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“You’re such a good girl, you know that, right?” The smirk on Arpita’s purple lips were enough of a reward after I’d spent the day cleaning her apartment. I’d always felt that such mundane work was beneath me, as if I was destined for something better. That was why I’d latched onto Stephen in the first place, seeing in him as a way to excel myself as a socialite. Even when I had no job, he always allowed me to get around with doing little of the housework around the apartment. Of course, he’d moan and grumble, but a dazzling smile in his direction, or a bit of physical affection, and all complaints would soon disappear.
Stephen had for sure been my free ride to the life I’d always wanted. For years, I’d envisioned my place as one of those gossiping wives, who accompanied my successful husband to various events that only further heightened our societal climb. However, all of that seemed pretty redundant now, as I waited on my knees in Arpita’s hallway. My knee-caps were already sore from being down for so long, but I suppose that was my own fault having completed the chores ahead of schedule in my eagerness. Once the daily, household tasks were complete; there was little else for me to do. The television was off limits, and I was only allowed sporadic access to my phone; all under the guise of keeping my focus where it mattered. That being: Arpita’s feet. I didn’t get to watch much of my favourite TV shows these days, but Arpita certainly did. She watched many of her Hindi soap operas while relaxing; her feet resting triumphantly upon my face, toes flexing and gripping at my skin.

I mean, she wasn’t a tyrant or anything, and it could even be argued that these restrictions were due to the consequences of my own actions. I’d lost access to the television in the very early stages, when Arpita had returned from a night shift and found me sprawled out on the couch. I’d been watching random shows all night while eating some chips I’d found in her cupboard; crumbs had been left all over the floor and she was far from amused. My right to watch the television without her consent evaporated that night, and I couldn’t even argue since I didn’t pay bills.

My phone restriction was far more in nature with our new dynamic. Two weeks after I’d moved in, Arpita had been waiting for me to resume my position beneath her feet while she watched a Hindi TV show, and I hadn’t jumped to task. She’d even cleared her throat, but I’d been so busy watching some stupid videos on YouTube that I hadn’t noticed. The distraction of my phone was swiftly limited that day, and now Arpita kept it in her room and only allowed me access when I requested, and only if I’d been a good foot wipe.

Her control over me seemed to be ever-growing, and it had been this way ever since she’d welcomed me into her home. My days were filled with subtle humiliation and belittlement, and bizarrely, I thrived under her debasement. No longer did I feel like a fraud, as if I was using my partner, but rather, I woke up every day with the mindset that I was making a real difference. I was a stress relief for the hard-working nurse that had arrived in our country all alone, and if I could make her happy by doing something as simple as wiping the sweat from beneath her feet; well, that was as worthy a contribution to society as I’d ever made.

As I remained kneeling, I watched with parted lips as Arpita confidently slinked towards me, all the while hooking her jacket on the rack and yawning after her apparent long day at the hospital. Her scrubs were lightly sweated beneath her armpits as she stretched her arms. Her fingers tickled my hair, lightly stroking my scalp as she brushed passed and headed towards the living room. “Have you had a productive day?” she asked, over her shoulder. She then turned and pursed her lips at me. “Or have you been laying around doing nothing?” She wiped the sleeve of her scrubs along her sweated brow, then smiled adoringly when she noticed the fresh glass of ice-cold water I’d left for her on the table. “Life saver,” she said. “I’m parched.” She scooped the glass up and took a plentiful gulp.

“No, Ma’am, no laying around,” I said with a shake of my head. “I’ve been busy all morning, doing things how you like them.”

She finished off the remainder of the water, then took a gasping breath before wiping her mouth. She then giggled, and nodded with approval as she glanced around her tidy apartment.

I’d learned after the first few weeks of serving as nothing but Arpita’s foot wipe, that it wouldn’t be the end of my responsibilities. She’d quickly realised that I could be of more use than just a place to wipe her feet clean, especially after the television and phone incidents, where I had demonstrated I had too much free time. Rapidly, things like dusting, vacuuming, doing the laundry and dishes had been added to my duties. So, it had only been for a single week that I’d spent my time watching television and not doing much else, other than when Arpita returned from work and would wipe the sweat clean from her feet, all over my face. The remainder of the evenings had always followed a similar path; Arpita finding use for my hands, lips and tongue to soothe her tired, aching feet after a long day at work. I’d devoted myself to the task, marvelling at how easy and stress-free my life had become. I’d only ever feel momentary regret when her playful side would emerge, where she’d often snap a photo of my lips wrapped around her toe, giggling and pointing at the contrast between my pale cheeks and her deliciously brown skin.

Of course, when she’d first added those chores, I’d been vehemently reluctant.

“I thought I wouldn’t have to do anything other than be your foot wipe,” I’d groaned in a petulant way that first time she’d casually raised the idea of adding domestic duties to our situation. It had been the same tactic I’d used whenever I wanted to get my own way with Stephen. A bat of my eyelashes and a pout of my lips had always been enough to win him over. “You said that’s all I’m good for.” My pout had been expertly applied.

Arpita had rolled her eyes. “It’s brainless work,” she’d said. “Don’t act like you’re not capable of wielding a duster.” She had then narrowed her eyes. “I’ve been running around all day at work. Who pays the bills around here, Poppy? It’s certainly not you.” She had shrugged. “If you want to keep being my foot wipe, then you’ll need to show me how much you want the job.”

Despite knowing in my heart that I couldn’t bear losing my place as Arpita’s foot wipe, especially during the infancy of our living arrangement, the work-shy brat within me had reared its head. “But...still...” I’d whined. “It’s not fair.”

Arpita had shrugged, then headed over towards the kitchen table. “Come here, and we’ll talk about it.” She had sat down in the chair and lifted her feet slightly in those familiar juttis, dangling them about half a foot in the air. “Come on, let’s talk. You know I’m diplomatic. This is the land of the free, isn’t it? So, you’re free to make your case.”

Instead of approaching, I’d hesitated, still kneeling on the floor. “I just...I’m only good at...being your foot wipe.” 

Arpita had smirked, then cocked her head. She glanced off to the side thoughtfully, then bit her lip and shrugged. “Well, yes, you are an attuned foot wipe. I’ll give you that.” Her eyes had locked on me, causing my own to shyly avert. “Your little white face is the perfect place to wipe the sweat from my feet after a long day.”

My blush had only deepened further, the same way it did whenever Arpita teased me regarding my pitiful descent. I’d gone from a carefree socialite to a...well...a carefree foot wipe. Despite being intensely humiliating, I’d settled quite comfortably into my place. I mean, laying on the floor and allowing Arpita to rub the sweat from her feet into my skin was the easiest role in life I could ever have hoped for. Even as the intense burn of shame would make my pulse throb in disgrace, I’d remain flat on my back and allow it to happen, as being Arpita’s foot wipe bizarrely fulfilled me in a way that a relationship with Stephen never had. I’d always mooched off of him, and deep inside, I’d harboured a feeling of dread where eventually I would get called out for my selfish behaviour. Ultimately, that had happened, but despite operating under a similar lazy approach to life while living with Arpita, it almost felt like I was free to do so, as I was contributing something, more than I ever had with Stephen. I was offering up my dignity and most of all: my face! My pretty face that had won me trophies through modelling competitions, was now only worthy of being a wipe for Arpita’s sweaty, brown feet. That felt fitting, it felt deserved for being completely useless at everything else and served as fair payment for living with her for free.

However, that carefree life that I had settled into had come to an end. Arpita had evidently felt that serving as her foot wipe wasn’t enough, and I supposed it made sense. I mean, while she was at work for her extended shifts, what had I been doing? Sat at home, usually watching television or lazing around. I’d kind of shrunk socially since moving in with her, and I’d brushed off meeting my friends for weeks; that becoming even easier once Arpita had seized my phone. Meeting with them would have been difficult anyway, as Arpita provided me with no allowance for being her foot wipe, especially not in the same capacity that Stephen had for being his fiancée. My own income had been non-existent for years, especially since I’d attempted to show my parents that I was a confident, independent woman. I could have always crawled back to them, I supposed, but then my whole family would have been aware what a failure I had become. At least my embarrassing position as Arpita’s foot wipe remained a secret between the two of us.

Arpita had straightened her legs out and kicked her juttis up and down playfully. “Come on, foot wipe,” she had said seductively. “We’ll talk about it while I use that face of yours for what it’s good for.”

I had gulped, but struggled to fight an overwhelming urge to crawl over and offer up my face to Arpita’s lightly brown and clammy soles. In those juttis, they had to have been terribly sweaty, and that just wasn’t right. She’d probably worked so hard at the hospital, moving around on her feet all day, and she’d needed my face more than ever at that moment. I had nodded shamefacedly, then silently moved on hands and knees towards her, before turning and rolling into that familiar position: offering up my face for Arpita’s needy, perspiring soles as I slid beneath her couch. Even as I had gone through the motions, I couldn’t quite believe the turnaround in my life, and my former friend group would have been dumbfounded by my participation in such seedy and depraved activities.

While I had stared up at the ceiling, Arpita had peered down between her dangling juttis and taunted me with a gleeful grin with her purple lips. That cute, little golden nose stud had twinkled amongst her brown skin, and had almost felt symbolic, shining as a marker of my defeat; its sparkling had only seemed to goad me. “Are you ready?” she had asked. “Are you ready to serve your one true purpose in life?”

“Yes, Arpita,” I had whispered bashfully; the admittance simultaneously exciting and shaming me as it always did. “I am ready.” I had closed my eyes, a feeling of contentment suddenly washing over me. It hadn’t mattered how embarrassed I had felt, because I had known inside, that once her slippery soles had pressed against my face, everything would make sense.

“Here we go,” Arpita had said with a delighted little giggle.

I had flinched as the sound of her juttis slapping against the floor rattled each of my ears. Then, I had fallen into a suspended state of anticipation as I had waited for the inevitable to happen: for me to once again serve my true purpose in life. I had shivered excitedly as my breaths had become laboured under the thrill of expectation.

My nose had been twitching as the strong, vinegary scent of Arpita’s foot sweat wafted from her juttis. Whenever she wore them, it seemed to heightened the intense natural odour of her feet, bringing it to a truly invigorating level. I’d inevitably lurch my head upwards, craning to lodge my nose between her toes before she had even settled it in place. I had almost become addicted to the intense, sobering odour of the sweat that gathered between her toes, and I needed it inside me more than the most expensive of perfumes. It had become her signature fragrance that marked my defeat as a proud woman.

The moment that Arpita’s toes had gripped at my nose, and I had initially inhaled in that sharp, overpowering stink; the back of my head had dropped back against the floor with a thud, tamed and subdued into obedience.

“That’s a good foot wipe,” Arpita had cheerily announced, before she began casually wiping her slimy, disgustingly moist soles all over my face. Her sheening wrinkles had seemed to slip effortlessly over the curves of my cheeks that fashion photographers had previously gawped over. I had caught glimpses of her amused, yet still fascinated face, possessing that same child-like wonder that had been present the very first time I’d allowed her to freely wipe her foot sweat all over my pretty face. Her eyes had been wide in surprise, her lips slightly parted as her breathing intensified. “Good girl,” she’d whispered. “Clean the sweat from my feet like a good foot wipe.” She’d bit her bottom lip, before screwing up her forehead as she increased the effort; her soles mashing into my features.

“Ugh,” I had whispered uncontrollably, as her soft, fleshy soles pressed into my face and completely swamped my entire being.

“You’re going to be my little housemaid along with my being my foot wipe, aren’t you?” Arpita had teased in a cute, triumphant voice. The weight had increased on my face as her clammy toes tapped against my forehead. “You’re a foot wipe, and foot wipes do as they’re told.”

“Yes, Arpita.” I’d groaned as those smelly, sweaty feet, wiped away both their sweat and my resistance. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

And I had. From that day forward, after Arpita had departed for work, I’d make her bed, clean up the mess in the kitchen after having made her breakfast, then work through whatever chores she assigned me. If she had been doing a night shift, my day would adjust accordingly; Arpita would never return home without myself being there to greet her, regardless of the ungodly hour.

Back to present matters, Arpita’s nostrils flared slightly, before she smiled and nodded her head approvingly. I’d lit some candles next to her Hindu sculptures, with the light scents of eucalyptus and jasmine incense wafting through the air. “Earning your keep, I see.” She winked and relaxed her body, her hands dropping to her hips as she cocked her head and watched me mischievously. “You ready for your medicine?”

With that, Arpita bent her leg in that familiar way, and my heart skipped a beat in anticipation of what was about to happen once more. My limbs would immediately begin trembling whenever Arpita’s leg would twitch; the initial sign that her foot needed its devoted wipe. I watched intently, my eyes glued to her flat as she raised her heel and eased it out with a pop. “You ready to be my foot wipe?” she asked with a pleased parting of her lips; the tip of her tongue clamped between her teeth.

“Yes,” I said with complete enthusiasm. Already my skin was beginning to prickle and tingle with excitement. This was the reward I’d been working hard for all morning. Cleaning Arpita’s apartment was a bore, but it had become a necessary task in order to maintain my position as her fortunate foot wipe. I scrambled across the floor, sliding onto my back near the couch and staring straight up at her grinning face. “Please let me be your foot wipe, Arpita.”

“I’ve had such a long shift today,” she teased, “and my feet are so, so sweaty.” She raised an eyebrow and offered me an expression of disbelief. “Do you think your little face can handle it?”

“Yes,” I said again, followed by a frantic nodding of my head. “Please use my face as your foot wipe.” I was allowing the most embarrassing, cringey words to leave my lips, but in Arpita’s presence: I felt comfortable and safe. As far as I knew, Stephen wasn’t even aware that I was living just down the hallway, and Arpita had kept our secret as much as I had.

She had to cover her mouth as she giggled. “This just gets better and better every time.” Her heel eased back into her flat, and she bent forward, placing her hands on her knees and looking down at me adorably. “You just love being my foot wipe, don’t you?” She then reached out, stroking my hair and tucking some loose strands behind my ears.

Her voice was so soothing and encouraging, that I couldn’t help but melt and speak the truth. “Yes, Arpita. I love it.” I couldn’t stop myself from blushing, as even though it was just the two of us, all alone, and I felt completely safe in her company, it was still an embarrassing reality to accept. I mean, Arpita freely wiped her sweaty feet all over my face on a daily basis by this point, and even though it strangely made me feel good, I still knew it was a weird relationship we shared. It had become the most important function in my life, and depressingly, it was the only thing I was good at. I mean, I liked to paint, but no one had ever bought any of my work; and it had been months since I’d put brush to canvas. Though I was pretty and used to model, that career path seemed to be at an end.

I was still beautiful, but now, that seemed meaningless. I couldn’t even imagine my face in a fashion catalogue, knowing that the very same cheeks covered in their blusher were nothing but a place for this immigrant nurse to clean the sweat from her feet. Every time her sweaty feet were placed against my face, I’d remember how she’d mused about living the American dream, and somehow, I was proud of that. I mean, I would probably be considered the definition of a hot American girl, and I’d welcomed her to our country by offering up my pretty face for her to mush her foot sweat all over in respect of her hard work every day.

“Come on then, little one,” Arpita cooed, as she lightly patted my cheek a final time, then stepped over me to sit on the couch. Once comfortable, she teasingly lifted her feet, then after a slight wiggle of her ankles, each of her flats broke feet and tumbled against the floor. On this day, she wasn’t wearing socks, and even from the floor, I could make out that her feet were extremely sweaty. As she twisted and rotated her ankles to free the aches, I caught glimpses of the tops of her feet and the imprints in her skin, left by her flats which were evidently too tight.

“Come on,” she said softly. She lifted both of her feet slightly and nodded down while descending them towards my face. “Come here, Poppy. Come to mama.”

I was frozen there down on my back and looking straight up from beneath Arpita’s feet. Immediately, I could see how clammy her soles were as they approached, the moist, humid prison of her flats having left her skin wrinkled and drenched with a sheen of sweat. There were even little speckles of dirt plastered to her skin, with a particular clump smudged into the wrinkles of the undersides of her cute little toes.

My nostrils were already flaring at the strong, pungent odour emitting from her warm toes, and I instinctively lifted my head in eagerness, as I always did at this moment, straining my neck to insert my nose into the sweaty groove and appreciate its powerful fragrance. It was almost like my nose was drawn against my will.

“Someone is a desperate and eager foot wipe today, aren’t you?” Arpita teased with a delighted grin. “You excited to remove the sweat from my feet?”

“Yes,” I said breathlessly. “Please. I need it.”

“Put your head back down then, sweetie,” she said. “I want to be comfortable while I wipe my feet all over your face.” She angled her feet, so that as my head returned to the floor, her big toes lightly rested against my temples. “Are you ready to be my foot wipe again? Remember, you wanted this, Poppy.” She grinned at me mischievously as I timorously peered up at her. “You’re the one who swiped right for foot wipe.”

My skin was throbbing all over as the pair of us partook in such an inexplicable and absurd conversation; one which had become such common practise, that it was as routine to us as talking about the weather. Arpita always seemed to delight in raising the point that it was I who had wanted this. It was I who had shown up at her door and begged for her to wipe the sweat from her feet all over my face. It was I who had been wearing that glamorous, expensive dress the night of Stephen’s award dinner, and it was I that had dropped to my knees and kissed her pretty, little feet, begging to betray my partner so I could be her foot wipe.

“You’re such a good foot wipe,” she said with a sparkle in her eye. “Such a good girl. Every day, waiting for me to wipe the sweat from my feet after I’ve been working all day long. You’re such a good girl, aren’t you?”

My tummy was doing flips at her praise, as both of her slimy feet began to work back and forth on my cheeks. As her toes shunted up and down on my forehead, I was granted sporadic glimpses of Arpita’s fascinated, yet beautiful face, her eyes narrowed slightly as she stared down and marvelled at being able to freely use me in this way. Even though this depraved activity had become a daily occurrence, I never tired of seeing the awe in Arpita’s expression. It was as if each time she witnessed her foot sweat gleaming on my face; she still couldn’t quite believe that I allowed such a humiliation to happen. Never in her wildest dreams had she pictured her move to America resulting in such an activity.

For the new few minutes, I moaned and squirmed, caught in a mixture of pleasure and shame as Arpita freely dragged and mashed her moist feet all over my face to the point that my skin became sore. Still, even as my moans turned to whimpers, she continued to relentlessly wipe her feet across my cheeks and forehead, leaving my facial features sopping from her exertion. “That’s a good foot wipe,” she sung with a playful melody, all the while flicking her feet back and forth, her toes lightly tugging across my cheeks. “You’re just what every girl needs after a long day at work.”

“Yes,” I moaned while closing my eyes in disgrace. “My face exists to wipe your feet clean.”

Arpita chuckled, but then she poked at my mouth with her big toe, before drumming my lips impatiently. “Get your tongue between my toes and get out all that sweat and dirt. Just like a good girl.” 

I opened my eyes in lust, all while witnessing her own as they truly gleamed by this point; her excitement evident at observing me doing such a humiliating and disgusting thing. Performing a depraved act for her benefit by cleaning her sweaty feet so she wouldn’t have to do it herself. Her toes, painted a flawless yellow, wiggled enticingly in need and expectation. Even as she continued to tease my lips with her big toe, half of my face remained clamped beneath the dominant sole of her other foot.

As I obeyed, and my tongue slipped between her biggest and second toe, the tip lodging against the build up of toe-jam nestled in there, I immediately retracted upon recognising that unmistakeable, sharp and acrid flavour. “Ugh,” I said, which only brought an adorable giggle from Arpita in return.

“What?” she asked, while placing a hand against her breasts through her scrubs. “You don’t like the taste? Too bad. It’s not like I randomly knocked your door and asked you to do this, is it?” Despite the faux harshness in her tone; her playful smile betrayed the strict persona she attempted to exude. “You wanted this, so you have no right to ever complain about what my sweaty feet taste like.”

With that, I sunk into silence, obediently and slurping all over Arpita’s toes, digging out and consuming whatever I could find between them as she offered me her parted digits one after another. While I nuzzled my tongue into the sweaty crevices, and hungrily devoured the day’s load of overworked-nurse treats from between, Arpita watched my every debasement, nodding in approval, while occasionally screwing up her face in disgust. Whenever I’d grimace or gag at a particularly potent nugget of toe-jam, Arpita would raise an eyebrow before bursting into a frantic giggling fit. “Doesn’t taste good, does it?” she asked in bemusement, her mouth slightly hanging open as my tongue went back in for another dive. “So, why are you still doing it?”

Once I had cleaned between the toes of that foot to her satisfaction, she raised both feet to give them a final look over, marvelling at how the one now shined not with her sweat, but instead my saliva.

“Did you enjoy that?” she asked while peering around her hovering feet.

I was still in the midst of licking around the inside of my mouth, savouring any lingering flavour of Arpita’s foot sweat. My palate had previously had an acquired taste for wine and champagne; now, it had sampled exotic flavours that none of my friends would ever have to sample.

She must have taken my distracted nature as aloofness, as she placed her hands on her hips while looking down at me in fascination. “You’re a foot wipe, Poppy, and what do foot wipes do? They clean the sweat from their owner’s feet.” She lightly flicked her toes of her other foot against my lips. “Who owns you, foot wipe?”

I swallowed and whispered back shamefacedly, “You do, Arpita.”

She moved the foot to place her toes flat against my forehead, holding my head against the hard floor while flexing her arch. The warmth of her skin was contrasted by the icy sensation of the toe ring, causing me to flinch. “What are you?” she asked, while twisting her toes in place; the others lightly gripping at my bottom lip.

“I’m your foot wipe,” I mumbled while looking up her wrinkled arch and wishing it was rubbing all over my face again. I even tried to shift my position so that I was further beneath her foot, however, her toes remained resolute while posed on my forehead.

“Yes, you are,” she said with a snigger. Suddenly her heel dropped, while the other foot moved forwards, and both feet returned to my face, placing themselves flat against my cheeks and squishing me beneath. They almost seemed to form a seal against my skin, and I felt completely dominated. My hands were free at my sides, yet, I just remained laying there, squirming in heightened bliss at being so degraded in such a way. I mean, it’s quite the mortifying, yet exhilarating feeling, to have the soles of another girl’s feet pressed against your face to the point that they’re your entire stimulation. That you can’t even take a breath without it being polluted by their intoxicating stink. There’s no greater insult to one’s dignity; and I volunteered for that experience on a daily basis.

Her toes harshly gripped at my eyebrows, before her soles roughly wiped back and forth across my skin. “So just lay there and take it. Be quiet while I use your face as the wipe it is.” Another giggle followed, and Arpita, as always, seemed to revel in her newest, secret hobby. As her feet moved all over my face, mushing and squashing my features with the stinging moisture of her sweat, now somewhat diluted by my own saliva, I involuntarily moaned in surrender, my eyes rolling back in my head as I felt light-headed and overwhelmed by the experience. Even though this had happened countless times by this point, I was still overcome by the same intense emotional gymnastics that occurred every time I was debased beneath Arpita’s pretty, yet sweaty, feet. I knew it was wrong and shouldn’t be happening to me; but I couldn’t deny the response of my body and the way it craved to be Arpita’s foot wipe so much.

Whenever I was being used in this way, it almost felt like I was losing my grip on reality. My body temperature would rise considerably and I would uncontrollably shake in a way that almost resembled a panic attack. As her clammy soles mashed into my features, passing the sweat from her skin onto my face, I’d have flashes of my previous life, almost taunting me at what I had now become.

While Arpita’s toes tugged at my nose, or her sweat glistened my cheeks, I’d imagine myself out socialising with my friends, wearing my most designer clothes while various guys flirted with and attempted to win me over. I’d recall the many high-class events I’d attended with Stephen through his work networking, and how he’d always been proud to show me off at his side. How I’d smugly hold his arm and smile for the camera. Now, my smile was only ever witnessed from between Arpita’s feet, my lips squashed down and forced into a haphazard gurn.

Even as Arpita grinned down at me, all the while freely rubbing the sweat from her feet onto my pretty face, I could barely comprehend how I had thrown my wonderful life away and allowed this to happen. I could stop at any moment, couldn’t I? All I had to do was scramble from beneath her feet, run back to Stephen and beg for forgiveness, and everything that I’d previously taken for granted could be mine once more. A normal life was within reach, despite how good it felt being Arpita’s foot wipe.

“Oh God,” I mumbled desperately. “What am I doing?” The words were muffled from beneath her meaty, brown feet, though as I felt the weight increase on my face, it was clear that she’d heard them.

“Shhh,” she said encouragingly, even as I struggled and squirmed beneath her. “You’re a foot wipe now. My own personal foot wipe.” A light chuckle was underlined by her toes tapping against my forehead. “Stop having doubts and trying to fight it.” Her toes parted and allowed me a glimpse of her beaming face, purple lips wedged around her porcelain teeth. “This is where you belong, Poppy. Isn’t that right?” Her toes clamped closed once more, and suddenly my world was back in darkness; only the scent of Arpita’s foot sweat keeping me abundantly aware that I was still actually alive. Even after all of the licking and sucking; her intense, sweaty stink seemed to persevere on, a testament to the length of her work day.

“Ugh, I...I...I don’t know,” I whined, still disparaging myself for embarking upon such a pitiful descent. “I don’t know why this keeps happening.” My eyebrows were almost crossing in confusion at my behaviour. It made no goddamn sense, and flew against every fibre of my being and the kind of girl I used to be. I was confident, selfish and determined to get what I wanted; now I was nothing more than a joke to be continually subjugated for this Indian nurse’s amusement and pleasure.

“Yes, you do,” she teased, while casually dragging her toes all around my face, alternating between pinching at my nose, cheeks and ears. “You love when I do this to you. You clean my apartment all day long just so I’ll come home and use you to clean the sweat from my feet, don’t you?”

“Oh God.” As humiliating as her words were, while I was laying there and breathing in her pungent foot scent, I couldn’t deny that it absurdly thrilled me to see the joy on her face at being able to subdue me in such a way. With the merest emergence of any defiance, Arpita only had to teasingly taunt me or push her feet into my face, and I’d melt as all resistance abandoned me. It was inexplicable, but had been the case ever since I’d first stumbled upon her on the dating application. The simple thought of Arpita having the unfair right to wipe her feet all over my face continually pushed me to allow it to happen. So, I did, just lying there as I was treated as nothing more than her doormat, wallowing in my own embarrassed shame, but powerless to crawl to my feet and escape from the barrage of thumps to my dignity. All the while, her grimy sweat dried on my skin as if it was some kind of specialised moisturiser, marking me as Arpita’s property to use as she pleased.

“Shhh,” she said again, softly cooing at me and stroking my cheeks with her toes as my whines turned to gentle whimpers. “It’s okay,” she said. “I know you need this.” She leant over and snapped a photo on her phone before I could even react. “I work long and hard all day to come home to your face to wipe the sweat from my feet. That’s how things are supposed to be, right? That’s the way you welcome me to your country?” She turned the phone, and through narrowed eyes, I looked up at my own face, squashed between Arpita’s beautiful, yellow-painted toes. Her brown skin contrasting magnificently upon my own pale complexion. Her golden toe rings seeming to outdo any of the expensive jewellery I previously used to wear. If she posted this photo anywhere, my reputation would be forever destroyed, not because of the depraved activity taking place, but rather, the unmistakeable expression of contentment that shone from my face.

I closed my eyes in defeat, all to the sound of Arpita’s giggles, before she triumphantly announced. “That’s what I thought, foot wipe.” Her toes prodded at my lips. “Now, where were we? Oh, that’s right, congratulations.” She leant forwards and loudly clapped her hands patronisingly. “You’ve once again successfully removed all of the sweat from the bottom of my foot with your useful face. What an achievement, Poppy! You even ate all of the dirt from between my toes!”

My skin was burning, almost feeling as if it had been drowned in kerosene and someone had tossed a match. I just didn’t know whether it was the shame or Arpita’s foot sweat that was lighting it up so much. I almost felt like I was shrinking beneath her, as if my relevance was being diminished with each passing second as Arpita trounced all over my social stature.

“Are you proud?” she added. “Is this your greatest accomplishment in life?” Her big toe traced along my lips, but such was the probing venom of her words, that I was mortified into silence. “Let’s compare, shall we?” I shamefully looked away as Arpita continued to tease my lips with her toes. “I trained to be a nurse, moved to your country, got my own place, and now I’m living a fulfilling life.” She placed a hand against her chest. “I’m living the American dream, right?”

I didn’t say anything, her big toe still pressed against my lips. However, the blushing in my cheeks was likely enough to communicate my feelings on the matter.

“Whereas...you...broke up with your boyfriend to become my foot wipe.” She couldn’t help but clamp her hand around her mouth, then muffled through her fingers, “What the hell were you thinking, Poppy?” She shook her head dismissively and rolled her eyes. “You had a nice life, and now look at you, your face stinks like my feet.” She pinched her cute nose between her fingers and jokingly waved her hand around. “So stinky.”

I couldn’t even think of a reason to explain such absurd behaviour. 

“Nothing to say?” she added, before her fresh big toe paused at the centre of my mouth and wiggled with determination between my lips. “What happened to you, Poppy? Such a pretty girl, and now you’re nothing but my live-in foot wipe.” Her toe pushed forwards, and despite my best efforts, I inexplicably accepted it into my mouth, completely silenced as it filled my mouth and its salty, bitter flavour tanged my tongue. “And you love it, don’t you? That’s lucky, because you still have my other foot to lick clean. There’s plenty of juicy nurse sweat still in there for you to feast on!”

Her giggles were so adorable, that they could almost be mistaken for those of a child. Despite the almost bullying nature of her words, she came across as a fascinated teenager that was simply having the time of her life. I was trembling beneath the weight of her mockery, yet, what had initially been a bitter taste in my mouth, was suddenly transitioning to a flavour far more enticing. I wasn’t just tasting Arpita’s sweaty toe, but rather, I was worshipping her superiority over me, because I was nothing more than her foot wipe, after all, there was no point in trying to deny it, and it made sense for me to worship her mastery over me. I may have previously been a social pillar, with a successful partner, but now, I was just something that lay beneath her feet. The feet of this foreign nurse who probably earned about ten times less than Stephen did.

I began whimpering and moaning as I slurped and sucked all over Arpita’s toe, before hungrily lodging my tongue between its gap with the second toe. Immediately, I dug the crud from the crevice and shivered as I tasted its familiar, salty flavour all over again. The gritty texture felt rough against the tip of my tongue, but I dislodged it all the same. Despite feeling disgusted in myself, I performed the service as expected; it had become a routine that I cleaned between Arpita’s toes after she’d wiped the sweat from her soles to her satisfaction. I was her loyal foot wipe, after all, and it was my only job in the world to make sure her sweaty feet were pampered and taken care of after her long day.

“That’s it,” she said. “Eat out all that foot dirt like a good girl.” She wiggled her big toe playfully in my mouth as I bobbed up and down on it with enthusiasm, before it popped free from my lips and I was able to chew through the filth I’d extracted from between her toes.

Many of my friends would splutter about some delectable, expensive caviar they’d tasted. A most exclusive flavour, they’d bluster, but none of them had tasted a zest as exclusive and rare as Arpita’s toe-jam. I was in my own, personal club in that regard.

Arpita, in turn, scrunched up her face in disgust. “How does that taste?” she asked. “You love it?”

My own face was also scrunching up as I struggled to chew through the far from appetising crud. “Only because it came from your feet,” I said with a blush.

Arpita was about to say something else, but then she paused. “Do you have a crush on me or something?” she asked thoughtfully. “Is that why you like being my foot wipe?” She cocked her head. “Was this all some weird scheme to get close to me? Is that why you put yourself”—she cringed at the sound of me crunching through a particularly persistent morsel of toe-jam—“through this?”

“No,” I said in all honesty, somewhat taken aback that she’d think such a thing. “I’m not like that. I’m not into women.”

“So, you’re not into me?” She brazenly wiped her foot, now covered with saliva, straight down my face. “Just my feet then?”

“I’m not into them.” I blinked, my lips quivering with confusion. “I don’t know why I like you doing this to me. I...I don’t like women...and...I don’t like feet.” I blushed even further as I contemplated the ridiculousness of what I was desperately saying. It made no sense, particularly the way my body was excitedly shivering as the taste of her foot sweat was still rolling around my mouth.

Arpita considered me a moment, then she hovered her feet above my face. As I stared at the shiny ball of her milky sole, truly mesmerised by its contrast to her brown skin, I licked my lips insatiably. I’d just spent however many minutes licking and slurping all over her toes, devouring any toe-jam I came across; however, I couldn’t help lovingly adoring her wrinkled sole with delicate laps from my tongue. Here I was, still committed to continue the worship.

“Kiss it,” she said with a nod of her head. “Kiss it like you used to kiss your boyfriend. Kiss it with love, Poppy.”

I blushed, and couldn’t help by give her the side-eye with annoyance at bringing Stephen into all of this. Even having settled comfortably into Arpita’s apartment, I still felt bad for the way my relationship had come to an end. It was all my fault, after all, and Stephen had literally done nothing wrong. In his eyes, he’d received a promotion at work and on the same night I’d abandoned him for someone else. The only blessing was that he hadn’t realised it was for our Indian neighbour’s feet! Still, after another insistent nod from her, followed by an almost arrogant smirk, I melted and pressed my lips adoringly against the ball of her foot in a submissive smooch.

“Good girl,” she said with delight, then, while I continued to move my puckered lips around the various curves of her arch, she spoke off towards the ceiling as if talking to herself, her hand raised in contemplation. “Do you miss having sex with him?”

I flinched and immediately retracted my mouth, completely caught off guard by Arpita’s raising of such a personal subject. I mean, the two of us were extremely intimate these days, in the most odd and one-sided of ways; my face and her feet seeming to have formed a bonding connection. However, it still felt like this subject was off-limits and I was surprised that Arpita felt entitled to broach it. Sometimes, considered her quiet nature, and the way I’d stereotypically judged her due to the way she dressed, I’d forget about how much of a forward and open-minded girl she really was.

“I’ll take that as a yes?” Her foot moved from my mouth, and she pressed her toes down onto my nipple through my shirt. I stared up at her in confusion, before her other foot jolted me as it settled on my loose skirt between my legs.

“What are you doing?” I asked in surprise.

Arpita shrugged, then raised an eyebrow. “Experimenting.” She leant forward a tad, so that the weight increased in both feet; her toes intrusively pressing into my vagina. It was the first time I’d been touched so intimately since Stephen had kicked me out, and I gasped wildly. We made eye contact, Arpita’s glowing orbs analysing and judging me, before I shrank beneath the awkwardness. I’d always been so confident of my body and sex with boyfriends, but this felt different, and I was transformed to a shy, almost frigid-like adolescent under Arpita’s probing. “Do you like that?” she asked, while studying my reactions. Her foot lifted slightly, wriggling beneath my loose skirt, and her toes tickled against my underwear; a shiver ran through the length of my body in response.

“I...I don’t know,” I said in confusion, before trembling again when Arpita’s big toe settled between my outer labia, pushing the fabric of my panties into the cleft. Her toe flicked up and down softly and I felt powerless to resist the pleasure it invoked. “Oh God,” I said, while covering my face in shame with my hands. It was strange that my instinct was to shield my face, rather than push her foot away, but I almost felt like I didn’t have the right to.

“You do like it,” Arpita teased. Her toe continued to flick against my vagina and I was left squirming on the floor. “See, you love it.” She similarly pincered my nipple between her toes and lightly squeezed it through my shirt. As a result, I felt a spark of electricity ripple between my breasts and vagina, as Arpita stimulated me with nothing but her feet. The same feet that freely wiped their sweat off on my face on a daily basis, were apparently able to bring me pleasure too? Wasn’t there anything that Arpita’s feet couldn’t do to me? She seemed to be able to control me in every single way with the merest flex of her toes.

She smiled down at me, somewhat reassuringly, as her toes continued to lightly tug and prod at my most private areas, causing me to shyly squirm and whimper beneath her delicate ministrations. She was careful and considered, her eyes continually flicking between her feet and my own, observing my reactions and adjusting the intensity of her probing accordingly. 

“You’ve been a good foot wipe,” she said in a delicate voice. “And a good little house maid. Do you think you deserve to be rewarded?”

“Yes,” I gasped while biting my lip as her toe continued to jiggle around on my pussy lips. “I think.” Even though being sexually pleasured with Arpita’s toes was extremely humiliating, I couldn’t deny just how good it felt. “Oh God.” I had to bite my lip as the stimulation forced me into mini convulsions. “Mmmm. Please don’t stop.”

“Really?” She slowly teased her big toe up the length of my pussy lips. “You don’t want me to stop, Poppy?”

“No, God, please don’t stop.” I glanced down, and the disparity between her yellow-painted nail, her brown complexion and my white, cotton panties was mind-blowing. To be pushed towards orgasm by someone else’s toe, well, it was simultaneously shameful and exciting. “Please, please, don’t stop, Arpita. It feels so good.”

It was Arpita’s turn to bite her lip, and she nodded with amusement while lightly tracing her big toe along the folds of my pussy. Once she completed another two passings, she inched it inwards, forcing the fabric of my panties to snugly fill me. “Do you want my beautiful toe to make love to you?”

My eyes were almost crossing, confused beyond belief between the silly suggestion and the actual pleasure I was riding upon. I knew asking for such a ludicrous thing would shatter any remaining semblance of my womanly pride, but fighting the urge to descend to an even further depraved state was a struggle. Being Arpita’s foot wipe, though mortifying, reached a part of me that constantly kept me in a state of blissful arousal. Her feet had a persistent hold over me; her foot sweat like a nectar that never faded in its sweet lure. Now, those same feet were about to take something else from me too, something I thought would never be accessible to them. My breath quickened as I gave up. “Please make love to me with your toe.”

Arpita chortled, with a tear almost coming to her eye. “Well, if that’s what you want.” She nudged my inner thigh. “Make room for me then.”

I couldn’t look in her direction, as I embarrassingly reached down, and held my panties aside. She immediately dragged her toe down the length of my moist folds, in effect lubing it up, before she induced a gasp from me while slipping inside. She probed her toe in and out, gently, and just enough to stimulate my pussy without being overbearing or coming across as intrusive. My entire body went limp, my arms sprawling out, with my legs instinctively parting in order to grant my Indian princess greater access to my private area. She didn’t refuse the opportunity, adjusting her position so that she was able to teasingly drive her big toe in and out without resistance. My teeth were chattering by the time she’d placed the soft, pad of her big toe atop my clitoral area and pressed fully; shaking her foot by the ankle so that the vibrations fizzled through me.

“Oh God,” I screeched, before panting and knocking the back of my head on the floor. Arpita’s big toe remained pressed against my pussy as I shook and shuddered beneath her, a wave of pleasure vibrating through every nerve-ending. My teeth sunk into my bottom lip as I continued to groan and writhe, thudding my head into the floor a few more times while I rode through the intensity of my orgasm.

“Wow,” Arpita said while watching me convulse on the floor. “That’s intense.” Her toe was still pressed against my pussy as my shudders subsided and I was left a sweaty mess on the floor, my hair pressed all over my forehead. There was none of the elegance presence that I was usually known for; instead, I likely looked like a harpy that had been dragged backwards through a bush. She lifted her toe, then chuckled at the damp patch in the cotton panties as they snapped back across my pussy. “Did you like that?” she asked while peering down at me from between her feet.

Suddenly, I felt incredibly exposed and vulnerable, especially at having my sexuality so brazenly laid out before her. I incredulously clamped my legs closed, while bending my arms to cover my breasts. The fact I was completely clothed seemed to pass me by, as Arpita’s manipulations of my body had been so masterful that I’d felt naked. Yet, I couldn’t deny just how good it felt, to be brought to orgasm by something as simple as Arpita’s toe. All of my previous sexual escapades felt redundant, as if a waste of energy. I mean, some of my entanglements with Stephen had lasted way longer, yet, he hadn’t even brought me to orgasm. Arpita had achieved that with the slightest movement of a single toe!

“Seems you’re not just a foot wipe,” she said with a giggle. “You’re a total foot slut too!” Abruptly, I felt eternally grateful that she’d sexually rewarded me in such a way for being her foot wipe. She hadn’t had to do that, after all, had she? I was already satisfied and content at having her foot sweat drying on my face. Therefore, I instinctively clambered to my knees, then wrapped my arms around Arpita’s shin in a tight embrace. My cheek came to rest on her thigh, and after a momentary flinch from her, her fingers settled in my hair and affectionately scratched at my scalp. “It’s okay,” she said encouragingly. “Don’t be shy.”

I twisted and looked up at her, completely enamoured by the care and compassion I saw looking back at me. I felt as if I was unworthy of the orgasm she’d just given me, and a part of me wanted to please her more than ever. “Can...I...umm...do anything for you?”

She initially appeared confused, before a slight smirk came to her. “You mean other than clean my feet every day after work and do all of my chores?”

“Yes,” I said, before shyly looking away.

She lifted my chin with her fingertip, then turned my head so that is was directed towards her foot, still hovering in the air while crossed over her knee. Her big toe, beautiful with its yellow polish, was glistening with my juices. “You can clean that up for me,” she whispered. “Since you made the mess and all.” She tilted her head upon noticing the evident distaste on my face. “It is your responsibility to keep my feet clean, isn’t it?”

“Umm, I guess.” I shyly eyed my pussy juices, soaked all over her brown skin. Despite it as having come from me, it still made my stomach turn while considering tasting it.

“Well, come on then, little one.” She encouraged my head towards her foot with fingers on the back of my neck. “Do your job.”

I tried to push back against her insistent pressure, however, as my mouth neared her sopping toe, and I picked up the scent of my own juices, I realised that my reluctance was futile. It was my mess all over her toe, and I’d offered to do something nice for her: here was the result. Despite my face screwing up into a grimace, I accepted her toe into my mouth, and slurped my climax from skin before I had a chance to detect the flavour. However, the bitterness broke through, and I popped my mouth off, gasping and spluttering.

“Not good, huh?” she asked, before spreading her toes and checking my work. “Well, at least you cleaned it off.” When she noticed that my expression was rather glum, her face softened. “What? What’s wrong?”

I sighed. “I meant I wanted to make you feel good, just like you...just like you did for me.”

“You want to have sex with me with your toe?” she asked in confusion. “You’re the foot wipe, Poppy, not me.”

“No,” I said defensively. “I could...pleasure you in other ways...with my tongue.”

She stroked my head. “That’s a lovely offer,” she said, before standing back up and stretching. “I’ll be sure to give it some thought,” she added, while on her way to the bathroom.

However, once showered, she spent the remainder of the evening watching her usual Indian soap operas with one eye, while texting away on her phone with the other. Throughout, I remained on my knees, diligently rubbing her feet and pressing my thumbs into her cute, dainty little toes, easing the aches and pains from them, all ready for her next upcoming shift at the hospital. I was truly the service that every hard-working nurse needed, and I was thankful to her for allowing me to act as that in her life. If I’d still been in Stephen’s apartment, I’d have likely been laying around doing nothing. In Arpita’s presence, I’d been given a function and a use, and I was thriving in my newfound place in life.

***
[image: ]

The next day, I was kneeling on the floor in the hallway, eagerly anticipating the arrival of Arpita back home from her long day at the hospital. I’d pampered her so well the night before, that she’d left refreshed that morning, and excited for the upcoming day. It was quite a surprise, as I couldn’t ever imagine being excited about going to work. Thankfully, I didn’t have to, because that responsibility lay with her. My own responsibilities were cleaning her feet and keeping the apartment tidy; a rather good deal when considered.
After serving her breakfast, Arpita certainly had a spring in her step as she left the apartment. I was proud of that, perhaps playing some small part in her good mood myself. I’d made a nurse good about starting another shift; surely that was a great thing for the world as a whole? 

While kneeling, I was kind of hovering there, swaying back and forth with my eyes closed while imagining the feel of her sweaty feet all over my face and the way in which those same toes had easily brought me to orgasm. She’d been casually sat on the couch and had barely had to move to leave me tossing and convulsing in waves of pleasure. What had happened after that had only seemed natural. I mean, I wasn’t a lesbian, but it felt only fair to return the favour to her. I’d have been willing to cross that line for her, but Arpita hadn’t taken me up on the offer. That was the only dampener on an otherwise beautiful evening.

I suddenly blinked myself back to reality, and despite being all alone, I blushed at the cartoon my life had become. From glamorous socialite to nothing more than a pathetic foot wipe, who was kneeling, fantasising about orally servicing the very woman who had effectively enslaved me. Not only was I wallowing in my depraved status, but apparently, I was now longing for it to descend further.

Yet, despite these misgivings, when I heard the sound of foot steps approaching outside the apartment, I inadvertently whimpered excitedly, before straightening my knees and brushing down the apron on my thighs. It was a far cry of my previous relationship, where I’d only become excited whenever Stephen took me out for dinner or shopping. Now, I was trembling at the thought of Arpita’s sweaty feet after a long, tiring shift in her work flats. It was like an insatiable need inside me that never dispersed. Day after day, I’d be treated to the same sweaty feet after her shift, but I’d obediently lust for them all the same.

However, as the keys jangled against the door, my back flinched upon hearing two voices talking in a foreign language, which from my many nights of laying beneath Arpita’s feet as she talked on the phone: I recognised as being Hindi. One voice was evidently the familiar sound of Arpita, however, the other sounded slightly younger, with far more giggles than I was used to. Immediately, I felt ridiculous, kneeling there, while dressed up as some kind of maid. My eyes darted around in search of a place where I could hide before whoever this stranger was had witnessed my idiotic presentation. What if it was another nurse from Arpita’s hospital? I twitched while spying the bathroom, but before I could scamper from my kneeled position, the door had already creaked open.

I blinked as Arpita strode in, affectionately ruffling my hair as she passed. Usually, I’d close my eyes in bliss, before flopping down and adoringly kissing her shoes all over. This time, I was so startled by the fact that my depraved and embarrassing behaviour was going to be witnessed by another, that my usual instincts completely abandoned me. Instead, I remained kneeling in place, even as Arpita had brushed past me and headed into the apartment. “Make yourself at home,” she shouted over her shoulder as she breezed past. Evidently, informing me of whoever had joined us didn’t even enter her head.

Arpita’s companion had remained at the door, a large duffle bag off to her side, and momentarily, our eyes met before I shyly looked away. My stare had lingered long enough to fully appreciate the sight of her: an almost carbon-copy of Arpita with a youthful twist. I mean, it could have just been a friend, but they looked so similar, that this had to be her sister. Evidently, Arpita hadn’t been lying when weeks earlier she’d casually mentioned her sister intended to visit. No wonder she had been so excited when leaving for work that morning, and spent the previous night, while I kneaded my fingers into her soles, laughing and joking on the phone. She’d known all along that her sister was coming, yet, for reasons I didn’t understand, hadn’t told me.

The girl had the same gorgeous brown skin tone as her older sister, with a long, winding ponytail that hung down her front, with the tip reaching to her naval. She was wearing a traditional style Indian dress, that came down to just above her knees, from which a pair of leggings descended down to her ankles. There was a large, dangly anklet loosely draped over the top of her foot; where she was wearing a similar pair of juttis to the ones that Arpita always wore. The only difference, was that these were made of beautifully patterned fabric, rather than the mirror type that her older sister seemed to prefer. I expected her to follow in after her older sister, however, she stood with her hands on hips, her eyes boring into me while my own averted looking straight in her direction.

“Well, this is the cute,” she said in a strong Indian accent; much stronger than her sister’s and without any American influence. “I’m guessing this is her?”

Arpita had already headed off to the use the bathroom, so since it was now just the two of us, I wasn’t sure whether I was supposed to be the one to answer the question. Instead, I just stayed kneeling there, stewing in place, not at all sure what I was supposed to do. I mean, I knew that Arpita’s sister was aware of what had happened, the seedy activities that had brought me to her home, but I wasn’t sure about just how much she knew. My heart skipping a beat seemed to be a daily occurrence by this point​ and I felt utterly ridiculous while kneeling there wearing an apron. It’s quite the humbling experience, to be all dressed up and ready for service, in the presence of a younger, foreign stranger.

“Are you going to say something?” the girl asked, however, when I was still too paralysed in fear to respond, she relaxed her posture and placed a hand against her chest; a jingling bracelet around her wrist ringing out. “I’m Pooja.” Still frozen in fear, she turned her head slightly, while narrowing her eyes at me with concern. She was intimidatingly good looking, her brown skin so smooth and blemish free. “You know who I am, right? Arpy has told you about me? You knew I was coming to visit?”

“I...uh...” My teeth were almost chattering by this point. A third party being introduced to the strange happenings within the apartment completely threw me. Even if they were sisters, it was still someone else; someone outside of the weird little bubble I was currently existing in. Someone who wouldn’t fully understand the nature of the relationship I shared with Arpita. Someone who would likely judge me harshly for it.

By this point, I’d heard a flushing from behind and Arpita had scuttled back over. “So, you two have met already then?” she said cheerily.

“Not really,” Pooja said in a disappointed manner. “I think you’ve wiped your feet all over her face so much that you’ve wiped any sense from her.”

The two of them sniggered, then they both looked at me while waiting for a response. I, however, couldn’t conjure a single word after hearing her say something so...just so...unrefined. I was too dazzled by the pair of them to think coherently. They just seemed to be so open, and it was as if Pooja knew everything about me. I was still settling into the shame of allowing Arpita to rub her sweaty feet all over my face on a daily basis, as well as how things had escalated so dramatically the previous day. Now, her sister had arrived, and was bluntly teasing me about the depraved things that I’d allowed to happen. It was quite the unnerving experience to hear her so freely talk about the way her sister had been rubbing her sweaty feet into my face. I was so mortified that I would never have told a soul, but my humiliation was apparently good-natured conversation between two sisters.

“You alright?” Arpita asked encouragingly, before she uncrossed her arms and reached out to caress my cheek. “I think she’s just shy,” she said while turning to her sister. “She’s not usually like this. You should have seen her that first night. She came straight to my door and asked to be my foot wipe!”

Pooja’s hand clamped over her mouth and the young girl could barely keep a grip on her laughter. “Oh my God,” she said while a barrage of giggles shook her body. “I didn’t realise she was so open about it.” She then managed to compose herself and eye me curiously. “She seems so shy, right now. You’d never expect her to be into such things.” She finally took a step into the apartment, and it was such a contrast to see her waltzing around in her casual Indian clothes, while Arpita was decked out in her sweaty work scrubs. “I came here to look at colleges,” Pooja said while glancing around the apartment and nodding. “My sis has really been bragging about what a great life she has here.” She smirked slightly, pausing while she stood over me. “She said the local girls here are so welcoming to us foreigners.” Her eyes were widened in bemusement while her lip curled as if she was about to burst out laughing. “It’s all quite hard to believe, but, here you are, on your knees.”

I gulped, my eyes darting between the two of them in a kind of fear. Arpita still appeared as her casual, playful self, her eyes seeming to sparkle in their usual fascination and wonder. However, her sister, seemed motivated by something else entirely, and her stare was almost accusing. “I...umm...” I said, feeling put on the spot and lacking conviction. I simply didn’t know what I was supposed to say. I was unnerved, and Pooja’s confidence only seemed to rattle me further.

“Go on,” Arpita encouraged. “She’s right, isn’t she? You’ve been so welcoming to me, after all.” She rolled her eyes and turned to her sister. “She looks after me so well after a long day.” She let out a sigh, then casually stretched. “I’m always so tired, and my feet hurt so much, but she takes real care of me.”

Pooja bit her lip, closed her eyes and shook her head in disbelief. “I still don’t believe you’re even telling me the truth.” Her eyes shot open and locked straight on me; their deep, dark centre truly enchanting. “Are you really my sister’s”—she turned and squinted at Arpita—“foot wipe? Was that what you called it?”

I simply swallowed a mouthful of nervous saliva, unable to admit to such a humiliating reality out loud. A simple nod was enough to satiate Pooja’s curiosity. At least, I thought it was.

“I need to see it,” Pooja said while waving her hand around. “I’m not leaving this city without seeing exactly what a foot wipe is.” She then giggled. “It’s like one of the major attractions here now, the way Arpy is always gushing about it.” Her eyes came to rest on my squirming stature; her foot lifted, and the inside of her jutti smacked against her sole. “I need to know what it’s like to use a foot wipe.”

I glanced at Arpita in surprise, while she shrugged and silently thought for a moment. I just felt so...unimportant, as if I was some kind of inanimate possession. I mean, was my face completely Arpita’s to use at her will now, that it was her decision whether her sister could use me as her foot wipe too? Did I not even have a say in it? I’d met the girl barely minutes ago, and already there was talk of passing me around like I was some sort of community commodity. Pooja’s confidence and arrogance were honestly scary, but I supposed with the way she looked, she never had any qualms about getting her way. She almost came across as similar to how I used to be, before I’d let myself go so badly.

“I mean,” Arpita said while gesturing with her hand. “You just arrived. Don’t you want to settle in, maybe even go see some sights and stuff?” She nodded towards me without even bothering to look in my direction. “She’s not going anywhere. We can get to her later.” She then grinned and finally looked at me. “I’m sure our feet will be nice and sweaty after walking around the city all day in this heat.”

I blushed at that. Simply imagining Arpita’s feet walking around the streets, having already been stood on them all day at the hospital. I almost lost myself in the blissful dream. There would likely be more sweat than I could possibly imagine; I’d figuratively be swimming and drowning in it.

“My feet are already sweaty,” Pooja whined, and I instinctively looked towards her juttis as her foot twisted, grinding the sole into the floor. Her heel slightly inched out from the rear, and for the first time, I caught sight of her wrinkled instep; an evident glistening sheen on her brown skin. Immediately my jaw dropped: were her feet even more sweaty than her sister’s? Thankfully, I shook myself from my staring before the two of them noticed. What a pathetic girl I’d become. I used to eye up my rival’s dresses and jewellery, to see who they were wearing, and whether the expense matched my own. Now, my first instinct was to stare at a girl’s feet and wonder how much they could sweat? God, what the hell had I become?

“From sitting on a plane all night?” Arpita asked. “That’s hardly an exhausting affair, is it?”

“Well, I had to take a Tuk Tuk to the airport. That was like forty minutes, then all of the check in stuff, the long flight, and then going through customs. The bus here was another hour.”

“Didn’t you take your shoes off during the flight?” Arpita asked in surprise.

“No,” Pooja responded in a deadpan voice. She then narrowed her eyes at me and smirked. “I wanted them as sweaty as possible for when I met your foot wipe. You won’t believe how much I’ve suffered to get them nice and ripe for her.”

I wanted to die right there. I felt so uncomfortable and the focus of attention that I didn’t want. The conversation seemed so rehearsed and convoluted, as if they were secretly doing it to tease and torment me. I’d spent all day dreaming about the encounter with Arpita the previous evening, and I’d worked extra hard to make sure the apartment was cleaned to her specifications. Yet, she’d known all along that her sister was coming for a visit and had kept me in the dark. Now Pooja had arrived, I felt completely out of place and my anxiety was going through the roof. My whole weird foot interactions with Arpita had been embarrassing to me, but I was able to deal with it as it was a secret between the two of us. Now that the sisters were freely talking about my humiliations, it suddenly made me abundantly aware of just how absurd my position in life had become. I was a foot wipe for an Indian girl in my own country, and now, as if it was an entirely normal thing, another Indian girl was talking about me being her foot wipe too. A girl that had just flown here from India itself, and her first experience in my country was going to be rubbing her sweaty feet all over my face? What the hell had the world come to.

Outside the apartment, and down the hall, my regular life with Stephen seemed so far away. I had it all, and now, I was nothing but a joke that two attractive women discussed as if I was an appliance in their property. As if my face was theirs to use as they pleased.

“Can I use her now?” Pooja asked without even directing the question towards me. “My feet are so sweaty. I need them cleaned off.” She was giggling while speaking, seemingly recognising just how ridiculous this discussion was but enjoying it all the same. Whenever she said something, her attention would momentarily shift to me, as if she was checking for my reactions. When I squirmed, that seemed to bolster her. “Can I use your face to clean my feet, foot wipe?”

I flinched at being called that to my face by someone else other than Arpita. It was confirmation that my secret shame was out there in the open; even if it was Arpita’s sister saying it. The fact she was in her late teens only made it all the worse. This young girl, here from another country, had the confidence to ask me, an older local, if she could use my face to clean the sweat from her feet? It was a ridiculous situation, but still, it resulted in a twitch between my legs. I was already sexually satisfied after Arpita’s talented toe the previous day, but once again, there was a stirring inside me. “I...I don’t know,” I said, while glancing to Arpita.

“That’s cute,” Pooja giggled. “You have her so whipped that she looks to you for permission.”

Arpita too chuckled. “She knows whose feet she belongs to, isn’t that right, foot wipe?”

My mouth was dry, and while still kneeling there, I looked around panicked, my eyes darting between their two amused faces, before leering at Pooja’s foot as she still continued to twist and grind the sole of her jutti into the floor. 

“She wants it, see,” Pooja insisted. “She’s looking at my feet.” With that, I immediately darted my head up and fidgeted under her gaze. “Are you imagining my sweaty feet all over your face right now?”

“Ugh.” I gulped, and knelt there like a deer in headlights. I had always been so confident and forthright, but amongst the energy of these two desi siblings, I was nothing more than an aberrant imposter.

“If you want my sister to use your face as her foot wipe,” Arpita interjected. “Just be a big girl and say so.” She nodded at me with approval. “Remember? Just like that first time when you knocked my door. You wanted it that night, didn’t you? Look how that worked out for you.”

“That was a misunderstanding,” I said defensively, as if I’d be losing face while admitting in front of her sister that I actually liked being Arpita’s foot wipe. It was the truth, that first instance had been a mistake, but what about the many times since then? Clearly, I enjoyed being Arpita’s foot wipe, and, as my eyes teased their way back down to her sister’s juttis, I realised that some part of me wanted to know what being Pooja’s foot wipe was like too. There was a growing curiosity of whether her feet were as a sweaty as her sister’s, and the fact she was so forward about using me in that way was incredibly enticing. Her arrogance and entitlement were off the charts, but I found that truly mesmerising. How such a young girl felt comfortable using my face in such a humiliating way. Would she actually do it, if I laid down on the floor right then and offered my face to her, or was she all talk, trying to impress her sister?

“Don’t you want to welcome me to your country properly?” Pooja teased, easing her heel out of the back of her jutti further and offering me a glimpse of her wrinkled, sticky sole.

“I...I...I...” My teeth were champing by that point, and I looked to Arpita with confusion, completely unsure with whatever I was supposed to do. What was the correct way I was supposed to respond? I didn’t know. Should I just lay down and act as nothing but a floor mat for her sister? I wouldn’t be rolling out the welcome mat; I’d be acting in its place.

“My feet are so sweaty after my long fight,” Pooja added again, awkwardly repeating herself, as if she was perplexed by my failure to react the way she’d expected. She too looked to her sister for reassurance, and after receiving an approving nod in response, Pooja’s eyes returned to me, just as her foot eased completely from the jutti. Her toes, painted a mint green, wiggled enticingly, before she outstretched her foot towards me, displaying her flexed sole in an almost explicit motion. To everyone else this would have been an entirely normal, innocuous movement. However, to my warped mind, the action was almost pornographic, like Pooja was seducing me. After a brief gawp at her soft, young foot sole, I shyly looked away; already the thoughts of it wiping all over my face sending a shiver down my spine.

“You’re embarrassing her,” Arpita said. “She’s just shy because she doesn’t know you.”

Pooja snorted, before returning her foot to the jutti. “I know she wants it,” she said nonchalantly. “I could see it in her face.” She glanced around the room. “How do you usually do it anyway?”

Arpita shrugged. “I just sit on the couch, and she usually lays on the floor.”

Pooja looked off towards the living area, before she turned back to me and we made eye contact. She shrugged her head towards the couch. “How about it, foot wipe? You want to clean the sweat from my feet with your face?” There was something innocent about her, exemplified by her youth, an almost fascinating, inquisitive rebellious need that was fuelling her wants and overcoming any apprehension. She didn’t care how socially inappropriate her behaviour was with a stranger, because the desire to humiliate me surpassed any inhibitions. She had the opportunity to debase an American girl in her own country, and she was certainly going to grasp it.

I blushed and sizzled as a warm, unnerving feeling rippled through me; her decisive intention to subjugate me was deliciously arousing. It was like she was attempting to colonise me for her own use, straight after arriving here. I was hesitant and uncomfortable, because despite the abrasive nature of her desires throwing me off guard, I knew deep inside that I wanted it too. It was so wrong, for this much younger tourist to come and rub her feet all over my face; but the tingling in my pussy meant that it was so right too.

Thankfully, I didn’t have to answer before Pooja sniggered, and then rolled her eyes, leaning over and nudging Arpita in the arm. “You dark horse,” she said. “I never thought you’d be into such kinky stuff.”

Arpita blew an exasperated raspberry from her purple lips. “This is all your fault,” she said in a snappy voice. “You wrote that weird thing in my dating profile!”

“That was a joke,” Pooja said before dismissively waving her hand at me. “I don’t even know why I typed foot wipe. I just made it up. I never thought there would actually be people weird enough to be into that.” She then side-eyed her sister. “Besides, don’t act like you don’t like it. You’ve told me enough about how much you enjoy rubbing your feet all over her face.” She then bit her lip and sized me up. “Why do you think I want to try it so much.” She cocked her head. “I’m already picturing my brown feet all over that pretty, white face.”

What was once white, immediately brightened to a deep red, as an unsettling throbbing vibrated through my entire body.

Arpita flapped her hands, rolled her eyes and then let out a huff. “Then just get it over with already.”

“Really?” Pooja asked, somewhat surprised. “I can actually try her out?”

My skin was almost pulsating as I existed in an excruciating hum. It was like I wasn’t even there, the way they were casually discussing using me, yet, the blood pumping through my veins made it abundantly clear that my body was thriving on the indifference in their subjugation of me.

“Go ahead,” Arpita said. “The sooner you get it over with, the sooner we can actually hang out and do stuff.” She then turned to me and shook her head. “You don’t know her. If she doesn’t get this out of her system right now, she’ll be nagging me about it all day. One time, she wanted to go to Goa to see the beach. Papa said no, so she yapped at him like a dog all week till eventually we were on the train with brand new swimsuits.”

“You got a swimsuit too,” Pooja sniggered. “So, obviously you like my yapping.”

Arpita batted both hands in her sister’s direction. “Enough. Just get on with it.” She then nodded towards me. “Be a good foot wipe, Poppy.”

Pooja grinned, before walking over towards the couch and taking a seat. She lifted both feet so that her heels were raised, while the toes of each jutti were pressed into the floor. “How about it, foot wipe?” When I remained kneeling in place, frozen and shocked into silence, she huffed impatiently. “Get over here. I want to wipe the sweat from my feet right onto your face. That’s what you are, isn’t it? A foot wipe, so come and make yourself useful.”

Instantly, the jarring humiliation of being spoken to in such a way wounded me. Previously, being such the centre of attention in my friend group, I wouldn’t have paid a younger girl like her any mind. I would have considered her completely insignificant. However, there was a warming in my tummy at how such a young girl, who I had only just met, felt so entitled to demand such a thing from me; an older, pretty woman. She’d been in my country a couple of hours, and her first experience of our culture was going to be rubbing her sweaty feet in my face? I almost felt lightheaded as I was imagining the embarrassment I was going to feel as I stared up at her. Her grinning down while rubbing her feet all over my face; teeth clenched in effort as she showed no mercy in her wiping. A whimper uncontrollably left my lips, and I turned bashfully towards Arpita to see if she’d noticed.

“Go ahead,” she said with a shake of her head. “If my sister wants to use you as her foot wipe, then I’m all for it.”

I swallowed nervously, before looking back towards Pooja. Her feet were dangling by this point, swinging back and forth while she gripped the cushions either side of her. “Come on, foot wipe,” she said while smirking over at me. “They’re not getting any fresher in here.” The melody of her Indian accent made the demand sound more amusing than it actually was. There was nothing amusing about having foot sweat seeping into the pores of one’s face.

I could only imagine the bemusement of my old stylist if she’d queried me on my recent skincare routine. What would I have said? Oh, you know, it’s Indian girl foot sweat, imported straight from abroad! I apply it twice a day on a regular basis.

“Get on the floor and be my foot wipe,” Pooja added through gritted teeth. “Now!”

I recoiled, completely taken aback by how comfortable she seemed saying such a thing. Never in my life, despite my previously perceived arrogance and aloofness, would I have gone on vacation and barked such orders at a native of the country I was visiting. Clearly, the two of them had been talking about me quite a lot during their phone calls. Often, while Arpita was casually wiping her sweat all over my face, I’d remain ignored on the floor while she gassed into the phone. I wouldn’t know who was on the other end of the line, and the conversations were often in Hindi, so I had no clue what she was talking about either. While serving as her foot wipe, it almost felt like it wasn’t my place to know. I was nothing more than an object for her to use, and I had no right to intrude on her conversation. She’d occasionally glance down at me, and while poking and prodding at various features of my face with her toes, she’d giggle and speak animatedly into the phone. There was no need for her to be cruel or pin me down, because I was putty at her feet, tamed and trained by their intoxicating scents and exotic flavours.

It was only while seeing Pooja in person now, that I considered that throughout the weeks of my debasement while living in Arpita’s apartment, she’d been laughing at me and sharing every minor detail with her sister. I’d probably become a running joke between them, and whereas I felt uncomfortable at meeting a stranger, Pooja was meeting the girl she’d already heard so much about; almost as if I was some infamous celebrity. Arpita had probably been keeping her sister updated as if you would with a new pet, rearing it to function within your home. Now I’d been house-trained and Pooja had arrived to play.

Also, there was another feeling as I looked over at her expectant face. I felt like I was back to those weeks before when I’d first met my neighbour, nervously stewing outside Arpita’s apartment while psyching myself up to knock her door. I’d fallen into a comfortable, familiar situation, and now, Pooja had arrived and disrupted everything. Even though she seemed relaxed with the weirdness of my relations to her sister, offering myself at her feet was such a big step. Due to her age, it was even more humiliating than the first instance of being at Arpita’s feet. My friends and I used to make fun of the younger girls at school; the way they tried to imitate and copy our style. Now, I was about to let one walk all over me.

A clunk on the floor shook me, and I noticed that one of Pooja’s juttis had slipped from her foot. “Oops,” she said, before slyly looking up at me. “If you want my foot sweat then you better be quick. The longer my shoe is off, the quicker it’ll dry.”

I stared at that dangling foot mystified. I couldn’t bear the thought of those feet drying out. What if they really were sweatier than her sister’s? What was it going to feel like, while her slimy feet were slipping and sliding all over my face? The very same curiosity that had acted as a catalyst upon first seeing Arpita’s dating page was now re-emerging and plaguing my life once more. I needed to know if Pooja’s feet were just as sweaty. I needed to be this Indian teenager’s foot wipe. With that, I felt like my body took control and I was already in the motion of crawling towards her.

“I knew it,” I heard Pooja giggle. “She wants my foot sweat so badly.”

“Oh God,” Arpita said, a mixture of disbelief and disgust. “Sometimes I can’t believe her.” As I passed by her, she playfully tapped me on the back, which caused me to flinch, then burn under the humiliation. “She’s such a dedicated foot wipe. It’s like all she knows anymore. As soon as she sees a sweaty pair of feet, it’s like nothing else matters. She needs to clean them with her face.”

As is to confirm her observation, I continued moving mindlessly towards her sister, my eyes locked on her dangling foot and eager to offer up my face to its service. As I neared her, Pooja settled back into the couch and allowed the other jutti to fall free from her toes. “How do we do this?” she asked.

I heard Arpita’s soft feet on the floor behind me, and suddenly she was crouching down and lightly stroking my hair. “Be a good girl and lay down,” she said encouragingly, an evident sweetness in her tone. It was enough to remove the doubts, and reassure me that I was doing the right thing. I was a foot wipe, after all, wasn’t I? So, it was only right that someone like Arpita’s sister got to treat me exactly how I deserved. I wasn’t on their level anymore, I had offered up my face to their feet, and I deserved to be used for exactly what I was. “It’s okay, Poppy,” she added. “Be a good foot wipe for my sister, okay?”

I was almost whimpering, my lip trembling as the exhilaration of being a foot wipe became combative with my self-pride. The pretty, proud trend-setter still inside me didn’t want to have sweaty feet rubbed all over my face, but, the other part of me, whatever it was: needed it. Even as the memories of my previous, normal life, swirled around my head, as Arpita’s hand on my back encouraged me, I shifted in place and hunkered down onto my back in a daze, my head arranged between her sister’s dangling feet.

“Wow,” Pooja marvelled. “She’s so into this. She just lays down ready to be a foot wipe as if it’s completely normal.” She then gasped. “Look at the way she’s shaking. She’s so excited.”

“To her,” Arpita said with glee, “it is completely normal.” She smiled down at me and stroked my cheek. “You’re a good little foot wipe, aren’t you?”

I blushed and had to blink my eyes in shame, however, my tummy was squirming with anticipation at being so delicately addressed. For Arpita, I’d be whatever she wanted, I’d be the foot wipe that she needed in her life. It was she who took care of me now, not Stephen, and for that, she had my forever obedience.

“That’s so pathetic,” Pooja said while biting her lip. “I can’t believe people like this actually exist.” She then raised an eyebrow. “Is she a homosexual?”

Arpita’s forehead wrinkled. “Ummm, I don’t think so.” She then turned her head and stared down at me with curiosity. “Are you lesbian, Poppy?” She raised an eyebrow. “I already asked her this yesterday, and she assured me she’s not.”

“I...no...I don’t think so,” I muttered, all the while thinking about how I’d orgasmed the previous day from Arpita’s toe teasing my pussy. “I like men,” I added defiantly. “I’ve always dated men.” I nodded my head as if to reassure myself.

“So why do you let girls rub their feet in your face?” Pooja asked from between her swinging peds, my eyes following their every movement.

“I...I don’t know,” I said, while staring at her enticing, sweaty soles in lust. “But I’m a foot wipe for them.”

“Whatever floats your boat.” Pooja shrugged, then flicked her fingers towards her sister. “Okay, move aside, Arpy. I want to try this. Do I just put my feet straight in her face?” Her toes were curled above me, leaving her soles completely scrunched up and wrinkled. However, I could still make out the sheen of sweat layered on her skin, and I trembled nervously while imagining it wiping all over my face. It was so close, yet so painfully far away. What if she backed out and changed her mind?

“Please,” I said desperately, causing both sisters to look down at me, before exchanging frantic giggles.

“God, she’s desperate,” Pooja said.

“Well, what do you expect?” Arpita added. “She’s a foot wipe, so, just use her as your foot wipe already. You’re teasing her.”

Pooja grinned down at me. “You ready, foot wipe?”

I was too embarrassment to say anything now my desperation was evident, so instead, I just shyly nodded.

“Here we go then,” Pooja said with delight, and our eyes remained locked on each other’s as her feet slowly descended towards my face. Even after everything that I’d been through with her sister, it still felt so absurd, to be looking up at her beautiful, young, brown face, her entwined ponytail hanging down to her waist over her shoulder. The traditional clothing and those leggings hiding her entire legs, other than her mocha, sweaty feet, seemingly eager to clean themselves all over my face. As her toes twitched expectantly, and the anklet jingled, I caught the first whiff of their pungent scent. My nostrils flared as I struggled to unravel the aroma, almost as if I was dealing with an exotic, spiced variety of foot sweat straight from the heart of India and I involuntarily whimpered in keenness to sample it fully.

“What’s she doing?” Pooja paused just before her feet touched my face, and I groaned in frustration at the suspense. My nostrils continued to flicker excitedly, trying in vain to hoover up all trace of her intoxicating odour.

Arpita rolled her eyes. “She does that whenever she smells feet. She becomes like some crazed animal. She’ll be drooling for hours unless you let her get at it.”

“Oh my God,” Pooja said while looking back down at me in surprise. “This is the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen.” The toes of one foot flattened against my forehead, their slippery, clammy texture seeming to bond with my skin; I gasped at their moist softness. Immediately, the other foot did the same, and I was left looking up into her arched soles, as they posed above my face, the toes and balls of each foot pinning my head to the floor. “Are you ready?” she asked, while her pleased, grinning face looked around her feet at me. “Are you ready to be my foot wipe, you strange girl?”

“Yes,” I said with a blush, though a bit too eagerly. Despite my embarrassment, the dire need to experience that riveting humiliation was rushing through me again. I was already Arpita’s official foot wipe, but those same, initial feelings from weeks ago were flowing through me again. I wanted to be Pooja’s foot wipe too. I wanted this young, foreign girl to make herself at home in my country and wipe her feet clean all over my face. “Please, let me be your foot wipe.” I shook with impatience and need beneath her arched feet, sniffing loudly while attempting to fill my nose with her invigorating foot scent. “Please.”

Pooja cackled above me, but kept her feet posed in the same position on my forehead. Instead of smothering my face in her deliciously sweaty soles, instead, she began twisting and gyrating her feet on her toes, tauntingly denying me from assuming my rightful position in her life. “If you want to be my foot wipe then you’re going to have to convince me.”

“Oh, come on,” Arpita said. “Don’t be mean to her. Just wipe your feet already.”

“No way,” Pooja said, and as her feet continued to twist, I caught glimpses of the sparkly fascination in her youthful, brown eyes. “If she wants to be my foot wipe, then she’ll have to prove it.” She lifted one foot, and hovered it above my nose, spreading her toes in an almost vulgar fashion. When I instinctively shifted to lodge my nose between them, she held me down with the other arched foot, and snatched her toes away, before placing them once more upon my forehead. I groaned in frustration, which only caused Pooja to tut. “See. She’s a needy foot girl, and she needs to learn that she can’t have my feet just because she’s a foot wipe for you.”

I noticed Arpita bite her lip and shake her head. “Sorry,” she said to me. “But she’s way more of a brat than I am.”

“Oh, shut up,” Pooja said. “She should be thanking me, anyway. It’s all because of me that she’s down there right now.” She then peered around her feet once more. “Are you glad that I wrote that weird thing in my sister’s dating profile?”

“Yes.” My lips were at the point of trembling, such was my need, and my voice was almost incomprehensible. “So, so, so, so, glad.” 

“See,” Pooja said to her sister. “She’s grateful that my random words showed her what she really is. Maybe I should be a fortune teller.”

Arpita sniggered before she took a step away. “God, this is so weird,” she said while her footsteps became lighter. “I never imagined this is what life over here was going to be like.” 

“Me neither,” Pooja giggled while slightly flattening her feet, her soles nearing my face. “Here you go, foot wipe,” she triumphantly announced. “This is what you want, isn’t it?”

I took a deep breath, closing my eyes in anticipation at the excitement of another set of feet using me as their foot wipe. However, after nothing happened for a few seconds, I opened my eyes and whined at my desires being foiled once again. Pooja’s feet had risen back to their posed position, though she’d separated her legs slightly, giving me a full, unopposed view of her face. She was leaning down and smirking at me victoriously. “I can’t believe how much you want this,” she said. “You really do want to be my foot wipe, don’t you?” My face reddened, and I sheepishly looked away from her. However, a snap of her fingers startled me. “Nuh uh,” she said. “Eyes up. I want to see you when I finally use you as my foot wipe.” She cocked her head. “Are you ready?” She then narrowed her eyes in concentration. “What was your name again? Pippy? Are you ready to be my foot wipe, Pip?”

I didn’t even bother correcting her. The casual mistake only seemed to heighten my humiliation. I was about to be used as a foot wipe by a young girl, on probably her first excursion from her home country, and she didn’t even know my name. She was going to rub her feet all over my face without even having the decency to remember my name. “Yes,” I said, then with impatience, I added without thinking, “Please, just let me be your foot wipe already.”

Pooja surprisingly shivered slightly, then she bit her lip and nodded enthusiastically. “Wow,” she said. “I totally get why my sister keeps you around.” Then, without any further drama, she finally flattened her feet against my face, her wrinkled soles pressing against my cheeks while her heels thudded onto my chin. Instinctively, her sweaty toes gripped against my forehead, and between her settled feet, I was granted a narrow view of her excited face. “This is so cool,” she added, keeping her feet pressed in place, her toes twitching and fidgeting on my skin.

I was lost in a chorus of moans and groans, as the weight of her feet squished my cheeks. I was completely immobilized, and it was quite a humbling experience, to see her freely moving around up above while I was pinned to the floor beneath her sweaty feet. Already, I could feel the dampness of her soles bonding with my skin, and I shuddered excitedly as I considered the connotations of what was happening; my pretty face becoming saturated by the sopping filth from her feet. Arpita’s foot sweat was strong enough that Stephen recognised whenever she had used me as her foot wipe. He’d flinch and cringe, holding his nose and pushing me away. Such was the strength of Pooja’s stinky foot odour; he’d likely notice it from down the hallway.

I couldn’t move a muscle, as her feet had completely subdued me, and I just lay there, allowing them to keep me held in place while I breathed in their aromatic toxicity. “Ugh,” I sobbed, a tingle on every inch of my body as her intrusive foot stink snaked its way into my lungs.

“I gotta click this.” She giggled, then in a mark of her own freedom, while in comparison to my subjugated state, she reached off to the side and fumbled with her bag, then, before I had a chance to close my eyes, her phone filled the narrow fissure of light between her feet. The flash of her camera stung my eyes a second later.

“No,” I said desperately, and I flinched to move, however, she held me down in place, trapped beneath both of her dominant feet. She laughed to herself, slapping one thigh in jest, before she turned her phone and showed me the photo.

“Look at that,” she said. “How cool does that look?”

There, on the screen, were both of Pooja’s brown feet, her green-painted toenails looking immaculate. The contrast between my barely visible pale face and her dominant brown toes was mesmerising, and if anything, despite the humiliation, it appeared an appropriate sight. She’d been in my country mere hours, and already, she was using a local citizen’s face as her footstool. She’d arrived here, and conquered me immediately. While she waved the phone around excitedly, I couldn’t draw my eyes away from the majestic sight. Her feet just looked so at home on my face, as if it was inevitable that it was where they were going to reside. My face, in turn, had no more fitting use than serving as her devoted cushion.

“This is going to be the best trip, ever,” she said, before shouting over to her sister. “What do I do now?”

Arpita must have popped her head back in from the kitchen, as I heard her yell back, “Just wipe them all over her face, that’s what she likes. Wipe all of the sweat off until they’re clean.”

“Gross,” Pooja said, but despite the grimace in her curled lips, and the evident disgust in her eyes, she still lifted both feet, spreading her toes in preparation to use me as her foot wipe. The cool air rushed against my face, and I took a breath to steady myself, before they returned and casually wiped down the length of my head, from forehead to chin, without any hesitance or thought towards my dignity.

“Ugh,” I said in pleasure, shaking throughout.

“Wow,” she said while returning her toes back to my forehead and going for another wipe. “You really do love this, don’t you? You were born to be a foot wipe for us Indian girls.” She giggled and from the glimpses of her eyes, I recognised the disbelief, as if she was struggling to comprehend that this was actually happening. “I just...I can’t,” she said while rolling her eyes. “This is both the weirdest and coolest thing I’ve ever tried.” She then leant on her knees, and stared down at me while inconsiderably dragging her feet all around my face, again and again. With each wipe, I’d feel my skin dampening, as my face served its purpose and willingly removed the sweat from her deserving feet. “Oh my God, I can see it,” she said, popping her head up and searching for her sister excitedly.

“See what?” I heard Arpita shout back.

“My sweat.” She looked down again, eyes wide in surprise. “My foot sweat. It’s literally being wiped onto her face.” She then covered her mouth and cackled excitedly. “Oh my God,” she said. “You really are a foot wipe!” She lifted one foot, and leant down before dragging a finger along my cheek. I noticed a clear, glistening shimmer on her fingertip, and as she looked at it herself, she grimaced. “Eww, your face is covered in foot sweat.”

“Well, she is a foot wipe,” Arpita yelled over. “What do you expect? She’s being a good girl and serving her purpose for you.”

Pooja’s face was still screwed up in disgust. “Aren’t you ashamed?” she asked. “Is this what you always wanted to be or something?”

I couldn’t even offer a retort, because what could I really say? What did I have going in my life at this point, other than being a foot wipe? I had no home, pretty much no savings, no boyfriend and no job. All I had of any use was my face, and I was offering it up to give myself purpose. I could have been marching around the streets, using my face to find myself a job. I was pretty enough to find someone that would take me on, maybe even for a modelling shoot. But no, I wasn’t doing that. I was using it for something else: to remove the sweat from Arpita’s younger sister’s feet. That was the very worst thing I could be using it for, but it was my acceptance of that fact that kept me there on the floor. It was unfair, and I didn’t deserve it, but I let her do it to me anyway. It was the same, unexplainable pull that had drawn me to Arpita in the first place, and I couldn’t fight it.

I heard Arpita’s steps as she came back into the room, and as if spurred on by her sister’s appearance, Pooja began enthusiastically wiping her feet freely all over my face; the anklet jiggling merrily as if a celebration of her joy. Such was the frantic force and determination of her toes, that I found my head scraping back and forth along the floor as she pushed and shunted me all over the place. Every inch of my face seemed fair game to her, and it was as if she wanted my entire skin glistening with her foot sweat. “That’s it,” she said. “Be a good foot wipe. Clean my feet after my long flight.”

“Welcome to America,” Arpita giggled, and I caught sight of her, smirking down at me from between Pooja’s wiggling toes. “That’s it, be a good foot wipe and welcome my sister to your country.”

I had to close my eyes as I burned in shame. Their taunts were only seeming to make this both worse and better at the same time. Pooja had come here to look at colleges, after all. She’d come to better herself, and as the very first phase, she was stepping all over me in the process.

“Oh my God,” Pooja said while looking over at her sister, her jaw dropping open in surprise. “This makes no sense at all. You weren’t lying.” Her soaking soles slipped back and forth on my face seamlessly, smearing me with a layer of grimy sweat. “Why the hell is she letting me do this to her?” She looked back down at me, and there was no malice or desire to taunt me on her face. There was nothing but abject surprise and fascination that I’d allow her to treat me with such disdain. I mean, was it possible to demonstrate your disrespect for someone more than rubbing your sweaty feet in their face? It was the ultimate humiliation, and I had begged her for it.

I just laid there, as her slimy soles moved all over across my cheeks, forehead and chin, depositing the hours of sweat onto my skin while she stared down between her legs, her eyes wide in shock. On top of that, my curiosity had been answered, and perhaps due to her youth, her feet seemed to be even more sweaty than Arpita’s had even been. As a result, it seemed fitting that she needed a foot wipe after her arrival and I stewed and beamed that I was chosen for such a task.

“This is so funny,” she said while peering down at me. Her grin was off the charts. “I had so many plans to experience your culture here, and this is the first thing I’m doing.” She clapped her hands excitedly. “This is how every Indian girl should be greeted, don’t you think?” she said to her sister, before increasing the pressure on my face and wiping both feet with greater intensity. “None of that bigotry you lot usually throw in our direction. Welcome us this way from now on, you got that?”

My hands lifted slightly at my sides, my fingers clenching into fists as I simmered under the ferocity of her insatiable soles. While she grunted with effort, she searched out every inch of my face that remained unblemished and smeared the skin with her salty sweat.

“Oh, I definitely agree,” Arpita mused. “Every Indian girl should have her own white girl to wipe her feet all over.” Amongst the relentless use of my face by her sister’s feet, I still managed to catch a peek of Arpita’s amused face, her bottom lip pincered between her clenched teeth as she watched my debasement. “She’s made me feel so welcome here.”

“You’re so pathetic.” Pooja then harshly slapped me across the cheek with her foot sole, and I blinked in astonishment. The slap hadn’t been too violent, but had still left a burning sting on my skin and had shook me from the submissive bliss I’d fallen into. Before I could comprehend what was happening, she lifted both feet and began more forcefully slapping her soles against both of my cheeks. “You’re nothing but a foot wipe,” she snarled. “A useless, pathetic foot wipe.”

“Pooja!” I heard Arpita gasp.

“Take it, foot wipe,” the younger girl growled while slapping my cheeks in a melodic synchronicity.

“Please,” I whimpered desperately, as the force of her slaps began to hurt. I struggled and clutched at her ankles, but she was ravenous in her need to smack me all over the place.

Pooja just shrugged off my attempts at stopping her. “What’s wrong?” she asked with attitude. “What are you going to do about it?” Her lips curled in amusement. “Foot wipe.”

“Pooja!” Arpita said again, but her sister had fallen into a kind of tunnel vision as she sullied my pale cheeks to a blotted crimson.

I swallowed and blushed at the way she was treating me with such insignificance. My time at her Arpita’s feet had always been humiliating, but she’d never been cruel or physically violent with me. Arpita had always treated me as kind of a pet, as if she was tolerating my strange behaviour because it was beneficial to her. She’d never, ever forced me to do anything, yet, her younger sister, who had barely known me for an hour, felt it was her right to strike me just because she could?

At that moment, Arpita had reached out and grabbed her sister’s thigh. “Stop that,” she said in an obviously annoyed tone. “Don’t do that to her.”

“What?” Pooja asked. She nodded down at me, though thankfully having paused her foot slaps. “That’s what she’s for, isn’t it?” Her expression turned to an almost scowl. “I can do whatever I want to her.”

“No, you can’t.” Arpita rolled her eyes. “You don’t get it,” she said. “You don’t need to do that to her.” She released her sister’s leg, and then lifted her foot, the sound of her own flat hitting the floor following. “Move your feet and watch.”

“Fine,” the younger girl said with a huff. Her feet immediately separated, and seemed to move down onto the sides of my face, pressed over my ears while keeping me held in place. It took me a moment to realise what was happening, but when I saw another foot heading towards my view, its warm sole shimmering in fresh sweat, I took a deep breath and let out another sigh of satisfaction. Arpita’s majestic foot was instantly recognisable, that gorgeously high arch and the familiar toe ring wrapped around her second toe.

“Are you ready, my little foot wipe?” Arpita teased. “I know you have your hands full cleaning my sister’s feet right now, but my feet still need their foot wipe.” Her voice was so encouraging and affectionate, that I melted; all thoughts of the slapping seeming irrelevant. “I don’t need to hit you to keep you as my foot wipe, do I? You love my feet.” Her smile was so bright. “You’ll be my foot wipe for as long as I want, won’t you?”

“Yes,” I said eagerly, overwhelmed by the blissful humiliation at being degraded and used in such a way; all while being encouraged and nurtured that it was okay. All of my previous modelling achievements, and the social status that I had enjoyed seemed irrelevant, as the two sisters reduced me to a white foot wipe for their brown feet. But it didn’t matter, because I was making Arpita happy, and that’s what was really important, wasn’t it?

“You’re my foot wipe, aren’t you? That’s your purpose in life now, isn’t it?” Her words were soft and gentle, her eyes appearing almost sympathetic as she addressed me.

“Yes, Arpita.” I felt no hesitance as I spoke, even while her sister was listening to every word. “I’m your foot wipe.”

“Good girl,” she cooed while leaning slightly, her hands on hips. “You’re going to be a good girl and clean my foot up, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I said excitedly, and as her foot neared my face, her biggest and second toe clamping around my nose, I took in a deep breath and closed my eyes in satisfaction as I trembled under that pungent, intoxicating aroma. I was surrounded by so much foot stink, from a night on a plane, and hours of a nursing shift, that I became light-headed. I couldn’t even detect the fragrances of burning incense that often wafted around the apartment. Now, all that existed was sweaty, Indian girl feet, and I was wallowing amongst it, allowing it to fully conquer my being.

“That’s a good girl.” Arpita’s toes gently pinched my nose, until my nostrils were wedged up right into the sweaty crevice. “Breathe in my hard work, and beg to be my foot wipe.”

My body tingled all over as I inhaled Arpita’s revitalising foot sweat, straight from between her grimy toes. As the odour exhilarated me, I imagined her on her feet at the hospital, hour after hour, getting those feet nice and sweaty just so she could rub them all over my face and demonstrate to her sister exactly how to keep me on a tight leash. There was no need for aggression; the sweat of feet kept me bonded to her more than a slap ever could. “Please, let me be your foot wipe,” I said almost naturally. “Please let me be your foot wipe forever.”

Arpita giggled, while Pooja looked bemused. “See,” the older sister said. “You don’t need to be cruel to her. She’s a natural, born foot wipe.” She shook my head slightly from side to side. “You want to show my sister what a good little foot cleaner you are for me?”

“Yes,” I said frantically, my mouth muffled beneath her sole.

Arpita eased her toes from my nose, then hovered them above my mouth and wiggled them encouragingly; her yellow nails flashing into view. She glanced towards her sister. “Watch this,” she said. “You’re going to love it.” She then moved her toes closer to my mouth. “Go on,” she said with approval. “Show Pooja what your tongue is good for.”

Pooja gasped. “No way—”

She couldn’t even finish what she was saying, as her jaw dropped upon seeing my tongue frantically plunge itself between her sister’s toes. I dug the tip around in need, desperately searching for every morsel of toe-jam and sweat caked in the nook of Arpita’s stinky, post-work feet. I knew how much goodness was between her toes after a long shift, and I slurped around in need, my desire for that salty taste pushing away any thoughts of shame as I mindlessly licked like the dumb foot wipe I was. I’d spent so many hours devotedly lavishing her feet with the soft, caresses of my tongue, yet, I engaged each chance I got with renewed enthusiasm and desire.

“Oh my God,” Pooja said while thumping her sister in the arm with her fist. “You never told me she did this sort of thing too!”

Arpita giggled, while smirking as I tongued between her toes; the sloppy sounds of my efforts both vulgar and depraved. “I wanted to keep something a surprise.”

Pooja seemed shocked as she watched in fascination. “I don’t know whether to be disgusted or impressed,” she said. “It’s...just so...I don’t even know what to call it.”

“Useful,” Arpita quipped. “It feels so good after a day at work, to come home and have her lick all of the aches from my feet.” She turned her head while watching me work in adoration, her eyes squinting. “There’s just so much devotion and love while she licks.”

Pooja peered down, then while I was still licking, she grabbed Arpita’s toes, tugging them from my mouth and curled them slightly so she could get a better look. “Oh my God,” she said, before letting go and covering her mouth. “She’s licking all of the dirt from between your toes. All of the...what do you even call it?”

“The toe-jam,” Arpita smiled, before biting her lip and nodding at me to continue. She didn’t seem at all phased that I was doing such a disgusting thing for her. “She’s not only a foot wipe, but she’s a toe-jam cleaner too, aren’t you, Poppy?”

I didn’t answer, instead, I closed my eyes, and did exactly what I was good at. I dislodged whatever I could find from between Arpita’s toes, and I chewed the gritty texture, before swallowing it obediently. I slurped and sucked all around the wrinkled crevice, hoovering up whatever I could find while the two of them watched silently. When Arpita wiggled her toes, then offered me the next gap, I obediently sprung into action and cleaned devotedly once more. The performance continued as she moved her foot along with amusement, marvelling at the control she had over me as her sister watched in astonishment.

Once finished, Arpita wiggled her toes a final time, before pushing them back into her flat. My eyes lurched to her other foot, and recognising my need, she shook her head. “That’s enough for now,” she said. “I need to get my sister moved in.”

“Can I have her do that to my feet too?” Pooja asked, her feet still clamped to the side of my face. She stared down at me, before moving one foot and flicking at my mouth with her big toe. I instinctively parted my lips, ready to receive it inside and show her just how much I was willing to serve the feet of a such a beautiful, Indian queen. Arpita’s sweaty toe-jam had put me in the right frame of mind. Even after the way Pooja had slapped me around and mistreated me, it didn’t matter, because she had dirt between her toes, and it was my job to remove it for her.

However, Arpita grimaced. “Maybe later,” she said. “We have things to do.”

Pooja pouted, petulantly thumping her fists into the cushions at her sides. She sighed, then rolled her eyes, and clumsily stuffed her pretty green toes back into her juttis. “Fine,” she said, before stepping over me and following her sister.

I’d been more than willing to serve her feet in that way, and almost had the urge to call out. I could have easily cleaned them up for her in a few minutes, and I was eager to find our whether Arpita’s pretty, younger sister’s feet tasted as good as her own. However, I wasn’t about to defy the very girl who had claimed me as her foot wipe. Arpita had made it clear that now wasn’t the time, and so, despite my hunger, I lay there unfulfilled.

As the two of them walked off, Arpita playfully slapped her sister on the arm. “I thought I would have to build you up to it,” she said in surprise. “I didn’t expect you to go full gun-blazing straight for her after you walked through the door.” She giggled. “It took me a few times before I was comfortable having her mouth on my toes, and you want it already?”

“You kidding me?” Pooja replied as she opened the apartment door, and dragged her bag towards the spare room. Such was her eagerness to use me as her foot wipe, that she’d left her luggage out in the hallway. “I’ve been looking forward to this since you told me the first time. You know how much attitude I received at the airport by the bitchy women working there? They even pulled me out of the line and went through my bag. Checked my passport like I was some illegal trying to border jump.” She gritted her teeth and turned to scowl at me. “The whole time I was thinking: I don’t even care, because in the next hour, I’m going to be wiping my feet all over one of you white girl’s faces.”

Arpita wrapped an arm around her sister’s shoulder. “That’s exactly how I feel after a long day at work. Any attitude I get from anyone during my shift, I just take out my frustrations on my foot wipe. I just smile and listen to their every complaint, knowing I can come home and wipe my feet all over Poppy’s pretty face.”

Pooja narrowed her eyes at me. “Now you’re telling me I can stuff my toes in her mouth too? Of course, I want to do that. She’s not even ugly or anything, and she’s going to lick all over my toes and eat my...my...toe-jam? Yes, I want that.” She shivered excitedly. “It’s going to feel so good.”

“In time, little sis,” Arpita said. “All in good time.” She ruffled her hair.

“I don’t even care about college anymore,” Pooja said with a chuckle. “The highlight of my trip is going to be using your foot wipe.”

I quivered while listening, even as the two of them disappeared into the spare room. I almost felt proud that they were bonding over my depravity. It was like I had provided them with a secret to share, one which would bring them even closer to each other. I’d sacrificed my own dignity for the benefit of their sibling relationship, and for that, I felt pretty damn good. If Pooja wanted me to lick her feet clean, then I would do so, diligently and obediently, for her benefit and amusement. She may have still be in her teens, and nothing more than a guest in my country, but I was going to give her the welcome she deserved, slurping all over her Indian toes and thanking her for allowing me to consume her foot sweat. I trembled in excitement at the mere thought and was eager to see what would happen for the remainder of her stay.

***
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After managing to pull myself from the floor, I busied myself in the kitchen, changing the trash cans and doing some general tidying and cleaning up. Occasionally, the two girls would come out of the spare room to get more of Pooja’s stuff, and while Arpita freely ignored me, Pooja would look over mischievously. I’d shyly look away, and that only seemed to amuse her further. I even thought it was my place to offer to help, however, Arpita had shooed me away when I’d lingered over, so I’d kept out of the way while they moved stuff around.
I’d spent most of my time sleeping in the spare room ever since I’d moved into the apartment. So, I was a bit confused by what the arrangements were going to be now. The couch seemed the mostly likely option, and though it was comfortable, it was rather small. I’d have to curl up to fit on the cushions and I was already imagining how cramped my nights were going to be. Not that I had any say in it or anything; I was staying for free, after all.

Finally, once the two of them were finished, they each disappeared into their respective rooms, leaving me all alone, hovering in the kitchen and unsure what I was supposed to do. Therefore, in an attempt to get in their good books, I made them both a cold lemonade, and laid it out on the table. When the two of them came out, I was initially shocked by how beautiful they both looked. They were each wearing some kind of traditional Indian outfit, made up of bright colours and various scarves and the like. The juttis had been abandoned, and instead, both were wearing strapped, leather sandals, with their big toes wrapped in a loop.

Immediately, my knees became weak and almost gave way to the trembling in my legs. Whenever Arpita wore something like this, it would transport me back to the night of Stephen’s award evening, and how I had chosen this Indian princess over my own man. How the mere sight of her beautiful feet, with those pink toenails and those jingling payals, had been enough to tear me from my regular, normal life. How I’d knelt down there in the hallway and kissed those pretty, brown feet devotedly for the first time. How, ever since, my days had been spent laying on the floor while she rubbed her superior, sweaty feet all over my face.

I almost stumbled from the kitchen, blubbering and stuttering as the two of them collected in the living area. “Indian princesses,” I said, sounding like a total dork. “I, ummm, I made you something...to drink.” I sprung a hand out towards the glasses, foolishly almost knocking them over in the process.

“Are you okay?” Pooja asked with a raised eyebrow.

Arpita giggled. “She always gets like this whenever I dress up in my traditional clothes. She gets excited.”

Pooja glanced down in confusion, lifting the skirt of her extravagant dress; her mint green-painted big toe wiggling beneath the looped-leather strap. “Really?”

Arpita bit her lip. “Mmmmhmmm. She becomes a very obedient little foot wipe when I’m dressed like this, don’t you, Poppy?”

I gulped, and instinctively kneeled nearby the coffee table and the drinks I’d prepared for them. “Would you like something to drink, princesses?” I asked again, a dire need inside me growing to serve them.

“Wow,” Pooja marvelled. “I could get used to this. This is like the best thing ever.” She pouted towards her sister. “I wish more of these white girls treated us like this.”

“She’s very special,” Arpita nodded. “One of a kind maybe.” The sparkle in her eyes sent a tremble down my spine. “And she’s all mine, isn’t that right, Poppy?”

I blushed, and dipped my head, before arranging the glasses neatly on the table. Just seeing them looking so beautiful in their traditional clothes, was igniting my desire to be at their feet. I’d often wonder, while Arpita wiped her sweaty feet over my face, and I’d stare adoringly up her brown legs, of whether I would have wanted it so much if she’d been a white, American girl. It seemed to excite me so much, whenever I was at her feet, that she was Indian and an immigrant to our country. Almost absurdly, that made me enjoy the humiliation beneath her feet even more. That very unfairness, that I was from here, yet she was the one that got to enjoy the American dream, while subduing me at her feet, made me ever more submissive towards her.

The two of them took a seat, and I handed each a glass, before settling back onto my knees between them, glancing to each side shyly as they took a sip. In their seated positions, the skirts of their outfits had dropped down to cover their feet, and I eyed the floor, desperate for them to be uncovered. Seeming to sense my frustration, Arpita lifted the skirt slightly, allowing me the faintest peek of her cute toes, the golden ring and the leather loop looking ever more enticing. The sandals almost communicated a primitive design, the kind of which women many generations ago wore around their villages; that seemed to heightened my desire to submit even more.

“Go ahead, foot wipe,” she said while moving her foot slightly towards me, revealing more of her brown skin in the process. “Show my sister how you American girls treat us Indians in your country.” Her leg looked so regal, amongst the elegance of her colourful traditional wear. The tasselled hem of the skirt dancing all over her smooth, soft skin. She arched her foot slightly, placing pressure beneath the ball of the sandal so that her heel was marginally raised. “Show my sister that you know your place.”

“Yes, Arpita,” I said, before I hunkered down, dropping forwards so that my palms were on the floor. I moved my head towards her foot, nuzzling over her toes with my nose, before I placed a soft, worshipful kiss atop her big toe; my pink lips smacking against the flawless, yellow polish. “My place is at your feet, my Indian princess.”

Arpita giggled quietly, and as I sat back up, I saw the two of them exchange an amused look. “Now, my sister,” she said. “Show her the same respect you always show me.”

Pooja blinked at her sister in surprise, before she turned and smirked towards me. Her maroon lips were on the verge of bursting into a bout of chuckles, as she bunched up a grip of her skirt, and inched it up above her ankle. Similarly, to her sister, she adjusted her foot so that the pressure was on the front, elegantly displaying its beauty for me to witness. Her feet were similarly proportional to her sister’s, and their prettiness was evident, her mint-green toes even more enticing now I was granted an unopposed view. The brownness of both her feet and the leather sandals only seemed to bring out the sexy, alluring design of her nails even more. She glanced at me expectantly, almost sneering down her nose at me, a golden stud in her nose, similar to her sister’s, standing out amongst her naturally tanned complexion.

“Say something,” Arpita whispered. “Tell her to do it.”

Pooja looked off in thought, before she cleared her throat, then looked down her nose at me once more. “Kiss my foot,” she said. She paused, before glancing to her sister for encouragement. When Arpita notably blinked at her, she stuttered, before adding in a sterner voice, “Welcome me properly to your country, foot wipe. Make me feel at home here.” She seemed to grow in confidence and almost snarled, “Show me how thankful you are that I’m gracing you with my presence.”

I scooted over towards her, then, as with her sister, I cowered down onto my palms and placed a soft, devoted kiss upon the top of her third and second toes. “Welcome to America,” I said, while still hunkered down in the same position. “Thank you for coming here.” Feeling overwhelmingly submissive, I knelt back and remained there sheepishly, awaiting further instruction. When an awkward silence followed, Pooja’s eyes never wavering from me, I felt the need to stumble further praise out. “Thank you for using me as your foot wipe. It’s a true honour.”

Pooja smirked, but then after a look towards her sister, she shifted her position, sliding her foot back beneath the skirt, though immediately replacing it with the other. She angled her shoe so that entire foot was visible from beneath the hem of the skirt. “If it’s that much of an honour, then do it again,” she said. There was an obvious attempt to appear stern in her tone, however, the girlish chuckle at the end betrayed her apparent enjoyment. “Convince me you’re really happy that I’ve graced your country with my beauty.”

I noticed Arpita roll her eyes at her sister’s words, however, when our stares met, she squinted and nodded towards her sister’s foot forcefully. “Go on then,” she said. “Do what my sister told you.” She pursed her lips, and struggled to stifle a giggle. “Thank her for her incredible beauty.”

I was immediately back down on my palms, lavishing her sister’s foot with another deserved kiss. “Thank you, Princess Pooja,” I said, feeling embarrassed while addressing her in such a way. Even though it felt appropriate amongst the three of us, I still imagined how bemused my friends would be if they were to witness such absurd words from my lips while I prostrated myself at a younger girl’s foot. “I am extremely happy that you’ve graced my unworthy country with your exquisite beauty.”

Arpita snorted. “Wow, sis. Your feet have turned her into some kind of linguist. That’s probably the most intelligent thing I’ve ever heard her say.”

I balked at my smarts being so casually insulted. I mean, I wasn’t the brightest girl around, but I was hardly an idiot, was I?

“Well, I liked it,” Pooja said, before nodding down at me. “You can talk to me like that whenever you want.”

“Yes, Princess,” I said with pride. However, I swallowed nervously when I witnessed Arpita scowl.

“Just don’t forget who you belong to,” she said matter-of-factly. “You’re my foot wipe, Poppy.”

“Yes, Arpita,” I said with a gulp, before dipping my head in shame. “I’m your foot wipe.”

“Don’t get jealous,” Pooja teased. “It’s not her fault if my feet are so irresistible, is it?”

“Enough.” Arpita suddenly rose to her feet. “We should be going anyway. The performance starts soon.”

“You’re leaving?” I asked with an evident whine in my voice. I was still riding on my heightened state of submission, and I was hoping that we were in for a whole evening of foot-induced debasement. I was so used to extended sessions at Arpita’s feet after her work days, that today’s humiliations felt marginal at best, and with Pooja’s inclusion, I’d perceived so much further excitement to come.

“Wow,” Pooja said, before blinking and looking towards her sister. “Is she always this needy?”

“You wouldn’t believe,” Arpita said with a roll of her eyes. “Whenever I come home, she’s there at the door like a lovestruck puppy.”

My skin flushed at her words, and I realised what a truly pathetic specimen I’d become. “Could I join you?” I said, anxious to change the subject. It had actually been weeks since I’d left the apartment; partly due to shame and not wanting to cross paths with Stephen. The other reason was that I literally had no money. I’d become completely dependent on Arpita the same way I had been on him. The only difference was that Arpita didn’t freely throw cash in my direction in the way that Stephen always had. I was helplessly dependent on her these days. She homed me, fed me and had pretty much become my only link to the outside world. In return, I cleaned her apartment and, as my main occupation, I wiped the sweat from her feet with my face.

“We’re going to the cinema,” Pooja said. “Some sister bonding time.” She looked me up and down, before almost snarling. “No room for delinquents like you.”

I balked, however, Arpita lightened the mood by playfully tickling her sister on the arm. “Don’t be mean to my foot wipe,” she said in jest. “This is all your fault anyway. You’re the reason she’s so needy.”

Pooja narrowed her cute brown eyes; her long, dark ponytail swinging as she cocked her head. “How is her being a complete weirdo my fault?”

Arpita shrugged. “Well, you were the one that made that dating profile for me, weren’t you?”

“That was a joke,” Pooja said in defence. “I just thought of the weirdest thing I could because I thought it would be funny.” She crossed her arms and eyed me defiantly, her thick brown eyebrows seeming to highlight her stern and judgemental gaze. “I never expected that people like her actually existed.”

I dropped my head, floundering in my shame as the two of them spoke as if I wasn’t even there.

“Well, here she is, and, I can tell she’s taken quite the liking to your feet.”

Pooja crossed her legs beneath the skirt, and my head was suddenly lifted as her sandaled foot encouraged my chin up. “Is that right, foot wipe? Have you taken a liking to my feet, even though I’m apparently mean to you?”

“Umm,” I said awkwardly, as my chin teetered on her foot. “Umm, yes, your feet are beautiful.” I glanced up at her sheepishly. “You’re very beautiful, Pooja.”

“Why does she want to come anyway?” she asked, talking to her sister and acting as if I wasn’t still balancing on her foot. “It’s not like she’ll understand what’s going on. It’s in Hindi.”

Arpita giggled. “I don’t think she actually wants to watch the movie, sis.” She then looked at me with mischief rife in her eyes. “We’ll probably only need to book two seats. If you get what I mean.”

“But then why—” Pooja’s eyes suddenly widened. “You don’t mean...she wants to be a foot wipe out in public?”

Arpita shrugged. “I mean, I often wipe my feet all over her face while watching Bollywood and Indian soap operas. She can’t understand a word of Hindi, but she just lays there while I relax and enjoy.” She crossed her arms and balanced one foot on its heel. “Isn’t that right, my devoted little foot wipe?”

My mouth was dry at being referred to in that way so casually. Arpita often playfully called me that while we she was using my face directly, but at all other times she called me by my name: Poppy. Ever since her sister had arrived, Arpita was referring to me as her foot wipe as if it was completely natural. To make matters worse, Pooja had barely been here hours and she was already comfortable referring to me with such a disparaging title.

“Umm, yes, Arpita,” I said, before gulping. My skin was burning with shame, and that only made me thrive on it. I felt a tingle run through me as I enjoyed riding on the waves of humiliation. “I’m your foot wipe, and my face belongs beneath your feet while you enjoy your Hindi shows.”

Pooja’s widened eyes immediately narrowed and she stared at me curiously. “Is that what you want, foot wipe? You want to come to the movies with us so we can wipe our feet all over your face? Even though you won’t understand a word?”

I blushed, and gulped at having been put on the spot in such a way. “Would that be okay?” I asked hesitantly. “I don’t want to intrude—”

“Well, you better not ruin the movie for me,” she said. “I’ve been looking forward to watching it with my sister.”

“I won’t. I could even clean...” I said, before tentatively looking towards Arpita, fearful that she’d be annoyed by where I was going. However, when she smiled back, I felt bolstered to continue. “I could even clean your feet for you.” My eyes dropped to the floor in embarrassment, all while still perched on Pooja’s foot. I could still smell the lingering scent of her feet, and, since she hadn’t showered, I was even more eager to get my tongue between her cute, little brown toes. “I could lick them clean for you...just...like you wanted.”

Pooja removed her foot, and my heard lurched downwards. “Sounds amazing to me,” she said excitedly, before rising to her feet, and pushing passed me. “This day is just getting better and better.”

***
[image: ]

Once we were in the theatre, Arpita busied herself getting the tickets while Pooja was choosing the snacks. Meanwhile, I kind of hung around in the lobby feeling awkward and out of place. It was the first time I’d been out in public since I’d become Arpita’s full-time foot wipe, and it was amazing how much of a number it had done on my mind. Whereas I’d previously been extremely comfortable in public, often out socialising with my friends and meeting over drinks for a gossip, now I felt like I didn’t belong. I almost felt as if I was offending people by having the gall to stray from Arpita’s apartment. To make matters worse, I stood out of place so much, pulled along by these two, beautiful Indian girls in their elegant outfits. What was I wearing? An old t-shirt, a pair of jean shorts that showed off my skinny, pale legs and a pair of Arpita’s old flip flops.
My previously pedicured toes lay completely bare, my not having had the time to paint them in the weeks since I’d moved in with her. All of my focus had gone towards pleasing and pampering her feet, and as a consequence, my own digits had gone neglected. I pursed my lips at the symbolism. I used to be such a snooty, prim girl, yet, now I was the sort of girl that no longer paid attention to the little details. My nails simply didn’t matter anymore; it’s not like anyone else ever saw them, was it?

When the two of them called me towards the ticket gate, I noticed that they were carrying a tub of popcorn and a drink each; nothing for me, not that it mattered, all I wished to consume was currently lodged between their delectable, brown toes. My eyes inadvertently lingered down, and after a few seconds of eyeing both of their feet in those sandals, I was disturbed by the clearing of a throat.

“You ready?” Arpita asked, with a teasing smile.

“She has no shame,” Pooja quipped with a smirk. “She’s probably already imagining how my toes taste.”

I blushed, but followed the girls into the screen and towards their seats, noticing that Arpita had picked the back row, right in the corner.

“Will this do?” she asked. “You can lay down on the floor, right here, and be our foot wipe for the whole movie.”

I flushed, before grimacing while looking at the dirty, grimy floor. There were still bits of popcorn scattered from the previous showing, as well as sticky patches of dried soda. The fantasy of being their foot wipe while they watched their Hindi movie, immediately dissipated amongst the reality of having to lay amongst such grunge. I mean, the grime from between their toes was irresistible, but far less attractive when it was from the floor.

“These seats are terrible,” Pooja said. “Why can’t we sit in the middle? We’re right off on the side of the screen. You know how much I want to see this picture.”

Arpita rolled her eyes. “Sure, you want someone to sit next to us and see her down on the floor under our feet?”

“I doubt anyone else will be coming to watch. The lobby was empty.” She turned to me for the first time. “Do you think Bollywood movies are popular here? Is there a large Indian community?”

I shrugged, baffled and put on the spot. I didn’t have a clue.

“Better to be careful, isn’t it?” Arpita interjected before I could fumble out an ill-informed answer. She then sat down in the seat, put the drink in the holder and gestured towards the floor. “Come on, lay down, foot wipe.”

Suddenly, I became abundantly aware of just how difficult a thing this was in public. I mean, even though we were in a Bollywood movie screen, something my friends would never, ever consider seeing, some part of me was concerned that I’d be found out. All sorts of intrusive thoughts were dancing around my head, the most absurd of which was maybe Stephen had moved on and found himself another girlfriend. Maybe they’d want to try something new so would pick this movie. Maybe she’d be Indian.

By this point, Pooja had also sat down, and her impatience was clear. “Would you get down already,” she said. “You’re going to block the previews, and you’re the one that wanted to come, remember?” When I still hesitated, she let out a petulant sigh. “Just lay down, will you, foot wipe? I’ll put my bag behind your feet, so if anyone sits in our row, they won’t even know you’re down there.” She shook her head at her sister. “I don’t know why we even needed to buy her a ticket. It’s not like she’ll be watching it, is it?”

Arpita snickered, “I don’t think they offer a foot wipe discount.” She then nodded at me reassuringly. “You’ll be hidden beneath our dresses too. No one will see you. I promise.”

Seeing the genuine consideration in her expression was enough to convince me and calm me down. The two of them lifted their feet while I clambered down into a laying position, and once I was flat on my back, I squirmed excitedly as I felt their sandals rest upon me. Arpita, somewhat carelessly, had placed one foot on my forehead, whereas the other was lodged on my throat, beneath my chin. Pooja’s feet, meanwhile were crossed atop my breasts, with the combination of their weight making it difficult to breathe. As Arpita had said, their dresses had splayed out, completely covering me, and I felt wholly insignificant, as if I was nothing more than a place to rest their feet as they prepared to enjoy a movie I couldn’t even understand.

“How’s that?” I heard Arpita ask from above. “Are you comfortable?”

“Not really,” I said honestly, though with my voice somewhat strained beneath Arpita’s sandal digging into my chin and crushing my throat. “It kind of hurts with both your sandals.”

I heard the pair of them exchange a snigger, and I expected for their feet to lift and the sandals to be removed. However, the three of us were startled by the booming of the screen and audio coming to life, and it seemed that my discomfort was rapidly out of their minds. Instead, Arpita too crossed her feet, the full weight of both legs now coming to rest on my forehead, and I grimaced beneath the edges of their sandals digging into my skin.

This wasn’t at all what I’d had in mind when I’d pleaded to come along. I’d envisioned myself laying down comfortably, their soft, sweaty feet dancing all over my face while I breathed in their stink and kissed their cute little, brown toes. However, I was receiving a blunt reality check, that I was Arpita’s foot wipe, and if she wanted to rest her sandaled feet all over me, then that was her decision and right to do so.

With that in mind, I lay paralysed in place for the duration of the commercials and previews, while the girls above occasionally shifted the weight in their feet, re-crossing their ankles. Each time, I’d wince and grunt as the thin, edge of their sandals poked into another part of my body. However, I felt compelled, as their makeshift foot rest, to do my job to the best of my ability and not interrupt their pleasurable evening together. All the while, it was growing increasingly humid beneath their dresses, and a deep, throbbing pulsation arose in my skin wherever their sandals were resting at that moment. As if an extra taunt, at times, a piece of popcorn would drop down next to me on the floor, only further confirming to me how insignificant I was as they freely enjoyed their snacks above me, all in the height of comfort.

Finally, once the previews came to an end, and what I assumed was the main picture began, the two of them, as if in tandem, uncrossed their feet and placed the soles flat against me. Arpita’s left foot lightly tapped on my forehead, and then moved aside, taking her dress with it. She leant down to say something to me, but instead, her words caught in her throat as she covered her mouth in surprise. “Oh my God,” she mouthed in my direction, before she clumsily searched for her phone in her bag.

She snapped a photo, the flash lighting up the theatre and making me flinch with concern that someone was going to come over and see what was going on. However, the two of them didn’t seem to care, and they were both tittering while looking at Arpita’s phone screen together. She then leant down towards me and showed me the photo: it was a close-up of my face with the clear impression of her sandal tread pressed into the skin of my forehead. The visual was baffling, and I instinctively reached up and traced my fingers over the outline, still indented in my skin.

Pooja was snorting even louder than her sister. “Looks like you’ve marked her as your own,” she said.

“Did I even need to?” Arpita joshed back in a hushed voice. “We both know she’s mine already.”

Being labelled as if property was such a humbling experience, that I just dropped my hands back to my sides and accepted my fate. However, that apparently wasn’t good enough for the beautiful, Indian sisters, and Pooja lightly kicked me in the hip. “Shouldn’t you be taking our sandals off?” she scolded, before lifting one and holding it over my waist. “The movie is about to start, and we want to watch in comfort. Since you insisted on joining us, then the least you can do is make yourself useful.”

The pair of them sniggered again, and Arpita even slapped her sister on the knee while muttering, “Pooj, sometimes you’re awful, you know that?”

The younger girl shrugged, and her nonchalance bizarrely excited me. I frantically struggled with the straps of her sandal, clumsily removing it from her foot in the hope of soon being her foot wipe once more. While removing it, my hand accidentally brushed against her arch, and I shivered at feeling that it was already sweaty. While I tossed the shoe aside, she switched her feet for me to remove the other, then leant away and shifted her bag about a foot further down. “Come down this way a bit more, foot wipe,” she whispered as the movie began. “I want to be able to put my feet all over your face too.”

Pooja’s entitlement set my excitement off, and with the promise of my face being her foot wipe once more, I frantically scooted down so that my head was positioned near the partition between the two sisters’ seats. Immediately, Pooja’s feet were placed on my breasts, whereas Arpita moved her sandaled foot so it was hovering over my face. She grinned down at me before ordering, “Remove it.”

I fidgeted with the straps around the ankle, while the soles of Pooja’s feet were already warming my skin through the shirt. It was such an unusual experience, to look up at the two of them as I lay beneath their feet. They came across gargantuan from my perspective, which had the added effect of making me feel completely worthless and at their mercy.

Once I’d removed both of Arpita’s sandals from her feet, I let out a gasp as her toes immediately dropped and settled around my nose. The moist, stuffy groove beneath her big and second toe made a snug fit for my button nose, and after taking an exhilarating breath, suddenly everything made sense. No longer did I care if anyone else saw. Even if Stephen had walked in at that moment and had witnessed me subdued beneath Arpita’s feet, it wouldn’t have mattered, as while her sweaty toes clutched at my nose, I felt like I was truly in my place.

While my eyes rolled back in my head, Arpita’s other foot settled back onto my forehead. Meanwhile, before I could even comprehend what was happening, my lips were squashed beneath the ball of what I assumed was Pooja’s foot. Seconds later, the toes of the other gripped my chin. My arms became rigid as I froze beneath their four feet; my face completely swamped amongst their sweaty toes and soles. With every breath, I inhaled a cocktail of their combined foot stink, and within seconds I felt myself becoming light-headed.

While the soundtrack of the film began, I could hear up above the two of them crunching popcorn, amongst whispering to each other in Hindi. I couldn’t understand a word they were saying, and their toes danced all over my face as if it to hammer home the point that their conversation was irrelevant to me anyway; each of their exploratory feet selfish in search for a comfortable position. They’d each, in turn, rub, scrunch and tug at my facial features with their toes, as if gesturing in response to whatever they were watching on the screen. Pooja in particular, seemed to react and jump at certain moments, clamping my chin beneath her toes as I imagined she hid her eyes behind her hands.

I yelped slightly as her nail caught on my mouth, followed by a shocked flinch when her toes slapped down harshly on my chin. “Shhh,” she said from up above, before grinding her toes into my skin, and then inching them up until they were gripping my lips. “Foot wipes don’t talk,” she whispered. She adjusted her skirt so that it sprawled over my face and suddenly I was left in darkness.

A feeling of contentment then washed over me as I lay there out of sight and out of mind. My only stimulation from the world was the scent of Arpita’s sweaty toes wrapped around my nose, combined with the weight of their four feet resting on my face. My entire head felt like it was being completely owned by the pair of them, with no area of my skin left untouched. Such was the dominance of their feet, that the toes of Pooja’s one foot had actually progressed to resting atop Arpita’s toes over my nose, only strengthening the odour. The longer I remained there beneath the skirts and their feet, the more humid and stuffier it became; a moistness growing beneath their soles as they remained fastened to my face.

I endured laying there, feeling completely subjugated and immaterial as the Indian sisters’ feet rested all over my face; all the while, they enjoyed their movie without any consideration towards the plight of their loyal, white foot wipe. Occasionally, one of them would shift their position and her foot would move, inconsiderably rubbing the sweat off over my face, and over time, a soreness set in as my skin cried out for relief from the constant enforced clamminess. Yet, I endured the humiliation, as that’s why I was there, wasn’t it? To be their foot wipe as they bonded as sisters and enjoyed the movie together. It wasn’t as if I could understand what was going on anyway, as all of the characters on screen were speaking Hindi, with Arpita and Pooja’s conversation in the same language. I was furniture to them, nothing more, a mere extension of the movie theatre, and it was my duty to leave their experience undisturbed.

At one point, Pooja’s foot disappeared, before abruptly returning to my face, shunting around, and then pressing forcefully against my lips. I kept them closed, almost feeling like she didn’t deserve to have her toes in my mouth without her sister’s permission. Yet, the younger girl persisted, continuing to forcefully push against my reluctant lips to the point it was hurting. “Open up,” I heard her whisper down, clear impatience in her voice.

“What’s wrong?” Arpita said out of sight.

“I’m trying to feed her, and she won’t eat it.”

I felt Arpita’s toes spread around my nose, before they tightly gripped it once more. The momentary reprieve from the snug, warm prison of her toes allowing a fresh load of pungent, sweaty aroma to snake its way up my nostrils. Instinctively, I took in a deep breath; my lips parting in satisfaction as a result. Pooja’s own toes easily slipped inside, forcing a single piece of popcorn into my mouth in the process. I quickly crunched through it, but its flavour was redundant; the taste of Pooja’s toes having already made me swoon.

Pooja was in the process of wiping her toes on my chin, when I dipped my head slightly and engulfed them into my mouth once more. She gasped above me, unintentionally spilling a load of popcorn over my legs, and her foot became rigid to the feel of my soft, warm tongue. However, her muscles soon loosened and I heard a sigh from above as she allowed me to dutifully suckle. My tongue slipped between her biggest and second toe, and I moaned in pleasure as I tasted that salty, sweaty goodness trapped in the folds of her skin for the first time. My lips formed a suction around her toes, as I closed my eyes and recalled how they’d looked earlier; the mint green polish contrasting so beautifully with her young, brown skin and the leather straps of her sandals. I sucked that young girl’s toes with commitment and devotion.

“What’s wrong?” Arpita whispered.

“She’s sucking my toes,” Pooja answered with a giggle. “She’s actually sucking my toes.”

I felt Arpita’s toes squeeze tighter around my nose. “That bad girl.”

“Don’t make her stop,” Pooja pleaded. “It feels so good.”

Arpita’s toes loosened again, and I took as that as a sign that I had permission to continue. Such was my familiarity with her feet, that by this point, I could recognise such subtle gestures. As a result, I began circling my tongue against the soft, pad of Pooja’s big toe, all the while imagining her back in India, walking around the hot streets in her sandals before studying hard at the library, her feet crossed beneath her. Working so hard to improve her life and embark on the next phase of her journey: college abroad in a foreign country. I dove my tongue between the next two toes, dedicating myself to her pleasure and making her feel welcome in my country. If I could do this for her every day while she attended college here and achieved an impressive degree, then it would be another sacrificial service in my life; just as I’d settled into my role as her sister’s foot wipe. Pooja would likely graduate and go on to a lucrative career. What would happen to me? I’d remain in Arpita’s apartment, nothing but a foot wipe, while her sister stepped over me towards her life goal, wiping her foot on my face along the way. Maybe Arpita would eventually marry, and I’d be passed off to her sister as if I was property. I shuddered at the thought of that fantasy becoming a reality.

Still, even as my tongue wrapped around Pooja’s toes and I trembled at the salty moistness between them, part of me held a resentment for her. She’d arrived, and had immediately wiped her feet all over my face within an hour. She’d just assumed that because I was her sister’s foot wipe, that it meant I was hers too. What had I done? Shown any backbone? Made it clear that her sister was special and I’d endure such humiliations only because I was absolutely infatuated with her? No, I’d laid on the floor, and allowed Pooja to wipe the sweat from her young, tired feet all over my pretty face. Now she had forced her toes into my mouth, and how had I responded? I was diligently sucking and slurping all over them. Caressing her dainty digits for her pleasure while she enjoyed a movie I wasn’t even allowed to watch. I resented myself, more than her, especially as I dislodged a morsel of toe-jam and chewed my way through it; wondering if it had travelled all the way from India with her and I was now consuming toe-jam derived from another continent.

Their sporadic conversation continued above, as they settled into enjoying the movie and feasting on their snacks. After a few minutes, Pooja pulled her toes from my mouth, and arrogantly rubbed them dry on my shirt before pressing the big toe of her other foot against my lips. Throughout, as she shifted around, I was able to look up the side of her skirt and see that she hadn’t even bothered to look away from the movie screen. She was busy stuffing popcorn between her juicy lips; eyes totally glued to the film. She had just assumed that the second foot was going to get the same treatment as the first, and I readily proved her correct, accepting her expectant toe into my warm mouth and providing it the adoration it deserved. All the while, Arpita’s increasingly sweaty and stinky toes remained wrapped around my nose, leaving my entire sensory stimulation to be dominated by nothing but the feet of these two majestic sisters. At that moment, I’d never felt more like the foot wipe I truly was, and once Pooja had tired of my worship; Arpita’s toes soon followed, pushing against my lips with impatience.

I licked and sucked all over her feet while she moaned and cooed comfortably in her seat, yet never looking away, enjoying her movie and the delicious flavours of her caramel popcorn and orange soda. All the while, I tasted nothing but the acrid sweat from between their brown toes. As if to cement my inferiority, Pooja had taken to crossing her feet awkwardly on my breasts for the remainder of the movie, while I lavished her sister’s toes with love, craning my neck to plop my lips over each and suck with my heart’s content.

Once the movie had finished, the two of them looked down at me while I continued to slurp and suck all over Arpita’s yellow-polished toes, and I had to be lightly kicked by her sister to shunt me from my mindless adoration. The credits had already rolled, yet, so content I was in my position, that I could have stayed there all night.

The three of us returned home, and Pooja stretched and yawned before heading to the guest room. “I have a college open day,” she said while her eyes were on the brink of shutting. “Wake me up early.”

Arpita, meanwhile, glanced at the couch while scratching her head. “I guess you’ll be on the couch tonight, Poppy?” she asked, before wrinkling her forehead. “I didn’t even consider that you have nowhere to sleep now.”

“I guess,” I said, in resignation, before plopping my butt down. In truth, I was as exhausted as the pair of them; my face completely wreaking of the sisters’ feet. I’d spent a good few hours down on the floor, trapped beneath four feet, rather than the usual two. My face was completely reddened, plastered in foot sweat and my mouth still tasted of the crud I’d successfully removed from between their demanding toes.

Arpita hung around by the doorway of her room, twisting her sandaled foot seductively. Even after all of my licking and sucking, her foot looked just the same, the polish flawless and untouched. No one would have any clue that I’d spent the last hours diligently worshipping and cleaning between her toes. But, why would they? Normal people didn’t notice that kind of thing, whereas now, it was one of the thoughts that constantly filled my head. Was there sweat on Arpita’s soles? Was there toe-jam between her cute, little toes? Was I needed? Was I going to be fed?

“You want to sleep in my room?” she added.

My head snapped up from her feet in surprise. “With you?”

She lightly giggled and rolled her eyes. “On the floor, at the end of my bed. I’ll put a blanket down for you.”

I felt somewhat disheartened. I’d obeyed Arpita without question, ever since I’d become her official foot wipe. I’d even chosen being such a humiliating thing for her over Stephen, and the best that got me was sleeping on her floor? However, as I followed her into her room, and she lay out a blanket and pillow for me, sleeping at the end of her bed wasn’t so bad. There were fragrances other than the usual incense wafting around, likely Arpita’s perfumes and the like, and I almost felt like I was going on an adventure; similar to the sleepovers I used to enjoy with my friends. Of course, back then, I was the centre of attention and the height of popularity. I’d have never have been seen dead sleeping at the end of one of their beds. Yet, here I was, and I changed into my night clothes while Arpita scooted off to use the bathroom. Of course, I’d spent some brief time in her room in the past weeks, cleaning and making her bed, but this felt more intimate. This time, she was going to be sleeping nearby.

I lay on the floor, hands crossed behind my head and stared up at the ceiling. Sometimes I still couldn’t quite believe how much of a nose dive my life had taken. I was on the brink of marrying Stephen and having everything I could have ever wanted. The wealth, the status, the security. All of that was now gone, and I’d thrown it all away to lay down in a cinema while four sweaty, brown feet wiped all over my face. It was absurd, yet, the mere recollection of hours earlier was enough to make my skin tingle and my pussy throb. Why did being Arpita’s foot wipe make me feel so damn good? Why did it excite me more than sex with a man ever had? It was almost as if my longing for her feet, ever since I’d first seen her dating profile, had been some extended foreplay that had brought me to the brink.

Arpita returned wearing nothing but a bathrobe, the white, fluffy material contrasting so beautifully with her brown skin. Her shining, dark hair hung loose, and she disrobed before climbing into the bed. There was no shyness on her part, however, I had to blush an avert my eyes as her beautiful, tanned body was momentarily revealed before disappearing amongst the sheets; the faintest twinkle of her belly button piercing catching my eye.

I pulled the blanket up to my chin and prepared to settle down and finally get some sleep, almost feeling like a pet down at the end of my master’s bed. For some reason, that made me feel all warm and fuzzy inside, despite the humiliating connotations of such a position. However, I was startled when there was movement on the bed, and suddenly Arpita’s smiling face popped into view, looking down at me while her hair was dangling all around. She was wrapped in the bed sheet, with her previously bare breasts hidden from peeping eyes. “You comfortable down there?”

“I guess,” I said with a blush. I almost felt like I was being judged, the way she was staring down at me, with nowhere at all for me to hide.

She sat up, then swung her legs around so they were dangling down at me. Her meaty soles were slightly wrinkled, with her toes splaying out as she flexed and wiggled them. Her behaviour was so casual and relaxed; as if it wasn’t completely weird that she had another girl sleeping down at the end of her bed. From between her swinging legs, she looked at me curiously, before extending one foot and pointing the big toe in my direction. “Good night kiss?” she asked with a smirk.

I had to lean up, but I placed a soft kiss on the cushy, under pad of her big toe, before settling back down with a shy smile. It was just so weird, while indulgingly intimate at the same time, leaving me most confused.

“Good girl,” she said. “Did you have fun tonight? Being a foot wipe for us both?”

“Yes, Arpita,” I said timidly. “I felt ashamed, but, it was nice being at your feet.”

She narrowed her eyes at me. “Whose feet do you prefer, Pooja or mine?”

I blinked and my blood ran cold. Was this some kind of test? “I...ummm...” My head was swirling with images of both sisters’ feet. The gorgeous, yellow-painted toenails of Arpita, the feet that had originally enslaved me and to which I was completely infatuated. But then, my mind jumped to the younger, soft feet of her sister, those delicious mint green toenails and the way her feet always seemed so demanding and forceful in their wants. They were like an exotic, unfamiliar beauty to which I was still only becoming accustomed. Which was bizarre, considering that proportionally, their feet were so similar. If they had the exact same coloured nails, it would only have been for the fact that Arpita wore toe rings that I could tell them apart. Even the shape and length of their nails were almost identical.

“I’m just teasing,” she said, poking out her tongue slightly between her puckered, purple lips. “It’s so funny how scared you are right now.” She pressed her big toe against my mouth, squashing my lips in place. “I know it’s my feet you really love, isn’t it, my little foot wipe?”

I blushed, though, subtly nodded my head to let her know that she was right. It was Arpita’s feet that had reduced me to being her foot wipe. Her dating profile had completely turned my world upside down and redirected the path of my life; stripping away everything that I’d previously held dear. I’d no longer be the proud wife of a successful man. I’d only ever be the shameful foot wipe of an immigrant nurse. Currently, that’s the most my life could ever amount to. I shuddered at the thought of being Arpita’s foot wipe for the next few decades, perhaps as she passed through all of the major milestones in life. Marrying, having children, the works, and I’d be there throughout, laying on the floor, attentive and devoted to my role of wiping the sweat from her brown feet with my pale face.

Arpita leant forwards, and in the process, with her toe still pressed against my mouth, she pushed me back and pinned me to the pillow. She then shifted her focus to her other foot, and placed the ball flat against my vagina; hidden beneath my night dress. While I writhed beneath her, she gently twisted her foot back and forth, teasing and stimulating me in the process. I whimpered beneath her toe.

“You look that, do you, foot wipe?”

I glanced up at her rapidly, before darting my eyes back down to her foot as it continued to grind atop my vagina.

“You seemed to like it a lot yesterday, didn’t you?”

“Mmmhmmm,” I said while muffled by her toe. My eyes desperately urged her to increase the pressure.

“Do you think you deserve to feel good again?” She smirked at me mischievously, before shrugging. “I mean, you were a good foot wipe for my sister and I today, weren’t you?”

“Yes,” I mumbled. “I’m a good foot wipe.” Despite the stimulation being incredibly light, my breath still quickened.

She then looked off to the side. “Even when Pooja was a bit more demanding, you were still a good foot wipe.” She looked down at me intensely. “You’re always such a good foot wipe.” She flicked my head back against the floor, causing it to bounce slightly from the pillow. I then groaned as her other foot left my vagina, before moaning in approval as both of her feet pressed against my face, squashing my features beneath her dominant, fleshy soles. There wasn’t the usual sweat; her skin rather smooth and dry, however, that aroma of delightful girl stink was ever present, and I lost myself while inhaling its intoxicating invasiveness until I reached delirium.

“I love your feet, Arpita,” I said without thinking, overcome by the throes of passion as her smelly feet overpowered my senses.

She began to grind her feet into my face, slightly twisting them back and forth the same way she’d been doing on my pussy. I just lay there, hands at my side, and allowed her to mash my facial features beneath her unopposed feet; my mouth and nose faring the worst as they were squished beneath her weight. “Such a good foot wipe,” she said. “You’ll always be my foot wipe.”

“Yes, Arpita,” I moaned in pleasure, succumbing to the dominance of her soles as her toes playfully gripped at my eyebrows. “I’ll always be your foot wipe.”

“Good to know.” Her feet rapidly lifted from my face, then she disappointingly tucked them beneath her.

I looked up aghast, desperate for her to continue using me as her foot wipe, or at the very least, to return her foot to my vagina. I was hovering in a heightened state of submissive bliss, and had been that way for hours, ever since Pooja had arrived that afternoon. The subjugation of me while they’d watched their Bollywood movie had only kept me teetering on the edge. My pussy was dripping and in dire need of release. I squirmed and whined on the floor, as Arpita eyed me like a toy she could play with whenever she wanted.

“What’s wrong, Poppy?” she asked, and I fluttered my eyelashes at her, the same way I always used to do to Stephen whenever I wanted to get my way. However, Arpita didn’t cave the way he always did, even when I seductively bit my lip and rolled my eyes down towards my needy pussy. Her eyes followed, and then she hummed in amusement. “You want me to play with your horny pussy again?”

Such a blunt, vulgar description of my need caused me to stop my gyrations and instinctively cover my face in embarrassment.

“Aww,” Arpita teased. “Don’t get all shy now, Poppy. It’s okay if that’s what you want. You’ve been a good foot wipe, after all.”

I peeked from between my fingers, and saw that she was grinning down at me, still wrapped in the bed sheet.

“But...” she added, before curling one leg back out and placing her toes on my chin. “I’m wondering if your tongue has other uses.” She cocked her head. “And you did offer to return the favour yesterday, didn’t you?”

My hands dropped from my face in surprise, and I looked up at her in confusion. “What...what do you mean?”

She shrugged. “Well, you had a lot of fun yesterday, didn’t you? Isn’t it time I had some fun too?” She narrowed her eyes, the corner of one side of her mouth lifting into a half-smirk. “Your tongue felt so good on my toes earlier, it got me wondering, what other talents it may be hiding.”

I had to blink multiple times while attempting to comprehend exactly what Arpita was talking about. “Are you...are you...” My voice was trembling towards a stutter. “Are you suggesting...what I think you’re suggesting?” My cheeks were on fire at the thought, and I could barely process what Arpita was saying.

In turn, Arpita bit her lip and nodded her head. “You want to come up onto the bed and love me properly? Just like the way you love my feet?”

I had to avert my eyes, an intense feeling of shyness washing over me. Just the thought of doing stuff with Arpita, other than with her feet, was truly terrifying. I’d felt weird enough the previous day when she’d brought me to orgasm with her toe, but still, this was entirely different. If I used my tongue on parts of her body other than her feet, then, this was no longer about that inevitable, drawn-out submissive road I’d travelled along. This was no longer about my descent to being Arpita’s foot wipe. We would be entering new territory where my entire sexuality would be brought into question. Was that the part I’d been misunderstanding about Arpita all along? Perhaps she didn’t have dreams of one day getting married to an eligible bachelor; perhaps that’s why she’d never really shown an interest in my fake profile of Raj.

Arpita scooted back into the bed, and pushed her legs out in front so that both soles were facing me; my eyes instantly being drawn to their smooth perfection. “Come on,” she said. “Come up here, foot wipe. You can start with what you’re good at: loving my feet.”

Just casually being called foot wipe while she was enticing me to do something so sexually intimate was bizarre, and yet, it had an almost lasso effect of encouraging me to follow her onto the bed. I scrambled from the blanket on the floor, and clambered up onto the bed, clumsily flopping into the open space between her legs. Immediately, I turned and grabbed her ankle, before lustfully licking up the length of her sole.

“Someone’s horny,” Arpita teased, while laying back, still mostly covered by the bed sheets as I plunged my tongue between her toes.

My eyes were narrowed as I rose up onto my knees, still holding her foot to my mouth while moving between each of the toes with a loud, suctioned pop. I was frenetic in my devouring of her foot, dragging my tongue all over her sole while nibbling on her heel. While I was smooching all over Arpita’s sole, she gradually bent her knee down and inched her foot back towards her. Instinctively, I kept my fingers latched around her ankle and struggled closer to maintain the worship of her wrinkled sole, having to crouch down till eventually I dropped to my elbows.

Still, she bent her leg further, lewdly tossing the bed sheets and revealing the explicit view of her widened legs; her brown pussy spread and revealing its enticing, pink folds within. I paused amidst the passion of making out with her sole, my eyes thinning in lust at seeing her delicious sex for the first time.

“Continue with my foot,” she encouraged, pointing and moving my attention away from her private area.

I swallowed nervously, before resuming my devotion to her sole, unable to avoid sneaking glances down towards her explicitly-displayed pussy. Then, while I gulped, one of her hands lazily dropped down and began lightly stroking herself, caressing and tugging at her folds. Her eyes closed in ecstasy as she moaned in approval at the devoted work of my tongue, strumming herself in time to my licks.

I was awestruck at witnessing such a sight, my worship becoming clumsy and fumbled as I considered for the first time that being Arpita’s foot wipe didn’t just turn me on, but apparently, it turned her on too. It seemed that our relationship was progressing to where all boundaries were being wiped away. We were reaching an intimacy that verged on lovers rather than princess and foot wipe; and suddenly, I figured that all of my humiliation and embarrassment had been worth it. If anything, it had been an endurance test to earn the pleasure of Arpita’s most forbidden fruit.

“Good girl,” she whispered, without even opening her eyes. Then, before I could realise what was happening, she abruptly yanked her foot from my mouth, wrapped it around the back of my head and forced me flat on my front and between her legs. During the shock, my face inadvertently lodged between her thighs and Arpita’s hand was gripped into my hair in a flash. “That’s it,” she said in a light voice. “Now make me feel good, foot wipe.”

Just hearing her call me that, while I was pressed up against her most intimate region, was all the encouragement that I needed to cross that illicit line. The feeling of her fingers threaded through my hair, made me realise that at that moment, I was nothing but Arpita’s makeshift sex toy. With that in mind, I tentatively extended my tongue, wanting to please her, but also harbouring feelings of doubt and worry as I traversed into unfamiliar ground. I’d never before been sexually involved with another woman in such a way, and I could never have imagined that one day I’d be lying between a girl’s legs while on the brink of obediently lapping at her pussy.

Before my tongue made contact, I almost had an out of body experience, the temperature rising throughout me as I considered just out of hand this whole thing had become. I’d caught Stephen using a dating application, that’s all, and somehow, that had led me down a path where I was about to orally service our neighbour. Just because of some throwaway joke at the bottom of her profile page. She’d demanded I swipe right for foot wipe, and apparently, that had now induced me into a lesbian tryst.

“Come on, foot wipe,” Arpita said with some impatience, lightly shaking my head from her hand gripped in my hair. “Use that tongue to make me feel good.”

I glanced up at her as my tongue was about to press against the folds of her pussy for the first time, and I blushed shyly upon seeing she was looking down at me, keeping eye contact that bordered on intimidation as I yielded to her sexual wants. Arpita wanted me to lick her to orgasm, to make her feel as good as she’d made me feel the previous day, and as her foot wipe, I knew I couldn’t deny her. While still staring into her eyes, I probed my tongue onwards, shivering as I tasted the unique flavour of her pussy lips for the first time. I screwed up my face at the odd taste, before noticing Arpita biting her lip with arousal. A narrowing in her eyes followed, and that was all the encouragement I needed to plunge my tongue deep inside her.

I licked and slurped around while she gyrated and whined, not entirely sure what I was doing, but attempting to imitate the way I’d always liked to be licked. With that in mind, I went through the reverse of the touches I encouraged from my sexual partners, retracting my mouth and teasingly kissing all over Arpita’s inner thighs. When she groaned in frustration, I took that as the moment to progress, returning my mouth to her pussy and gently nibbling on her labia, tugging it ever so slightly in the way that Stephen usually did for myself.

“That tickles,” she said with a slight giggle, before she whimpered and closed her eyes, her fingers still loosely gripped in my hair. “Eat me, foot wipe,” she said breathlessly. “Eat your Indian princess.”

I almost squealed at hearing that, and I began eagerly lapping and slurping all over her pussy lips, intermittently plunging the tip of my tongue inside. When Arpita moaned and writhed in response, I continued to nuzzle, softly rubbing my nose up against her clitoris, just enough to stimulate without hurting her. The juices had begun flowing freely, her pussy moist and my licks turning to squelches amongst the soppy pinkness. Arpita’s moans became ever louder as I suctioned my lips around her swelling clitoris, gently flicking the pad of my tongue against the nub in a caressing and adoring fashion, willing her to enjoy an orgasm from my ministrations.

Evidently, my efforts were working, as her breathing became laboured, her cute little tummy convulsing and shuddering as she neared the edge. I reached out and grasped each of her feet, interlocking my fingers between her toes as I focused all of my energy on delicately nuzzling and stimulating her clitoris. The once ever-present scent of her toes, still wiped all over my face, became diluted by the evident musk of her pussy as her juices sloppily oozed all over my chin and cheeks.

“That’s it,” she moaned, as her thighs suddenly clamped around my ears, both of her hands slinking into my hair and holding me tight against her sex. “That’s it, you beautiful foot wipe,” she said through gritted teeth. “Lick me! Make me cum!”

I spluttered and panicked as she began bucking against my face, trying to maintain the circling motions of my tongue on her clitoris while she thrashed around. It was difficult to breath, however, I put Arpita’s pleasure at the forefront of my mind, truly appreciating this special, intimate moment I’d been afforded and intent on wanting her to ask for a repeat performance.

With that, as her fingers moved and gripped my ears, her moans turned to wails as she screeched out in pleasure and violently shook with intensity. “Oh God,” she yelled out loud. “I’m cumming!”

That was music to my ears, and I continued to gently lap at her inner pussy as she rode the waves of pleasure, gyrating on my mouth, and occasionally jolting as I hit another sweet spot. “Good girl,” she whispered while her tummy shuddered. “Good girl.” After a few more seconds of kissing all around her pussy lips, she suddenly pushed me away before sinking back into the cushions, clearly spent from the pleasure I’d successfully induced within her fire.

As I scooted back, and the two of us continued to convulse, Arpita climbing down from her orgasm, while I struggled to catch my breath; there was a knock on the door. “What are you two doing in there?”

The pair of us froze, Arpita instinctively grabbing the sheets and covering herself, while I frantically dropped from the bed and thumped back onto the blanket.

The door creaked open, and Pooja leant inside. “What was all that—” Her voice came to an abrupt halt as her eyes juggled between the two us. Both of us were sat in silence, flustered and evidently incapable of keeping our composure. Pooja’s eyes suddenly narrowed and became accusing as they honed in on her sister; still naked and barely hidden behind a dampened sheet. “What were you doing in here, Arpy?” When Arpita failed to respond, her lips merely quivering while she kept the bed sheets pressed against her breasts, Pooja’s eyes shifted to me. “What were you doing to my sister, foot wipe?”

My lips juddered about, incapable of fathoming a word, but, stupidly, I lifted my wrist and wiped Arpita’s juices from my chin, before gulping nervously.

Pooja’s eyes widened, then she gasped while covering her mouth. “Oh my God,” she said, while turning to her sister judgmentally. “Was she...was she...licking your vagina, Arpy?”

Arpita’s cheeks suddenly took on a rosy tinge, the likes of which I’d never seen before. “Uh, no...”

“She totally was,” Pooja stated accusingly, while pointing a finger at her sister. “It’s written all over your face.” She then nodded towards me. “And hers!”

“Could you please leave, Pooj?” Arpita asked desperately, the kind of humiliation on her face that was usually reserved for mine.

Pooja rolled her eyes. “Wow. She’s not just your foot wipe at all, is she? She’s totally your pussy licker too.” She giggled to herself, before adding as she closed the door, “I wonder what else you’ve not been telling me.”

Arpita flinched as the door slammed closed, before she looked over at me, somewhat concerned. “Are you okay?” She pouted while noting the confusion on my face. “I’m so sorry. She’s always been so nosey.”

“I’m okay,” I said, before flopping back on the blanket, exhausted, my face smeared in Arpita’s juices. Even though Pooja knew our new secret, for some reason, I didn’t seem so concerned. Within a day, she’d already used me for the foot wipe I was, so it seemed, she’d be more than comfortable knowing that her sister and I were up to far more intimate shenanigans.

“You want to come up?” Arpita asked hesitantly. “You can sleep in here with me tonight. If you want to.”

I glanced up at her hopefully, then nodded, the offer seeming too good to refuse, especially with the vulnerability evident in her eyes. I silently climbed up onto the bed and joined her beneath the covers. She clicked off the lamp, then the two of us cuddled beneath the sheets, both apparently as confused as each other by the events of the evening.

“Such a good foot wipe,” she said, before kissing me on the forehead. “Sleep well, my dear.”

“Goodnight, my princess,” I whispered back, just as her leg came to rest atop my own, almost possessive in its weight.

I closed my eyes and settled down, safe and comfortable amongst the warmth of Arpita’s bed. My thoughts wandered to what lay ahead, and where things would go from here. Perhaps my relationship with Arpita would progress even further. However, that wasn’t my decision to make; I was but her foot wipe, after all, even if she had allowed me to bring her to orgasm. Once we awoke, I knew that I’d be back in the kitchen, making her breakfast before her shift. Then, after her long day, I’d be down on the floor to offer my face to her expectant, sweaty feet. Nothing would change that. It was how our relationship had first begun, and how I hoped it would remain forever, even if she did demand a little more fun at times.

Whatever happened in the coming weeks, I was sure that with Pooja’s presence, things were going to be quite the ride; especially with the mischievous twinkle of jealousy I’d caught in her eye as she’d closed the door. If she actually chose a college here, I’d probably soon be buried between her young, supple legs too. The same way she’d easily used me as her foot wipe, perhaps, she’d use me as her pussy licker as well. The sisters seemed comfortable sharing things, after all.

As I eventually drifted off to sleep in Arpita’s embrace, I gave my lips a final lick, completely satisfied, the flavours of her feet and pussy still fresh on my tongue.
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