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    For those who understand that worship begins at the feet. 
 
With quiet thanks, 
FootRubSlave

      

    



  	
        
            
            Some kneel to pray. Others kneel to worship what walks above them.
— FootRubSlave
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Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction inspired by real events. Contains explicit adult content, fetish themes, consensual BDSM elements. 18+ only.
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Chapter 1: Arrival in the Big Apple
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The roar of JFK Airport still echoed in my ears as I stepped into the biting February cold of 2014 New York City, the air sharp like inhaling shards of ice laced with the metallic tang of exhaust from yellow cabs honking impatiently. My skin prickled under the layers of wool and cotton I'd piled on—thermals from Delhi markets that now felt suffocating in the humid subway ride into Manhattan, sweat beading on my forehead and mixing with the faint curry spice scent clinging to my clothes from my last home-cooked meal. Back in Delhi, the air had been thick with dust and street food aromas—samosas frying in hot oil, chai steaming from clay cups—and I'd honed my skills there: a certified reflexology course at a bustling institute where the rooms smelled of eucalyptus oil and incense. Evenings at the beauty parlor brought the floral perfumes of wealthy clients, their feet soft from lotions, arches yielding under my thumbs like warm silk. Home services meant navigating crowded lanes, the honk of rickshaws fading as I entered air-conditioned apartments, where the cool tile floors contrasted the heat outside, and every touch felt intimate, electric.

NYC was alien, skyscrapers looming like frozen giants with their glass facades reflecting the gray sky, the wind howling through avenues carrying hints of hot dog vendors and pretzel salt. I huddled in my tiny shared apartment, the radiator clanking like an old engine, and scrolled Facebook on my cracked phone screen, groups for immigrants buzzing with tips: jobs, housing, connections. That's where I found her post—seeking stress relief in the chaos of city life—my message bold, fingers trembling on the keys: "Trained in foot massage and reflexology from India. Professional, discreet home service." Her reply came fast, her profile pic showing porcelain skin and golden hair that caught the light like silk. "Tomorrow, Midtown high-rise. Bring your best oils." My pulse quickened, a mix of nerves and anticipation, the city’s energy thrumming in my veins, promising something raw and new.
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Chapter 2: The Elevator Ride
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The next morning, February's frost crunched under my boots as I trudged to her building, the air nipping at my exposed skin, cheeks flushing red, while under my overpacked layers—thick coat, two sweaters, thermal pants—sweat pooled in the small of my back, sticky and warm. The lobby was a haven: polished marble floors echoing my footsteps, the faint hum of elevators, and a doorman's nod carrying the subtle scent of polished leather. I pressed the button for the 16th floor, the doors sliding shut with a soft whoosh, the ascent slow, the confined space amplifying my breaths—ragged from the cold walk. Heat from my body turned the air muggy, my armpits damp, the wool scratching against my skin like tiny needles, my mind racing: Would she like the pressure? The oils I'd brought from India smelled of sandalwood and jasmine, earthy and exotic, a far cry from the sterile city scents.

The ding of arrival jolted me, the hallway hushed, carpet muffling my steps, doors gleaming with brass numbers. I rang her bell, the chime melodic and inviting. She opened the door, and a wave of warmth enveloped me—her apartment's air scented with vanilla candles and fresh coffee. She was breathtaking: tall, European elegance in her mid-thirties, blonde hair cascading like soft waves, blue eyes piercing yet kind, her skin glowing under the soft lighting, wearing loose yoga pants that whispered against her legs, a top hugging her curves. But her feet—bare on the plush rug—drew my gaze: pale soles, high arches, toes flexing slightly in the cool air, nails a deep crimson that made my mouth water. "You're sweating buckets," she said, her voice smooth with a light accent, like velvet over steel. "Come in, strip those layers before you pass out."

I stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind me, the heat from her space making my skin tingle, contrasting the cold I'd escaped. I peeled off the coat, the zipper rasping loudly, then sweaters, each layer releasing a puff of my body's trapped heat and faint musk. She watched, amused, her laughter light and tinkling, eyes lingering on my damp shirt clinging to my chest. "Water?" She handed me a glass, cool condensation slick against my palm. I gulped it down, the liquid crisp and refreshing, quenching the dryness in my throat. She led me to the living room: floor-to-ceiling windows framing the snowy cityscape, the distant honks muted. The sofa was soft leather, creaking as she settled, propping her feet on an ottoman. She passed me cream and oil—her own, scented with lavender and mint, cool to the touch, promising slippery bliss. "Let's see what Delhi taught you," she purred, toes wiggling invitingly, the motion sending a shiver straight to my core.
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