
        
            
                
            
        

    
My name is FootRubSlave, and professionally, I run a discreet, high-end foot massage home service catering to elite clients in Delhi and Mumbai (alternating weeks between the two cities). I specialize in luxurious, therapeutic foot rubs for women who appreciate privacy, discretion, and total devotion. Most sessions are one-on-one in luxurious homes or penthouses, where I kneel silently, working deep into arches, soles, and toes with oiled hands, never speaking unless spoken to, always invisible in my service.


But one regular client from Mumbai — a high-profile corporate executive with sharp suits, commanding presence, and a collection of Louboutins that could fill a boutique — took things to an entirely new level. After several private sessions where I knelt at her feet for hours, massaging away the stresses of board meetings and deal closings, she casually asked over a glass of cabernet one evening:


"Would you be open to servicing an entire kitty party? All my friends are C-suite executives, VPs, directors—very high-profile. They don't want to see you. They want it to feel like... a machine. Invisible. Efficient. No eye contact. No chit-chat. Just perfect service under the table."


I agreed immediately. The thought alone made my pulse race, my mind flooding with the thrill of total submission to a group of powerful women. 

She explained the rules with a cool, commanding smile, her voice steady and authoritative as she outlined every detail to ensure flawless execution:


- I would lie naked on my back beneath the long teak dining table the entire evening, my body fully exposed but completely hidden from view above.
- To prevent any "accidents" that might ruin their expensive designer heels or stockings, my balls would be bound super tight with soft but unyielding silk rope—edged just enough to keep me painfully aroused and completely denied, no matter how intense the stimulation became. The rope would be wrapped in multiple tight loops around the base of my cock and balls, cinching so viciously that the skin bulged purple, veins throbbing visibly, ensuring I remained rock-hard, dripping pre-cum, but utterly unable to release.
- The rope would be threaded from my bound package and attached securely to the underside of each woman's chair. Eight separate strands would extend like spokes from the central knot, each tied taut to a chair leg, pulling my groin in all directions and creating constant tension. Any of them could give a sharp tug if they wanted more pressure, quicker service, or simply to remind me of my place — the conflicting pulls would stretch and tear at the skin, amplifying every sensation.
- I could only move by sliding carefully on my back—left side of the table one round, right side the next—never rising, never exposing myself above the tablecloth, maneuvering silently like a shadow beneath their world.
- For each lady: I would gently remove one heel (using only my hands, no sudden movements), deliver a full, deep massage to that foot—thumbs rolling arches, fingers spreading toes, knuckles gliding along soles—then wait patiently.
- When she was ready for the other foot, she would press the waiting heel firmly against my chest, face, or thigh as the signal, the sharp point digging in as a wordless command.
- If she wanted more pressure, deeper work, or simply to punish slowness, she would stomp—heel or bare sole—right onto my body, each impact driving pain through my frame.
- When fully satisfied with both feet, she would give a gentle tap-tap on my shoulder with her toes, a subtle dismissal.
- At any time, if another woman wanted service sooner, she could pull the rope attached to her chair, yanking me toward her side like a human marionette, the sudden jerk sending waves of agony through my bound groin. 

The evening arrived at a sprawling Bandra penthouse. The dining room was lavish: sandalwood-scented candles flickering, bottles of cabernet and masala chai on the table, platters of samosas, kebabs, and exotic cheeses arranged elegantly. The air was thick with anticipation, the long teak table set for seven women plus my client — eight in total.


I crawled underneath before they entered, positioned centrally on the cold marble floor, my naked skin already slick with almond oil to ease the sliding. My client personally secured the rope—tight loops wrapped multiple times around the base of my cock and balls, cinching so viciously that the skin bulged purple and every vein throbbed visibly. The binding was agonizing; it squeezed my balls into a swollen, hypersensitive pouch, keeping my cock rock-hard and dripping pre-cum but locked in denial. No matter how much friction or pain came, release was impossible—the rope bit deeper with every twitch. Eight separate strands extended from the central knot, each tied taut to a chair leg, pulling my groin in all directions like a star of torment. Even the slightest shift yanked fresh agony through my core.


The women arrived in waves—tailored blazers over silk blouses, pencil skirts hugging powerful legs, 10-12 cm stilettos in black patent, red suede, nude leather, metallic gold, and sharp kitten heels. Names like Priya, Tara, Meera, Sonia, Rhea, Ankita, Neha — all high-powered executives from finance, tech, and media. They sat, crossed legs, kicked off shoes absentmindedly, dangling heels like weapons, never once looking down or acknowledging the "machine" below. 

The first signal came from Priya (left side). A black patent Louboutin dangled, then dropped. I slid carefully toward her, the ropes tugging at my groin with every inch, removed the other heel with trembling fingers, and began: deep pressure on the arch, slow circles under the ball, toe-by-toe attention through sheer stockings. She flexed her toes lazily, sighing once — a soft, secret sound swallowed by the gossip above.


When ready for the second foot, she simply pressed the sharp heel of the first pump against my cheek—firm, insistent, the point digging into my skin like a warning. I switched immediately.


A few minutes later, she wanted more intensity. Her bare foot stomped down onto my bound balls—once, twice, three times—each impact driving the spike of her heel straight into the swollen pouch. The pain was blinding; the rope tightened with every jolt, squeezing my testicles like a vise. Blood welled up from tiny punctures where the metal tip broke skin, warm trickles mixing with the oil on my thighs. 

Tara (right side) tugged the rope sharply. The pull jerked me painfully toward her chair, the strands digging deeper into my base, nearly tearing skin. Her crimson-polished bare foot waited. I massaged—slow, reverent—while cigarette ash rained down from above, hot embers occasionally landing on my stomach, thighs, even my bound cock. One woman (Meera) dropped a lit stub directly onto my shaft, then twisted it out with her red sole—slow, cruel circles that smeared ash and seared skin, grinding the ember against my throbbing length until it extinguished in a haze of smoke and fresh blood from the burn.


Sonia lost at cards. Instead of slamming the table, she yanked her rope hard—once, twice—then planted both heels on my groin and ground down, twisting her stilettos sideways across my cock and balls like she was pulverizing something stubborn. The sharp edges scraped long, bloody furrows; her full weight crushed the bound sack flat, forcing beads of blood to ooze from where rope met skin. She rocked back and forth, laughing above, while I gasped silently. 

Rhea signaled next with a heel-press to my throat. As I massaged her gold-strapped feet, she stomped her bare sole repeatedly onto my cock—hard, rhythmic thuds that split the skin further, blood now freely smearing her heel. Ankita joined in from across, tugging her rope to pull me slightly her way, then delivering her own stomps—sharp kitten heels stabbing my balls like needles.


The peak came when three—then four—women converged. Neha, Sonia, and Meera all yanked their ropes at once, the conflicting pulls stretching my bound package to its limits, skin tearing slightly at the base from the strain. Their heels descended together: Meera's red soles grinding the head of my cock in vicious circles; Sonia's black patents stomping my balls with full-force slams; Neha's nude leather twisting sideways across the shaft; Rhea adding a fourth heel to crush everything flat beneath their combined weight. The assault layered—stabbing, tearing, pulverizing—all at once. Blood flowed steadily now, warm and sticky, pooling on the marble as their heels smeared it across my groin in overlapping torment. My cock and balls were a mangled, bleeding mess—swollen grotesquely, covered in overlapping welts, cuts, and cruel sole-prints—but the rope held firm, denying any release amid the agony. 

Midway through the evening, the conversation above the table took a darker, more frustrated turn.


The wine had flowed freely, cigarettes were lit in rapid succession, and the topics shifted from office politics and bonus complaints to husbands—absent, inattentive, disappointing, infuriating.


Priya exhaled a long plume of smoke and muttered, "Mine still thinks 'helping around the house' means leaving his socks on the floor. I should crush something... anything."


A low chorus of agreement rippled through the group.


Then, as if on cue, the first deliberate stomp landed.


Priya shifted in her chair, yanked her rope strand sharply to reposition me directly beneath her, and brought her black patent Louboutin heel down onto my bound cock—hard. Not the rhythmic pressure for more massage, but a full, venting stomp. The metal tip drove into the swollen, rope-constricted shaft, grinding sideways with deliberate cruelty. She rocked her weight, twisting the heel like she was extinguishing her frustration through my flesh.


The others noticed. And joined.


Tara laughed bitterly—"Mine forgot our anniversary again"—and planted her bare crimson-polished foot across my balls, then stomped down repeatedly—quick, angry thuds that made the tight silk rope bite deeper, squeezing my testicles into purple agony. Each impact forced tiny beads of blood to well up where rope met overstretched skin.


Meera, still ranting about her ex's new girlfriend, dropped her cigarette ash carelessly onto my stomach before lowering her red-soled stiletto straight onto my groin. She ground in slow, vicious circles—heel tip drilling into the head of my cock while the sole flattened my balls against the marble. The friction tore fresh welts; blood smeared in thin streaks across her red leather as she twisted harder, venting years of resentment.


Sonia, Ankita, Rhea, and Neha followed in waves. One by one, then in groups of three and four, they converged.


Ropes were yanked in conflicting directions—my bound package stretched taut, skin tearing slightly at the base from the strain. Heels descended together: black patents, red suedes, gold straps, nude leathers—all stomping, grinding, crushing my cock and balls in savage unison.


- Priya and Tara stomped in rhythm—heel after heel slamming down like pistons, each impact splitting skin further.
- Meera and Sonia ground sideways—twisting their stilettos across the shaft in opposite directions, scraping long bloody furrows while the rope held me rigid and denied.
- Ankita and Rhea added weight—planting both feet and rocking forward/back, pulverizing my swollen sack beneath their combined soles until blood pooled warmly on the floor.
- Neha finished the quartet by drilling her sharp kitten heel directly into the base—slow, deliberate rotations that made everything throb and weep.


They talked the whole time—complaining, laughing bitterly, exhaling smoke—treating my groin like a stress ball made for their heels. Cigarette stubs were dropped onto the already mangled area, then twisted out with whatever heel was nearest, searing burns into the bloody mess.


And it wasn't just the groin.


While one or two focused below, the others used their free heels to scratch the rest of my body—long, deliberate drags down my chest, ribs, thighs, stomach. Sharp points carved crimson trails across oiled skin; kitten heels raked vicious crescents; stilettos traced stinging figure-eights over my nipples and navel. Every time frustration peaked above ("He never listens!"), a fresh scratch or stomp punctuated it below.


My entire body became their canvas of rage: crisscross welts, heel imprints, thin bloody lines from dragging spikes, ash smears from carelessly extinguished cigarettes, and my groin—grotesquely swollen, rope-abused, covered in overlapping sole-prints, cuts, and smears of my own blood. 

Throughout the night: heels pressed as signals, stomps for more pressure, tugs to drag me left or right, cigarette burns twisted out on skin, ash smeared by careless soles. Each woman took her turn with individual stomps and grinds—Priya's deliberate ball-crushing twists, Tara's rapid heel-stabs to my shaft, Ankita's slow grinding rolls—before grouping up for collective torture sessions where 3-4 heels worked in savage harmony, leaving my groin raw, bleeding, and utterly ruined.


No one spoke to me. No one looked down. I was the machine—silent, invisible, devoted. 

Hours blurred into a haze of pain and service.


Eventually, the night wound down. Wine bottles emptied. Voices grew softer, sleepier. Chairs began to scrape back.


One by one the legs withdrew—some with a final lazy drag of toes across my chest, some with a parting stomp against my bruised groin.


My client was last.


She slipped both bare feet down one final time—cradled my swollen, scratched face between her warm soles like a goodbye—and pressed her arches together so my nose nestled perfectly in the valley between them.


Then, so quiet it barely reached my ears over the pounding of my own pulse:


"They needed that. You were perfect, machine. Next month — tighter rope… and more husbands to complain about."


The stilettos clicked once. Twice.


The dining-room door closed with a soft, final thud.


Silence returned.


I lay there beneath the empty table, body a canvas of red: long crisscrossing scratches raking my chest, stomach, thighs; deeper gouges weeping thin lines of blood where points had dug too cruelly; purple-black heel imprints stamped across ribs, hips, groin; my cock and balls swollen grotesquely—covered in overlapping red welts, thin cuts, bruised imprints of soles and spikes, throbbing with every heartbeat, smeared with ash and my own blood from the relentless stomping, grinding, and twisting.


Every inch of me burned, bled, ached in the most exquisite way — bound, throbbing, denied.


And that slow, stupid, reverent smile spread across my marked, heel-carved face.


Until the next kitty party call comes. 

Next month — tighter rope… and more husbands to complain about.
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