
        
            
                
            
        

    
Trampled Into Submission

A Dark Foot Fetish Erotica Story of Worship, Trampling, and 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 Look

Leif strode into the sleek glass conference room like he still owned the world. Tailored charcoal suit hugged his lean frame. Icy blue eyes scanned the space with the same sharp calculation that once crushed competitors before breakfast.

This recalibration facility was supposed to fix his ruined reputation. A quick reset, some high-end therapy, and he'd be back on top.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Sable entered without hurry.

Statuesque. Bronze skin glowing under recessed lights. Endless toned legs poured into a tight pencil skirt. Sheer black stockings whispered with every step. Razor-sharp stilettos clicked once, twice, then silence as she claimed the chair opposite him.

She crossed her legs slowly.

The motion deliberate. Controlled.

Her right foot dangled in the air, stocking-clad toes flexing just enough to catch the light. The sheer fabric stretched taut over the high arch, the subtle curve of her sole visible through the mesh.

Leif's gaze flicked down before he could stop it.

He forced it back up to her face.

Green eyes pinned him. Unblinking. Calculating. Like she was already dissecting every weakness behind his rigid posture.

"Mr. Leif," she said, voice low velvet that slid under his skin. "You've read the contract?"

He leaned back, arms crossed, projecting the arrogant CEO he still believed himself to be. "Every clause. Standard executive recalibration. Six weeks, full confidentiality, reputation rehab. I'm paying premium for results."

Sable's lips curved. Not quite a smile.

She uncrossed and recrossed her legs the other way. The dangling foot swung closer to the glass table edge. Stocking toes pointed toward him like a silent accusation.

The faint scent of her - warm leather, subtle musk, clean skin - drifted across the space.

Leif swallowed.

"Premium," she echoed, tasting the word. "You think money still buys control here."

Her foot flexed again. The sheer black nylon caught the light, highlighting every delicate wrinkle along the sole. The ball of her foot, the soft pad beneath her toes.

He looked. Couldn't help it this time.

Heat stirred low in his gut. Unwanted. Treacherous.

"I hold the leverage," he shot back, voice steady. "My board sent me here. One bad quarter and they want me fixed. But I decide how deep this goes."

Sable watched him. Green eyes missed nothing.

She leaned forward slightly, elbows on the table, chin resting on laced fingers. The movement made her blouse pull tight across full breasts.

Her dangling foot hovered now, inches from the table's edge. Toes spreading lazily inside the stocking, the fabric thinning over the joints.

Leif's cock twitched in his slacks.

He shifted in his seat, jaw tight.

"Arrogant," she murmured. "I like that. Makes the fall sweeter."

He laughed, short and sharp. "Fall? This is a service. You're the provider. I expect results without the attitude."

Her foot lowered. The tip of her stiletto heel brushed the glass with a soft click. Then the sole rested lightly against the table's surface, arch curving beautifully under the sheer nylon.

Warm. Smooth. Perfectly pedicured toes visible through the mesh.

Leif stared. Heart rate climbing.

The betrayal in his body was instant. Blood rushing south. Cock thickening against his thigh.

He forced his eyes up.

Sable's gaze was waiting. Knowing.

"You signed the preliminary agreement," she said calmly. "But the full contract is more... comprehensive."

She slid a sleek tablet across the table. The screen glowed with dense legal text.

Leif skimmed it, still confident. "Standard NDAs. Liability waivers. I retain final approval on methods."

Her foot shifted. Toes curling against the glass. The stocking made a faint silky sound.

"Approval," she repeated, voice dripping amusement. "How cute."

He read further. The words blurred as her foot flexed again, sole pressing flat, then lifting, the arch deepening.

His mouth went dry.

Cock now half-hard, straining uncomfortably.

"Everything looks in order," he said, voice tighter than he wanted. "I'll sign the final version after review."

Sable uncrossed her legs once more.

This time she didn't recross.

Instead, she extended her right leg slowly under the table. The stiletto heel glided forward until the pointed toe rested mere inches from his polished dress shoe.

Stocking-clad ankle turned slightly. The sheer fabric gleamed.

Leif felt the heat radiating from her.

"Read page seven," she said softly.

He scrolled.

The clause hit him like cold water. Total power exchange during sessions. Full authority granted to the facilitator. No safe word revocation once initiated. Binding for sixteen escalating recalibration levels.

His pulse hammered.

"This... this isn't what I agreed to."

"It is now," she replied. "You initialed the addendum this morning."

Her foot lifted. The stiletto hovered. Then the sharp heel pressed lightly against the toe of his shoe.

Not painful. Just... present.

Dominant.

Leif's cock surged fully hard. Throbbing. Betraying him completely.

He hated how good it felt.

"You can't be serious," he growled, but his voice cracked. "I'm not some submissive toy."

Sable's green eyes bored into him.

"No. Not yet."

She dragged the heel slowly up the side of his shoe, then back down. The pressure deliberate. Teasing.

His balls tightened. Pre-cum leaked into his boxers.

The room felt smaller. Glass walls reflecting her flawless form back at him.

Her foot withdrew.

She recrossed her legs high. The dangling stocking foot swung gently, toes pointing, flexing, curling.

Each movement hypnotic.

Leif couldn't look away.

The arch. The soft wrinkles when she pointed. The way the nylon clung to every curve.

His mind flashed - kneeling. Pressing his face there. Inhaling.

He shoved the image down.

"I'm walking out," he said, standing abruptly.

But he didn't move.

Sable remained seated. Calm. Unhurried.

Her foot continued its lazy swing.

"Walk then," she whispered. "Or read the penalty clause."

He glanced at the tablet.

Breach meant total reputational destruction. All his remaining assets clawed back. Public exposure of every failure.

Trapped.

His cock ached.

Sable smiled now. Small. Victorious.

She slid the physical contract forward on thick cream paper. Gold pen beside it.

"Sign, Leif."

He stared at the paper. Then at her foot. Dangling. Commanding. Stocking sole flexing just for him.

Heat flooded his face.

His hand moved without permission. Picked up the pen.

Scrawled his name.

Sable watched every stroke.

"Good boy," she murmured.

The words sent a jolt straight to his groin.

She leaned closer across the table.

Her voice dropped to a velvet whisper that wrapped around his cock like a fist.

"First rule: Tomorrow you begin on your knees."

Leif's breath hitched.

The contract sealed with a soft click as she capped the pen.

Her stocking foot swung once more.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Promising everything he would lose.

And everything his traitor body already craved.


Chapter 2: Knees Hit Floor

Leif stood in the same sleek glass conference room, heart slamming against his ribs like a war drum.

Yesterday’s stare still burned behind his eyes. That dangling stocking foot. The way his cock had betrayed him instantly.

He adjusted his tie, squared his shoulders, forced the rigid CEO posture back into place.

This was still his world. He’d signed under pressure. He could handle one command.

The door opened with a soft click.

Sable entered, flawless as ever.

Bronze skin glowing. Pencil skirt hugging her hips. Sheer black stockings shimmering under the lights. Razor-sharp stilettos clicking once, twice, before she stopped in the center of the room.

Green eyes locked on him immediately.

No greeting. No pleasantries.

“Kneel.”

The word dropped like a whip crack. Low velvet. Unmistakable.

Leif’s stomach clenched.

“What?”

“I said kneel.” Her voice didn’t rise. Didn’t need to. “Right now. On the floor. Hands at your sides.”

His pulse hammered. Blood roared in his ears.

He wanted to laugh it off. To tell her to fuck herself.

But his cock twitched hard inside his slacks. Already thickening.

Traitor.

Leif swallowed. Jaw tight.

Slowly, he lowered himself.

Knees hit the cool polished floor with a dull thud.

The position felt ridiculous. Humiliating. A tech CEO on his knees like some office bitch.

Yet heat flooded his groin. Cock swelling against the fabric.

Sable watched. Unmoving.

“Good.”

She began to circle him. Slow, deliberate steps. Stilettos clicking around his kneeling form.

Leif kept his eyes forward. Spine straight. Trying to reclaim some shred of dignity.

Her scent followed her - warm skin, faint leather, something darker underneath.

She passed behind him. The soft swish of her stockings. The faint whisper of nylon on nylon as her thighs brushed.

His breathing shallowed.

She circled again. Closer this time. The pointed toe of one stiletto brushed the side of his knee.

Leif flinched.

“Hold position,” she commanded softly. “No moving. No speaking unless I ask.”

Her voice slid down his spine like silk.

He hated how it made his cock throb.

She continued her slow orbit. Each click of her heels echoing in the glass room.

Leif’s mind raced. He was still in control. This was just the first session. He could endure. Walk away richer in reputation later.

But his body didn’t believe it.

Pre-cum already leaking, soaking into his boxers. Balls heavy and tight.

Sable passed in front again. Her legs endless. Stockings sheer enough to show the faint tone of bronze skin beneath.

She stopped for a moment. One foot planted, the other hip cocked.

The dangling stiletto swayed near his face.

Leif’s gaze dropped despite himself.

The sharp heel. The glossy black patent. The way her foot arched inside the shoe.

His mouth went dry.

She resumed circling.

Slower now. Teasing.

Each pass brought her closer. The hem of her pencil skirt brushing his shoulder once.

He could feel the heat from her body.

“Knees wider,” she said suddenly.

Leif hesitated.

“Wider.”

He obeyed. Spread his knees on the hard floor until his thighs ached.

The position opened him up. Made him feel exposed. Vulnerable.

His hard cock pressed obscenely against the front of his slacks now. Obvious bulge.

Sable noticed. Of course she did.

A soft, knowing hum escaped her.

She circled behind him again. Stopped.

Leif felt her presence at his back. Tall. Commanding.

Her hand descended. Fingers trailed lightly over his shoulder. Down his arm.

Not affectionate. Possessive.

“You’re already hard,” she murmured near his ear. “From nothing but a command and my walk around you.”

Leif’s face burned.

He wanted to deny it. To snap something arrogant back.

But the words stuck.

Her fingers left him. She continued circling.

Click. Click. Click.

Each step measured. Each one driving the reality deeper.

He was kneeling. For her.

In a glass room where anyone could theoretically see.

His reputation. His power. Crumbling with every second on the floor.

Yet his cock pulsed. Leaking steadily now. The wet spot growing.

Sable’s stilettos stopped directly in front of his lowered face.

She stood there. Legs slightly apart. The pencil skirt tight. Stockings gleaming.

Leif could see the faint seam running up the back of her calf. The way the nylon hugged every curve.

His breathing came ragged.

She didn’t speak for a long moment. Just let him kneel there. Absorb it.

The silence stretched. Heavy. Erotic.

Leif’s mind screamed to stand up. To end this.

His body stayed locked in place. Knees burning against the floor. Cock aching for friction he refused to give.

Sable shifted her weight. One stiletto moving closer. The pointed toe stopping inches from his lips.

He could smell the leather. The faint warmth of her foot inside.

His tongue felt thick.

She tilted her head, green eyes studying him from above.

“Tomorrow those shoes come off.”

The words hung in the air.

Promise.

Threat.

Leif’s cock jerked hard inside his slacks. A fresh bead of pre-cum oozed out.

He remained on his knees.

Breathing her in.

Already cracking.

And the sessions had only just begun.


Chapter 3: Heels Off

Leif knelt in the center of the sleek glass conference room, knees already aching from yesterday’s command.

Skin flushed hot. Pulse hammering in his throat. Cock half-hard in his slacks before she even entered.

He told himself it was nothing. Just residual tension. He could still walk away after this.

The door opened.

Sable stepped in, flawless and unhurried.

Bronze legs poured into sheer black stockings. Pencil skirt hugging every curve. Razor-sharp stilettos gleaming under the lights.

Green eyes found him instantly.

She crossed the room and stopped directly in front of his kneeling form.

One stiletto toe tapped the floor once.

“Unbuckle them.”

Leif’s breath caught.

His hands trembled slightly as he reached forward. Fingers brushed the smooth patent leather of her right heel.

The buckle was small, delicate. His large hands felt clumsy.

He unfastened it with a soft click.

Sable watched every movement.

“Remove it. Slowly.”

Leif slid the stiletto off her foot.

Warm air hit him first. Then the rich, intimate scent of her foot after a day in heels - leather, faint sweat, clean skin, and something darker that made his cock surge.

The stocking-clad foot emerged. High arch. Perfectly shaped toes. Sheer black nylon clinging damply to her sole.

He set the heel aside.

“Now the other.”

He obeyed. Fingers shaking more now. Unbuckled. Slid the second stiletto free.

Both shoes placed neatly beside him.

Sable flexed her toes inside the stockings. The nylon stretched, revealing every wrinkle along her warm soles.

“Face down,” she commanded softly. “Press your face to my feet. Breathe.”

Leif hesitated. Jaw tight. Pride screaming.

His cock betrayed him instantly - fully hard, throbbing painfully against his zipper.

He leaned forward.

Forehead touched the top of her right foot first. Then nose. Then lips.

The heat was immediate. Soft. Slightly damp from the nylons.

He inhaled.

Deep.

The scent flooded him - warm female foot, nylon, subtle musk, faint salt. Intoxicating. Humiliating.

His mind reeled. This was a CEO. On his knees. Face buried in a woman’s stockinged feet.

Yet his hips twitched forward involuntarily. Cock leaking pre-cum in thick beads.

Sable’s voice floated above him.

“Deeper. Nose right against my sole. Inhale like you need it to live.”

Leif pressed harder.

His nose slid along the warm arch. The nylon felt silky, slightly sticky against his skin.

He breathed in again.

Louder this time. Desperate.

The smell filled his lungs. Made his head spin. Made his balls draw up tight.

Sable shifted her weight. Her left foot rose slightly, pressing the ball against his cheek.

“Both feet now. Worship the scent.”

He turned his head. Face trapped between her two warm stockinged soles.

Nose buried in one arch while the other sole rested across his lips and chin.

Heat everywhere. Soft wrinkles of her soles flexing gently against his flushed skin.

Leif’s breathing grew ragged. Hot puffs of air against her nylon.

His cock strained. Throbbing. Aching for any friction.

He could feel the dampness of her feet through the sheer fabric. The way her toes curled lazily.

Humiliation burned through him.

Yet he kept inhaling. Deeper. Greedier.

Sable let out a low, satisfied hum.

“Look at you. Arrogant tech CEO reduced to sniffing my feet like a desperate slut.”

Her words hit like a slap. His face burned hotter.

Cock jerked hard. Another spurt of pre-cum soaked his boxers.

He hated how much he loved it.

Sable pressed her right sole more firmly over his mouth.

“Lips open. Just a little. Breathe through them.”

Leif parted his lips.

The nylon pressed against them. Warm. Slightly salty taste on his tongue even without licking.

He sucked in air around the fabric.

Moaned involuntarily.

The sound escaped before he could stop it. Low. Needy.

Sable chuckled softly.

“Yes. That’s the sound I want.”

She rubbed her sole slowly across his face. From chin to forehead. Then back down.

The other foot joined, sandwiching his nose and mouth between both warm, stockinged soles.

Leif’s world narrowed to heat and scent and the relentless throb in his pants.

His hands stayed at his sides. Fists clenched. Fighting the urge to touch himself.

Sable continued the slow, deliberate rubbing.

Her toes flexed against his cheeks. Curled over his nose.

The sheer nylon dragged across his lips with every pass.

“Tomorrow those shoes come off,” she had said yesterday.

Now they were off.

And he was lost.

Face buried. Inhaling like an addict. Cock leaking like a faucet.

Pride cracked wider with every breath.

Sable’s feet stilled for a moment.

Then her toes on the right foot slid forward.

They pressed directly against his lips.

Warm. Soft. Nylon-clad.

She flexed them slowly.

Spreading. Curling. Teasing the seam of his mouth.

Leif’s breath hitched.

She flexes her toes against his lips. Next time that tongue comes out..


Chapter 4: First Taste

Leif knelt in the glass conference room, face still flushed from yesterday’s deep breaths against Sable’s stockinged soles.

His cock strained painfully in his slacks, a wet spot already darkening the fabric from constant leaking.

He hated how fast his body responded now. How the memory of her warm nylon scent made his balls ache.

The door opened.

Sable entered, stilettos clicking with deliberate precision.

She stopped in front of him and slipped them off without a word, revealing those sheer black stockings clinging to her perfect feet.

“On all fours,” she commanded, voice low and velvet. “Crawl forward and position your face under my soles.”

Leif’s pulse spiked. Pride screamed. But his body moved instantly.

He dropped to hands and knees, crawling the short distance until his face hovered just below her raised right foot.

The warm, slightly damp nylon filled his vision. High arch curving gracefully. Toes flexing lazily.

His cock throbbed harder, leaking fresh pre-cum that soaked through his boxers and into his slacks.

Sable settled into her chair, crossing one leg over the other so her right sole dangled inches above his waiting mouth.

She held a sleek tablet in one hand.

“Start kissing,” she said calmly. “Every inch of my sole. Slow, reverent presses of your lips. While I read what the world used to say about you.”

Leif’s throat tightened.

He leaned in.

Lips met the warm ball of her foot first. Soft. Yielding. The nylon silky against his mouth.

He pressed a kiss there.

Then another.

Moving slowly along the arch.

Sable began reading aloud, her tone amused and cutting.

“‘Leif, the brilliant young strategist who closed three hostile takeovers before breakfast.’ Pathetic.”

His lips trailed lower, kissing the center of her warm sole.

The faint salty taste of her foot seeped through the sheer fabric onto his tongue.

He kissed again. Harder.

“‘A visionary CEO with ice in his veins and gold in his hands.’”

She laughed softly.

Leif’s face burned with humiliation, but his cock jerked violently. Another thick bead of pre-cum oozed out, making the front of his pants slick.

He crawled a fraction closer, lips worshipping the soft wrinkles that formed when she pointed her toes.

Kiss after kiss.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Covering every inch of her right sole from heel to ball to the delicate pads beneath her toes.

Sable switched feet, lowering her left sole to his mouth while raising the right.

“Keep going. Don’t miss a single spot.”

Leif obeyed without thinking.

Lips pressing reverently to the warm arch of her left foot.

Inhaling her scent with every kiss.

Muskier now. Slightly sweat-damp from the stockings.

His mind reeled at the degradation - once commanding billions, now crawling and kissing a dominant woman’s feet like a desperate pet.

Yet the arousal was traitorous and overwhelming. His hips rocked forward involuntarily, seeking friction against nothing.

Sable continued reading, voice dripping mockery.

“‘Leif’s ruthless efficiency made him untouchable - until the scandal.’ How quickly they turn.”

She flexed her sole under his lips, the nylon stretching tight.

Leif kissed the new wrinkles that appeared.

His tongue twitched behind his teeth, fighting the urge to lick.

He pressed another open-mouthed kiss to the center of her arch, lips lingering.

Heat radiated from her foot into his face.

His cock ached so badly it hurt. Balls drawn tight. Pre-cum flowing steadily now, a constant wet leak that made him feel filthy.

Sable’s toes curled lazily above his nose as he worked lower on her sole.

“‘Once a titan, now seeking recalibration.’ They have no idea how deep this recalibration will go.”

Leif’s kisses grew hungrier.

Lips sliding along the soft pad beneath her toes.

Pressing.

Sucking lightly at the nylon.

The taste intensified - warm, slightly salty, intoxicating.

He moaned against her foot, the sound muffled and needy.

Sable’s free hand reached down. Fingers threaded into his hair, holding his head in place while she pressed her sole firmer against his mouth.

“Every inch, Leif. Show me how badly that arrogant mouth wants to serve.”

He kissed faster now.

Covering the entire length of her sole again and again.

From the firm heel to the silky ball to the delicate toes.

His face was flushed crimson. Breath coming in hot pants against her nylon.

Cock throbbing in time with his racing heart.

He felt broken already, yet he kept kissing.

Couldn’t stop.

Didn’t want to.

Sable switched feet once more, offering the right sole again.

Leif dove in eagerly, lips worshipping with fresh desperation.

She read another clipping, voice smooth and cruel.

“‘His sharp jaw and icy blue eyes hid a brilliance that crumbled under pressure.’ How fitting.”

Leif’s lips parted wider on a particularly soft spot near her arch.

His tongue brushed the nylon involuntarily.

Just a tiny flick.

Salty. Warm. Addictive.

He did it again.

Licking lightly along the wrinkles before catching himself.

Sable noticed immediately.

She pulled her foot away just as he began licking involuntarily. Tomorrow he will..


Chapter 5: Tongue Work

Leif crawled forward on all fours before Sable’s chair, mouth already watering like a starving dog.

His cock hung heavy and leaking in his open slacks, the wet head brushing the cold floor with every humiliating shift of his hips.

Yesterday’s kisses still burned on his lips. The taste of her warm nylon soles lingered on his tongue, making him ache for more.

Sable sat relaxed in the sleek leather chair, legs crossed high, one sheer black stockinged foot dangling inches from his face.

She held her phone in one manicured hand, camera lens pointed directly at him. Red recording light glowing.

“Tongue out,” she ordered, voice low velvet. “Long, slow licks along my sole. From heel to toes. Show the camera how eager you are.”

Leif’s face flushed crimson.

Pride screamed inside his chest, but his traitor cock throbbed harder, another thick drop of pre-cum dripping onto the floor beneath him.

He extended his tongue.

Flat.

Wet.

And dragged it slowly up the center of her warm stockinged sole.

The taste hit him instantly - salty, slightly musky, the sheer nylon slightly damp from her day.

He moaned low in his throat as the flavor coated his tongue.

Sable hummed in approval, angling the phone closer.

“Again. Slower. Cover every wrinkle.”

Leif obeyed.

His tongue pressed firmer this time, licking from the firm heel all the way up the soft arch in one long, deliberate stroke.

The nylon dragged across his taste buds. Warm. Silky. Addictive.

He licked again.

And again.

Broad, hungry strokes that left shiny wet trails across the black mesh.

His hips rocked involuntarily, cock sliding against the floor, spreading his own mess.

Sable switched feet, offering the other sole.

“Lick between the toes now. Get in deep.”

Leif’s mouth watered even more.

He tilted his head, tongue sliding between her big toe and the second.

The nylon was thinner there, warmer, the scent stronger.

He licked slowly, deliberately, the tip of his tongue probing the soft gap.

Tasting her.

Cleaning her.

Sable’s toes flexed around his tongue, trapping it for a moment before releasing.

“Good boy,” she murmured, still recording every second. “Look at the once-mighty CEO on all fours, tongue-fucking my toes through my stockings.”

Humiliation burned through Leif like fire.

His cock jerked violently beneath him, leaking steadily now, a small puddle forming on the polished floor.

He licked harder.

Long strokes between each toe.

Sucking lightly at the nylon webbing.

His face was buried under her foot, nose pressed to the ball while his tongue worked the sensitive spaces.

Sable pressed her sole down gently over his mouth and nose, smothering him in warm, wet heat.

“Lick faster. Make it sloppy.”

Leif’s tongue went wild.

Flat, broad licks across the entire sole.

Then pointed, delving deep between her toes.

Saliva dripped from his chin, mixing with the dampness of her stockings.

He could feel the texture of her skin through the sheer fabric.

The faint ridges. The soft pads.

His balls tightened painfully. Cock aching for release he knew wouldn’t come.

Sable zoomed the camera in on his face.

“Tell the camera what you are now.”

Leif pulled back just enough to gasp, tongue still extended.

“I’m… I’m licking your feet.”

His voice was hoarse. Broken.

“Louder. With respect.”

“I’m your foot licker,” he groaned, face burning. “On all fours for your soles.”

Sable smiled, satisfied.

She lifted her foot higher, pressing the ball firmly against his open mouth.

“Deeper between the toes. Suck the nylon clean.”

Leif dove in.

Mouth open wide.

Tongue thrusting between her toes with long, deliberate strokes.

He sucked gently, pulling the sheer fabric into his mouth, tasting every inch.

His hips humped the air desperately, cock swinging heavy and slick.

Pre-cum flew in thin strands with every thrust of his tongue.

Sable recorded it all.

Her free hand stroked her own thigh slowly, enjoying the power.

Leif’s mind fractured further with every lick.

The arrogant CEO who once commanded boardrooms now reduced to this - slobbering messily over a dominant woman’s stockinged feet while she filmed his degradation.

Yet the arousal was vicious.

He licked faster. Sloppier.

Tongue sliding wetly between each toe, then lapping broadly over the sole again.

Sable’s toes curled and spread around his eager mouth.

She pressed her foot down harder, grinding the wet sole across his tongue.

Leif moaned loudly, the sound vibrating against her skin.

His cock pulsed dangerously close to the edge, untouched, just from the taste and smell and humiliation.

Sable finally pulled her foot back slightly, strings of his saliva connecting her toes to his lips.

She spread her toes wide. Tomorrow those go in your mouth..


Chapter 6: Toe Sucker

Leif waited on all fours in the glass conference room, mouth already open, tongue hanging out like a trained pet.

His lips felt swollen and sore from yesterday’s endless licking, yet saliva pooled under his tongue at the mere thought of her toes.

Cock hung heavy between his spread thighs, the head slick and purple, dripping a steady string of pre-cum onto the polished floor.

The door clicked.

Sable entered, pencil skirt riding high on her bronze thighs, sheer black stockings still in place.

She sat in the chair and extended one perfect foot toward his waiting face without a word.

“Open wider,” she commanded, voice thick with anticipation. “Suck each toe like it’s your only purpose.”

Leif leaned forward eagerly, mouth stretching wide.

He took her big toe between his lips first.

Warm. Nylon-clad. Slightly salty.

He sucked it deep, cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling around the digit through the sheer fabric.

Sable sighed above him, one hand already slipping under her skirt.

Leif moaned around the toe, the vibration traveling straight to her.

He sucked harder, bobbing his head, taking the toe to the back of his mouth.

The nylon grew wetter, soaked with his spit.

Sable’s fingers moved in slow circles beneath the fabric of her skirt, the wet sounds of her pussy reaching his ears.

“Good boy,” she breathed. “Next toe.”

Leif released the big toe with a wet pop and moved to the second.

He sucked it in greedily, lips sealed tight, tongue pressing and massaging the underside.

His mouth ached from the stretch, but he didn’t care.

He needed this.

Needed to please her feet.

Sable’s breathing quickened. Her fingers worked faster, slick sounds growing louder.

Leif sucked each toe in turn.

Third. Fourth. Pinky.

Deep, hungry sucks that left the sheer black nylon glistening with his saliva.

He returned to the big toe, taking two toes at once now, stretching his jaw wider.

Sable moaned softly, her free hand gripping the armrest.

“Deeper. Suck them like you’re fucking them with your mouth.”

Leif obeyed instantly.

Head bobbing.

Lips sliding up and down the length of her toes.

Tongue thrusting between them when she spread them slightly.

His own cock throbbed violently, untouched, leaking in thick ropes that pooled beneath him.

Every suck sent jolts of humiliating pleasure through his body.

Sable’s hips began to rock in the chair.

Her fingers plunged deeper inside her pussy, the wet schlick-sclick filling the room.

Leif could smell her arousal mixing with the musky scent of her feet.

He sucked harder. Faster.

Mouth sore and stretched, yet eager, desperate.

He took three toes at once, gagging slightly as they hit the back of his throat, but he kept sucking.

Sable’s moans grew louder.

“Yes… just like that… my little toe sucker…”

Her foot pressed deeper into his mouth, toes curling against his tongue.

Leif’s eyes watered. Jaw burning. Cock pulsing wildly.

He sucked with everything he had, hollowing his cheeks, swirling his tongue frantically around each digit.

Sable’s body tensed above him.

Her fingers moved in a blur under the skirt.

Wet sounds turned frantic.

She cried out sharply as her orgasm hit.

Her pussy clenched visibly around her fingers, juices coating her hand.

Her toes flexed hard in Leif’s mouth, pressing down on his tongue as she rode the waves.

Leif kept sucking through it all, gentle now, worshipful, drawing out her pleasure.

Sable shuddered through the aftershocks, breath ragged.

Slowly she withdrew her fingers from her soaked pussy.

They glistened with her cum.

She reached down and wiped them deliberately across Leif’s flushed cheek.

Thick, sticky streaks of her arousal marked his skin.

She wipes her fingers on his cheek. Tomorrow your cock gets attention..


Chapter 7: Footjob Edge

Leif stood naked in the center of the glass conference room, cock jutting out hard and angry.

Veins bulged along the thick shaft. The head flushed deep purple, already glistening with pre-cum that dripped in slow, heavy strings to the floor.

Hands locked behind his back as ordered. Chest heaving.

Sable circled him once, fully dressed, sheer black stockings still hugging her long legs.

She stopped in front of him and sat in the low leather chair, crossing her legs slowly.

“Stay perfectly still,” she said, voice low and velvet. “Feet apart. Hands stay behind you.”

Leif obeyed, thighs trembling.

His cock twitched visibly in the air, desperate for any touch.

Sable uncrossed her legs and raised both stockinged feet.

The warm, sheer nylon soles pressed against the sides of his throbbing cock.

Leif gasped sharply.

The sensation was electric - soft, silky, slightly damp from her earlier arousal.

She wrapped both feet around his shaft, arches curving perfectly to cradle him.

The ball of one foot pressed against the sensitive underside while her toes flexed on the head.

“Fuck,” Leif groaned, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

“Still,” she snapped.

He froze, breathing ragged.

Sable began to stroke.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Her stockinged feet slid up and down his cock in long, teasing glides.

The nylon dragged over every vein, every ridge.

The head of his cock disappeared between her soft soles, then reappeared slicker than before.

Pre-cum smeared across the black mesh, making it glisten.

Leif’s balls tightened instantly.

He was already close.

Too close.

Sable felt it and slowed her movements to a torturous crawl.

“Just the toes now,” she murmured.

Her toes curled around the swollen head, squeezing gently, rolling it between them.

The sheer fabric teased the sensitive slit, collecting more pre-cum.

Leif’s knees buckled slightly.

“Fuck… please…”

“Please what?” she asked, voice amused.

Her feet kept working - slow pumps, tight squeezes, then feather-light strokes along the shaft.

One foot slid down to cup his heavy balls, rolling them gently while the other continued stroking the length.

Leif’s cock pulsed in her grip.

The edge built fast.

His hips twitched, trying to thrust into the silky warmth.

Sable pulled her feet back just enough to deny the friction.

“Not yet.”

She waited until his breathing steadied, then wrapped both feet around him again.

Tighter this time.

Faster strokes.

The nylon made wet, silky sounds as it glided over his slick cock.

Pre-cum poured from the tip, soaking her soles completely.

Leif moaned loudly, head falling back.

His cock swelled even thicker between her feet.

The head flared, ready to explode.

Sable stopped again.

Feet perfectly still, just holding him trapped in warm nylon.

Leif whimpered.

His cock twitched violently in her grip, on the very brink.

One more stroke and he would have cum.

But she denied him.

Again and again.

She brought him to the edge five times.

Each time her stockinged feet worked him mercilessly - long strokes, tight toe squeezes, slow grinding of her arches along the underside.

Each time she stopped at the last second, leaving his cock throbbing and denied.

Leif’s body was covered in sweat.

Legs shaking.

Cock a angry, leaking mess.

The head purple and swollen.

Veins standing out like ropes.

“Please… Sable… I need to cum…” he begged, voice broken.

She smiled, green eyes gleaming.

“No.”

She stroked him once more - slow, luxurious, both feet gliding from base to tip in perfect unison.

The pressure built again.

Faster.

Harder.

Leif’s hips jerked desperately.

He was right there.

Shaking.

Moaning.

Sable removed her feet completely.

His cock twitched wildly in the empty air, bobbing and pulsing, inches from release.

A thick rope of pre-cum swung from the tip but nothing more.

Ruined edge.

She removes her feet leaving him twitching. The plug arrives tomorrow..


Chapter 8: Chest Crush

Leif lay flat on his back in the center of the glass conference room, completely naked.

His cock stood rigid and aching, still denied from yesterday’s merciless footjob. Balls heavy and blue, drawn tight against his body.

Bruised ego burned hotter than the denial. A once-powerful CEO reduced to this - prone on the floor, waiting for her weight.

The door opened.

Sable entered in sheer black stockings and pencil skirt, no heels this time.

She stopped beside him, towering above his helpless form.

Green eyes swept over his exposed body, lingering on the throbbing cock that twitched under her gaze.

“Arms at your sides. Legs straight,” she commanded softly. “You will kiss my feet while I stand on your chest.”

Leif’s heart hammered.

He spread his arms slightly and stared up at her endless legs.

Sable placed one stockinged foot on his sternum first.

Warm. Soft.

Then the second.

Her full weight settled slowly onto his chest.

The pressure was immediate and crushing.

Leif gasped sharply as her soles pressed down, flattening his pecs.

The sheer nylon felt silky against his skin, but the weight stole his breath.

His ribs creaked. Lungs compressed.

Yet his cock surged harder, slapping wetly against his lower abs, leaking fresh pre-cum.

Sable shifted her balance, distributing her weight evenly.

“Start kissing,” she ordered. “Every inch you can reach.”

Leif strained his neck upward.

Lips met the warm ball of her right foot first.

He pressed reverent kisses to the soft pad, the nylon slightly damp from her body heat.

Each kiss was labored - her weight made every movement a struggle.

Sable rocked gently, grinding her soles deeper into his chest.

The pressure increased, forcing the air from his lungs in short bursts.

Leif kissed faster, desperate.

Lips sliding along her arch, then to the wrinkles that formed when she flexed her toes.

His tongue flicked out involuntarily, tasting the salty nylon.

Sable hummed in approval and shifted more weight onto her right foot.

Leif’s vision blurred at the edges.

His cock throbbed violently beneath her, untouched, aching from days of edging.

He kissed the sole harder, open-mouthed, sucking lightly at the fabric.

The taste flooded him - warm foot, faint sweat, the silky mesh.

His bruised ego fractured further with every press of her feet.

A powerful man, once commanding billions, now crushed under a woman’s stockinged soles while his denied cock leaked like a broken faucet.

Sable lifted one foot slightly, then brought it down again with controlled force.

Not stomping.

Just full, deliberate pressure.

Leif groaned loudly against her other foot, the sound muffled by her sole.

He kissed the heel, the arch, the ball - every reachable inch while fighting for breath.

His chest burned. Ribs aching under her weight.

Yet the humiliation sent dark pleasure spiraling through him.

His cock pulsed in time with her shifts, smearing pre-cum across his stomach in shiny streaks.

Sable switched feet, pressing the left sole fully over his mouth and nose.

“Breathe me in while you kiss,” she said.

Leif obeyed.

Inhaled deeply through his nose, the rich musky scent of her foot filling his lungs.

Then kissed frantically - lips, tongue, desperate presses against the warm nylon.

His face turned red from the pressure and lack of air.

Sable ground down harder, toes curling over his chin.

Leif’s hands clenched into fists at his sides.

Not daring to touch her.

Not daring to touch himself.

His balls throbbed with unreleased need.

Cock so hard it hurt, the head swollen and angry.

Sable rocked again, shifting her full weight from one foot to the other.

Each movement crushed him deeper into the floor.

Leif whimpered against her sole, kissing wildly.

Tongue lapping at the wrinkles.

Lips sucking the soft pads beneath her toes.

The glass walls reflected the scene back at him - his lean, once-proud body pinned and helpless beneath her perfect feet.

Humiliation mixed with raw arousal until he couldn’t separate them.

Sable stayed there for long minutes.

Standing.

Crushing.

Letting him worship with frantic kisses while his chest heaved for air.

Finally, she stepped off slowly.

One foot, then the other.

Leif sucked in a deep, ragged breath, chest rising and falling rapidly.

Red footprints marked his skin where her weight had pressed.

His cock continued twitching, untouched and denied.

Sable looked down at him, green eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

She steps off and smiles. The vibrating plug goes in next session..


Chapter 9: Vibrating Plug

Leif knelt on the thick black mat in the glass conference room, completely naked, ass still sore and stretched from the thick plug Sable had forced inside him minutes earlier.

The smooth silicone bulb sat heavy in his rectum, pressing firmly against his prostate.

His cock hung hard and leaking between his spread thighs, a thick string of pre-cum already dripping onto the mat beneath him.

Sable stood before him, having slowly peeled off her sheer black stockings, revealing her flawless bare feet.

Bronze skin glowing. High arches. Perfectly pedicured toes with deep red polish.

She sat in the leather chair and extended one bare foot toward his face.

“Start worshipping,” she ordered, voice low and commanding. “Lick my soles clean while the plug does its work.”

Leif leaned forward, mouth watering.

His tongue dragged slowly up the warm, soft sole of her right foot.

Bare skin now - no nylon barrier.

The taste was richer. Saltier. More intimate.

He licked again, long and deliberate, covering the arch with broad strokes.

At that exact moment, Sable pressed the remote.

The plug buzzed to life inside his ass.

Low, steady vibrations pulsed against his prostate.

Leif moaned loudly against her foot, the sound vibrating through her sole.

His cock jerked hard, spitting a fresh rope of pre-cum onto the mat.

“Focus,” Sable said calmly. “Keep licking. Don’t stop for anything.”

Leif obeyed, tongue working faster.

Lapping at the soft wrinkles of her arch.

Sliding between her toes.

Sucking each one deeply into his mouth, tongue swirling around the warm digits.

The vibrations intensified.

Medium now.

Relentless buzzing that made his prostate throb and his cock leak uncontrollably.

His balls tightened, heavy and aching.

He sucked harder on her big toe, cheeks hollowing, desperate to please while his ass clenched around the vibrating intruder.

Sable sighed in pleasure, toes curling in his mouth.

She switched feet, offering the left sole.

Leif dove in eagerly, licking the warm ball of her foot, then the silky arch.

His hips rocked involuntarily, fucking the air as the plug buzzed stronger.

High setting.

The vibrations slammed into his prostate like a constant, merciless massage.

Leif whimpered, tongue lapping frantically between her toes.

Pre-cum poured from his cock in a steady stream now, pooling on the mat.

His prostate swelled under the assault.

Every lick sent sparks of pleasure through his body.

He felt the orgasm building fast - dangerous, unstoppable.

But Sable knew.

She dialed the remote down to a teasing pulse.

Leif groaned in frustration, still worshipping her bare feet with sloppy, eager strokes.

He licked the underside of her toes, then sucked them one by one, mouth stretched wide.

The plug continued its maddening rhythm - buzz, pause, buzz - keeping him right on the edge without mercy.

Sable’s bare foot pressed down over his face, smothering him in warm, soft flesh.

“Lick deeper,” she murmured. “Tongue between every toe while your ass milks that plug.”

Leif obeyed, tongue thrusting wetly into the spaces between her toes.

Tasting every inch.

His cock throbbed painfully, the head swollen and dripping.

He humped the air again, desperate for friction that never came.

The vibrations ramped up once more.

Stronger.

Faster.

Leif’s entire body shook.

Ass clenching rhythmically around the buzzing plug.

Prostate pulsing.

He sucked her toes frantically, saliva dripping down his chin.

The need to cum was unbearable.

Yet he knew she wouldn’t allow it.

Sable watched him with cool green eyes, one hand lazily stroking her own thigh.

She changed the pattern on the remote - short bursts, then long, deep vibrations that made his eyes roll back.

Leif moaned around her foot, the sound muffled and broken.

His cock twitched wildly, another thick spurt of pre-cum splashing onto the mat.

He was leaking like a broken faucet, balls aching with unreleased load.

Still he kept licking.

Long, worshipful strokes along her soles.

Deep sucks on each toe.

The plug buzzed mercilessly, turning his ass into a throbbing, sensitive mess.

Sable finally pulled her foot back slightly.

Leif panted, face flushed, lips swollen from sucking.

His cock continued dripping steadily, the puddle beneath him growing.

Sable held up the small black remote, thumb hovering over the buttons.

She holds up the remote. Tomorrow everyone at dinner watches you squirm..


Chapter 10: Under The Table

Leif sat rigid at the private corner table in the exclusive restaurant, tuxedo jacket buttoned tight over his pounding chest.

The remote-controlled plug buzzed low and steady inside his ass, pressing mercilessly against his prostate.

Every subtle pulse sent jolts of unwanted pleasure through his cock, which strained hard against the confines of his dress pants.

A thick bead of pre-cum already soaked through his boxers.

Sable sat opposite him, elegant in a low-cut black dress that hugged her bronze curves.

Sheer black stockings shimmered on her long legs.

Green eyes sparkled with amusement as she sipped her wine.

The tablecloth draped low enough to hide everything below their waists.

No one in the dimly lit room suspected a thing.

Leif shifted in his seat, jaw clenched, trying to maintain the composure of the former CEO he once was.

The plug buzzed stronger for three long seconds, then dropped to a teasing throb.

His cock twitched violently.

Another spurt of pre-cum leaked out, making the front of his pants damp and sticky.

Sable’s lips curved into a small smile.

Under the table, her right stocking-clad foot slid slowly up his calf.

Silky nylon brushed his ankle, then his shin.

Leif’s breath hitched.

The foot continued its journey, toes flexing as it reached his inner thigh.

It pressed firmly against the hard bulge in his lap.

Leif gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white.

Sable’s foot began to rub.

Slow, deliberate strokes along the length of his trapped cock.

The sheer nylon dragged over the fabric of his pants, teasing every sensitive inch.

She increased the remote vibrations at the same time.

The plug buzzed harder inside him, pulsing in rhythm with her foot’s movements.

Leif’s hips jerked involuntarily.

His cock throbbed under her sole, leaking steadily now.

The wet spot grew, dark and obvious if anyone looked too closely.

“Stay still,” Sable whispered across the table, voice velvet and calm.

Her foot pressed harder, arch curving perfectly over his shaft.

She stroked him through the pants - up and down, slow and relentless.

The plug buzzed on high for ten full seconds.

Leif bit back a groan, teeth grinding.

His prostate pulsed with every vibration, sending waves of forced pleasure straight to his balls.

Pre-cum flowed freely, soaking through his underwear and pants.

Sable’s toes curled around the swollen head of his cock, squeezing gently through the fabric.

She worked the sensitive ridge with expert precision.

Leif’s breathing turned shallow and ragged.

He tried to focus on the menu, on the other diners chatting quietly around them.

But all he could feel was her warm, stockinged foot massaging his aching cock and the merciless buzz in his ass.

Sable dialed the remote again.

Short, sharp bursts now.

Buzz. Pause. Buzz.

Each pulse made his hole clench around the plug, milking his prostate.

Her foot never stopped rubbing.

Long, silky strokes from base to tip.

The nylon grew slick from the pre-cum seeping through his pants.

Leif’s thighs trembled under the table.

His balls drew up tight, heavy with the load he’d been denied for days.

The edge built fast.

Dangerously fast.

Sable’s foot sped up slightly, pressing firmer, toes working the head in tight circles.

The plug vibrated continuously on the highest setting.

Leif’s eyes fluttered.

His cock swelled thicker, pulsing wildly under her sole.

He was right there.

Seconds from exploding in his pants like a desperate teenager.

His hips rocked subtly, chasing the friction of her foot.

Sable watched him with cool green eyes, perfectly composed while her foot destroyed him under the table.

She laughed softly as he nearly cums. Back at the facility the cuffs come out..


Chapter 11: Cuffed Worship

Leif knelt naked in the center of the glass conference room, wrists locked tightly behind his back in cold steel handcuffs.

The metal dug into his skin, shoulders already burning from the strained position.

His cock stood rigid and leaking, the head swollen dark purple, a steady drip of pre-cum falling onto the floor between his spread knees.

Sable stood before him, towering and flawless.

She slowly peeled off her sheer black stockings, one leg at a time, revealing smooth bronze skin and perfect bare feet.

The discarded nylons dangled from her fingers like a promise.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded softly.

Leif obeyed instantly, lips parting.

Sable placed her right bare foot against his tongue.

“Start licking. Long, slow strokes while those cuffs keep you helpless.”

Leif dragged his tongue up the warm sole from heel to toes.

The bare skin tasted richer than ever - salty, slightly musky, intoxicating.

His shoulders ached as he strained forward, wrists locked uselessly behind him.

He licked again, broader this time, covering the soft arch with wet, reverent strokes.

His cock throbbed harder, untouched, bouncing with every movement of his head.

Sable pressed her foot firmer against his face, toes curling over his nose.

“Deeper between the toes. Suck them clean.”

Leif moaned and obeyed.

He sucked each toe into his mouth one by one, tongue swirling around the warm digits, cheeks hollowing with effort.

His jaw worked hard, shoulders screaming from the handcuffs forcing his arms back.

Pre-cum poured from his cock in thick strings, pooling on the floor.

Sable hummed in pleasure and switched feet, offering the left sole.

Leif lapped at it desperately, tongue flat and eager.

He licked the ball, the arch, the soft wrinkles that formed when she flexed.

His face grew slick with his own saliva.

The handcuffs rattled as he shifted, trying to get closer.

Sable finally pulled her foot away.

She lifted her pencil skirt and sat on the edge of the low table, legs spread wide.

Her pussy glistened - smooth, swollen, already wet.

“Time to worship higher,” she said, voice thick. “Lick my clit until I cum. Twice. No hands. Just that desperate mouth.”

Leif leaned forward on his knees, shoulders burning fiercely.

He pressed his tongue to her slick folds and dragged it upward in one long stroke.

The taste of her arousal flooded his mouth - sweet, tangy, addictive.

He found her clit and circled it slowly with the flat of his tongue.

Sable sighed, one hand threading into his hair to guide him.

Leif licked faster, sucking gently on the swollen nub.

His cock strained painfully between his legs, leaking nonstop.

The handcuffs kept his arms locked, forcing him to balance awkwardly as he devoured her pussy.

He sucked her clit harder, tongue flicking rapidly over the sensitive bud.

Sable’s hips rocked against his face.

Her breathing quickened.

Leif thrust his tongue inside her tight hole, then returned to her clit, sucking and licking in a relentless rhythm.

Her thighs trembled around his head.

She came the first time with a sharp cry, pussy clenching and flooding his mouth with fresh juices.

Leif kept licking through it, drinking her down, shoulders screaming from the strain.

Sable didn’t let him stop.

She pulled his face tighter against her dripping cunt.

“Again. Make me cum again.”

Leif attacked her clit with renewed hunger.

Tongue swirling.

Lips sucking.

He alternated between long licks along her slit and focused flicks on the swollen pearl.

His own cock ached fiercely, balls tight, denied for so long.

Sable’s second orgasm built faster.

Her hips bucked against his mouth.

She ground her pussy over his tongue, using his face shamelessly.

Leif sucked hard on her clit, tongue pressing firm circles.

She shattered again, crying out louder this time, thighs clamping around his head as her pussy pulsed and squirted lightly against his lips.

Leif licked her clean through the aftershocks, gentle now, worshipful.

His shoulders burned like fire.

His cock throbbed angrily, the head slick with pre-cum.

Sable finally released his hair and leaned back, breathing heavy.

She reached for the sheer black stockings she had removed earlier.

She dangled her used stockings in front of his face. These become your gag tomorrow..


Chapter 12: Stocking Gag

Leif knelt naked in the glass conference room, wrists still cuffed behind his back from the previous session, shoulders burning.

His mouth already tasted of nylon and Sable’s earlier orgasms.

The sheer black stockings she had used to wipe her cum from his face now hung ready in her hand.

Sable stood over him, barefoot, bronze skin glowing under the lights.

“Open wide,” she ordered, voice low velvet.

Leif parted his lips obediently.

She stuffed the warm, used stockings into his mouth.

The fabric was damp with her scent - sweat, arousal, the faint musk of her feet.

She pushed them deeper, packing his mouth full until his cheeks bulged.

Then she wrapped another pair tightly around his head, tying them securely behind his neck as a gag.

The nylon pressed against his tongue, filling every corner of his mouth.

Leif moaned around the gag, the sound muffled and pathetic.

His cock throbbed hard, leaking steadily onto the floor.

Sable pushed him backward until he lay flat on his back.

“Time to get trampled,” she said calmly.

She placed one bare foot on his chest first.

Warm. Heavy.

Then the second.

Full weight settled onto his torso, crushing him into the hard floor.

Leif groaned into the stocking gag, the sound vibrating through the nylon packed in his mouth.

Sable rocked gently, grinding her soles into his pecs.

The pressure stole his breath.

Red footprints bloomed across his skin, overlapping the faded marks from earlier sessions.

His cock jerked violently beneath her, untouched, smearing pre-cum across his lower abs.

She stepped higher.

One foot moved to his throat, pressing lightly but firmly.

Leif’s eyes widened.

The weight made him gag around the stockings stuffed in his mouth.

Nylon and her taste flooded his senses.

Sable smiled down at him and shifted her weight.

Her other foot joined, both soles now covering his face.

Full face trampling.

Leif’s world went dark and warm.

Her soft arches pressed over his eyes and nose.

Toes curled over his forehead.

The gag made every breath a struggle - hot, humid, saturated with the taste of her worn stockings.

He inhaled desperately through his nose, the scent of her bare feet overwhelming him.

Sable ground down harder.

Twisting her feet slowly, soles sliding across his trapped face.

His nose flattened under her arch.

Mouth forced wider around the bulky nylon gag.

Leif’s cock pulsed wildly, leaking in thick ropes.

The humiliation burned - gagged with her dirty stockings while she casually trampled his face like a doormat.

Sable lifted one foot and brought it down with controlled force on his chest again.

Then his stomach.

Then back to his face.

She alternated.

Chest. Face. Torso. Face.

Each step deliberate.

Each one leaving fresh red marks on his lean body.

Leif moaned continuously into the gag, the sound wet and broken.

His shoulders screamed from the handcuffs.

His lungs fought for air every time her weight crushed his chest.

Yet his cock remained rock-hard, the head swollen and dripping.

Sable stepped fully onto his face once more.

Both feet covering him completely.

She balanced there, full weight pressing his head into the floor.

Leif’s tongue pressed uselessly against the packed stockings in his mouth.

He could taste every inch of the nylon - salty, musky, soaked with her essence.

His vision blurred.

Cock twitching desperately beneath her.

Sable rocked her hips slightly, grinding her soles deeper into his face.

The pressure on his nose and mouth was relentless.

She stepped off his face and moved down his body again.

One foot on his chest.

The other on his stomach, pressing dangerously close to his throbbing cock.

Leif bucked upward instinctively.

Sable laughed softly and pressed harder.

Her sole brushed the base of his cock, teasing but never giving relief.

Then back up.

Face trampling again.

She stood on his face for long seconds, letting him suffocate under her perfect bare feet while the stocking gag kept him silent and stuffed.

Leif’s body marked everywhere - red imprints of her soles on his chest, stomach, cheeks, forehead.

His cock ached with denied need.

Finally, Sable stepped off completely.

She crouched beside his head and untied the stockings wrapped around his face.

Slowly she pulled the damp, saliva-soaked bundle from his mouth.

Strings of spit connected the nylon to his swollen lips.

She peels the gag away. Tomorrow my foot goes down your throat..


Chapter 13: Throat Footing

Leif lay on his back in the glass conference room, jaw still aching from the brutal stocking gag, lips swollen and tingling.

His cock stood rigid and desperate, untouched for days, the head purple and slick with endless pre-cum.

Sable stood over him, completely naked now, her bronze body flawless and commanding.

She lowered herself slowly, straddling his face, her wet pussy hovering inches above his mouth.

“Open wide,” she ordered, voice thick with lust.

Leif parted his lips eagerly, jaw protesting.

Sable pressed her right foot against his mouth.

“Take it. Deep.”

She pushed.

Her toes slid past his lips.

Then the ball of her foot.

Leif’s mouth stretched painfully around the intrusion.

She kept pushing.

Deeper.

Her foot forced its way into his throat, the arch filling his mouth completely.

Leif gagged hard, eyes watering, but she didn’t stop.

“Relax your throat. Take my foot like the whore you are.”

She thrust gently, fucking his mouth with her foot in slow, deliberate strokes.

The taste overwhelmed him - warm skin, faint salt, the musk of her earlier arousal.

His jaw ached fiercely, stretched to its limit around her invading foot.

At the same time, Sable lowered her dripping pussy onto his face.

She ground down hard, smearing her slick folds over his nose and mouth.

Leif’s tongue darted out desperately around her foot, licking at her clit.

Sable moaned loudly and rocked her hips.

Her pussy slid wetly over his face, clit rubbing against his nose while her foot fucked deeper into his throat.

Leif choked and gagged, saliva pouring from the corners of his stretched mouth.

Yet his cock throbbed harder than ever, bouncing against his stomach, leaking steadily.

He needed touch.

Any touch.

But his hands stayed useless at his sides.

Sable rode his face mercilessly.

Grinding.

Sliding.

Her juices coated his cheeks, his chin, his forehead.

She fucked his throat with her foot in rhythm with her hips.

Deeper thrusts now.

The ball of her foot pressing against the back of his throat.

Leif’s eyes rolled back.

Gagging wetly around her foot.

Nose buried in her soaked pussy.

He licked frantically at her clit whenever he could, tongue sliding between her folds.

Sable’s moans grew louder.

Her thighs trembled around his head.

She pressed down harder, smothering him completely in wet heat and foot.

Leif’s lungs burned.

His jaw screamed in agony.

His cock ached with desperate, denied need.

Sable rode faster.

Grinding her clit against his nose.

Fucking his throat with long, deep strokes of her foot.

Her pussy clenched and fluttered.

She came hard.

A shattering orgasm that made her cry out sharply.

Her pussy squirted against his face, flooding his mouth around her foot with hot juices.

Leif swallowed desperately, choking on her cum and his own spit.

Sable didn’t stop.

She kept grinding through the aftershocks, drawing out every pulse of pleasure.

Her foot stayed buried deep in his throat, toes flexing against his tongue.

Leif’s vision darkened at the edges.

Cock twitching wildly, so close to the edge from nothing but the degradation.

Finally, Sable lifted her hips slightly, allowing him a gasping breath.

She slowly withdrew her foot from his mouth.

It emerged glistening with saliva, strings connecting it to his swollen lips.

She wiped her foot across his chest. Full weight comes next..


Chapter 14: Full Weight

Leif lay flat on his back in the glass conference room, body already tender and marked with faint red footprints from days of abuse.

His cock stood purple and raging, veins bulging, the head swollen and slick with constant pre-cum.

Every muscle ached. Every breath reminded him of the weight he had already endured.

Sable stood above him, barefoot and magnificent, bronze skin glowing under the lights.

She placed one foot on his chest first.

Then the other.

Full weight settled slowly onto his torso.

Leif gasped sharply as her soles crushed down, flattening his pecs, forcing the air from his lungs.

The pressure was merciless.

Ribs creaking. Sternum compressed.

Sable began to walk on him.

Bare feet stepping deliberately across his body.

From chest to stomach.

Heels digging into his abs.

Toes curling for balance on his hips.

She avoided his cock at first, letting it throb untouched in the air.

Leif groaned loudly with every step.

His tender skin burned under her weight.

Fresh red imprints bloomed wherever her soles landed.

Sable shifted higher, both feet on his chest again.

She rocked slowly, grinding her arches into his bruised flesh.

Leif’s vision blurred.

His cock jerked violently, leaking a thick rope of pre-cum that splattered across his lower stomach.

She stepped lower.

One foot on his stomach.

The other on his thigh.

Then she brought her full weight down on his upper thighs, dangerously close to his aching cock.

Leif bucked upward instinctively.

Sable smiled and pressed harder.

Her sole brushed the base of his shaft, teasing but denying.

She continued her slow, methodical trampling.

Chest. Stomach. Thighs. Chest again.

Each step heavier than the last.

Leif’s body trembled beneath her.

Tender skin turning darker red.

Bruises beginning to form under the relentless pressure.

His cock remained rock-hard, purple head glistening, desperate for any contact.

Sable finally stepped off him completely.

She stood between his spread legs and lowered both bare feet onto his throbbing cock.

The warm, soft soles wrapped around his shaft instantly.

Leif cried out.

The sensation after so much denial was overwhelming.

Her feet began to stroke.

Slow at first.

Then faster.

Savage.

Unforgiving.

Both soles sliding up and down his purple cock in long, brutal glides.

The head disappeared between her arches, then reappeared slicker, wetter.

Pre-cum poured from the slit, coating her feet completely.

Sable pumped harder.

Toes curling around the swollen head, squeezing viciously.

One foot pressed down on his balls while the other stroked the length.

Leif’s hips bucked wildly.

He was right there.

Seconds from exploding.

Sable felt it and tightened her grip.

Faster strokes.

Merciless.

Her soles flew up and down his cock, the wet, slippery sounds filling the room.

Leif’s body tensed.

Every muscle locked.

His purple cock swelled even thicker between her feet.

Sable suddenly slowed.

She kept just enough pressure to hold him on the edge.

Then she stroked once.

Twice.

Three brutal pumps.

Leif came with a strangled shout.

His orgasm ripped through him violently.

Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock, but Sable angled her feet at the last second.

The first powerful spurt shot uselessly onto his own stomach.

The second landed on his chest.

The rest dribbled weakly over her soles and his thighs.

Ruined.

Pathetic.

His cock continued twitching and spurting in weak pulses, the pleasure mixed with cruel frustration.

Most of his load wasted on his own skin instead of released properly.

Sable kept her feet on him, slowly milking the last drops.

Leif shuddered through the aftershocks, body trembling, chest heaving.

His spent cock softened slightly but remained sensitive and slick.

Sable stood over his spent body. Tomorrow you will beg properly..


Chapter 15: Begging Edge

Leif knelt naked in the center of the glass conference room long before Sable arrived.

Completely broken.

Shoulders slumped. Head bowed. Cock already rock-hard and leaking steadily onto the floor between his spread knees.

Hours of previous denial and ruined orgasms had shattered whatever remained of the arrogant CEO.

Only raw, desperate need remained.

The door opened.

Sable entered slowly, barefoot, wearing nothing but a sheer black silk robe that hung open.

Her bronze skin and toned legs filled his vision.

She sat in the leather chair and crossed her legs, one perfect foot dangling inches from his face.

“Six hours,” she said calmly. “You will edge for me using only my feet. No hands. No thrusting. You will beg the entire time. Clearly. Loudly. If you stop begging, I stop touching.”

Leif’s voice cracked immediately.

“Please… use your feet on me. I need it so badly.”

Sable smiled and extended both bare soles toward his throbbing cock.

She wrapped them around his shaft without warning.

Warm. Soft. Perfect.

Leif moaned loudly, hips twitching.

“Beg,” she reminded.

“Please stroke my cock with your soles,” he gasped. “I’m so desperate… I’ll do anything.”

Her feet began to move.

Slow, luxurious strokes from base to tip.

Arches cradling his shaft while her toes teased the swollen head.

Leif’s eyes rolled back.

Pre-cum poured freely, coating her feet instantly.

He begged without pause.

“Please don’t stop… your feet feel so good… I’m nothing without them…”

Sable kept the pace torturously slow.

Long glides. Tight squeezes.

Then she pulled back, using only her toes to circle the head.

Leif whimpered.

“Please… please wrap both soles around me again. I need to feel your arches… I’m begging you…”

She obliged.

Both feet returned, stroking faster now.

Leif’s balls tightened. The edge rushed in fast.

His voice grew frantic.

“I’m so close… please let me cum… no, wait - don’t let me cum yet… edge me longer… I need to suffer for you…”

Sable slowed again just as he approached the brink.

She pressed one sole firmly against his cock, holding it trapped while the other foot’s toes played with his leaking slit.

Leif shuddered violently.

“Please… keep edging me… I’m your foot slut… my cock belongs to your soles…”

Hours blurred.

Sable brought him to the edge again and again.

Sometimes fast, savage foot-fucking with both soles pumping brutally.

Sometimes agonizingly slow, just her toes rolling the head or her arch grinding the underside.

Each time Leif begged louder, more brokenly.

“Please use my cock like a toy… crush it under your feet… I live for your soles…”

“Edge me harder… I don’t deserve to cum… keep me denied… please…”

“Step on my balls while you stroke… make it hurt… I’ll thank you for it…”

His voice grew hoarse.

Tears of frustration and overwhelming pleasure streamed down his face.

His cock remained purple and angry, the head massively swollen, leaking in an almost constant stream.

Sable never let him tip over.

Every time the orgasm built, she pulled her feet away or slowed to a feather-light tease until the peak receded.

Then she started again.

Leif’s begging turned into desperate, incoherent pleas.

“Please… your toes on my slit… yes… just like that… don’t stop… I’ll stay forever if you let me…”

“Fuck my cock with your feet… ruin me… break me completely…”

“I’m nothing but your foot bitch… please keep edging me for hours… I love suffering under your soles…”

The sixth hour crawled by in pure torment.

Leif’s body shook uncontrollably.

Sweat covered his skin.

His cock twitched and pulsed with every tiny movement of her feet.

Sable brought him right to the edge one final time.

Both soles stroking fast and tight.

Toes squeezing the head mercilessly.

Leif’s voice cracked into a sob.

“Please… I’m begging you… edge me forever… I’m yours… completely yours…”

She stroked three more brutal times.

Then stopped.

She finally pulls both feet away. Tomorrow you choose to stay forever..


Chapter 16: Permanent Mark

Leif knelt naked and trembling in the center of the glass conference room, mind completely empty except for the burning need to worship Sable’s feet.

His cock stood painfully hard, purple and leaking, every vein throbbing after sixteen days of systematic destruction.

A wide steel anklet waited on the low table beside her chair - thick, permanent, engraved with her initials.

Sable stood before him, barefoot and radiant, green eyes locked on his broken form.

“Today you choose,” she said softly. “The anklet locks forever. Or you walk away. Speak.”

Leif’s voice came out raw and desperate.

“I want the anklet. Lock it on me. I belong under your feet.”

Sable smiled, slow and victorious.

She sat in the chair and extended one perfect foot.

“Kiss it while I lock you.”

Leif leaned forward and pressed his lips reverently to her warm sole.

Sable reached down, snapped the heavy steel band around his left ankle, and clicked the lock shut with a final, metallic sound.

It was done.

Permanent.

Leif moaned against her foot, kissing harder, tongue sliding out to taste her skin.

His collared ankle felt heavy, real, right.

Sable lifted both feet and wrapped them around his aching cock.

“Eyes on me,” she commanded.

Leif looked up, lips parted, trembling with need.

Her warm, soft soles pressed together around his shaft.

She began to stroke.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Long glides from base to swollen head.

Leif gasped, hips twitching.

“Please… your feet… they own me…”

Sable increased the pace, arches curving perfectly around his throbbing length.

Pre-cum poured over her soles, making every stroke slick and obscene.

She squeezed tighter, toes curling over the sensitive head, rolling it between them.

Leif’s breath came in short, broken moans.

His mind was gone - nothing but the feel of her feet owning his cock.

Sable stroked faster now, both soles pumping in perfect rhythm.

One foot slid down to press firmly on his heavy balls while the other continued the savage footjob.

Leif’s body shook.

The steel anklet clinked softly with every tremor.

“I’m going to cum for you,” Sable whispered, voice husky. “And you will cum with me. Only when I say.”

She ground her pussy against the chair, hips rocking as she worked his cock mercilessly with her feet.

Her soles flew up and down his shaft - wet, slippery, relentless.

Leif begged without thinking.

“Please… let me cum on your feet… I need to mark them… please…”

Sable’s breathing quickened.

She pumped harder, toes squeezing the head on every upstroke.

Her own arousal dripped down her thighs as she neared the edge.

Leif’s cock swelled thicker between her soles.

Purple head flaring.

Balls drawing up tight.

Sable’s toes curled viciously around the tip.

“Now,” she gasped.

She came hard.

Her pussy clenched visibly, juices flooding the chair as her body shuddered.

At the same moment, Leif exploded.

His orgasm ripped through him like lightning.

Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted from his cock, splashing across Sable’s feet and ankles in heavy white streaks.

He kept cumming, pulse after pulse, painting her soles, her toes, the tops of her feet.

Sable milked every drop with slow, firm strokes of her cum-slick soles, drawing out his orgasm until he was empty and shaking.

Leif collapsed forward, forehead pressed to the floor, body trembling violently.

His steel anklet gleamed on his ankle.

Sable lifted one cum-covered foot and rested it on his shoulder, then the other on his head.

She rests both feet on his face as he kisses them reverently. This is now permanent..

Still craving more? 

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 

[image: ]


Disclaimer 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
  

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
\ ‘l

(Tra Pled “

Into

< SubmlS sion
Polly Bane?_v_;






OEBPS/image_rsrc1DF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DE.jpg
Clalmed :

A
10 Taboo Regress1 n Tales






