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The Shopping Trip: Handing Over Control and Wallet
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I can’t believe I actually did it. Handed over the remote to my chastity keyholder and five cruel, gorgeous women who already own every inch of my denial. My cage has been locked for weeks now—tight, cold steel hugging my useless cock, reminding me with every step that I don’t get to decide anything anymore. And today… today I gave them the electric ball-shocker remote too. Voluntarily. Like the pathetic foot-obsessed slave I am.

We went to the mall. Not some discount shoe store—oh no. High-end boutiques only. Thousands of dollars on the line, and I’m the one paying. They made me kneel right there on the carpeted floor of the store while they tried on heel after heel, the ones they kept whispering were “perfect for crushing your locked little nub later.”

Sasha was first. She slipped into those metallic gold 5-inch stilettos—$450—and flexed her perfect foot right in front of my face. “Massage me, FootRubSlave. Show me how grateful you are that I’m about to ruin you with these.” My hands were shaking as I started working her arch, thumbs digging deep, feeling the warmth of her skin, the slight sweat from walking around. That’s when Mia hit the remote.

Zap.

A sharp, buzzing jolt ripped straight through my balls. My whole groin clenched, the cage rattling as my cock tried—and failed—to get hard. I gasped, but I didn’t stop massaging. If anything, I squeezed harder, desperate to please. Sasha moaned like it was the best foot rub of her life. “Mmm… every time you shock him, he digs deeper. Good boy.”

They passed the remote around like it was a party game.

Zoe next. Crimson patent 6-inch needles—$600. She dangled one foot while I knelt, working lotion into her toes, tracing the curve of her heel. Lena had the phone this time. She didn’t even warn me—just a long, deep pulse that felt like someone squeezed my balls in a fist made of lightning. My vision went white for a second. Pre-cum dripped out of the cage holes onto the floor. I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood, but my hands never stopped moving. Zoe giggled. “Look how much he’s leaking just thinking about these spikes going through his slit later.”

Tara picked silver strappy platforms with metal-reinforced tips—$700. She made me massage all the way up her calf while she decided. Sasha cranked a quick burst of rapid shocks—zap-zap-zap-zap—like machine-gun fire in my sack. My body jerked with each one, hips twitching helplessly, cage straining. I was moaning into her foot by the end, tongue accidentally brushing her sole. She didn’t mind. “Pathetic. Buying the exact heels that are going to flatten your cockhead into paste. And you’re loving every second.”

Mia went last with the black leather square-heel beasts—$550. I was already exhausted, hands slick with lotion, balls throbbing from the constant electricity. She just watched me work her feet while Zoe maxed out the intensity. The longest shock yet. Burning. Endless. My locked cock pulsed uselessly, pre-cum pooling under me on the boutique floor. I almost collapsed forward onto Mia’s feet. She lifted my chin with the pointed toe of her new heel.

“You have no idea what these are going to do to you tonight, do you?” she whispered. “All these pretty, expensive heels… bought with your card… about to be used to crush, pierce, flatten, and maybe even break whatever’s left of your poor trapped cock in the cockbox. And you’re going to thank every single one of us for it.”

I nodded. Couldn’t speak. Didn’t need to.

We left with over $3,000 worth of new destruction devices in glossy shopping bags.

Now we’re back home. They’re lining the heels up on the table like weapons of war. I’m already locked into the cockbox again—cock and balls presented, cage finally removed just for this. The head is swollen from weeks of denial, veins bulging, slit already weeping.

Mia just walked in holding the remote, smiling that cruel smile I both dread and crave.

“Time to test your purchases, FootRubSlave. You bought them. You paid for them. Now you get to feel every single one.”

My heart is hammering. My balls are still tingling from the shocks. My cock is throbbing in terror and need.

I’m terrified.

I’m dripping.

I’m ready.

Please… don’t hold back.


The First Heel Test: Mia's Metallic Gold Stilettos
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The first heel test happened right there in the basement, maybe twenty minutes after we got back from the mall. My hands were still shaky from all the shocks and the endless kneeling, my balls aching with that low, electric hum that never quite went away. The girls had me locked into the cockbox already—steel cuffs on wrists and ankles, hips pinned so I couldn't even twitch away. Cage finally off for the "main event," my cock thrust up through the hole like it was begging for what was coming. Weeks of denial had it swollen, veins thick, head glossy and hypersensitive, the slit already weeping pre-cum just from the anticipation.

They lined up the new purchases on the low table like weapons on display. Mia stepped forward first, because of course she did. She picked the metallic gold stilettos Sasha had chosen—the $450 pair with the sharp, 5-inch heels and that wide square base that promised total flattening. She slipped them on slowly, deliberately, letting me watch every flex of her ankle.

"Since you bought these, FootRubSlave," she said, voice low and amused, "you get the honor of the first test." The others circled around, phones out, ready to record or just to watch.

She positioned herself over the box, one foot on either side of my hips. I could smell the new leather, mixed with her perfume and the faint scent of the mall. My heart was hammering so hard I thought it might crack a rib.

She didn't rush. She lifted her right foot, the gold heel glinting under the candlelight, and hovered it right above the head of my cock. "Look how pretty it looks," Sasha murmured from the side. "All swollen and eager for its new owner."

Then Mia lowered it.

First contact was gentle—just the tip of the heel kissing the very center of my slit. I gasped. It was cold from the AC, a shocking contrast to my overheated skin. She let her weight settle slowly, so slowly, until half her body was balanced on that single point.

The pressure built like nothing I've ever felt. The heel was narrow enough to focus everything into one pinpoint, but the square base gave it enough surface to start compressing the whole glans as she leaned in more. My cockhead yielded immediately—skin dimpling inward, the slit stretching around the invading metal edge. Blood rushed outward, turning the head an angry purple-red. I felt every millimeter as the delicate tissues flattened, the urethral opening forced wider, a burning stretch that made my vision spot.

I moaned—loud, broken—into the gag they'd stuffed back in. My hips jerked uselessly against the restraints.

"Grind it a little," Lena suggested calmly, like she was giving cooking advice. Mia obliged, twisting her ankle in a slow, cruel circle. The heel carved a deep groove into the top of my cockhead, the edges biting in, scraping tiny welts. Pre-cum welled up around the base of the heel, smearing across the gold leather like polish. The pain was white-hot, radiating down the shaft, into my balls, up my spine—but god, the rush… the denial, the humiliation, the fact that I’d paid for this exact heel to do this exact thing… it had me leaking even more.

She held it there for what felt like forever—maybe thirty seconds, maybe two minutes—before lifting off. When she did, the head stayed indented for a long moment, a perfect square divot right on the tip, already bruising at the edges. A thick bead of pre-cum dripped from the abused slit and ran down the shaft.

The girls cheered softly. Sasha leaned in close. "Not bad for the first one. But we have four more pairs to test… and you're buying the aftercare lotion too, remember?"

I lay there trembling, cock throbbing with fresh agony and need, staring up at the ceiling while they debated who got to go next.

I’d never been more terrified… or more desperate for the rest of the night to begin.


The Second Heel Test: Sasha's Crimson Patent Pumps
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The second heel test came faster than I expected—barely a minute after Mia lifted her gold stiletto off my battered cockhead. My breathing was still ragged, the square indentation on the tip throbbing like a fresh bruise, pre-cum still oozing in slow, humiliated pulses down the shaft. The girls barely gave me time to process before Sasha stepped forward, eyes sparkling with that mischievous glee she gets when she knows she's about to hurt me.

She'd chosen the crimson patent pumps Zoe picked out—those $600 6-inch needles with the wicked taper that looked more like surgical tools than shoes. Sasha slipped them on with a little flourish, balancing on one foot while the other hovered teasingly above me. The red leather caught the candlelight like fresh blood.

"Since you paid for these too, FootRubSlave," she purred, "let's see how well they perform on that pretty, already-marked-up cockhead of yours."

The others formed a loose semicircle around the cockbox, phones up again, whispering bets about how deep the spike would sink this time. My heart slammed against my ribs; I could feel every heartbeat in the swollen tip, still indented from the first crush.

Sasha didn't hover long. She positioned the needle point directly over the urethral slit—right where the first heel had left its mark—and dropped her weight in one smooth, deliberate motion.

The penetration was immediate and vicious.

The sharp tip punched through the already-abused opening like it was made of soft butter. My slit stretched violently around the invading leather, the delicate inner tissues yielding with a burning tear that made my whole body arch against the steel restraints. I screamed into the gag—raw, muffled, desperate—as the heel sank deeper than Mia's had, at least half an inch before the wider taper stopped it. The pressure was insane: the entire glans ballooned outward around the spike, veins popping, skin blanching white then flooding crimson as capillaries burst under the strain.

She didn't just stand there. She rocked forward, then back, then twisted—slow, cruel figure-eights that forced the point to grind against the inner walls of my urethra. I felt every scrape, every millimeter of stretch, the burning ring of fire widening with each rotation. Pre-cum mixed with a thin trace of blood welled up around the base of the heel, coating the crimson patent in a slick, obscene sheen. My balls drew up tight, aching from the earlier shocks, as waves of white-hot agony radiated through my groin and up my spine.

"Look at that," Zoe breathed, leaning in close enough that I could smell her perfume. "It's gaping around the spike like it's trying to swallow it whole."

Sasha giggled, shifting more weight onto the heel. The compression intensified—the head flattening slightly around the intrusion, the corona crushed inward, the whole tip deforming into a grotesque, purple-red mushroom impaled on red leather. I thrashed uselessly, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes, every nerve ending firing in chaotic overload.

She held it there for what felt like an eternity—maybe forty-five seconds—before slowly lifting off. The heel came free with a wet, sucking sound, and my slit stayed open for a long moment, a raw, reddened O that pulsed with my heartbeat. A thick string of mixed fluids stretched from the tip of the heel to my cockhead before snapping.

When she stepped back, the damage was clear: a deep, circular puncture mark right in the center, surrounded by fresh bruising that radiated outward like a bullseye. The head looked twice as swollen as before, trembling, ruined.

Sasha blew a kiss down at me. "Perfect fit," she said. "These are definitely keepers."

The girls applauded softly. Lena was already slipping on the next pair—those blood-red platforms she'd chosen—while Mia leaned down and wiped a tear from my cheek with her thumb.

"Two down, three to go," she whispered. "You're doing so well, FootRubSlave. Just think… you bought every single one of these beautiful weapons yourself."

My cock throbbed in protest and need, already leaking again despite the agony.

I was terrified of what came next.

I was desperate for it too.


The Third Heel Test: Lena's Blood-Red Platforms
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The third heel test came after a short, torturous pause—long enough for me to catch my breath, but not long enough to recover. My cockhead was already a mess: square divot from Mia’s gold heel, deep crimson puncture from Sasha’s spike, both marks throbbing in time with my pulse. The slit felt raw and stretched, pre-cum leaking steadily like it was trying to soothe the damage it couldn’t. The girls were buzzing with energy, passing the remote for the ball-shocker back and forth like it was candy, every so often giving me a quick zap just to keep me on edge.

Lena stepped up next. She’d chosen the blood-red 6.5-inch platforms she’d fallen in love with at the store—$800 worth of sleek, deadly elegance. The heel was thicker at the base than Sasha’s but tapered to a vicious point, like a stiletto designed by someone who hated mercy. She slipped them on without ceremony, the click of the heels on the basement floor sounding like a countdown.

She didn’t speak much—Lena never does. She just positioned herself directly above the cockbox, one foot planted on the wood for balance, the other hovering with the red heel pointed straight down at my ruined tip.

“Since you bought these yourself,” she said quietly, almost gently, “let’s see how deep they can go.”

The others fell silent, watching like it was a sacred ritual.

She lowered the heel slowly—agonizingly slowly—until the point kissed the center of my cockhead, right where the previous two marks overlapped. I whimpered into the gag the moment it touched; the skin was so hypersensitive now that even that light contact felt like fire.

Then she committed.

Full weight. No hesitation.

The platform heel drove down hard and true. The point speared through the already-gaping slit again, but this time the thicker base followed, forcing the opening wider in a brutal, stretching burn. My urethra felt like it was being torn open from the inside out—the delicate lining yielding with a searing rip that made my vision tunnel to black spots. The head compressed violently around the intrusion, ballooning outward as the heel sank deeper than either of the previous ones—three-quarters of an inch at least—before the taper locked it in place.

I screamed—full-throated, animal, the gag barely containing it—as she leaned forward, transferring even more weight. The platform base flattened the corona like a hammer on an anvil, crushing the ridges inward while the spike held the center impaled. I could feel the pressure building inside, blood trapped, tissues deforming, every nerve ending firing in chaotic overload. A fresh trickle of blood-tinged pre-cum welled up around the red leather, running down the shaft in thin rivulets.

She didn’t grind like the others.

She just… stood.

Motionless.

Letting gravity and her full body weight do the work.

The pain was deep, structural—less surface scrape, more internal compression. My balls drew up so tight they hurt on their own, the earlier electric shocks now feeling like love taps compared to this. My whole groin throbbed with a dull, nauseating ache that radiated up into my stomach. Tears streamed freely down my face; I couldn’t stop them.

After what felt like an eternity—probably closer to a minute—she finally lifted. The heel came free with a wet, obscene pop, and my slit gaped open wider than before: a raw, reddened oval that pulsed with every heartbeat. The puncture was deeper, darker, surrounded by mottled bruising that spread across the entire glans like spilled ink. The head looked permanently deformed—swollen, purple-black, trembling.

Lena stepped back, inspected her work with that calm, clinical gaze, then nodded once.

“Acceptable,” she said simply.

The girls exhaled collectively, a soft chorus of awe and delight. Mia reached down and traced the new wound with one gloved finger, making me jerk violently.

“Three down,” she whispered, voice thick with satisfaction. “And your poor cock is already learning its place.”

Tara was already slipping on the silver strappy platforms, eyes gleaming.

I lay there shaking, cock unrecognizable, throbbing with deep structural pain that went beyond surface sting. Every breath hurt. Every heartbeat hurt.

Two more heels to survive.

Two more that I paid for myself.

I don’t know how much more I can take.

I don’t know how much more I want.


The Fourth Heel Test: Tara's Silver Strappy Platforms
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The fourth heel test hit me when I was already drifting in that hazy space between agony and subspace—cockhead a swollen, multicolored wreck from the first three. Square bruise from Mia’s gold, deep puncture from Sasha’s crimson spike, wider gash from Lena’s red platform. The slit was raw, gaping slightly even when nothing was in it, every heartbeat sending fresh pulses of fire through the abused tip. Pre-cum kept leaking in thin, steady streams, mixing with the faint traces of blood that smeared across the shaft. My whole groin felt like it was on fire, yet the cage of denial had me harder than ever inside my mind, desperate for more.

Tara was up. She’d been bouncing with excitement the whole time, waiting her turn like a kid at Christmas. The silver strappy platforms she’d chosen—$700 worth of reinforced metal tips and crisscross straps—looked innocent from afar, but up close the heels were brutal: broad enough to crush, with reinforced steel edges that caught the light like knives.

She slipped them on slowly, making a show of it, flexing her toes and rolling her ankles while the others watched. “You know,” she said, voice bright and cruel, “I almost felt bad picking these. Almost. But then I remembered you swiped your card for them yourself, FootRubSlave. You literally bought the tools that are about to flatten what’s left of your poor cockhead.”

She stepped up, straddling the cockbox with confidence. One foot planted on the wood for balance, the other lifted high. The silver heel hovered, the broad base glinting directly above my ruined tip.

“Ready?” she asked sweetly.

I couldn’t answer. The gag muffled everything into whimpers.

She dropped.

No slow descent like the others.

Full stomp.

The wide, reinforced platform slammed down onto my cockhead with a sickening wet thud. The entire glans compressed instantly—flattened like dough under a rolling pin, the slit forced into a wide, obscene oval as the metal edges bit deep into the corona. Skin blanched white under the pressure, then flushed deep purple as the blood rushed back when she leaned in harder. The force was total; I felt the delicate structures inside yield, squashing flat, the pressure building to a nauseating deep ache that radiated into my balls and up my abdomen.

I bucked so hard the steel cuffs rattled, screaming into the gag until my throat burned. Tears streamed freely now, mixing with sweat. The broad surface spread the torment across the whole head—no pinpoint precision, just overwhelming, crushing compression that made the previous punctures feel almost gentle by comparison.

Tara didn’t just stand.

She bounced.

Small, rhythmic hops—heel to toe, heel to toe—like she was dancing on a trampoline made of my flesh. Each impact sent shockwaves through the flattened head, forcing more pre-cum to squirt out in weak pulses, smearing across the silver leather. The metal edges carved fresh trenches into the already-bruised corona, scraping welts that burned like acid. My vision spotted black, ears ringing, every sense drowning in overload.

After maybe ten bounces—each one feeling like a lifetime—she finally settled her full weight and ground in slow, heavy circles. The head deformed grotesquely under her sole, pancaked thin, veins bulging outward like they might burst. The slit stayed forced open, raw and weeping, the whole tip looking permanently reshaped.

When she finally lifted, the cockhead sprang back slowly, but not all the way. It stayed flattened at the top, a wide, mottled purple plateau with deep edge-marks from the reinforced heel. Fresh bruises bloomed instantly, overlapping the older ones into a chaotic map of destruction. A thick rope of pre-cum and blood-tinged fluid stretched from the tip to the platform before snapping.

Tara stepped back, admired her work, then blew me a kiss.

“Flawless,” she said. “These are definitely my new favorites.”

The girls clapped softly, Mia already reaching for the last pair—her black leather square-heel beasts.

I lay there trembling, cock unrecognizable, throbbing with deep structural pain that went beyond surface sting. Every breath hurt. Every heartbeat hurt.

One more heel.

The one I paid the most for.

I don’t know if I can survive it.

I don’t know if I want to.

But I’m still leaking.

Still desperate.

Still theirs.


The Fifth Heel Test: Mia's Black Leather Square-Heel Beasts
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The fifth heel test—the final one—was the one I’d been dreading and craving most. Mia’s turn. She’d saved the black leather square-heel beasts for last, the $550 pair she’d chosen with that slow, deliberate smile while I massaged her feet in the boutique. They were the most expensive, the heaviest-looking, the ones she’d whispered were “made for total destruction.” Now they were on her feet, gleaming under the basement lights like polished obsidian weapons.

By this point my cock was barely recognizable as mine anymore. The head was a swollen, mottled purple-black mess: overlapping bruises, deep punctures, flattened plateaus, raw gaping slit that refused to close. Every tiny movement sent fresh fire through it, pre-cum and traces of blood constantly weeping from the abused tip. My balls were still tingling from the earlier shocks, my whole body slick with sweat, trembling against the steel restraints.

Mia didn’t rush. She never does. She stepped up slowly, straddling the cockbox with perfect poise, one foot planted firmly on the wood beside my hips. The other black heel hovered high above my ruined cockhead, the square base catching the candlelight like a guillotine blade.

“You know why these hurt the most, FootRubSlave?” she asked softly, almost tenderly. “Because you bought them. You swiped your card, handed over thousands, knowing—deep down—that I’d use them to flatten whatever’s left of you. You paid for your own ruin.”

She lowered the heel.

No drop. No grind. Just controlled, inexorable descent until the entire broad square base settled fully onto my cockhead.

Then she transferred her weight.

All of it.

The compression was total and merciless. The wide, unyielding leather sole crushed down like a hydraulic press, flattening the entire glans in one smooth, devastating motion. The slit, already torn and stretched from the previous tests, was forced into a thin, wide slit again—stretched sideways until it felt like it might tear completely. The corona collapsed inward, skin blanching bone-white under the pressure before flooding with deep, angry crimson as the blood tried to rush back. I felt every internal structure give way: the spongy tissue squashing flat, veins bursting under the strain, the head deforming into a thin, pancaked disc no thicker than a coin.

I screamed—raw, throat-shredding, the gag doing nothing to muffle the sound. My body convulsed so violently the whole cockbox creaked, cuffs rattling, hips straining uselessly against the steel bars. Tears poured down my face, mixing with sweat. The pain was deep, nauseating, structural—like someone had taken a hammer to the core of me and just kept swinging.

Mia didn’t bounce. She didn’t twist.

She simply stood there, motionless, letting her full weight settle deeper with every passing second.

The pressure built. And built. And built.

After thirty seconds my vision started to tunnel. After forty-five I was sure something inside had to give—some delicate membrane, some vein, something. Pre-cum squirted out in weak, involuntary pulses around the edges of the heel, forced from the compressed shaft like toothpaste from a tube. The black leather turned glossy and slick with it.

She finally spoke, voice calm as ever:

“Feel that? That’s what ownership feels like.”

Then—slowly—she began to rock. Tiny shifts of weight, front to back, side to side. Each movement ground the square edges deeper into the already-bruised corona, carving fresh trenches that burned like fire. The head deformed further with every shift, staying flattened longer each time she lifted even a fraction of pressure. The slit stayed forced open, raw and weeping, the whole tip looking permanently reshaped into something obscene and broken.

When she finally lifted—after what must have been two full minutes—the cockhead didn’t spring back.

It stayed flattened at the top, a wide, bruised plateau with deep square imprints etched into the skin like a brand. The bruising was the darkest yet—black-purple, spreading down the shaft in ugly blooms. Fresh welts from the edges wept tiny beads of blood. The slit pulsed open, unable to close fully, leaking steadily.

Mia stepped back, inspected her masterpiece with quiet satisfaction, then crouched down so her face was level with mine.

“Five for five,” she whispered, tracing the flattened head with one gloved fingertip—making me jerk and whimper all over again. “You bought every single one of these heels. You paid for every mark, every bruise, every tear. And look at you… still dripping. Still desperate.”

The other girls gathered close, murmuring approval, phones still recording.

I lay there in a haze of agony and subspace, cock destroyed beyond anything I’d imagined when I handed over my card at the mall.

Throbbing. Leaking. Broken.

And yet…

When Mia asked if I wanted the cage back on—or if I begged for one more round with all five heels at once—I could only nod weakly.

Because even now, even destroyed,

I’m still theirs. And I still want more.


The All-Five-Heels Round: Total Annihilation

[image: ]

The all-five-heels round.

I knew it was coming the moment Mia finished her solo test and stepped back. My cock was already a ruined, unrecognizable thing—swollen to twice its normal size, the head a deep black-purple plateau crisscrossed with overlapping heel marks: square imprints, deep punctures, flattened ridges, raw gaping slit that refused to close. Every heartbeat sent fresh waves of deep, nauseating pain radiating through my groin. Pre-cum mixed with tiny beads of blood dripped steadily onto the wood of the cockbox. I was trembling, sweat-soaked, tears drying on my cheeks, and still—god help me—still leaking, still throbbing with that sick need that kept me hard inside my mind despite the destruction.

Mia crouched down, lifted my chin with one gloved finger so I had to look her in the eyes.

“You’ve been such a good little buyer tonight, FootRubSlave,” she whispered, voice velvet-soft. “You paid for every single one of these beautiful weapons. Now you get to feel them all at once. One final round. All five of us. All five heels. On the head. Full weight. No mercy. Until we decide you’ve had enough.”

The other girls moved without a word—Sasha, Lena, Tara, Zoe—forming a tight circle around the cockbox like priestesses at an altar. They slipped back into their new purchases, the ones I’d swiped my card for, the ones that had already marked me so thoroughly. Heels clicked on the floor in perfect, ominous unison as they positioned themselves.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. Could only stare up at five pairs of deadly stilettos hovering above my battered cockhead, each one glinting with the promise of finality.

Mia gave the command.

“**Now.**”

They descended together.

Five different heels, five different cruelties, all at once on the same swollen, abused tip:

- Mia’s black square-heel beasts planted dead-center, the wide leather base crushing down like a hydraulic press, flattening the entire glans into a thin, deformed disc again.

- Sasha’s metallic gold squares overlapped from the left, the broad platforms pancaking the side of the head, forcing the already-stretched slit wider in a burning tear.

- Lena’s blood-red needles drove straight into the center puncture, the sharp points sinking back into the raw wound, widening it with fresh, searing stretch as she leaned her full weight forward.

- Tara’s silver reinforced platforms slammed down from the right, metal edges biting deep into the corona, carving fresh trenches while compressing everything beneath into paste.

- Zoe’s black patent pumps stomped rhythmically from behind, the needle tips drilling into the base of the head, adding sharp, stabbing accents to the overwhelming crush.

The combined pressure was apocalyptic.

My cockhead disappeared beneath a forest of leather and metal—compressed from every direction, flattened to almost nothing, the slit forced into a gaping, raw O that stretched obscenely around the invading spikes. I felt the internal tissues give way completely: spongy chambers squashing flat, veins bursting in tiny pops of heat, the whole head ballooning outward around the heels like overripe fruit under a vice. Blood-tinged pre-cum squirted out in weak, helpless spurts, coating every sole in a slick, humiliating glaze. The pain was total—deep structural agony that radiated up my spine, into my stomach, making my vision white out and my ears ring.

I screamed until my throat shredded, body convulsing so violently the cockbox rocked on its legs, steel cuffs clanking, hips straining uselessly against the bars. Every tiny shift of their ankles sent fresh shockwaves: a twist here, a bounce there, a slow grind that made the head deform even further. The sounds were obscene—wet squelches, leather creaking, my own muffled howls blending with their soft laughter and moans of delight.

They didn’t count seconds.

They just… held.

And shifted.

And pressed harder.

After what felt like an eternity—probably closer to three full minutes—Mia finally spoke again, voice calm over the chaos:

“Enough.”

They lifted in unison.

The head didn’t spring back.

It stayed flattened, a wide, bruised, black-purple pancake with deep overlapping imprints: squares, circles, punctures, trenches—all fused into one chaotic map of ruin. The slit gaped open like a second mouth, raw and weeping, pulsing with every heartbeat. Fresh blood trickled in thin lines down the shaft. The whole thing trembled, unrecognizable, permanently marked.

The girls stepped back, admiring their collective work. Phones were still recording, flashes going off like paparazzi at a crime scene.

Mia leaned down one last time, brushing sweat-damp hair from my forehead.

“Look at what you bought, FootRubSlave. Look at what your money turned your cock into. Ruined. Owned. Perfect.”

She kissed my cheek—soft, almost loving—then stood.

“Time to lock you back up,” she said. “The cage goes on over this mess. And tomorrow… we start planning the next shopping trip.”

I lay there in the haze of agony and subspace, cock destroyed, body shaking, mind floating.

Terrified.

Broken.

Grateful.

Still theirs.

Always theirs.


The Cage Relocking: Sealing the Ruin

The cage relocking was the final act of the night—the quiet, intimate punctuation that turned raw destruction into complete, inescapable ownership.

After the all-five-heels round, the basement fell strangely silent. My cock lay ruined on the cockbox opening: a swollen, black-purple pancake of overlapping bruises, deep punctures, flattened ridges, and a slit that gaped open like it had forgotten how to close. Every tiny throb sent fresh fire through it; pre-cum and thin streaks of blood still oozed in slow, defeated pulses. I was shaking—whole body slick with sweat, tears dried on my cheeks, breath coming in ragged little gasps. The girls stood around me in a loose circle, heels still on, the new ones I’d paid for now marked with my own fluids.

Mia broke the quiet first. She crouched down beside the box, her black square-heel beasts clicking softly as she shifted. In her hand was the stainless steel chastity cage—the same one I’d been locked in for weeks before tonight’s “unlocking” for testing. It looked smaller than I remembered, colder, more final.

“You’ve been so good tonight, FootRubSlave,” she murmured, voice low and almost tender. “You bought the heels. You endured them. You leaked for them. Now it’s time to go back where you belong.”

The others watched in reverent silence as she worked. No rush. No cruelty in this moment—just deliberate, possessive care.

First she cleaned me—gently, almost lovingly. A soft, cool cloth wiped away the worst of the mess: the smeared pre-cum, the tiny beads of blood, the sticky residue from five different leathers. Each pass of the fabric made me whimper; the head was so hypersensitive now that even the lightest touch felt like sandpaper on raw nerves. She didn’t apologize. She just kept going until the skin—bruised, indented, deformed—was as clean as it could be.

Then came the ice. Sasha handed her a small gel pack wrapped in a thin towel. Mia pressed it lightly to the swollen glans. The cold was shocking—numbing the fire just enough to shrink the head slightly, making it possible to fit back into the cage. I hissed through the gag, hips jerking weakly against the restraints, but there was nowhere to go.

“Shhh,” Mia soothed. “You’re doing beautifully. Almost there.”

She worked quickly but carefully. The cage ring first—cold steel sliding behind my balls, the familiar bite of the metal against tender skin. Then the tube itself. She aligned it with agonizing slowness, guiding the bruised, still-leaking head into the narrow opening. Every millimeter was torture: the flattened corona scraping against the steel edges, the punctured slit catching on the rim, fresh pressure reigniting every mark the heels had left. I moaned—low, broken, desperate—as the tube swallowed what was left of me, compressing the swollen flesh back into confinement.

Click.

The lock slid home. The key turned with a soft, definitive snap.

Mia held the key up between her fingers, letting it catch the candlelight, then tucked it into the small silver necklace she always wore between her breasts. The other girls smiled—small, satisfied smiles—as she leaned down and kissed my forehead.

“Locked again,” she whispered. “Right where you belong. All that beautiful damage… hidden away until next time. And there will be a next time, won’t there?”

I could only nod—weak, trembling, subspace-deep.

She stood, the girls gathering their things, heels clicking toward the stairs. But Mia paused at the door, glancing back at me one last time.

“Rest now, FootRubSlave. Heal up just enough… so we can break you all over again.”

The lights dimmed. The door closed.

I lay there in the dark, caged cock throbbing against its steel prison, every bruise and puncture pulsing with the memory of the heels I’d bought myself.

Ruined.

Owned.

Locked.

And already aching for the next shopping trip.


The Foot Massages: Shocks and Worship in Chastity

[image: ]

The night wasn’t over when the cage clicked shut.

My cock—now a throbbing, black-purple mess locked back inside cold steel—pulsed uselessly against the bars of its prison with every heartbeat. Every bruise, every puncture, every flattened ridge from the five heels I’d bought myself screamed in protest. I thought they’d let me recover, maybe untie me, maybe even offer a shred of mercy.

I was wrong.

Mia looked down at me, still in those black square-heel beasts that had just pancaked my cockhead into oblivion. She stretched her arms above her head, rolling her shoulders with a theatrical sigh.

“God, my feet are killing me,” she said, voice dripping with mock exhaustion. “All that standing. All that crushing. All that beautiful work on your poor little locked-up nub.”

The others murmured agreement—Sasha giggling, Lena nodding silently, Tara flexing her toes inside her silver platforms, Zoe already kicking off her black pumps and wiggling them in anticipation.

Mia reached into her cleavage, pulled out the chastity remote—the same one they’d used to shock my balls all afternoon at the mall—and dangled it like a trophy.

“So here’s what’s happening, FootRubSlave. You’re going to give us all foot massages. One after the other. Full service—thumbs, knuckles, lotion, tongue if we feel like it. And while you work… we’ll take turns with this little button.”

She pressed it once—lightly—just to remind me. A quick buzz rippled through my balls, making the cage rattle and my ruined cock twitch inside its steel tomb. I whimpered.

“Get on your knees,” she ordered. “Cuffs stay on the box. You’ll crawl to each of us in turn.”

They arranged themselves on the low leather couch and armchairs around the basement—legs stretched out, heels dangling, the new shoes still on like crowns of victory. I crawled across the cold floor, wrists and ankles still partially restrained, the cockbox left behind but my dignity long gone.

First: Sasha

She was closest. Gold stilettos still on, legs crossed, one foot extended toward me like an offering.

“Start with the arches, slave. Deep pressure. And don’t you dare slack.”

I knelt, hands trembling as I cupped her foot. The moment my thumbs pressed into the high arch, Mia hit the remote.

Zap.

A sharp, electric bite in my balls. My cock strained uselessly in the cage, the pressure on the bruised head making me hiss through clenched teeth. But I kept massaging—kneading harder, circling the ball of her foot, working the tension out while she moaned in pleasure.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Every time you make me feel good… someone gets to shock you.”

Next: Zoe

She’d kicked off her black pumps, bare feet now, toes painted crimson to match the heels that had speared me earlier.

“Toes first. Suck them clean if they’re sweaty.”

I obeyed—lips around her big toe, tongue tracing the salt and faint leather taste. Lena took the remote this time. She didn’t warn me—just a long, sustained pulse that made my balls feel like they were being squeezed in a fist of lightning. My whole body jerked, teeth grazing Zoe’s toe accidentally. She laughed.

“Careful, or we’ll go to max intensity.”

I whimpered apologies into her foot, hands working the heel while the shocks came in unpredictable waves—short zaps, long burns, random patterns that kept me on edge, cock leaking pre-cum through the cage vents.

Then: Tara

Silver platforms still on, straps digging into her skin from hours of wear.

“Massage the calves too. Work your way up. And keep that tongue busy on the sole.”

I obeyed, thumbs digging into her calf muscles while my tongue lapped at the dusty, sweat-slick arch. Tara had the remote now. She cranked a series of rapid-fire shocks—zap-zap-zap-zap—like machine-gun fire in my sac. My hips bucked, face pressed harder into her foot as I moaned against it. She giggled, flexing her toes against my lips.

“You’re so much better when you’re being hurt.”

Lena

Silent, precise. Blood-red heels still on. She simply extended one foot—no words.

I massaged in silence, deep tissue on the arch, careful strokes along the instep. Mia held the remote this time. She waited until my thumbs were buried deep in the sorest spot… then maxed it out.

The longest, strongest shock yet. My vision went white, balls contracting painfully, cage rattling violently as my cock tried to swell inside its prison. I cried out against Lena’s sole, tears wetting the red leather. She didn’t flinch—just watched me with that calm, clinical gaze while I suffered.

Finally: Mia

She saved herself for last. Black square heels still on, legs stretched wide.

“Everything,” she said. “Arches, toes, heels, calves. And worship. Show me how grateful you are for tonight.”

I poured everything into it—thumbs, knuckles, lips, tongue—kissing, licking, massaging while the remote passed back to Sasha. The shocks came freely now: short bursts when I hit a good spot, long pulses when I hesitated, random zaps just because they could. My balls were on fire, cock throbbing in futile agony-ecstasy, pre-cum dripping steadily onto the floor beneath me.

Mia sighed in bliss, leaning back.

“Perfect. This is what you’re for, FootRubSlave. Buying the heels that ruin you. Enduring the shocks that keep you in line. Worshipping the feet that own you.”

When they were finally satisfied—feet relaxed, girls yawning—Mia stood, remote still in hand.

“Bedtime,” she said. “You sleep on the floor tonight. Cage stays on. And tomorrow… we start planning the next shopping trip.”

She pressed one last shock—soft, almost affectionate—as she walked away.

I curled up on the cold floor, cock locked, balls aching, body trembling with aftershocks and subspace.

Ruined.

Exhausted.

Grateful.

Still theirs.

This is my story — every purchase, every crush, every shock, every massage.
I paid for it all. I endured it all. I crave it all. Follow FootRubSlave for more nights of heel torment.

© 2026 FootRubSlave (@FootRubSlave) — All rights reserved
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