fantasy.


I arrived in New York City on a crisp autumn evening, the kind where the city's energy buzzed like electricity in the air. The streets were alive with the hum of taxis and the distant wail of sirens, but my mind was focused on one thing: the session I'd arranged online. Three women—mysterious, dominant, and utterly captivating—had agreed to meet me for an experience that promised to push every boundary I craved. I was FootRubSlave, a name that spoke to my deepest desires, and tonight, I was ready to surrender completely.

The hotel was a sleek, upscale tower in Midtown, its lobby a marble-floored expanse with plush armchairs and the faint scent of fresh flowers. I checked in early, my heart pounding with anticipation, and settled into a corner seat, pretending to scroll through my phone while my eyes darted toward the elevators. The instructions had been clear: wait here, and they'd find me. No need for introductions; they'd know who I was by the nervous excitement etched on my face.

Minutes stretched into what felt like hours, but then they appeared. Three women, striding in from the revolving doors like goddesses descending upon a mortal. The first was a tall brunette with sharp features, her hair cascading in loose waves down her back. She wore a fitted black dress that hugged her curves, ending just above her knees, paired with stiletto heels that clicked authoritatively against the floor—red soles, Louboutins, I guessed, the kind that could leave marks I'd cherish. Her eyes were piercing, a deep green that seemed to see right through me.

Beside her was a blonde with an athletic build, her golden locks tied in a high ponytail that swayed with each confident step. She sported a leather jacket over a low-cut top, jeans that accentuated her long legs, and ankle boots with chunky heels that looked both stylish and punishing. Her smile was playful, almost mischievous, but there was a glint in her blue eyes that hinted at the cruelty she could unleash.

The third was a raven-haired beauty with olive skin, her figure voluptuous and commanding. She wore a silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to tease, a pencil skirt that slit up the side, and open-toed pumps revealing perfectly pedicured toes painted a deep crimson. She carried herself with an air of quiet dominance, her dark eyes scanning the lobby until they locked onto me.

They didn't speak at first. The brunette raised a single finger, curling it in a "come hither" gesture that sent a shiver down my spine. I stood immediately, my legs feeling like jelly, and approached them. "You're the one," the blonde said softly, her voice laced with amusement. "We can smell the submission on you." The others chuckled, a low, harmonious sound that made my pulse race. Without another word, they turned toward the elevators, and I followed like a loyal puppy, my eyes glued to the sway of their hips and the lethal grace of their footsteps.

The elevator ride was agonizingly silent, the air thick with tension. I stood behind them, inhaling the mix of their perfumes—something floral and spicy from the brunette, a citrusy tang from the blonde, and a musky vanilla from the raven-haired one. The doors dinged open on the 15th floor, and they led me down a carpeted hallway to a suite. The door clicked shut behind us, sealing me in their world.

The room was luxurious: a king-sized bed draped in white sheets, a sitting area with velvet chairs, and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering cityscape. But luxury wasn't why we were here. The women shed their outer layers—the brunette's dress revealing lacy lingerie beneath, the blonde kicking off her jacket to show toned arms, the raven-haired one slipping out of her skirt to expose thigh-high stockings. They circled me like predators, their heels echoing on the hardwood floor.

"Strip," the brunette commanded, her voice firm. I obeyed, fumbling with my clothes until I stood naked before them, my arousal evident. They laughed, pointing and whispering. "Look at him, already eager," the blonde teased. "We're going to ballbust you tonight," the raven-haired one added, her tone matter-of-fact. "Spread your legs."

They positioned me against the wall, knees bent slightly, vulnerable. As they prepared, chatting casually among themselves, I overheard the brunette mention, "I'm bleeding today—damn period cramps." The others nodded sympathetically, the blonde saying, "Ugh, that sucks. At least we can take it out on him." My mind raced, a twisted idea forming. The thought of pain, of suffering for them, ignited something deep within me.

"What if you make my dick hurt more than her?" I blurted out, my voice trembling with excitement. "Use any heels you want—step on it, grind it, whatever. Make it ache."

The women paused, exchanging glances. A slow smile spread across the raven-haired one's face. "Oh, he's got spirit," she said. "I like that. Fine, no ballbusting. Let's do something better." They pushed me to the floor, instructing me to lie on my stomach. "Cock exposed," the blonde ordered, and I adjusted, pulling it back between my legs so it lay flat against the cool hardwood, pointing toward my feet. The vulnerability was intoxicating—my most sensitive part laid bare, ready for their abuse.

They didn't waste time. The brunette went first, her Louboutin stilettos gleaming under the room's soft lights. She placed one heel tentatively on the shaft, pressing down slowly. The pinpoint pressure was exquisite agony, a sharp sting that made me gasp. "Harder?" she asked, teasing. I nodded frantically. She shifted her weight, grinding the heel in circles, the thin spike digging into flesh. I felt the skin stretch, then a warm throb—intense sensation. "Look at that," she cooed. "Already responding."

The blonde was next, her chunky boot heels broader but no less brutal. She stomped lightly at first, then with more force, the tread pattern imprinting on my skin. "Feel that grip?" she laughed, twisting her foot as if extinguishing a cigarette. More intensity built, the pressure radiating through my body, a mix of fire and ecstasy, my moans filling the room.

The raven-haired one saved the best for last. Her open-toed pumps had a slender heel, and she was methodical, stepping along the length, focusing on the head. "This is for my cramps," she murmured, pressing until I cried out. She switched heels, trying a pair of strappy sandals from her bag—spiked with metal studs that left sharp impressions. They rotated, each taking multiple turns, experimenting with different shoes: platforms for crushing weight, wedges for broad compression, even bare feet for a slippery slide. By the time they tired, my cock was a throbbing, marked mess, and I was floating in subspace, every nerve alight.

Panting, I looked up at them. "Want to smoke?" I suggested, knowing it might prolong the session. The brunette shook her head. "Not in the room—hotel rules." Inspiration struck again. "Then... tease my cock instead? With cigarettes, if you have them. Make it sting."

Their eyes lit up with wicked delight. "You're full of ideas tonight," the blonde said, grabbing a pack from her purse. "But outside—let's not risk the fire alarm." We dressed quickly—me wincing as fabric brushed my marks—and slipped out to the hotel's rooftop terrace, accessible via a side door. It was deserted at this hour, the city lights twinkling below, a cool breeze carrying the scent of rain.

They leaned against the railing, lighting up. "On your knees," the raven-haired one ordered. I knelt, exposing myself again. The brunette went first, inhaling deeply before pressing the glowing tip to my shaft. The heat was immediate, a searing kiss that made me yelp. She held it there, watching the skin redden. "Slow and steady," she whispered, twisting it for emphasis.

The blonde followed, her drags long and deliberate. She aimed for untouched spots, the cherry ember dancing across my flesh in patterns. "Does it hurt good?" she asked, and I nodded through gritted teeth, the smell of singed skin mixing with tobacco smoke. Waves of pain crashed over me, each burn a badge of my devotion.

The raven-haired one was the most sensual, blowing smoke in my face before applying the heat. She traced lines, creating a constellation of marks, her free hand stroking my hair almost tenderly. "You're taking it so well," she purred. They took multiple turns, passing the cigarettes like a ritual, the session stretching as the night deepened. By the end, my cock was a canvas of red welts and ash smears, throbbing with a deep, satisfying ache.

But they weren't done. The rooftop terrace felt even more exposed now, the night air cooler against my bare, already throbbing cock—marked with fresh burns, tiny welts rising where the cigarette cherries had kissed the skin. The three women had settled back into their lounge chairs, legs stretched out, each holding a freshly lit cigarette. The glow of the embers reflected in their eyes as they looked down at me kneeling between them, naked from the waist down, hands resting submissively on my thighs.

The brunette took the first long drag, cheeks hollowing as she pulled the smoke deep into her lungs. She exhaled slowly through pursed lips, the plume drifting upward before curling back toward me. Then, without warning, she leaned forward slightly, gathered saliva in her mouth, and let a thick, deliberate string of spit fall directly onto the head of my cock.

It landed warm and slick, mixing instantly with the faint sheen of ash already there. The contrast—the cool night air against the heat of her spit—made me twitch. She smiled, slow and cruel.

“Keeps it nice and wet for the next tease,” she murmured, then pressed the glowing tip of her cigarette right into the center of the wet spot.

The sizzle was immediate and louder than before. The moisture amplified the heat, turning the burn into something sharper, more vicious. I gasped, hips jerking involuntarily, but I stayed kneeling, thighs trembling. The spit hissed and evaporated almost instantly, leaving a fresh red welt that glistened darkly under the city lights.

The blonde laughed softly, already inhaling her own drag. “My turn to mark him.” She leaned in close—close enough that I could smell the tobacco on her breath—and spat directly onto the shaft, a generous glob that ran slowly down the length toward the base. She aimed the cigarette at the thickest part of the spit trail and dragged the ember along it in a slow, deliberate line.

The wet skin popped and crackled under the heat. Each tiny bubble of saliva turned to steam, carrying the sting deeper into the flesh. She twisted the cigarette as she went, grinding the cherry in small circles so the burn spread unevenly—some spots searing hot and fast, others smoldering longer because of the lingering moisture. I moaned low in my throat, the pain blooming outward in waves, my cock jumping with every fresh contact.

“Look how he leaks for it,” she said, voice thick with amusement. Another drag, another thick spit—this time aimed lower, right at the frenulum. The cigarette followed immediately, pressing and holding until the wet hiss turned into a faint, acrid scent of singed skin and tobacco. She exhaled the smoke directly over the fresh burn, the warm plume wrapping around the sensitive head like a cruel caress.

The raven-haired one had been watching with quiet intensity, legs crossed, one crimson-painted toe tapping idly against her dangling pump. Now she uncrossed her legs and beckoned me closer with a single finger.

“Crawl,” she said simply.

I shuffled forward on my knees until my face was level with her lap. She took a slow, luxurious drag—longer than the others—filling her mouth with smoke before leaning down. Her lips parted, and she let the smoke pour out first, thick and gray, bathing my cock in a warm cloud. Then came the spit: slower, more controlled, a single thick rope that she guided precisely onto the underside of the shaft, where the skin was already raw and swollen from earlier trampling.

She held the cigarette vertically, ember down, and lowered it into the center of her own saliva. The contact was almost gentle at first—just enough pressure to make the spit bubble—then she increased the weight, grinding in slow, sensual circles. The burn was different with her: deeper, more intimate, like she was painting the pain directly onto me. Every so often she would lift the cigarette, blow a fresh stream of smoke over the glistening welt, then spit again—another warm glob landing exactly where the last burn still throbbed—before returning the ember to torment the same spot.

“Beg for the next one,” she whispered.

“Please… burn me again,” I managed, voice hoarse.

She smiled—a small, satisfied curve of her lips—then spat once more, directly into the open, weeping center of the largest welt. The cigarette descended immediately, pressing hard, twisting, holding until the sizzle turned into a soft pop and the smell of singed flesh grew stronger. She didn’t pull away until the ember had eaten through the wet layer and found fresh skin beneath.

They passed the ritual between them like a shared sacrament.

The brunette would spit generously across the entire length, then take multiple quick, stabbing burns—short, sharp contacts that left a constellation of tiny red dots.

The blonde preferred long drags, thick spit, and slow drags of the ember from base to tip, turning the shaft into a single continuous line of fire.

The raven-haired one was the most deliberate—spitting only after a long buildup of smoke, aiming precisely, then burning the exact same spot over and over until the skin turned from red to angry purple, the moisture keeping the heat trapped longer, the pain layering on itself.

At one point all three leaned in together. The brunette spat first, a heavy drop landing on the head. The blonde followed immediately, her spit mixing with the first. The raven-haired one added hers last—a slow, viscous trail that coated everything. Then, in unison, they each brought their cigarettes down at different points along the shaft—three glowing cherries pressing simultaneously into the slick, pooled saliva.

The triple sizzle was deafening in my ears. Steam rose in little wisps. My whole body shuddered, a strangled cry escaping before I could stop it. They held the contact for several long seconds, smoke curling upward, mixing with the night air, their faces close enough that I could see the satisfaction in their eyes.

When they finally lifted the cigarettes, my cock was a ruined, glistening mess—welts raised and dark, streaks of spit and ash painted across every inch. The pain throbbed in time with my heartbeat, deep and relentless, yet somehow perfect.

They sat back, taking final drags, exhaling lazily over me like I was an ashtray. The brunette flicked ash directly onto the largest burn; the blonde tapped hers onto the head; the raven-haired one simply blew one last plume of smoke across the whole tortured length.

“Beautiful,” the raven-haired one murmured, almost tenderly. “Now… our feet again. You’ve earned it.”

But before the foot worship, the ritual had already etched itself into every raw nerve—spit pooling on my tongue, smoke curling down my throat, the relentless throb of my marked cock—but the women weren’t done claiming every opening. Cigarettes still glowed between their fingers, and now their focus shifted upward, from my marked flesh to my open, waiting mouth.

The brunette moved first. She stood over me, legs slightly apart, one stiletto planted beside my knee for balance. She took a deep, slow drag, the ember flaring bright orange, cheeks hollowing as she drew the smoke in. Her green eyes locked onto mine.

“Open wider, slave.”

I tilted my head back, jaw slack, tongue extended flat like an offering. She leaned down, lips pursing, and let a thick, warm rope of spit fall directly into my mouth. It landed heavy on my tongue—salty, tinged with the faint bitterness of tobacco and her lipstick. I tasted her immediately: the sweetness of whatever she’d been drinking earlier, mixed with the ashy residue of the cigarette.

“Don’t swallow yet,” she ordered softly.

She took another long pull, then exhaled a slow, controlled stream of smoke straight down my throat. The gray plume curled into my open mouth, filling it, making my eyes water. Only then did she bring the cigarette closer—close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from the cherry against my lips.

She pressed the glowing tip to the center of my tongue.

The burn was instant, sharp, electric. A white-hot point searing the soft, wet flesh. I jerked, a choked sound escaping around the smoke and spit still pooling in my mouth, but I kept my tongue out, trembling. She held it there for three long seconds—long enough for the sizzle to become audible, for the smell of singed tongue to rise—then pulled back.

“Swallow now,” she said.

I closed my mouth around the burning ache, forcing the mix of her spit, the smoke, and the raw sensation down my throat. It hurt all the way, a line of fire tracing its path to my stomach.

The blonde stepped up next, grinning like she’d just won something. She flicked ash carelessly onto my chest before taking her drag—quick, aggressive, filling her lungs fast. She straddled my thighs without sitting, looming over me, ponytail swinging.

“Head back. Further.”

I obeyed, neck straining. She gathered saliva deliberately, letting me watch it build behind her lips, then spat—a heavy, deliberate glob that splashed across my tongue and the roof of my mouth. It was thicker than the brunette’s, warmer, carrying the sharp bite of mint from whatever gum she’d chewed earlier.

She didn’t wait. While the spit was still spreading across my tongue, she lowered the cigarette and tapped the ember lightly against the tip of my tongue—once, twice, three quick stabs. Each contact left a tiny stinging dot, the pain blooming in bright, separate explosions. Spit hissed and bubbled where the cherry touched it, steam rising into my nostrils.

“Beg for the deep one,” she whispered.

“Please… burn deeper,” I rasped, voice already hoarse.

She smiled wider. Took another drag. Then—without warning—she pushed the cigarette straight down, pressing the full glowing length of the cherry flat against the center of my tongue. The heat crushed in, searing a perfect circle into the muscle. Spit boiled instantly, the sizzle loud in the quiet night. She twisted it once, grinding, holding it there until tears streamed down my cheeks and my whole body shook.

When she finally lifted it, a thin string of melted spit and saliva stretched from the ember to my marked tongue before snapping. She blew the last of her smoke directly into the open wound.

“Swallow it all,” she said. “Taste us.”

I did. The mix of singed sensation, tobacco, mint, and her spit slid down like liquid fire.

The raven-haired one approached last, moving with that slow, deliberate grace that always made my pulse spike. She didn’t straddle or loom—she simply knelt in front of me, close enough that her knees brushed mine, her silk blouse brushing my bare chest. Her dark eyes held mine as she lit a fresh cigarette from the stub of the last one.

She inhaled deeply, luxuriously, letting the smoke roll around inside her mouth before leaning in until her lips were almost touching mine.

“Open for me,” she breathed.

I did. She exhaled first—thick, warm smoke pouring straight into my mouth like she was kissing me with it. Then came the spit: slow, sensual, a long continuous stream that she let fall in one unbroken line from her lips to my tongue. It coated everything—thick, viscous, tasting of vanilla, smoke, and quiet dominance.

She pulled back just enough to bring the cigarette down.

Instead of stabbing or pressing flat, she traced the ember along the length of my tongue—slow, almost loving strokes from base to tip. Each pass left a thin, smoldering trail of marks, the spit amplifying the heat, making every millimeter sizzle and pop. She paused at the tip, circling the very end, then dragged it back down the center again, retracing the same path, deepening the burn.

My tongue felt swollen, alien, throbbing in time with my heartbeat. She watched my face the entire time—every flinch, every tear, every shudder—her expression calm, almost tender.

When she was satisfied, she took one final drag, then leaned in close again. This time she spat directly onto the worst of the burns—the long central stripe she’d just carved—another thick glob landing right in the raw trench. The cigarette followed immediately, pressing down hard into the pooled saliva, twisting slowly, grinding until the sizzle turned to a soft, wet crackle.

She held it there longer than the others had—ten seconds, maybe twelve—until my muffled whimpers turned desperate. Only then did she release.

“Swallow everything we’ve given you,” she said quietly. “Keep it inside.”

I closed my mouth. The cocktail of three women’s spit, layers of smoke, and the metallic-charred taste of my own marked tongue slid down my throat in one agonizing gulp. It settled heavy in my stomach, a warm, permanent reminder.

They stepped back then, lighting fresh cigarettes, exhaling lazy plumes over my kneeling form. My mouth throbbed, tongue swollen and raw, tasting only of them. My cock—still glistening with earlier spit and fresh ash—pulsed in sympathy.

The ritual had already etched itself into every raw nerve—spit pooling on my marked tongue, smoke curling down my throat, the relentless throb of my marked cock—but the women weren’t done claiming every opening. Cigarettes still glowed between their fingers, and now their attention turned to the simple, humiliating act of using my mouth as their ashtray.

The brunette started it, casual as if she were flicking ash into a tray on a coffee table. She took a luxurious drag, the ember flaring bright against the dark sky, then tilted her head slightly and tapped the cigarette once, twice—precise little flicks—with her index finger. A neat shower of gray ash tumbled straight onto my waiting tongue.

It landed light at first, dry and powdery, tasting of burnt paper and tobacco bitterness. The flakes clung immediately to the wet surface, mixing with the lingering strings of her earlier spit. She watched them settle, then flicked again—harder this time. A thicker clump broke off and hit the center of my tongue with a soft patter, scattering fine dust across my lips. Some drifted down my chin; most stayed where it landed, gritty and warm from the recent burn.

“Keep it there,” she said quietly. “Don’t swallow until I say.”

She continued flicking in slow rhythm—every few drags, another deliberate tap. Ash rained down in small bursts: fine gray powder, larger chunks still faintly glowing at the edges, tiny sparks that hissed faintly when they met the pooled saliva on my tongue. Each impact made my marked tongue flare anew, the heat of the fresh ash aggravating the existing welts. The taste built layer by layer—bitter, acrid, metallic—coating every taste bud until my mouth felt furred with it.

The blonde joined in next, stepping closer so her shadow fell across my face. She preferred quicker, sharper flicks—snap-snap-snap—like she was impatient to fill me up. She dragged hard, exhaled a plume over my head, then flicked three times in rapid succession. Ash scattered across my tongue in a messy spray: some landing perfectly in the center, some catching on my lower lip, a few stray flecks dusting my cheeks. One larger piece—still warm—bounced once off my tongue and lodged between my teeth. She laughed softly at the sight.

“Look at him trying to hold it all,” she said, flicking again. This time she aimed for the back of my tongue, forcing me to tilt my head further so the ash wouldn’t spill out prematurely. The fresh deposit mixed with the brunette’s, turning the surface into a gritty paste. Every time I breathed through my nose, I inhaled the dry scent of it—smoky, stale, unmistakably theirs.

She kept going until her cigarette was half gone, flicking ash in little bursts whenever the buildup looked substantial. By the end, my tongue was heavy with it—gray sludge pooling at the sides, clinging to the roof of my mouth, trickling slowly toward my throat. The burn from earlier cigarette presses mingled with the abrasive texture, every tiny particle scraping the raw spots like sandpaper.

The raven-haired one saved the most deliberate cruelty for last.

She knelt again, close enough that her breath brushed my face. She took an especially long, slow drag—filling her lungs completely—then held the cigarette vertically over my open mouth. She tapped once—gently—and a single, perfect cylindrical plug of ash detached and fell straight down my throat like a falling star. It landed deep, lodging briefly before the saliva dissolved it, sending a fresh wave of bitter heat blooming along the back of my tongue.

She didn’t stop there. She flicked again, and again—methodical, almost meditative. Each tap sent a controlled cascade: fine dust first, then chunkier pieces that thudded audibly against my tongue. She angled the cigarette so the ash fell in patterns—first along the left side, then the right, then straight down the center—building ridges of gray that trembled with every breath I took. Some pieces were still faintly ember-hot; they sizzled faintly when they hit the wet surface, tiny wisps of smoke rising from my own mouth.

When the ash had accumulated into a thick, uneven layer—my tongue no longer pink but coated in mottled gray—she leaned in until her lips nearly brushed mine.

“Swallow,” she whispered.

I closed my mouth around the mass. The texture was revolting and perfect: gritty paste sliding over marked flesh, chunks catching on the welts, fine powder dissolving into bitter sludge. It coated my throat as it went down—slow, thick, clinging—every inch of the descent reigniting the earlier burns from spit and direct ember. I felt it settle heavy in my stomach, a warm weight that joined the swallowed spit, smoke, and singed sensation already there.

They didn’t let me rinse or recover. The brunette flicked one final shower of ash across my lips—“A little goodbye gift”—while the blonde tapped the last of hers directly onto my outstretched tongue for good measure. The raven-haired one simply blew a slow stream of smoke over the mess still clinging to my mouth, watching it swirl and settle.

Then they stepped back, satisfied.

“Now,” the brunette said, settling into her lounge chair and extending one elegant foot, “clean our soles with that filthy mouth of yours. Let us feel how full we’ve made you.”

The rooftop terrace had grown quieter as the night wore on, the distant rumble of Manhattan traffic fading into a soft white noise. The three women—still flushed from the intensity of the earlier torments—now lounged like queens on the cushioned chaise longues, their bodies relaxed against the pillows, legs stretched out in lazy invitation. The city lights painted their skin in shifting hues of gold and blue, and the cool breeze carried the faint metallic tang of cigarette ash still clinging to my skin.

The brunette spoke first, her voice low and languid after the adrenaline of the burning, spitting, and ashing. 

“Enough fire for one night. Now you’re going to pamper us properly, FootRubSlave. Start with me.”

She extended her right leg, dangling one crimson-painted foot just above the stone floor. The Louboutin stiletto she’d worn earlier lay discarded beside the chair, leaving her bare sole exposed—high arch, smooth heel slightly pink from hours of pressure, toes long and elegantly spaced. A faint sheen of sweat glistened along the curve of her instep from the earlier exertion.

I crawled forward on my knees, the rough terrace surface biting into my shins, but I barely noticed. My hands trembled slightly as I cradled her foot like something sacred. The warmth radiated into my palms immediately. I began at the heel—firm, deliberate circles with both thumbs, pressing deep into the thick pad where most of her weight had rested while she ground her spike into me earlier. She let out a long, satisfied exhale, head tipping back against the cushion.

“Harder,” she murmured. “I want to feel it in my calf.”

I obeyed, digging my knuckles into the arch, sliding them slowly upward until my fingertips brushed the ball of her foot. Her toes flexed instinctively, spreading apart, inviting more. I switched to long, gliding strokes along the entire sole, from heel to the base of each toe, letting my palms envelop her completely. The skin was soft yet resilient, carrying the faint scent of expensive leather and her natural musk—a smell that made my head swim.

When I reached her toes, I paused. She noticed.

“Don’t just rub them. Worship them.”

I lowered my face until my lips hovered a breath away from her big toe. Then, reverently, I pressed a kiss to the pad—just a soft brush at first. Her toenail polish was still flawless despite the night’s activities, deep blood-red catching the city glow. I kissed again, firmer this time, letting my lips linger. Then the next toe, and the next, working my way across in a slow line. When I reached the smallest toe I opened my mouth slightly, taking it between my lips, tongue tracing the smooth curve of the nail bed before sliding underneath to taste the faint salt of her skin.

She sighed—a sound halfway between pleasure and command. 

“Suck properly.”

I drew the toe deeper, cheeks hollowing as I sucked gently, tongue swirling in slow circles. The sensation of her toe filling my mouth felt obscene and perfect at once. I moved to the next, then the next, lavishing each one with the same attention—sucking, licking the webbing between them, kissing the knuckles where they met the ball of her foot. My hands never stopped moving: kneading the arch, rolling the heel between my palms, tracing the delicate tendons along the top of her foot with feather-light fingertips.

After several minutes she pulled her foot back slightly, only to present the left one. 

“Same treatment. Don’t rush.”

I repeated the ritual, slower this time, savoring every texture: the slight roughness where the strap of her heel had pressed, the silky smoothness of the instep, the way her toes curled slightly when my tongue flicked the sensitive spot just beneath the pad. She watched me through half-lidded eyes, occasionally flexing her foot so the sole pressed flat against my face—cheek, nose, lips, forehead—smothering me in warm, living silk. I breathed her in deeply, letting the scent anchor me deeper into submission.

When she was finally satisfied, she nudged my chin with her toes. 

“Next.”

The blonde had been watching the entire time, one leg crossed over the other, foot bouncing idly. Now she uncrossed her legs and planted both athletic feet flat on the ground in front of me. Her soles were broader and more callused than the brunette’s—evidence of gym sessions, runs through Central Park, hours spent dominating in heavy boots. The skin was tougher, slightly textured, and her toes were shorter, strong, painted a glossy black.

“These have done a lot of damage tonight,” she said with a smirk, wiggling them. “Show them how grateful you are.”

I shuffled forward. Instead of starting with my hands, she lifted one foot and pressed the sole directly to my face—full contact, covering eyes, nose, mouth. The pressure was firm but not cruel; she simply held it there, letting me inhale the warm, slightly earthy scent of exertion and leather residue. My world narrowed to the curve of her arch pressing against my closed eyelids, the ball of her foot sealing my lips.

“Breathe,” she ordered softly.

I did—long, slow inhales through my nose, filling my lungs with her. Only then did she ease back, allowing me to begin the massage. My thumbs worked the thick heel first, grinding out the tightness. She groaned appreciatively when I found a particularly stubborn knot. I moved upward, kneading the arch with both hands, feeling the muscle flex and release beneath my fingers. When I reached her toes I didn’t hesitate—I took the big one into my mouth immediately, sucking harder than I had with the brunette, tongue pressing firmly against the underside.

She liked it rougher. 

“Teeth,” she said. “Lightly. Scrape.”

I obeyed, letting my front teeth graze ever so gently along the top of her toe as I sucked, then nibbling the pad with careful pressure. She shivered visibly. I moved to the others, sucking two at once when she spread them, tongue darting between, cleaning the faint grit that had collected between them during the night. My hands stayed busy—massaging the top of her foot, rolling each ankle, even tracing the Achilles tendon with soft kisses.

She eventually swapped feet, pressing the second sole to my face for the same smothering treatment before letting me worship it the same way. By the time I finished, her breathing had deepened, her body visibly relaxed, toes curling and uncurling in lazy contentment.

Finally, the raven-haired goddess.

She had waited longest, legs crossed at the ankles, one open-toed pump still dangling from her toes. She slipped it off now, letting it fall with a soft clack, and extended both feet toward me at once—one resting on my shoulder, the other hovering near my lips.

“These are the softest,” she said quietly, almost tenderly. “Treat them like they own you.”

They were—impossibly smooth, impeccably cared for, the crimson polish gleaming like fresh blood under the terrace lights. I started with kisses—light, worshipful pecks along the entire length of her right sole, from heel to toes, as though mapping every inch with my lips. Then the tongue—long, slow licks from bottom to top, flat and broad, tasting the clean sweetness of lotion and skin. She tasted faintly of vanilla and warm spice.

When I reached her toes I took my time. One by one I drew them into my mouth, sucking slowly, deeply, letting my tongue swirl around each digit like I was savoring candy. Between toes I licked the delicate webbing, probing gently, feeling her shiver each time my tongue found the sensitive crease. My hands cradled her heel and arch the entire time, thumbs making slow, hypnotic circles.

She placed her other foot against my cheek, then slowly dragged it downward—across my lips, my chin, my throat—until the sole rested flat against my chest, pressing my heartbeat back against my ribs. I moaned into her toes at the sensation of being pinned and owned so completely.

“Both at once now,” she whispered.

I shifted, kneeling up straighter. She placed both feet side by side against my face—soles covering me entirely, toes curling over my forehead, heels resting on my chin. I was enveloped in softness and warmth, breathing only through the narrow gaps between her arches. My tongue darted out instinctively, licking whatever skin I could reach—long strokes along both soles at once, tasting her twice over.

She let me stay like that for what felt like forever—face buried between her feet, hands still massaging whatever parts I could reach, the city lights blurring beyond the perfect prison of her soles. Every so often she would flex, pressing harder, smothering me completely for a few seconds before easing up, letting me gasp and then dive back in with renewed devotion.

When they were all finally sated—bodies loose, eyes half-closed, soft smiles playing on their lips—they each extended a hand. I kissed the back of each one in turn, tasting perfume and skin and the ghost of smoke.

The brunette spoke last, voice husky with satisfaction. 

“You’ve earned your memory tonight, slave. Don’t wash my scent off for at least a day.”

They rose together, slipping back into their heels with graceful ease, leaving me kneeling on the terrace, face still flushed and damp, lips swollen from worship, body marked from head to toe.

As they disappeared through the glass door, heels clicking into the distance, I stayed there a moment longer—breathing in the night air, tasting them on my tongue, already aching to serve again.

The brunette tilted my chin up with one finger. 

“You’re marked everywhere now. Mouth. Cock. Memory.”

The blonde laughed softly. “And you’re going to feel us every time you swallow, every time you get hard.”

The raven-haired one simply smiled, blowing one last stream of smoke across my face.

Then they turned back to their lounge chairs, extending their feet once more.

I crawled forward, lips parting around their toes, the taste of their skin now mingling with the faint bitterness of smoke and the tang of my own marked flesh still fresh on my breath. Every kiss, every lick, every deep suck of their toes reminded me exactly who I belonged to that night.

They owned every part of me that night—inside and out—and the taste of their spit and smoke would linger for days.

The city lights glittered below, indifferent.

Inside my mouth, on my cock, deep in my gut—they had left their mark in every way that mattered.

And I would carry every gritty, smoky particle of it until the next time they called me to serve.

As dawn hinted on the horizon, they stood, pulling me up. Each gave a goodbye kiss—the brunette's fierce and claiming on my lips, the blonde's playful on my cheek, the raven-haired one's lingering on my forehead. "Good boy," they whispered in unison. "Serve us again soon."

I left the hotel with a limp, my body marked and sore, but my mind buzzing with sweet memories. The pain would fade, but the fantasy—their dominance, my surrender—would linger forever, beckoning me back to NYC for more.

Connect with me: 

@FootRubSlave on X 

https://x.com/FootRubSlave
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