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Consent and Disclaimer
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This is a work of erotic fiction and fantasy written exclusively for adults 18 years of age and older (21 in jurisdictions where 21 is the legal age for adult material).

All characters depicted in this story are fictional consenting adults who have explicitly negotiated, discussed in detail, and enthusiastically consented to every element of the power-exchange fantasy portrayed — long before the events of the narrative begin.

Within the fictional world of this story:

	Safe-words are pre-established and always honored (“red” = immediate full stop, “yellow” = pause / slow down / adjust, “green” = continue)

	Hard and soft limits have been clearly communicated and respected

	Consent is ongoing, enthusiastic, informed, and revocable at any moment

	Aftercare is part of the dynamic (though it may occur off-page)


Everything described is consensual role-play between sober, informed, sober, and mutually enthusiastic adults.

This book does NOT depict, condone, encourage, glorify, or represent real non-consensual acts, coercion, abuse, assault, lack of safe-words, or any form of real-world harm.

In real life, all BDSM, domination/submission, humiliation, objectification, restraint, denial, degradation, impact play, and any other kink activities must be:

	Safe

	Sane

	Consensual (SSC) and/or Risk-Aware Consensual Kink (RACK)

	Negotiated in advance with full transparency and honesty

	Conducted with clear, enthusiastic, continuous, and revocable consent

	Supported by mutually agreed safe-words / signals

	Performed with appropriate safety measures and aftercare


The extreme scenarios, language, and dynamics in this story exist only within the protected space of negotiated fantasy. They are not instructions, not encouragement, and not permission to engage in any activity without the conditions listed above being fully met.

By continuing to read, you confirm that:

	You are of legal adult age in your jurisdiction

	You understand this is fictional erotic fantasy material

	You are choosing to read this content freely and willingly

	You accept full responsibility for your own emotional and psychological responses


Safe, sane, consensual, negotiated, communicated, and mutually respectful kink only — always.
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Content Warning
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This book contains very explicit, graphic, and psychologically intense adult content intended for readers who actively seek and enjoy this specific type of extreme erotica.

Themes and elements include (but are not limited to):

	Complete erotic objectification and dehumanization

	High-heel / foot domination and prolonged physical pressure

	Cockbox / trampling fantasy

	Intense verbal and physical humiliation

	Total erotic erasure and deliberate indifference

	Romantic exclusion (couple-focused intimacy above a submissive)

	Cigarette / ash play (stylized and fictional)

	Denial, edging, and orgasm-control undertones

	Graphic sensory descriptions of pain, pressure, marking, and submission


This is hardcore, taboo erotica written for a narrow audience. If any of these topics are triggering, disturbing, unwanted, or outside your personal boundaries, please stop reading immediately.

No minors are depicted or implied in any sexual, exploitative, or inappropriate context. All characters are explicitly 18+ consenting adults.
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A Note from the Author
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This story is the rawest expression of a fantasy I’ve carried for many years — the intoxicating, devastating beauty of being reduced to nothing while two people lose themselves completely in each other.

Every detail — every heel shift, every whispered “my love,” every moment of being ignored — is imagined within the strict boundaries of negotiated, enthusiastic, revocable consent. The characters know exactly what they are doing, why, and how to stop it at any second.

If reading this stirs something deep and complicated in you, I’m grateful you trusted me enough to go there. If it was too much, thank you for knowing your limits and walking away.

This is fantasy. Reality demands communication, negotiation, safety, and care.

Thank you for reading.

— FootRubSlave New York City @FootRubSlave
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Chapter 1 – The Waiting Surface
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The loft had that particular hush that only comes with high ceilings and old hardwood — the kind of silence that isn’t empty, but waiting. Cedar floor polish lingered in the air, sharp and clean, undercut by the faint metallic tang of the radiator in the corner that never quite stopped ticking. Late February light came through the tall industrial windows in thin, pale sheets, turning the room cold and distant. Dust motes drifted slowly in the slanted beams, catching fire for a second before fading again.

I lay flat on my back in the exact center of the open floor. The cockbox had been positioned there deliberately — low, heavy, immovable. Thick padded oak, stained dark, edges rounded just enough not to cut but still unforgiving against hip bones and lower back. Leather straps — wide, black, oiled — wrapped around my thighs and waist, cinched down so tightly that breathing too deeply made the leather creak against my skin. The circular opening framed my cock with clinical precision: exposed, vulnerable, already stirring despite the chill. The head rested slightly swollen against the cool wood rim; every small shift of my pelvis only reminded me how little I could actually move. The restraint wasn’t painful yet — not really — but it was absolute. I could flex my toes, I could blink, I could swallow. That was all.

The rest of me belonged to the box.

Above me the ceiling stretched away — exposed beams, old iron pipes, a single Edison bulb hanging from black cord, glowing dull amber. I stared up at it until the light burned a soft afterimage into my vision. My heartbeat sounded loud in my ears, too loud, a steady thump-thump-thump that seemed to echo off the bare walls.

This is what I asked for.

The thought looped, quiet at first, then louder. This is exactly what I asked for. To be reduced. To be erased. To become nothing more than a surface — something they could step on without thought, without hesitation, without even needing to acknowledge it existed.

I had imagined it a thousand times: the click of heels approaching, the sudden shadow falling across my chest, the first cold press of steel against skin, the slow transfer of weight, the way their voices would stay soft and intimate while everything below their ankles became irrelevant.

But now that the moment was here — now that the loft was quiet except for my own breathing and the distant city hum filtering through the glass — the fantasy felt sharper, more real, more dangerous.

What if they actually do it? The question rose unbidden, tightening my throat. What if they walk in and never look down once? Not even a glance. Not even a smirk. Not even a single word to prove I’m still a person.

My cock gave a small, involuntary twitch at the thought — half arousal, half dread. Pre-cum welled up in a slow bead, cool against the air, then slowly slid down the shaft toward the wood. I couldn’t wipe it away. I couldn’t hide it. It would just be there — slick evidence of how much the idea of being ignored turned me on.

They’re going to feel it under their heels. The realization hit like a second heartbeat. They’re going to step onto me and feel how wet I already am, how hard I’m getting, and they still won’t look. They’ll just... keep going. Like it’s nothing. Like I’m nothing.

My breathing grew shallower. I tried to slow it down, tried to center myself, but every inhale pulled the straps tighter against my ribs.

Outside the loft door — faint at first, then clearer — came the sound I’d been waiting for.

Heels on the hallway floor. Slow. Deliberate. Unhurried.

Two sets.

Click. Click. Click-click.

Closer.

The sound paused just outside the door. A key turned in the lock — soft metallic scrape, then the low thunk of the deadbolt sliding back.

My pulse surged into my throat.

They’re here.

The door opened — not wide, just enough. A draft of cooler hallway air slipped in, brushing across my bare chest and making the bead of pre-cum on my cock shiver.

Then the first heel crossed the threshold.

Black patent leather, glossy under the amber light, narrow and sharp. The woman wearing it didn’t pause. She didn’t look around the room. She didn’t look down.

She simply stepped forward — calm, certain, like the cockbox had always
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