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    To the one who led — unseen architect of my surrender.
To the lens that remembered — preserving what words could never hold.
For the quiet moments that became everything — a step, a breath, a yes — and the silence that followed, vast and full.
FootRubSlave

      

    



  	
        
            
            The first time I knelt, it was curiosity. The last time, it was recognition. Everything in between was documented — every tremble, every breath, every yes that became the only answer I needed.
— FootRubSlave

      

    


Video Slave

A Memoir of Submission and Service

Copyright © 2026 FootRubSlave All rights reserved.

Disclaimer

This book is a personal memoir based on the author's real-life experiences. All events described are true to the best of the author's recollection, though names, locations, and minor identifying details have been changed to protect privacy.

The activities depicted involve consensual adult power-exchange dynamics between informed, consenting adults. Safewords, negotiation, and mutual agreement were always central to every interaction. This book does not provide instructions, advice, or encouragement for any activities described. It is not intended as a guide, tutorial, or endorsement of BDSM, discipline, or any form of physical or psychological play.

Readers who may be triggered by themes of power exchange, discipline, submission, or emotional intensity should proceed with caution or skip this book. The author does not condone non-consensual acts of any kind.

If you or someone you know is in an abusive or non-consensual situation, please seek help from local authorities or organizations such as the National Domestic Violence Hotline (1-800-799-7233) or RAINN (1-800-656-4673).
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Introduction
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This is the unfiltered story of how a single night volunteering at a New York City fetish party changed my life forever. What began as cleaning toilets and carrying coats grew into a structured, ongoing relationship with a woman I call Mistress V — a dynamic documented through video recordings that captured every act of service, discipline, and devotion.  

This book is not fiction. It is not fantasy. It is a record of real vulnerability, endurance, and the deep satisfaction found in total surrender. Every encounter was consensual, with clear safewords (Green = continue, Yellow = slow down, Red = stop immediately) and negotiated boundaries.  

Names and minor details have been changed to protect privacy. The emotional truth, however, is unchanged.
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Chapter 1: The Night It All Began
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I arrived at the club early—too early, really. The NYC winter air bit at my face as I pushed through the unmarked door on the Lower East Side, the kind of place you only find if someone whispers the address. Inside it was still quiet: just a few organizers setting up, the low thrum of bass testing the sound system, and the faint smell of leather polish and anticipation.

They recognized me right away. I'd messaged ahead, offering to volunteer as house slave for the fetish party. We always need extra hands, the tall woman at the door had replied. Now she looked me over—collar already in my bag—and pointed toward the back. Toilets first. Then trash bins. Make them spotless. If you're good, we'll let you stay for the fun.

I didn't hesitate. Dropping to my knees in the bathroom felt strangely right. The fluorescent light buzzed overhead as I scrubbed porcelain, the sharp smell of cleaner mixing with my own nervous sweat. I changed the liners in the bins, wiped down counters, even polished the mirrors. Every task was small, menial, but the act of doing it here—in this space where later people would scene and play—made my pulse quicken. I was already slipping into that quiet headspace where orders felt like gifts.

When I finished, I reported back to the main room, wiping my hands on my jeans. A Mistress I hadn't noticed before—sharp cheekbones, black corset, boots that clicked with authority—caught my eye. I must have been grinning, proud of the work or just buzzing from the submission. She tilted her head. You look entirely too pleased with yourself for someone who just cleaned tile.

Before I could answer, she beckoned me over to a thick mat in the corner. On your stomach. Hands behind your back. Rope appeared in her hands—jute, rough and real. I lowered myself down, heart hammering. She worked fast: wrists crossed and bound tight, then ankles pulled up to meet them. The hogtie folded me backward, shoulders straining, chest pressing into the mat, hips arched. I felt completely helpless, yet strangely calm.

She gave the ropes a final tug. There. Stay like that until I say otherwise. Then she walked away.

Time blurred. The club slowly filled—heels clicking, laughter, low conversations—but I stayed exactly where she'd left me. Every breath was shallow; the arch in my back burned in the best way. I could hear people noticing me: Look at the house boy already trussed up. Someone nudged my side with a boot. Another laughed softly. The helplessness was electric. I loved it—the total surrender, the way being bound made everything else disappear. My mind floated, quiet and warm, even as my muscles ached.

Eventually she returned. She crouched, fingers brushing my cheek. Good boy. You took it well. She untied me slowly, letting circulation return in tingling waves. I sat up, dizzy, grinning like an idiot. She smirked. Party hasn't even started yet. Don't get too comfortable.

The doors opened for real around nine. Coats piled up at the entrance. I took over check-in duty—hanging leather trench coats, latex dresses, heavy boots—greeting people with a quiet Welcome, Sir/Mistress and keeping my eyes down unless told otherwise. It felt good to be useful in motion now, part of the flow.

Once the crowd thinned at the door and most people were inside, I made my way to the main play area. A cluster of women sat on couches near the bar, drinks in hand, heels dangling. I approached, kneeling a respectful distance away. Ladies, if any of you need a foot massage, I'm available. Just say the word.

A few exchanged glances. One in fishnets lifted her foot toward me without a word. I crawled closer, cradling her heel gently. My thumbs pressed into her arch, working the tension from hours on the dance floor. She sighed, leaned back. Harder, slave. I obeyed. The warmth of her sole, the faint salt of sweat, the way her toes flexed under my fingers—it pulled me deeper. One after another they called me over. A stiletto pressed to my chest first, then slipped off so I could knead the ball of her foot. Another teased by dragging her toes along my lips before letting me work. I lost track of how many—five, eight?—but each one felt like a small ritual of service. My hands ached, my knees
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