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Dedication

To the one whose soles command every step I take— thank you for the hunger, the ache, and the endless walk toward surrender. This story exists because of you.
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Prologue

The alarm buzzed at 6:45 a.m., same as every weekday, but today the sound felt different—sharper, like a signal instead of a summons. He rolled over, silenced it, and stared at the ceiling while his wife still slept beside him, breathing soft and even. Fresh air in the city, he rehearsed silently. Need to clear my head. Long walk. Might take the train. The words were simple, believable. Domestic. Safe.

But beneath them hummed something darker, something that had been building for weeks: messages from Elena, photos of her arched feet after class, voice notes describing exactly how she wanted him to kneel, to press, to beg. He slipped out of bed quietly, heart already quickening. In the bathroom, door locked, he opened the laptop bag he’d packed the night before. There it was—the electric chastity cage, sleek black plastic and metal, app-controlled, promise of shocks that could make him gasp or whimper on command. He’d charged it fully last night, tested the app once (a low buzz that made his knees weak), then swapped the battery fresh this morning just in case. Today, he thought, fingers tracing the cage’s contours. Today she’ll try it. Today I’ll be locked for her.

But the battery icon blinked empty when he powered it on. Drained overnight. Shit. Impatience had cost him. He could have waited, let it hold the charge. Now it was useless for shocks until next time. The disappointment twisted with relief—no immediate torment on the train ride—but mostly frustration. She’ll laugh when I tell her. Call me eager. Punish me with words instead. The thought sent heat pooling low in his belly. He zipped the cage back into the bag, shouldered it, and headed downstairs.

Breakfast was quick: coffee, toast he barely tasted. His wife stirred as he kissed her forehead. “Heading to the city?” she murmured sleepily.

“Yeah. Fresh air. Might walk around Midtown.”

“Be safe. Love you.”

The words landed like stones. Love you too, he said, meaning it, but the lie sat heavier than ever. He stepped out into the cool morning, drove to Secaucus Junction, parked, and boarded the NJ Transit train to Penn Station. The ride was short—fifteen minutes of rocking cars, commuters scrolling phones—but every jolt reminded him of what waited. His stomach growled halfway through; he ignored it. No food. Not until after. Hunger makes it sharper. Makes me more desperate.

Penn Station spat him into the chaos: fluorescent lights, echoing announcements, the press of bodies. He bought a bottle of water from a kiosk, took one sip, then started walking. West on 34th, south on 6th Avenue. The blocks stretched long and relentless. Thirty-fourth to Twentieth was fourteen streets down; then west to her studio. Twenty streets total, avenues crossed like checkpoints. Sweat beaded under his shirt despite the air-conditioned stores he passed. His legs burned pleasantly; the laptop bag slapped his hip with every step.

She’s waiting, he thought, pulse syncing to his footsteps. Barefoot already, probably. Yoga pants hugging her legs. That slow smile when I drop to my knees. The fantasy looped: her soles oiled and gleaming, his thumbs digging deep, her toes curling into his mouth. Then bolder—his cock pressed along her arch for reflexology, her weight shifting to trample him slow and deliberate. The cage in his bag felt heavier, a taunt. Next time locked. Next time shocked while I worship.

Hunger clawed harder now, a hollow ache that mirrored the one between his legs. A pretzel cart’s steam wafted past; his mouth watered. Stop? No. He kept moving. Every ignored craving was tribute. Every block a step closer to surrender.

By 20th Street his breath came shorter, thighs trembling faintly. He turned west, spotted the building. Twenty minutes early. Perfect. He paused at the curb, wiped sweat from his brow, drained the last of the water. Pulse thundering. No turning back.

He climbed the stairs, knocked. The door opened.

Elena stood barefoot, eyes sweeping him with that knowing amusement.

“You’re early,” she said. “And you look… starving.”

“I am, Mistress.”

Her smile curled slow. “Good. Come in.”

He followed her inside, eyes immediately drawn downward. Her bare feet were striking—size 12, long and powerfully arched, the kind of feet that could command attention without effort. Each sole looked wide enough to cover half his thigh if she chose to place it there. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through him as he kicked off his own shoes and socks.


Chapter 1 

The city swallowed him whole the moment he stepped out of Penn Station, the familiar roar of taxis and hurried footsteps wrapping around him like a second skin. Fresh air, he’d told his wife that morning, the words tasting like ash on his tongue even as he said them. But the lie felt necessary—necessary because the truth was too private, too electric, too dangerous to speak aloud: he was walking toward surrender, toward Elena, toward the slow unraveling of every boundary he pretended to have.

His stomach growled again, sharper this time. He hadn’t eaten since the quick coffee and toast at home. I should grab something, he thought, eyes flicking toward a street vendor’s cart steaming with pretzels. The smell hit him—warm dough, salt, butter—and his mouth watered. But he kept walking. No. Not yet. She’s waiting. If I stop now, I’ll be late. And I can’t be late for her. The hunger twisted into something else: fuel. A reminder that he was choosing her over himself. Every skipped bite, every ignored craving, was an offering laid at her feet before he even arrived.

He turned south on 6th Avenue, the long canyon of buildings stretching ahead. Thirty-fourth Street blurred past, then Thirty-third, Thirty-second. He counted the blocks the way a monk might count beads—methodical, meditative. Fourteen streets down to Twentieth. Then west three avenues. Twenty streets total if I count the cross ones right. The math grounded him. His legs already ached faintly from the train ride and the anticipation; the pavement felt harder under each step. Sweat gathered at the base of his spine, soaking into his shirt. She’ll smell it on me when I kneel. The city on my skin. The effort. She’ll like that.

A woman brushed past him, perfume sharp and floral. He barely noticed. His mind kept returning to the laptop bag slapping against his hip—the electric chastity cage inside, battery freshly swapped that morning, now useless for shocks until he could recharge or replace it. Idiot, he scolded himself silently. You could have waited. Could have let it die yesterday so it would be ready today. But no—he’d been impatient, testing the app in the bathroom mirror, watching the little lightning icon flash before the power drained away. Now he’d have to beg forgiveness with words and tongue instead of voltage. The thought made him half-hard already, walking through midday crowds with a secret straining against his zipper.

He passed a bodega, caught his reflection in the glass door: flushed cheeks, eyes bright with something feverish. I look like I’m running toward something dangerous. Because I am. The hunger clawed again, but he pushed it down. Pain is part of it. Hunger is part of it. She’ll ask if I ate. I’ll tell her no. She’ll smile that slow smile and call me dedicated. Good boy. The fantasy looped in his head, keeping time with his footsteps.

By the time he reached 20th Street he was breathing harder, thighs burning pleasantly. He turned west, the shorter blocks passing in a rush. The studio building came into view sooner than expected—almost twenty minutes early. Too early? No. Perfect. She’ll see I couldn’t wait. He paused at the curb, wiped sweat from his brow with his sleeve, took a long swallow of the now-warm water from the station. His pulse thundered in his ears. This is it. No turning back. Not that I want to.

He climbed the stairs, knocked softly. The door opened before his knuckles finished the second rap.

Elena stood there barefoot, yoga leggings dark against her skin, tank top clinging slightly from her earlier class. Her eyes swept over him—taking in the flushed face, the faint sheen of sweat, the way he already held himself smaller, ready to drop.

“You’re early,” she said, voice low and amused. “And you look… hungry.”

“I am, Mistress.” The admission came out quieter than he intended. “I didn’t stop. I just… walked.”

Her smile widened, slow and predatory. “All that way. For me.”

He nodded, stepping inside as she gestured. Shoes off. Socks off. Knees meeting hardwood almost before he realized he’d lowered himself. This is where I belong, he thought, the floor cool against his shins. Not at home pretending. Here. Serving.


Chapter 2 

She settled onto the low stool, extended one leg. He reached for the oil without being told—poured it generously, warmed it between his palms, then took her heel like it was sacred. His thumbs pressed deep into the arch, working upward in slow, reverent circles. The oil made her sole gleam; he spread it between each toe, along the curve of her instep, feeling the faint calluses from teaching all day. Her foot was enormous—size 12, the sole so broad and long it dwarfed his hands, making the act of worship feel even more humbling. She’s been on these feet for hours, he thought. And now they’re mine to worship. Mine to ease—though they could easily cover my entire stomach if she decided to step on me.

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

He dug in, knuckles grinding into tense spots until she sighed—a sound that shot straight to his groin. Her other foot rested on his thigh, toes curling lazily against the fabric. He could feel himself thickening, aching. If the cage were charged… God, the shocks would be ripping through me right now. Every press of my thumbs, every lick, rewarded or punished. The fantasy made him throb harder.

As he finished oiling the second foot, slick and shining, the bolder urge rose again. He looked up at her, voice barely above a whisper. “Mistress… may I offer something more? Reflexology. With… me.”

She tilted her head, intrigued. “Show me.”

He stripped quickly—pants, underwear folded neatly beside the mat. His cock sprang free, rigid, already glistening at the tip from the long walk and the worship so far. She sees how desperate I am. How much I’ve been thinking about this. He knelt again, guided his shaft until it rested along the oiled length of her sole.

“Press,” she said simply.

He leaned in, hips shifting to lay the full underside of his cock against her arch. Her size 12 sole was so large that it completely covered his shaft and extended well past it, the broad, warm surface enveloping him like a living blanket of control. Then he pushed—steady, controlled pressure along the reflex zones: heel for grounding, arch for release, ball of foot for breath. The oil turned every glide into silk and heat. She flexed her toes over the head, then dragged her entire sole down the shaft in one long, torturous stroke that made his whole body shudder. This is insane, he thought, hips rocking instinctively, and so much fun—using my cock to massage these massive feet, feeling how completely they own me. The humiliation burned sweet; the pleasure burned hotter.

This is insane, he thought, hips rocking instinctively. Using my cock to massage her feet. Like it’s just another tool for her pleasure. The humiliation burned sweet; the pleasure burned hotter. She experimented—big toe pressing a specific point near the base, making him gasp; then the full arch flattening him against his belly, pinning him there while she rocked gently.

“Reflexology,” she teased, voice husky. “Feels good, doesn’t it? For both of us.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he managed, voice cracking. I could come like this. Just from her sole owning me. But she knew—he could tell by the way she lifted away at the exact moment his hips stuttered toward release.

“Not yet,” she whispered. “Next time. When you’re locked. When I can shock that pretty cock every time you get close.”

She stood then, towering over him. One foot planted on his chest—pushing him flat to the mat, her size 12 sole so wide it easily covered most of his upper torso from sternum to collarbone. The other found his cock again, toes splaying to trap it. She stepped fully onto his groin—both feet now, weight balanced, controlled. Oh God. Her massive soles completely blanketed his entire groin and extended upward, the heels pressing into his lower abdomen while the arches and balls covered his shaft and hips, making him feel utterly small and owned beneath her. The pressure was perfect: heels digging into the base and stomach, arches rolling along the shaft, toes curling and releasing the head in rhythmic pulses. She rocked side to side, soles molding to every inch of him, oil slicking the friction into something obscene and exquisite.

This is what I walked twenty streets for, he thought, eyes locked on hers as she ground down harder. This weight. This ownership. Her feet claiming every part of me. He moaned, body trembling beneath her, the denial sharpening every sensation.

She stepped off slowly, leaving him leaking, aching, perfect. “I have another class soon,” she said, helping him sit. “But you were exquisite. Next time: cage charged. And maybe… I’ll let you finish under my soles.”

He dressed in silence, body still buzzing. At the door she pressed one toe to his lips—he kissed it like a vow—then she sent him away.

The walk back to Penn was torture and bliss intertwined. Every step reminded him: the hollow stomach, the deeper ache between his legs, the promise burning brighter than ever. On the train to Secaucus he stared out the window, still half-hard, still marked by her oil and her command.

Soon, he thought. Very soon.

The End
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Thanks for reading—and may your own walks lead you to the feet that own you.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc4X.jpg





cover.jpeg
FootRubSlave





