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A Day of Devotion: Sneaking into Service
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This is a work of fiction inspired by real desires. Contains explicit adult content, fetish themes, consensual BDSM elements including domestic service, foot worship, light impact play, humiliation, and sensual discipline. 18+ only. All characters are consenting adults. Nothing here should be replicated without explicit, informed consent and safety measures.
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Chapter 1: The Early Alarm
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The alarm pierced the pre-dawn silence at 6:00 a.m., a sharp digital trill that yanked me from sleep like a command I couldn't ignore. Beside me, my wife stirred faintly but didn't wake—her breathing steady, oblivious to the secret buzzing in my chest. I silenced the phone quickly, heart already racing. Today was the day. My lesbian Dom had been clear in her message last night: Be here sharp at 8 a.m., slave. No excuses. Make the house spotless.

I slipped out of bed, the cool hardwood floor sending a shiver up my legs. In the dim light of our suburban bedroom, I rehearsed my cover story one last time: "Office meeting in the city. Might run long." It was a lie wrapped in routine, one I'd used before to carve out these stolen hours of surrender. She murmured something about traffic as I kissed her forehead goodbye, but her eyes stayed closed. Good. The guilt twisted briefly in my gut, but it was drowned out by the thrill—the pull of devotion that made every deception worth it.

I dressed quietly: jeans, a plain hoodie to blend into the morning commute. No breakfast; my stomach was too knotted with anticipation. As I grabbed my keys, I glanced at the mirror—ordinary guy, mid-30s, heading to "work." But inside, I was FootRubSlave, ready to kneel and serve.
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Chapter 2: The Journey to the City
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The drive to Secaucus station took 50 minutes, the highway a blur of taillights and early fog. My mind raced faster than the car: How far is the city, really? It felt like an eternity, each mile stretching the tension tighter. I parked in the lot, the slam of the door echoing like a starting gun. Train to Penn Station—another 20 minutes of fidgeting in a half-empty car, staring out at the Hudson as it gleamed under the rising sun. No gym this morning; no time for my usual routine. Instead, I'd sprint the final leg, turning the walk into my workout.

Penn Station spat me out into the chaos of Manhattan: honking taxis, steaming coffee carts, the sharp scent of pretzels and exhaust mingling in the crisp air. I broke into a jog—sprinting up 8th Avenue, dodging pedestrians, my breath coming in hot bursts. Sweat beaded under my hoodie, but it felt right: earning my place with every step. By the time I reached her brownstone in Chelsea, my legs burned, and my watch read 7:58 a.m. Perfect. I rang the doorbell, pulse thundering.
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Chapter 3: Arrival and First Tasks
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The door swung open, and there she was—my Dom's partner, still in a silk robe that clung to her curves like a second skin, the fabric whispering against her thighs with every subtle shift. Her eyes flicked over me with casual authority, but there was a cruel glint in them, a predatory spark that made my skin prickle. She looked like she was already plotting ways to make my morning harder, her lips curling into a smirk that promised no mercy. "Come on in," she said, voice low and sleepy yet laced with that edge. "Start with the dishes." No hello, no small talk—just the command. I nodded silently, stepping inside the warm apartment that smelled of last night's wine and faint lavender from their candles.

She padded back to the bedroom, closing the door softly behind her. I was alone in the kitchen, the space intimate and lived-in: counters cluttered with plates from dinner, glasses with lipstick stains. I rolled up my sleeves and got to work—scrubbing each dish by hand first, the hot water soothing my chilled fingers, then loading the dishwasher with quiet precision. Suds foamed up, carrying away crumbs and sauce remnants. Next, the stove: wiping down the burners, polishing the slabs until they gleamed. Cabinets followed, fingerprints vanishing under my cloth. The rhythm was meditative, each task a small act of submission. I was invisible, useful—exactly as they wanted.
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