
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Cockbox Chronicles: A Slave's Agony

A Dark Tale of Submission, Heel Torment, and Total Ownership
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The Ad That Started It

In a small apartment high up in the busy streets of New York City where lights and sounds never stopped for a single moment, the constant noise of cars rumbling far below felt like an invisible trap closing in tighter with every passing second, making the walls seem to press closer and the air feel heavier as the man sat alone feeling more stuck than ever before in his entire life. The phone screen gave off a bright blue light that made the eyes ache and water after hours of scrolling through hidden online groups about secret desires and fetishes where people shared dark fantasies that made heart race, so each new post stirred up a mix of fear and thrill deep inside that built like a fire growing stronger and harder to ignore. Suddenly, the ad appeared on the screen like a warning from the shadows that jumped out unexpected and grabbed attention: plain black words on a dull gray background that seemed to stare back with cold intent, reading, Looking for a loyal slave to endure ultimate heel-testing sessions, where mature queens seek a durable toy to play with endlessly, and room and board are provided but your every meal and command come from us alone without question. The heart pounded wildly like a storm trapped in the chest that wouldn't calm down no matter what, causing hands to tremble uncontrollably as they typed a quick reply under the name FootRubSlave, while short, gasping breaths filled the quiet room with the taste of old coffee and growing regret that twisted in the stomach like knots pulling hard. What am I doing with this ad that sounds so dangerous? This could be real danger that changes everything for worse, but the pull is too strong to ignore and stop now like a magnet drawing me in, the man thought, his mind racing with images of submission and what might come next in this unknown path.

Time dragged on painfully slow like waiting for something bad to happen any second, with the clock's ticking sounding like sharp scratches on the nerves that made skin crawl and body tense, until a sleek black van pulled up outside with its engine humming low like a waiting beast ready to pounce and take away. The side door slid open with a loud hiss that echoed in the night like a snake warning, letting in a rush of cold night air that carried hints of leather and faint smoke like old secrets hidden deep, and the man stepped inside hesitantly feeling the unknown pull him forward into darkness. Inside, the seats felt cold and slightly sticky against the legs like something unclean and wrong that clung, and smells of leather and smoke mixed with women's scents that filled the nose completely and made head spin with overload. Mia's flower scent hit first like a strong wave that overwhelmed and burned nose hard, Sophia's was sweet like candy too much that stuck thick and heavy, and Lena's was cool like medicine sharp that cut through like knife cold. A soft blindfold was tied tight over the eyes turning everything to complete black that pressed hard and made panic rise high, while seatbelts snapped shut loud like locks clicking final and no way back ever, and the engine's vibration shook the body deeply like a warning of pain to come that buzzed in private parts like electric buzz strong. Mia said with a low laugh that sent chills down spine like ice, Sit still and quiet like the good little slave you will be from now on, FootRubSlave—we're taking you to your new prison home now where you belong forever. Sophia added tauntingly with a giggle that echoed cruel and sharp, Hope you're ready for real fun that breaks you completely, because we don't play gentle or fair with toys like you who beg for it like pathetic dogs. Lena stayed silent but her presence felt heavy like a threat hanging over, as the van drove off into the night with no turning back possible.
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The ride stretched on like forever with no end in sight at all, tires crunching over rough roads that ground loud and bumpy like bones breaking under weight hard, and sudden holes in the road jolting the body hard enough to make teeth clash and pain shoot up the head like sparks flying hot and sharp.
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When the basement door finally creaked open slow and loud like old metal complaining in pain, clothes were pulled off roughly in quick rips that left skin stinging like fresh cuts from paper sharp, the box slammed shut tight around the body like a wooden prison that pressed hard on every side and made breathing difficult with pressure, private parts were forced through a small rubber hole that squeezed painfully like a tight ring burning deep into flesh hard, and a gag was shoved in the mouth stretching the jaw wide with a rubber taste that filled everything and made drool start uncontrollably. Mia said leaning close with hot breath that smelled strong like flowers, Welcome to your new life as our property and nothing more than a thing, FootRubSlave—you belong to us completely now and forever with no way out ever. Sophia giggled loud and said, Look at him shake like a scared puppy already, girls—this will be so much fun to break him slow piece by piece like a toy we crush. Lena tightened the last strap hard pulling skin tight like pinch, muttering cold like ice, No escape from this box or us—you're ours to use and abuse as we please whenever we want. Oh god, this is happening for real now—I'm trapped in this tight box that squeezes, and they sound like they mean every cruel word with joy in their voices, the man thought in rising panic as darkness and fear closed in tight like a noose around neck.
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Day 1: Arrival and First Tests - Falling into Shame

As night fell dark and heavy on the old house like a blanket of fear that smothered everything in silence, the stairs creaked loud under the women's steps as they came down together in a group that filled the room with their powerful presence and made air thick, their heels clicking sharp like warnings on the concrete floor that echoed cold and threatening like danger close. They dragged the heavy cockbox with rough pulls that shook the body inside like a rattle, positioning it under a modified toilet seat they attached quick like a lock, the seat shaped like a funnel that fit right into the mouth and locked tight with straps around head to hold it open wide like a forced hole. Mia went first by lifting her tight dress with a quick pull and sitting on the seat to let her waste fall straight into the funnel without mercy or pause, which came out thick and heavy like a twisted rope that filled the mouth at once and made choking hard with its weight and size, while they put a chastity cage on private parts that locked with a click and had wires for shocks. Open your worthless mouth wide under our throne and take your first disgusting meal from my superior body like the pig toilet you are, slave—this is how you'll eat like the filth you deserve from now on every single time we need to go, Mia said with a mocking smile as she watched the struggle closely and adjusted to make it flow direct into the funnel. If swallow was slow and funnel clogged, they hit the remote for electric shock in private parts like lightning burn, Swallow faster, you slow pig—or feel the shock fry your useless balls, Mia taunted as shock buzzed. Sophia laughed high and took turn right after without waiting a second, sitting on the seat to let her waste soft and mushy with plant bits that stuck to teeth and made chewing painful like grinding rocks in mouth that clogged the funnel, while shocks came if not fast. Chew it all up nice and slow like the pathetic animal you are under our seat, piggy—it's your only filthy food, so enjoy every gross bite or we'll force more down your throat until you burst with our waste, Sophia taunted while adjusting her position to make it even harder and messier in the funnel. Lena followed without a word at first but sat heavy on the seat like a throne, her waste coming in hard firm pieces like small rocks that hurt to swallow down and stuck in throat like lumps blocking the funnel, shocks zapping if clog happened. Swallow every last hard bit without complaint under our toilet, you useless thing, or we'll make the next one even worse and choke you with it until you beg for mercy like a dog, Lena said coldly as she finished, turning to Mia who nodded, He's already breaking like the weakling he is—look at those tears flowing like a crybaby from our use. The waste fills like endless flood in funnel, shocks burn like fire in private—why did I become their toilet slave? the man thought in shame as funnel overflow threatened.

Full and shamed from the bad loads that made the stomach twist and turn like knots pulling tight with cramps that hurt deep, the tests began right away without any break as the women talked among themselves about how funny and pathetic the slave looked struggling to keep down their waste.
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Mia put on her black thin heels that had 5 inch points sharp like needles and thin as pins for deep stab that went in easy, made of shiny patent leather that creaked loud with every small move like warning sounds of pain coming, used for pressing hard on the private parts to make deep dimples that turned to bruises purple and then twisting to grind deeper like a drill in flesh that tore inside. Rate this pathetic pain on a scale like the worm you are, FootRubSlave—tell us if it's bad enough for a worthless piece of garbage like you who deserves worse, Mia ordered as she pressed and twisted hard, while Sophia said to Lena, Look at him squirm like the disgusting trash he is—this is going to be a good one to watch him cry like a baby with no spine. The pain is like fire stabbing deep into me—why did I answer that ad that led to this? They're enjoying this too much like it's a game to them, the man thought in agony as tears came hot. Pain average 8.0 from the stab feel and twist grind.
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Sophia's gold strap shoes had 4 inch thick bottoms with rough lines for grip like tire treads that left deep marks like burns, straps that tinkled soft like little bells when she moved but sounded mocking like laughter at hurt, used for bouncing up and down to flat the part hard and leave red marks like hot irons pressing. Squeal loud like the worthless pig you are, toy—I want to hear how much you hate my gold steps on your useless body that deserves to be crushed flat, Sophia giggled as she bounced high, turning to Mia, He's making such cute weak noises like a dying animal, isn't he—let's see if he breaks yet like the fragile toy he is. Each bounce feels like a hammer smashing down hard—I'm nothing to them but a toy to crush and laugh at like garbage, the man thought desperately as body shook violent. Pain average 8.75 from the bounce smash and grind press.
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Lena's red square heels had 4.5 inch wide bottoms for steady crush like a heavy press that squeezed air out, smooth red leather that felt soft but pushed hard without mercy like stone, used for rolling back and forth to squeeze even and then stomp sudden for shock like a hit from above hard. Feel the full weight crushing your pathetic self down, slave—it's just the beginning of what a nothing like you deserves to suffer like a squashed bug, Lena said flatly as she rolled slow, while Mia commented to Sophia, His face is turning red like a beaten dog—perfect for our entertainment to watch him suffer more. The roll is like a rock pressing life out of me slow—how much more can I take before I break completely like they want? the man thought in fear as body ached deep. Pain average 7.5 from the roll squeeze and stomp hit.

More heels came one after another like a never-ending line of tools designed for maximum hurt and no mercy. Mia's open back mule heels slid on easy with no back for quick slips and turns fast, 5 inch points that pivoted fast to dig under the sensitive spots like turning knives in wounds that already hurt. Pivot and feel the dig go deeper into your worthless flesh, slave—you're our tester now and nothing more than a screaming dummy for our fun, Mia commanded, laughing with Sophia who said, He's twitching so much like a dying bug on its back—keep going to crush the life out of him slow. The dig twists like a knife in my gut turning—I'm their plaything, no escape from this endless test of pain, the man thought helplessly as dig went deep. Pain 7.0 average.
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Sophia's short kitten heels had sharp 2 inch points with thin straps that whispered soft but cut deep like hidden blades sharp, used for jumping high to land sudden like small stabs that surprised and shocked like electric hit. Jump and take the bite hard, little one—my kittens have claws to rip your weak skin apart like paper tearing, Sophia teased, turning to Lena, Your turn to make him cry more like the baby he is—jump higher to stab deeper! The jumps hit like sudden stings that shock body— they're breaking me piece by piece with joy in eyes, the man thought in despair as body jerked hard. Pain 6.0 average.
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Lena's cone heels had broad base tapering to sharp point like funnels for pain that started wide and focused sharp, metal inside for cold feel that warmed to burn like hot metal pressing, used for wide crush then focus to needle poke that funneled hurt deep like pouring fire inside. Roll from wide to sharp and rate it all like the broken toy you are, slave—we want every detail of your suffering to laugh at like the joke you are, Lena instructed, as Mia said to the group, He's holding back screams like a coward fool—push harder to make him beg like a dog on knees. The cone sharpens the ache like a funnel of fire pouring—I'm losing myself to their cruel games completely, the man thought brokenly as tears flowed hot. Pain 9.0 average.
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Smoke from cigarettes filled the air thick like fog that choked and burned eyes like acid, and ash fell on skin like hot sparks that sizzled and left small burns like brands. Ash for extra flavor on your pathetic body to burn you more, girls—let's see him jump like a fool in pain, Sophia suggested with a cruel laugh that echoed, while Mia replied, Yes, burn the worm more to make him writhe like the squirming insect he is.
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Time passed in endless pain that blended together like one long nightmare without any stop or relief, private parts hurt bad like constant fire that wouldn't die down, stomach full and twisting like bad food fight inside that made sick rise, left in dark alone with hurt echoes ringing loud in head and body throbbing like drum.


Day 2: Outside Pain Under the Sun - Shown and Endured

Morning moved the box to the yard where sun was bright and hot like a fire above that burned skin red and made sweat pour, so sweat came quick like a sudden rain on body that made everything sticky and wet like glue. Mia gave waste that was sour and loose like bad wine that filled fast and made choke hard,

Beg for your disgusting breakfast from my ass like the begging dog you are, slave—open up wide for your queen's rotten gift that you deserve as filth, she mocked while positioning to make it humiliating and slow like torture. Sophia's waste had bits that crunched hard like rocks in food that hurt teeth and stuck bad, Crunch it loud so we can laugh at your pig sounds like the fat pig you are, piggy—make it entertaining for your betters or we'll stuff more down, she laughed, glancing at Mia who nodded, He's getting better at being our toilet, but still so disgusting and slow like a clogged drain. Lena's waste was heavy and stuck like glue that wouldn't go down easy and clogged throat, Swallow down every heavy piece without waste, you worthless hole of a man, or we'll add our spit to choke you more like the choker you are, she warned coldly. The waste tastes like poison rotting inside me with bits stuck—how did I end up as their toilet slave under the hot sun like this? the man thought in shame as stomach turned violent.

Pain started right after with no break as the women talked about how funny the slave looked full and bloated like a stuffed animal. Mia's clear high shoes that had 6 inch glass like parts strong and see-through for watching the crush happen close, squeaked loud when she moved like annoying noise that hurt ears sharp, used for dropping heavy from above to shake inside like quake that rattled bones and made sick rise. Watch your own pathetic part smash through the clear bottom and break like glass, FootRubSlave—rate how useless it looks now like the broken nothing you are, Mia taunted, turning to Sophia, His face is priceless when it hits like that—pure trash under our feet to step on. The drop shakes like the world ending on me with see through hurt—I'm just their broken toy under the hot sun that burns, the man thought terrified as body shook hard. Pain average 9.5 from drop and bounce.
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Sophia's white shoes hid point inside for surprise stab under the grind like hidden knife that came out sudden and sharp, used for rub hot like cook flesh slow and sudden stomp like hit from sky hard, Feel the hidden spike come out and stab your weak spot hard, toy—surprise for a fool like you who deserves every stab like a pinned bug! Sophia said with glee, as Lena commented, Good one—make him guess next like the idiot trash he is with no brain. The hidden point stabs like betrayal from nowhere sudden—they're enjoying my misery too much like a show for them, the man thought in agony as surprise hit like shock. Pain average 7.0 from grind and stomp.
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Lena's ankle boots had metal ends sharp like tips for gouge deep into flesh, leather around ankle tight like cuff that squeezed hard, used for dig deep into soft spots and stomp for full hit like hammer down heavy, Dig in and hold still while I carve your garbage body like meat, slave—we want clean marks on your worthless skin to show you're our carved up property, Lena ordered, while Mia said to the group, His skin is turning nice colors now—like a beaten dog that whines for more beatings. The dig cuts like knife in meat slow and deep—I'm nothing but their marked property to carve and own, the man thought helplessly as blood came warm. Pain average 8.0 from dig and stomp.

More came like a wave of new tools that never stopped coming like endless line: Mia's back strap heels for twist pinch that turned flesh like screw tight and painful like turn in wound, Twist and scream like the worm wriggling you are, slave—like the twisted fool you deserve to be, Mia commanded, laughing with Sophia who said, He's dancing under there like a clown fool—twist harder to make him spin like a top. Pain 8.0 average.
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Sophia's open toe heels with red nails showing bright like blood drops fresh and shiny, 4 inch high with hole for toes to flex and pinch like cruel fingers gripping hard and scratching, used for scratching along sensitive slit to abrade like sandpaper on raw skin that tore open, My toes are pinching and scratching your weak spot to pieces like the shredded paper you are, little one—rate the burn for your superiors who own every inch of you, Sophia teased, turning to Lena, Your blades will love this open mess after—add some more scratches to rip him apart like tissue. The toes pinch like vicious clamps that won't let go ever—I'm reduced to their scratching post for fun and hurt, the man thought in humiliation as skin tore like paper. Pain 7.25 average.
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Lena's stack heels like wood layers high 5 inch for beat rhythm like drum that shook body whole with each hit, used for thud stomp that echoed loud and vibrated deep into bones, Beat to the rhythm and count each hit like the broken clock you are, slave—or we'll beat harder until you count like a ticking idiot, Lena said sternly, as Mia cheered, Louder thuds, girls—he's loving his beating like a masochist fool who asks for more with his cries. The beats pound like endless hammer strikes that break—I'm breaking under their rhythm like a drum skin torn, the man thought desperately as body ached. Pain 10.0 average.

Food near smelled good like fresh bread warm but stomach full bad like poison inside twisting hard. Smell that delicious picnic we have for us only? Too bad it's not for a lowly toilet like you—stick to our waste forever, slave, like the shit eater you are, Sophia taunted the group with a cruel smile that stung like slap. Back to dark room at evening when sun went down slow like blood drain from body, body hurt all over like one big bruise that throbbed constant with no relief.
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Day 3: More Pain in Dark Room - Deeper Hurt

The room smelled bad from old sweat and waste that stuck to everything like glue and made air heavy to breathe like thick fog. Women came down the stairs with creaks that echoed like threats in the dark space, and Mia fed her spicy waste that burned like hot pepper down throat hard and long, Swallow the fire we give you like the burning trash you are, slave—it's our special recipe for worms like you to choke on, she mocked. Sophia's wet waste came with force from fingers pushing deep like invasion rough, Down the hatch with all this slop for a slop like you, piggy—don't spill or we'll shove more in your face until you burst like a balloon, she laughed, looking at Mia who said, He's learning to be our perfect toilet, but still so disgusting and worthless like a clogged drain full of shit. Lena's hard nut waste needed long chew like grinding rocks in mouth that hurt jaws bad, Chew every nut slow and feel the grind like the nutless fool you are, or we'll make it harder to swallow with extra force like crushing your throat, Lena warned. The chew hurts jaws like breaking bones slow—I'm just their chewing toy to mock and hurt, the man thought in pain as bits stuck and ground.

Pain grew fast after the feed made stomach heavy like stone that weighed down.
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Mia's long boot was thigh-high shiny leather tall 5.5 inch point sharp like knife blade long and deadly, used for piercing deep to draw blood and twist like screw in wound that tore open, Bleed out your worthless blood for us like the leaking bag you are, FootRubSlave—rate the twist that rips you apart inside like the gutted fish you deserve to be, Mia ordered, as Sophia said to Lena, His blood flows like a river of weakness—pathetic how he bleeds so easy like a cut pig that squeals. The pierce stabs like death coming slow— they're carving me like meat for fun and sport, the man thought horrified as blood flowed warm. Pain average 10.5 from pierce and twist.

[image: ]

Sophia's glitter pumps had sparkles like glass bits on 4.75 inch heels that shone bright and cut sharp, used for scraping length to abrade skin like rough paper that tore deep and left raw, Sparkle as I scrape your ugly skin raw like the glittered fool you are, toy—tell us the burn for a burn victim like you deserves to feel forever, Sophia giggled, turning to Mia, Glitter makes the scraps prettier on his trash body, right—scrape until he peels like old paint. The scrape tears like endless cuts that won't stop—I'm their glittered ruin to laugh at and mock, the man thought in tears as skin peeled. Pain 10.0 average.
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Lena's pointed spikes were 5 inch needles strong with metal hum when pressed hard that vibrated, used for targeting spots to make moan from deep press that hit nerves like shocks, Moan loud for the spike piercing your weak flesh like the whining dog you are, slave, Lena said coldly, while Mia commented, He's singing his pain song for us now—make it louder like a howling mutt that begs. The spike hits nerves like lightning strike hot—I'm screaming inside forever like a dog in pain, the man thought broken as body moaned loud. Pain 9.0 average.

New heels added more like a growing list of weapons for hurt that seemed endless: Mia's prism heels faceted like diamonds on 5 inch high with sharp angles that cut many ways like light beams, used for multi angle gouge to cut different directions like many blades at once, Feel the prism slice you in pieces like the broken glass you are, FootRubSlave—gouge until you shatter like fragile junk, Mia taunted, laughing with Sophia who said, Shiny cuts for a dull slave—gouge deeper to make him shine with his own blood like a fool. The prism cuts like many fires—I'm shattered under their gouge, the man thought in pieces. Pain 9.0 average.

Sophia's spool heels rounded wood like on 4 inch that rolled uneven like bumpy road rough, used for roll shift unpredictable press that changed sudden like surprise hit, Roll with my spool and guess the next hurt like the idiot fool you are, little one—shift until you spin out like a top that breaks, Sophia teased, as Lena nodded, Unpredictable like your worthless life—shift harder to make him dizzy and sick. The roll shifts like no control over anything—I'm lost in their game like a spinning top that falls, the man thought dizzy as pressure changed. Pain 8.0 average.

Lena's blade heels flat edge chrome on 5 inch shining cold like mirror, used for slice shallow lines that burn open like fresh cuts deep, Slice and line your skin for our art like the canvas trash you are, slave—line until you bleed patterns like a marked animal, Lena instructed, while Mia said to the group, The lines look perfect on his ugly body—add more to mark the pig like livestock branded. The slice burns like open fire lines that spread—I'm their cut up art to display and mock, the man thought in horror as lines formed and burned. Pain 10.0 average.

Night had many turns with foot rub tease that felt warm but humiliating like false care that mocked, Rub our feet while we plan more ways to break your spirit like the foot-licking worm you are, you pathetic slave who can't even do that right, Sophia said to the slave, turning to Mia, His hands shake so much like a coward fool—cute how he tries to please us but fails. Cries were hoarse like broken voice from screaming too much all day long, private part hurt bad like shattered glass inside that cut with every small move and throb.
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Day 4: The Last Test and Fire End - Burned and Owned

Body was thin and weak from bad food that made stomach twist like constant knots pulling hard and never letting go like torture inside. Moved to yard at night where air was cool and bugs glowed like small mocking lights in dark that danced around like taunts. Last feed came quick to end the day with more shame and full: Mia's sour hot waste that filled fast and burned like acid down, Your final disgusting meal from my superior body—eat it all up like the garbage eater you are, slave, or we'll force it back up and down again, Mia mocked. Sophia's creamy stick waste clung like paste that stuck everywhere and made swallow hard like choke, Sticky end for a sticky worthless toy—swallow slow and choke on it like the choker you are who deserves to gag, Sophia laughed, glancing at Lena who said, Nutty finish for a nutless fool like you—chew it down or regret like the regretful worm. Lena's nut hard paste stuck like rocks in throat, Chew the nuts we give as your last taste of our mercy, you broken thing—swallow or we'll crush more in like your spirit. The last feed tastes like final end with stick and burn—I'm their full trash now with no dignity left at all, the man thought in total defeat as stomach filled heavy.

Old heels used again to build hurt on old marks that still throbbed like fresh, then new ones like Mia's dragon claw metallic hooks curved 5.5 inch with points like sharp talons on black leather silver over strong for grip tight, used for hooking base and tearing flesh like rip paper slow with fibrous snap loud, Claw into your weak spot and tear it open like the ripped rag you are, FootRubSlave—rate the rip that destroys your pathetic self like the destroyed fool you deserve, Mia ordered, as Sophia said to Lena, His tears flow like a baby crying—claw deeper to make him beg like a whining child that screams. The claw tears like body breaking apart slow—I'm done, just their torn toy to discard like garbage, the man thought in total pain as flesh ripped open. Pain 11.5 average from hook and pull.

Sophia's ballerina block on 3.5 inch broad edged like square press hard for crush deep, used for grace crush to make deep ache bloom slow like flower of pain spreading wide, Dance my ballerina steps on your ruin and crush your spirit flat like the flattened bug you deserve to be squashed, toy, Sophia teased, turning to Mia, Graceful but deadly like us—crush until he flattens like paper under foot. The crush blooms like endless ache inside spreading—I'm flattened under their dance like nothing left, the man thought crushed in body and mind completely. Pain 9.0 average.

Lena's comma heels curved hook like mark on 5 inch metal gleaming cold like ice blade, used for angular dig and pull like hook fish deep into flesh that tugged hard, Curve the hook in and pull hard to rip your insides out like the gutted fish garbage you always were, slave, Lena commanded, while Mia cheered, Pull until he breaks like a weak string that snaps like his will. The curve pulls like ripping out guts slow—I'm hooked and lost to their pull forever, the man thought in agony as pull hurt deep. Pain 11.0 average.

Cigarettes pressed to burn with sizzle loud like hot pan scream that echoed sharp, smoke choke bad like thick cloud in lungs burning hot, skin black ooze hiss like steam angry and hot, Burn hot for your queens and feel the seal on your worthless skin, slave—like the branded animal you are that deserves every scar and burn, Mia said taunting. Sophia added, Black marks look good on your ugly body like tattoos for trash—we'll burn more to cover you, and Lena said, Sealed as our property now—burn deeper to mark the beast you are like cattle.
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Left under stars that looked cold and far like no help ever coming, burn hurt hot like endless fire, air cool made it sting worse like ice on wound bite hard and deep.


Day 5: Knife Test - Skin Cut

Room got worse with sweat, char, and blood smells mixing like bad soup that choked air thick and heavy. Breath was hard like sharp hurt inside lungs from damage deep. Mia in latex with chemical smell strong like burn nose bad and eyes water tear. Razor shoe had blade 5 inch steel thin like card tapering to point sharp as needle that cut easy and deep, matte black leather creak loud when move like warning of cut, used for cut spirals and lines precise like drawing on skin with knife that left marks, Cut open for us to see your worthless inside like the gutted fish you are, slave—rate the sting that rips your pathetic hide apart like paper, Mia taunted, as Sophia said to Lena, His skin peels like old fruit rotten and gross—hatch him more like the decaying mess he is to stink. The cut stings like endless lines of fire cutting deep and burning—I'm their carved up mess to display like art of pain, the man thought in horror as lines formed and stung.

Sophia gold plated saw on ridge to curl skin like peel fruit slow and painful, rose-gold shine warm but cut cold like ice blade, used for saw channels deep like grooves in wood that hurt, Saw you apart bit by bit like the broken junk you are, toy—saw until you fall to pieces like the shattered fool, Sophia giggled, turning to Mia, Gold makes the cuts fancy on his trash body—saw until he begs like a cut up doll that cries. The saw buzzes like drill in bone tearing slow—I'm sawn to pieces like wood for fire, the man thought shaking in fear as curl came. Pain 10.0 average.

Lena chrome wide blade for hatch lines sheet like net over skin that caught and burned, used for geometric cuts that sheet warm and sticky like web of fire, Hatch your skin like egg to crack you open wide, slave—like the fragile fool you are that breaks easy like glass, Lena said coldly, while Mia commented, Grid looks artistic on his ugly body—add blood for our picture like painting with his worthless life that leaks. The hatch lines burn like net of fire trapping me—I'm gridded like their map of pain to follow and suffer, the man thought in tears as cuts spread wide. Pain 10.5 average.
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Feed mixed with blood taste bad like rusty metal sour that burned tongue hard, Taste your own worthless blood in our superior gift like the vampire pig you are, FootRubSlave—swallow the bloody mess or choke on your own failure like the loser you are, Sophia mocked cruelly, as Mia added, Blood makes it tastier for a bleeder like you—drink it down like your life depends on it.

End with burn smoke to seal crust sticky ash like hard shell rough that cracked loud, Seal the cuts with fire and feel the burn forever like the branded slave you deserve to be, worthless thing, Mia said taunting, as Lena added, Crust for your new ugly skin—seal tighter to lock the pain in like a cage.
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Left with blood drop cold like ice sharp bite freezing deep into bone, pulse hurt like loud drum in body pounding endless like no end.


Day 6: Acid Pain - Skin Melt

Room felt like open wound with thick bad air from blood, char, cut, waste mixing heavy like poison cloud that choked every breath hard. Hurt like sharp pieces inside cutting deep and constant like no stop. Stairs clinked with glass sound like break warning loud and clear. Mia red suit chemical burn strong like fire in nose and eyes water tear hot. Sophia plastic creak loud like tear paper sharp. Lena leather tink clink sharp like metal hit warning.

Private was bad like total mess that throbbed constant: cut crust itch like constant scratch bad and painful that wouldn't stop, burn ooze sticky like glue trap that pulled skin, swell purple throb beat like heart outside pounding hard, air felt like blade cut sharp sting like knife always there.

Acid vial pop with chlorine burn strong like fire in nose and eyes that made tear hot and burn. Drop hiss with froth melt sheet like boil over loud and hot, pain 11.5 average, Melt slow for us like the worthless sludge you are that deserves to dissolve into nothing, slave—feel the fizz eat your skin alive like acid on garbage, Mia taunted cruelly, as Sophia said to Lena, His skin bubbles like boiling fool—add more to watch him fizz out like a popped balloon.

Sophia spat foam pink slurry sizzle like hot pan scream loud and sharp, pain 10.5 average, Fizz and bubble away like boiling trash that pops and bursts, piggy—your ugly skin goes bye forever like garbage down drain, Sophia laughed, as Mia added, Bubble until you're nothing but slurry like the slop you eat.

Lena grid hiss to gray rot like dead skin smell bad and cloying thick, pain 11.0 average, Grid the acid in to rot you from inside like the decaying garbage you always were, slave—rot slow for our show like a stinking corpse, Lena commanded cold, while Sophia cheered, Grid him to pieces like a rotting puzzle that falls apart.

[image: ]

Turns many times with slow burn creep like fire spread slow and hot or sudden pop loud like burst sharp and shock like explosion, Change to high level—pop and watch him dissolve like weak acid himself that fails and bursts, Sophia teased Mia with a sneer, as Lena said, Pop more to make the fool fizz louder like a screaming bubble.

Feed with fizz to churn stomach like mix bad storm inside that twisted, Fizz in your belly now like the bubbling fool you are that deserves to burst from inside, toy, Lena said taunting, while Mia laughed, Churn until you puke our gift back like the weak stomach you have.

Afternoon skin gone to red gray with pool hiss constant like whisper burn endless and loud like no quiet. Heart beat hurt like spark fire jump wild and painful like shock.

End with stream river sizzle to melt sheet pink like full dissolve boil over loud, pain 11.75 average, Stream the end and watch your last bit melt away like the melted nothing you deserve to be, slave—stream until you're gone like erased trash, Mia mocked as the others laughed loud, Melt him complete like the puddle he is that we step in.

[image: ]

Left with hiss crackle and vapor sting like burn eyes nose sharp and hot like fire, cell eat deep like slow end final and complete like no more, all hurt like no stop ever in life.


Forever Serve

Time became one long cycle where waste was bitter food that rotted inside with bubbles rising sour like bad drink always bubbling and hurting, heels brought hurt fire with creaks and thuds that echoed forever like storm never end pounding hard, and pain was everything like hot beats that never stopped like endless drum in body. Senses stayed sharp to leather sounds loud like warnings always ringing, waste taste thick bad like poison constant coating, hurt nerves like light hits hard like strikes never stop shocking. The story cut deep on melt skin forever with marks that burned, each day hurt leading to the next in endless bad pain that grew stronger like fire spreading wide.
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