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Disclaimer

This book is a personal memoir based on the author's real-life experiences. All events described are true to the best of the author's recollection, though names, locations, and minor identifying details have been changed to protect privacy.

The activities depicted involve consensual adult power-exchange dynamics between informed, consenting adults. Safewords, negotiation, and mutual agreement were always central to every interaction. This book does not provide instructions, advice, or encouragement for any activities described. It is not intended as a guide, tutorial, or endorsement of BDSM, discipline, or any form of physical or psychological play.

Readers who may be triggered by themes of power exchange, discipline, submission, or emotional intensity should proceed with caution or skip this book. The author does not condone non-consensual acts of any kind.

If you or someone you know is in an abusive or non-consensual situation, please seek help from local authorities or organizations such as the National Domestic Violence Hotline (1-800-799-7233) or RAINN (1-800-656-4673).
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Introduction

This is the unfiltered story of how a single night volunteering at a New York City fetish party changed my life forever. What began as cleaning toilets and carrying coats grew into a structured, ongoing relationship with a woman I call Mistress V — a dynamic documented through video recordings that captured every act of service, discipline, and devotion. 

This book is not fiction. It is not fantasy. It is a record of real vulnerability, endurance, and the deep satisfaction found in total surrender. Every encounter was consensual, with clear safewords (Green = continue, Yellow = slow down, Red = stop immediately) and negotiated boundaries. 

Names and minor details have been changed to protect privacy. The emotional truth, however, is unchanged.
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Chapter 1: The Night It All Began

I arrived at the club early—too early, really. The NYC winter air bit at my face as I pushed through the unmarked door on the Lower East Side, the kind of place you only find if someone whispers the address. Inside it was still quiet: just a few organizers setting up, the low thrum of bass testing the sound system, and the faint smell of leather polish and anticipation.

They recognized me right away. I'd messaged ahead, offering to volunteer as house slave for the fetish party. We always need extra hands, the tall woman at the door had replied. Now she looked me over—collar already in my bag—and pointed toward the back. Toilets first. Then trash bins. Make them spotless. If you're good, we'll let you stay for the fun.

I didn't hesitate. Dropping to my knees in the bathroom felt strangely right. The fluorescent light buzzed overhead as I scrubbed porcelain, the sharp smell of cleaner mixing with my own nervous sweat. I changed the liners in the bins, wiped down counters, even polished the mirrors. Every task was small, menial, but the act of doing it here—in this space where later people would scene and play—made my pulse quicken. I was already slipping into that quiet headspace where orders felt like gifts.

When I finished, I reported back to the main room, wiping my hands on my jeans. A Mistress I hadn't noticed before—sharp cheekbones, black corset, boots that clicked with authority—caught my eye. I must have been grinning, proud of the work or just buzzing from the submission. She tilted her head. You look entirely too pleased with yourself for someone who just cleaned tile.

Before I could answer, she beckoned me over to a thick mat in the corner. On your stomach. Hands behind your back. Rope appeared in her hands—jute, rough and real. I lowered myself down, heart hammering. She worked fast: wrists crossed and bound tight, then ankles pulled up to meet them. The hogtie folded me backward, shoulders straining, chest pressing into the mat, hips arched. I felt completely helpless, yet strangely calm.

She gave the ropes a final tug. There. Stay like that until I say otherwise. Then she walked away.

Time blurred. The club slowly filled—heels clicking, laughter, low conversations—but I stayed exactly where she'd left me. Every breath was shallow; the arch in my back burned in the best way. I could hear people noticing me: Look at the house boy already trussed up. Someone nudged my side with a boot. Another laughed softly. The helplessness was electric. I loved it—the total surrender, the way being bound made everything else disappear. My mind floated, quiet and warm, even as my muscles ached.

Eventually she returned. She crouched, fingers brushing my cheek. Good boy. You took it well. She untied me slowly, letting circulation return in tingling waves. I sat up, dizzy, grinning like an idiot. She smirked. Party hasn't even started yet. Don't get too comfortable.

The doors opened for real around nine. Coats piled up at the entrance. I took over check-in duty—hanging leather trench coats, latex dresses, heavy boots—greeting people with a quiet Welcome, Sir/Mistress and keeping my eyes down unless told otherwise. It felt good to be useful in motion now, part of the flow.

Once the crowd thinned at the door and most people were inside, I made my way to the main play area. A cluster of women sat on couches near the bar, drinks in hand, heels dangling. I approached, kneeling a respectful distance away. Ladies, if any of you need a foot massage, I'm available. Just say the word.

A few exchanged glances. One in fishnets lifted her foot toward me without a word. I crawled closer, cradling her heel gently. My thumbs pressed into her arch, working the tension from hours on the dance floor. She sighed, leaned back. Harder, slave. I obeyed. The warmth of her sole, the faint salt of sweat, the way her toes flexed under my fingers—it pulled me deeper. One after another they called me over. A stiletto pressed to my chest first, then slipped off so I could knead the ball of her foot. Another teased by dragging her toes along my lips before letting me work. I lost track of how many—five, eight?—but each one felt like a small ritual of service. My hands ached, my knees burned against the floor.

Somewhere in the middle of it, one of the women—a redhead in a vinyl skirt—looked down at me with a mischievous smile. You seem eager. Ever tried a ball tie?

I nodded, pulse jumping. I'd be honored to, if you'd like to try it on me.

She laughed, delighted. Get on the mat. Let's see how tight we can make you.

They cleared a space. I curled into position: knees to chest, arms wrapped around my shins, wrists bound to ankles. Rope circled my body in loops, cinching me into a compact, helpless ball. My chin rested on my knees; I could barely rock side to side. The position squeezed everything—breath short, completely exposed yet folded in on myself. The women circled, admiring their work. One tapped my head like a toy. Another ran a fingernail down my spine. I floated again, the same subspace haze from the hogtie, only smaller, tighter, more contained. I loved the restriction, the way it forced total surrender.

They left me like that for a while—maybe fifteen minutes—while they chatted and sipped drinks. When they finally untied me, my limbs unfolded slowly, pins and needles racing through. I thanked them, voice hoarse, and they patted my head like I'd passed some unspoken test.

That's when I saw her.

She'd been watching from a few feet away—tall, dark hair pulled back, leather pants, a simple black top that somehow looked commanding. Our eyes met as I stood, still shaky. She crooked a finger. I walked over, dropping to my knees again without being told.

You've been busy tonight, she said, voice low and amused. Cleaning, bound twice, massaging half the room. Impressive stamina for a volunteer.

I looked up. Thank you, Mistress. I enjoy serving.

She studied me for a long moment. Then she sat on the edge of the couch and extended one booted foot. Show me.

I didn't hesitate. I removed the boot carefully, set it aside, then took her foot in both hands. Her sole was warm, perfectly arched. I started slow—thumbs circling the heel, fingers stroking the instep, working up to the toes. She let out a soft breath. I kissed the top of her foot once, lightly, then returned to the massage. The room faded; it was just her foot, my hands, the rhythm.

After a few minutes she spoke again. You have good hands. Dedicated. I make videos—training, service, objectification. Real submission, captured properly. Ever thought about being filmed?

My heart skipped. Yes, Mistress. I've thought about it a lot.

She tilted her head. Good. Because I think you'd look excellent on camera. Kneeling, bound, serving. The camera loves boys who love it as much as you do.

She reached into her pocket, pulled out a card with her handle and a private number. Message me tomorrow. We'll talk limits, schedules, what I want to see first. Don't keep me waiting.

I took the card with trembling fingers. Yes, Mistress. Thank you.

She smiled—small, knowing—then pressed her toes to my lips for one last kiss before turning back to her friends. I stayed kneeling a moment longer, the taste of her skin lingering, the weight of the night settling into my bones.

I left the club around two a.m., sore in all the right places, mind still floating. The subway ride home was quiet, but inside I was buzzing. Cleaning toilets had turned into hogtie, foot massages, ball tie, and now... this promise of something filmed, permanent, shared. My first real step into being a video slave.

I didn't know then how far it would go. But I knew I wanted more.
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Chapter 2: The First Full Session – Discipline and Devotion

The message from Mistress V had kept me awake all night, excitement churning in my gut like coffee on an empty stomach. 10 AM sharp at the club. I arrived at 9:30, took the rattling elevator up, and she opened the door before I could knock—black leather pants, fitted top, those commanding boots. No greeting, just a nod and a pointed finger down the hallway.

Inside the private room: dim lights, soundproof walls, camera tripod already positioned, padded bench in the center. She closed the door.

Strip. Everything.

I obeyed quickly—jacket, shirt, jeans, socks—then hesitated at my underwear. She raised an eyebrow. That too. No barriers.

Naked, exposed, I felt the cool air on my skin. She handed me paperwork: consent forms, limits list, ID scan for release. I signed, heart hammering.

On the bench. Face up.

She bound me spread-eagle: wrists and ankles to the legs, straps over thighs and chest. I was completely immobilized. Camera rolling.

Safewords: Green good, Yellow slow, Red stop. For video, keep reactions controlled. Breathe through it.

Yes, Mistress.

She began with controlled taps to test my reactions, building slowly. Pain flared, sharp and deep. I gasped, body jerking against the straps. She paused, checked the monitor. Good. Hold.

The session continued in sets, each one more intense. I survived, floating in subspace, proud that every reaction was captured.

Scene end. She untied me slowly, helped me sit, handed water. Well done.

But she wasn’t finished.

Face down now.

I stretched prone. Ropes secured wrists above my head, ankles spread, loops over thighs and waist — back fully exposed. Camera repositioned low.

She uncoiled a single-tail whip. Same safe words Breathe. Push into it.

First light flick — sting like a slap. Then harder: clean cracks across shoulders, mid-back, lower. Each stroke bloomed into burning lines. I whimpered low, arched slightly on impact, sweat beading. She built rhythm: stroke, pause to check camera and breathing, stroke.

How are you feeling?

Green, Mistress. Hurts... but I want to take it for you.

She smiled, delivered five more deliberate lashes. By the end, my back was marked with red lines. I shook, deeply subspace.

Scene end.

She untied me carefully. Kneel beside the chair. Hands behind back. Mouth open.

I dropped to my knees. She sat, legs crossed, lit a slim cigarette in a black holder. Took a drag, exhaled smoke over my face.

Human ashtray. Tongue out. No swallowing till I say. Catch every flake.

First tap: ash dropped onto my tongue — bitter, dry, gritty. I held still. Another drag, another plume of smoke enveloping me. More ash — larger flakes landing on lip and tongue. Eyes watered, but I stayed open, obedient.

She smoked leisurely, tapping rhythmically. Close. I pressed lips together, holding the bitter mass. She flicked the last clump in. Swallow.

The taste coated my throat — acrid, invasive. Marked inside now, just like the marks outside.

She stubbed the cigarette safely aside. Reward time. Worship my feet.

Boots off. Bare soles — high-arched, warm — rested before me.

I started reverent: soft kisses to the tops, then along the insteps. Tongue flat from heel to ball, tasting clean skin. She sighed approval.

Between the toes.

I slipped my tongue into each gap, sucking gently, rolling toes between lips. Hands massaged: thumbs deep in arches, fingers kneading heels. One foot on my shoulder for balance; I worshipped the other fully — long licks, thumbs pressing knots away.

Time dissolved. Pain receded; only her pleasure mattered. Every lick, every press felt like gratitude.

After ten or fifteen minutes, she tapped my cheek with her toes. Enough.

I pulled back, lips wet, breathing ragged. She looked down.

You serve beautifully. This will be striking on video—vulnerable, obedient. We'll do more foot-focused scenes next.

Clean stray ash from the floor. Tongue only.

I bent, licking concrete until spotless. She watched, silent.

Dress. Keep the marks. They'll remind you.

I left slowly, marks stinging under my shirt, her soles imprinted on my lips and palms.

The elevator down felt like descent from subspace heaven. Outside, January cold slapped my face—but I smiled.

I'd endured discipline and devotion—all on camera.

And I was already desperate for the next session.
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Chapter 3: Electric Submission – Testing the Toys

The buzz from the previous session hadn’t fully left — skin still faintly charged — when Mistress V’s next message came. Only a few days later, welts scabbing over in thin itchy lines.

Got new products to test for review video. Electro play gear. Need reliable body. Tomorrow works. Same time, 10 AM. Don’t disappoint. – V

Stomach flipped. Electro play. I’d read about it — pads, wires, buzz and sting from tease to torment. Idea of testing on body made pulse jump even as back protested another session so soon. Recovery slow; sitting hurt, walking pulled stripes. But pull stronger than pain. Typed back immediately:

Tomorrow 10 AM works, Mistress. Thank you for thinking of me.

Reply instant: Good boy. Bring nothing but yourself and obedience.

Sleep fitful. Woke early, showered carefully (avoiding hot water on marks), dressed loose, headed downtown. Elevator ride familiar — rattling, expectant. Opened door at 10:00, black latex leggings, cropped top, hair pulled back, expression businesslike.

Punctual. I like that. Stepped aside. Strip in usual spot. Everything off.

Room set up differently: padded bench flanked by rolling cart — wires, pads, control box, violet wand attachments, TENS unit. Camera on tripod, lens pointed at bench.

Undressed quickly, folded clothes neatly. Naked from waist down, cool air raised goosebumps over fading welts. She inspected briefly — fingers lightly over purple lines on back.

Still marked nicely. They’ll show well if we angle right. Pointed to bench. Face up. Legs spread wide.

Lay back, arms at sides. She bound wrists to top rings, ankles to lower ones, added straps over thighs and waist to keep immobile. Body fully exposed. She wheeled cart closer.

Today’s video: Product testing — electro-stimulation on body. Real reactions, no faking. Safewords same as before. Start low, build up. Tell me color honestly.

Yes, Mistress.

Started with adhesive pads — small sticky squares, wires to TENS unit. First two on inner thighs. Then one on lower abdomen, another on chest below nipple. Connected to box, turned on, adjusted dials.

First level gentle tingle — static dancing over skin. Pins and needles, warm buzz. Muscles twitched involuntarily.

Color?

Green. Feels… strange. Good strange.

Increased intensity. Tingle sharpened into prickles, mild shocks. Thighs quivered. Moved to more sensitive areas: smaller pads carefully placed. Sensation deeper, focused. Body tensed, hardened despite sting.

Still green?

Yes, Mistress… intense.

Added more pads. Wires everywhere. Dialed up. Current pulsed in waves — tingle, buzz, sharp zap — running across body. Hips bucked against straps; breath short gasps. Not pure pain; electric overload, nerves firing all at once. Pleasure and sting blurred.

Watched monitor, adjusted angles. Good reactions. Camera loves twitching.

Next phase violet wand — glass bulb glowing purple. Trailed lightly over chest, static arcs snapping against skin. Hissed; welts flared under sparks. Down stomach, circling navel. Near sensitive areas, tensed.

Relax. Just surface first.

Bulb hovered; tiny lightning jumped to skin. Zap-zap-zap along areas. Body jerked. Moved to other spots — careful controlled zaps made moan low. Sensation wild — prickling heat, involuntary contractions.

Color?

Yellow… close to green. It’s a lot.

Backed off slightly, let breathe. Good boy for saying it.

Switched to metallic probe — thin rod, sterile, lubed. Deep stimulation. Slow insertion. Tell me if too much.

Nodded, nervous but eager. Eased in carefully. Once seated, connected wire. Current started low: internal buzz, strange fullness. Then higher: pulsing waves radiating out. Gasped, arched, toes curling against ropes.

Kept short — five minutes max — then removed gently. Well done.

Final test: body-wide chain. Pads on more areas. Cranked TENS to pulsing rhythm made torso contract rhythmically. Overload built until whimpering softly, subspace pulling under.

Scene wrap. Twenty-eight minutes total.

Powered down, removed pads and wires — some stuck, left red marks. Untied slowly, helped sit up. Body buzzed like plugged into socket.

On your knees, she said.

Slid to floor. She sat on bench edge, boots off. Bare feet extended.

Worship. Calm yourself.

Took right foot first — kisses to top, tongue along sole, slow and grateful. Thumbs worked arch while sucked each toe gently. Familiar taste, warmth, grounded after electric chaos. Left foot next: long licks, deep kneading, toes in mouth. She sighed, relaxed.

After ten minutes placed both feet on shoulders, using as rest.

Took electro like champ. Video will sell well — authentic reactions, good endurance. We’ll do more.

Heart raced at list. Yes, Mistress. Whenever you want.

Tapped cheek with toes. Good. Clean up cart. Then dress. Marks and buzz stay till next.

Wiped down equipment, packed pads away. Dressed carefully — every brush sent aftershocks.

Leaving building, January wind felt charged. Walked home slowly, still tingling, her feet fresh on tongue, promise of more echoing in head.

Video slave life accelerating.

All in.
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Chapter 4: Electro Escalation – Sounding, Trampling, and the Aftermath

The buzz from the previous electro session hadn't fully left my body—my skin still felt faintly charged, like static clinging to everything I touched—when Mistress V's next message came through. It was only a few days later, my welts from the whipping now scabbing over in thin, itchy lines.

More products arrived. Electro line expansion + sounding inserts. Need you for testing tomorrow. 10 AM. Be ready to take more. – V

I was still sore in places I hadn't expected—body tender, back stiff—but the command overrode everything. Recovery could wait. I replied yes immediately, then spent the night restless, imagining wires, probes, and whatever else she had in store.

I arrived early, took the elevator up, and she was waiting. She led me to the room, fitted the pads and sounding, tested the violet wand, then applied controlled pressure with heels. She was light, but the pressure on my chest and ribs was intense. I managed it in the moment, breathing through the ache, focusing on her balance above me, the dominance of being her floor.

That night the pain sharpened—deep, stabbing in my right ribs with every breath. Bruising bloomed dark purple. It lasted one to two months—sharp twinges when twisting, soreness when pressing, low throb at night. Doctor said bruised or cracked ribs—common with heel pressure. No break, but slow heal.

Every twinge recalled the heels, the camera, the subspace. The pain wasn't regret; it was proof. I'd endured for her, on film.

And when the ribs healed, I was ready for more.

The video slave path didn't slow.

It deepened.
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Chapter 5: The Cockbox Rating – Heels on Display

The rib pain had dulled to a manageable ache by the time the next message arrived—about six weeks after the pressure session. I could breathe deeply again without wincing, lift groceries without sharp stabs, though pressing on the right side still reminded me of those heel points. I was healing, but not fully recovered. That didn't stop the pull.

My phone lit up one evening:

Cockbox arrived. Perfect for heel product review video. Need you locked in. Tomorrow 10 AM. Wear loose pants—no underwear. Be ready to take weight. – V

Cockbox. I'd heard the term in circles: a low wooden or padded box with a hole for the lower body to protrude, locking the rest underneath or behind. Vulnerable, objectified, perfect for pressure testing. My stomach tightened with a mix of nerves and excitement. The ribs were still tender, but the thought of her heels on me again—controlled, filmed—overrode caution.

I showed up at 9:55. She opened the door in black stiletto pumps today—thin, sharp, at least four inches—and a leather skirt. The private room had changed again: the usual bench pushed aside, replaced by a sturdy black cockbox about knee-high, padded on top, with a round hole in the front panel and locking mechanisms. Camera tripod positioned low and close, lights angled to catch every detail.

Strip below the waist, she said. Shirt can stay for now.

I kicked off shoes, dropped pants and underwear. Naked from the waist down, body already stirring at the sight of the box and her heels.

She opened the front panel. Crawl in. Lower body through the hole. Knees on the padding inside, chest to the floor.

I lowered myself, sliding forward until my lower body protruded through the opening. She closed and locked the panel behind me, then secured a top lid over my back and hips, pinning me in place. I was trapped: face down on the padded interior, lower body exposed and isolated outside the box. No way to pull back, no way to protect.

Comfortable? she asked, almost mockingly.

As comfortable as I can be, Mistress.

She knelt, inspected the positioning. Good. They'll take weight well. Then she stood, camera rolling.

Video title: Heel Pressure Product Review – Cockbox Edition. Multiple stilettos tested on locked lower body. Real reactions, endurance test.

She started with the current pumps—thin metal heels, pointed toes.

First pair: classic black stilettos, 4-inch heel.

She placed one foot lightly on the exposed area first—toe pressing down, heel resting. Pressure built slowly. Then she shifted weight fully: heel digging in, toe on sensitive spots. I grunted low, body tensing inside the box. The point concentrated force like a nail—sharp, burning.

Rating: 7/10. Good penetration feel, but narrow—slips off easily if I move.

She stepped off, changed shoes behind me. I heard clicks: next pair.

Second: red patent platforms, 5-inch block heel.

Wider heel this time—more surface area. She placed it squarely. The weight compressed flat. Pain bloomed dull and deep. I hissed, breathing shallow.

8/10. Better stability, presses nicely without piercing. Feels the spread.

She walked in place—slow steps across the exposed area. Each shift sent jolts up my spine. Body tensed despite the ache, trapped and throbbing.

Third pair: strappy sandals with thin spike heels.

Third: silver spikes, 4.5-inch.

The heel was needle-thin. She centered it — pure pinpoint pressure. I yelped softly, body jerking inside the box. She laughed quietly.

9/10 for intensity. Feels like it's going through. Excellent for close-up reaction shots.

She alternated: one heel on one area, one on another. Light bounces, slow rolls. The box held me immobile; all I could do was take it, whimper controlled for the camera, arch my back as much as the lid allowed.

Fourth: chunky combat-style heels with thick platforms.

Fourth: black chunky, 6-inch total.

The platform distributed weight—less sharp, more crushing. She stood fully with both feet for a moment, rocking side to side. Ribs twinged in sympathy, old bruises reminding me not to tense too hard.

6/10. Comfortable for longer sessions, less dramatic pain. Good for build-up.

She tested a fifth pair—open-toe mules with wide block heels—rating them 7.5/10 for balance and compression.

By the end, the exposed area was red, swollen, aching deeply. She stepped off finally, camera still recording.

Product review complete. All pairs rated. Subject endured full session.

She unlocked the box, lifted the lid. I crawled out slowly, limbs stiff, lower body throbbing. She helped me kneel upright.

Reward time. Worship the feet that marked you.

She sat on the bench edge, slipped off the last pair—bare soles again. I leaned in gratefully: kisses to the arches, tongue tracing soles, thumbs kneading heels and balls of feet. The familiar ritual soothed everything—the sting below, the ache in my ribs flaring faintly from tension.

She rested both feet on my face for a moment, toes curling over my nose and mouth.

You took every heel well. The video will be popular—clear ratings, authentic suffering, good close-ups. We'll do more cockbox soon. Maybe weights, maybe crushing boards.

Yes, Mistress. Thank you.

She let me worship another ten minutes, then tapped my cheek.

Dress. Ice when you get home. The swelling will last a day or two.

I left carefully—pants loose, every step reminding me of the pressure I'd endured. Back home, I iced the affected area, ribs still tender from old marks but not worsened. The session replayed in my head: trapped, exposed, rated under her heels.

The pain was temporary. The memory—and the footage—was permanent.

I was deeper in her world now.

And I craved the next box, the next heel, the next rating.
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Chapter 6: Heel Ballbusting – On the Floor

The cockbox session left me swollen and sensitive for days—lower body tender to the lightest touch. The rib ache from months earlier had mostly faded to a ghost, but the memory of concentrated pressure lingered like a warning. Still, when Mistress V messaged three days later, the pull was immediate.

More heel testing today. Discipline focus. Wear something easy to remove. 10 AM. Floor work this time—no bench. Be ready to take pressure. – V

No hesitation. I arrived early, the elevator ride feeling almost routine now. She opened the door in black patent leather pumps—pointed toes, five-inch stiletto heels, the kind that looked elegant and lethal at once. The private room was cleared: mats rolled out on the concrete floor, camera tripod low and angled wide to capture full-body shots. No bench, no ropes—just open space and her.

Strip completely, she said. Everything off. Then lie face-up on the mat.

I undressed quickly, folding clothes in the corner. Naked, I lowered myself to the floor, back against the thin padding, arms at my sides, legs slightly spread. The concrete chill seeped through the mat. She stood over me, one foot on either side of my hips, looking down with that calm, appraising stare.

Today's video: Heel discipline on the floor. Direct pressure, weight shifts, reactions. No bindings—your job is to stay open and take it. Safewords same. Color check after every set.

Yes, Mistress.

She hit record. Scene: Floor heel discipline. Subject supine, unprotected. Multiple applications, building intensity.

She started light—toe taps first, the pointed patent leather nudging gently, testing. Each contact sent a small jolt. Body twitched, half-hard from vulnerability.

First set: warm-up pressure.

She stepped back slightly, then delivered the first real application—toe of the right heel connecting squarely. Sharp, focused pain exploded. I gasped, knees jerking inward instinctively before I forced them apart again. The heel left a red mark on the skin.

Good reaction. Stay open.

Another application—left foot this time, a little harder. The point dug in. I hissed, stomach muscles contracting, but I kept my legs spread. She paused, crouched near my face.

Color?

Green, Mistress. Hurts... but I'm good.

She nodded and resumed. The applications came in patterns: single sharp ones, then doubles in quick succession. Each one precise—toe on underside, heel sometimes grazing. Patent leather shone under the lights. Pain layered: dull throb building to bright stabs, radiating lower abdomen. Breathing turned ragged, short gasps between applications.

She varied it—standing over me fully, one heel resting lightly while the other applied pressure from the side. The weight on top pinned me down; the pressure underneath lifted my hips off the mat. I arched involuntarily, moaned low, controlled for the camera.

Look at the camera, she instructed. Show them you're taking it.

I turned my head, eyes meeting the lens while she delivered another set—five quick applications, each one landing with a soft thud and a flash of white behind my eyelids. Area swelled, hot and heavy; body fully tense now, straining upward despite the punishment.

After maybe ten minutes she stepped back.

Position change. Legs up, knees to chest—hold them open.

I pulled my knees toward my chest, hands behind my thighs to keep them spread and elevated. Area fully exposed, hanging vulnerable. She stood between my legs now, towering.

Final set: elevated pressure.

These were harder—full swing from the hip, toe connecting dead-center. Each one rocked me backward, pain blooming deep and nauseating. I whimpered louder, but kept the volume down—gasps, soft cries, no screams. She paused after every three or four, checking: Color?

Yellow... edging green. Can take more.

She smiled faintly. Good boy.

The last applications were deliberate—slow wind-up, full contact, holding the heel pressed in for a second after to grind the pain deeper. Whole pelvis throbbed; tears pricked my eyes, but I blinked them back. Subspace hovered close—pain so intense it circled back to euphoria.

Scene end. Twenty-two minutes total.

She stopped recording, knelt beside me, and gently lowered my legs. Her fingers brushed the swollen area—light, almost soothing.

You did well. Authentic reactions, beautiful marks. The heels looked stunning on camera—shiny, sharp, relentless.

I lay there panting, body buzzing. She helped me sit up slowly.

On your knees now. Reward.

I shifted to kneel despite the ache. She sat on the edge of the bench she'd dragged back, slipped off the pumps. Bare feet—warm, high-arched, red polish—extended toward me.

Worship. Earn the pain you took.

I leaned in gratefully. Soft kisses to the tops, tongue tracing the soles from heel to ball. Thumbs pressed into the arches, kneading deeply while I sucked each toe in turn. The taste of faint leather lingered from the shoes; the warmth of her skin grounded me. Pain receded into background as service took over—slow licks, gentle rolls of toes between my lips, firm massages to every inch.

She rested one foot on my shoulder, the other on my face—sole covering my nose and mouth, toes curling over my forehead. I breathed her in, licking the sole pressed to my lips.

After ten minutes she pulled back.

Enough. Dress carefully. Ice tonight. Swelling will peak tomorrow.

I dressed slowly—loose pants chafing the tender skin. Leaving the building, the cold air hit like a slap, but I walked home with a quiet smile. Area aching, body marked again, her heels imprinted on me in every sense.

The video would show it all: helpless on the floor, legs spread, her stilettos delivering pressure after pressure.

And I'd taken every one.

Deeper in, always deeper.
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Chapter 7: Bastinado – Chains and Soles

The tenderness in my feet from earlier sessions had mostly faded by the time her next message arrived. It was a quiet Thursday evening; my ribs were long healed, and I found myself craving the rhythm of our sessions — the anticipation, the challenge, the deep release in service.

The text came at 8 PM:

Bastinado session tomorrow. Foot discipline. Chains ready. 10 AM. Wear nothing you care about. Bring clean feet. This will test you. – V

Bastinado. I'd read about it — an ancient form of correction focused on the soles of the feet. The thought sent a shiver through me. My feet had always been sensitive; I'd spent so many nights caring for hers, massaging and worshipping them, that the idea of them becoming the focus felt like a powerful symmetry. Challenging symmetry.

I arrived on time, heart already racing. She opened the door in a simple black dress and bare feet — no heels today, which felt oddly intimate. The room had been rearranged: a low wooden frame in the center, heavy chains hanging from overhead rings, thick cuffs at the ends. A small table nearby held the tools she would use. A camera tripod was positioned to capture both my expression and the area of focus.

Strip completely, she said. Then kneel here.

I undressed, folded everything neatly. Naked, I knelt before the frame. She fastened the ankle cuffs first — thick leather, padded inside, locked securely. Then she guided my legs up and back, chaining my ankles high so my feet were presented soles-up, legs bent at the knees. My wrists followed, cuffed and chained overhead, stretching me taut. I ended up half-suspended, back slightly arched, soles fully open to her. Completely held, completely trusting.

She stepped back, admired the setup. Perfect position. This is bastinado — foot discipline. It will challenge you deeply. The soles are sensitive. Safewords as always. Let me know if you need to pause, but try to stay present for the camera.

Yes, Mistress.

She began recording. Scene: Bastinado session. Subject secured, focus on endurance and trust. Multiple tools, building challenge.

She started gently with light contact, testing. The first touch across my left sole brought a sharp sensation. I breathed through it. The right followed — same focused contact.

Color?

Green. Intense... but okay.

She smiled softly and continued. Steady rhythm: left, right, alternating. Each contact echoed in the room. The challenge built — surface focus deepening into something more profound. My toes flexed instinctively; she reminded me gently, Keep them open. Show your trust.

I adjusted, arches held steady. She continued — higher along the arch, lower near the heel. Each application left a lingering warmth. My feet pulsed in time with my heartbeat; the chains shifted slightly with each breath.

She changed to a broader tool — wider, more resonant contact. The first firm application across both soles made me exhale sharply — deeper sensation, echoing through. She worked in sets: measured contact, pause to let it settle, then again. My soles felt warm and alive, skin sensitive.

Look at the camera, she said. Let them see your focus while you endure.

I turned my head, breathing steadily, eyes clear. She watched the whole time — calm, precise, almost tender in her control. Seeing her like that — composed, intentional, tool in hand — shifted something inside me. The challenge was deep, demanding, but watching her guide it... the grace of her movements, the quiet certainty in her eyes, the satisfaction when I met each moment... it turned the difficulty into devotion. I wanted to take more for her, to show I could.

She moved to a lighter, quicker tool — sharp, focused contacts targeting tender areas. I breathed louder, body straining slightly against the chains. Tears welled, but I didn't pause. Not yet.

Color?

Yellow... but green to continue. It's deep, Mistress. But I... I value seeing you guide it.

She paused, crouched near my face, brushed a tear away gently. Good boy. That's what matters.

She finished with a broader tool — firm, resonant applications that echoed through. Ten final contacts, measured and even. My feet were warm, alive, pulsing with every heartbeat. The chains held me steady; I stayed open.

Scene end. Eighteen minutes. Strong focus, beautiful trust.

She stopped recording, lowered my legs slowly, unlocked the cuffs. I eased forward onto the mat, feet tender when they touched the floor. She knelt beside me, cool hands gently cradling one foot.

On your knees when you can. Reward time.

It took a moment to rise — feet sensitive but bearable. I knelt carefully, weight on my shins. She sat on the bench edge, extended her bare feet toward me.

Worship. Soothe them while yours recover.

I leaned in slowly. The act was perfect contrast: my challenged soles still warm behind me, hers soft and welcoming under my lips. I kissed the tops reverently, tongue tracing the arches — careful, slow licks from heel to toes. Thumbs pressed lightly into her soles, massaging with care despite my own tenderness. Sucking each toe gently, rolling them between my lips. The familiar taste, the warmth, pulled me deep into calm. The warmth in my feet became distant, secondary to serving her.

She sighed, relaxed. You took the discipline well. The video will show everything — the trust, the endurance, your focus. We'll explore more foot-centered work — different tools, perhaps combined positions.

Yes, Mistress, I whispered against her sole. Thank you for guiding me through it.

She let me worship for fifteen minutes — long, devoted strokes of tongue, gentle kneads, kisses to every inch. Then she tapped my cheek with her toes.

Enough. Dress carefully. Rest your feet tonight. They'll need care. Be ready when I call again.

I dressed slowly — socks soft but noticeable. Leaving the building, every step was careful: feet warm and alive with each contact. But the challenge felt earned. I'd been held, guided, marked on the very part of me that had served her so often.

And watching her guide it — her focus, her control, her quiet satisfaction — had made it meaningful.

I walked home, feet tender, heart full.

The video slave life kept pushing boundaries.

And I kept saying yes.
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Chapter 8: Dual Discipline

The soles of my feet were still tender from the bastinado—walking felt like stepping on hot coals for the first few days after—but the swelling had gone down enough that I could wear shoes without wincing. I was starting to accept that every session left some kind of lingering mark: welts, bruises, aches that faded slowly but never fully erased the memory. The messages from Mistress V kept coming, each one pulling me back in before the last pain had completely healed.

This one arrived on a Sunday afternoon:

Group scene tomorrow. Groin exposure, rope suspension. Bringing a friend to share the kicking. 10 AM. Be clean, shaved, ready to take turns. No safeword hesitation. – V

A friend. My stomach flipped. I'd been her solo video slave so far—every kick, every stroke, every command directed only at me. The idea of another woman watching, then joining, made the vulnerability feel exponential. But the thought of being shared, used by two, sent a rush of heat straight to my groin despite the nerves.

I showed up at 9:55. Mistress V opened the door wearing a black leather corset and thigh-high boots—no heels today, but the boots looked heavy enough to do damage. Behind her stood another woman—taller, athletic build, short dark hair, dressed in tight jeans and combat boots. She eyed me with open curiosity and a small smirk.

This is Mistress L, V said simply. She's seen some of your videos. Wants to test you in person.

Mistress L nodded. Heard you take it well. Looking forward to seeing it live.

The room was set up for suspension this time: heavy ropes hanging from ceiling rings, a thick mat underneath. Camera tripod positioned for wide shots and close-ups.

Strip, V ordered. Everything.

I undressed quickly, folding clothes aside. Naked, exposed already. They worked together: Mistress V binding my wrists together in front, then pulling them up and back over my head to a ring, stretching my arms high. Mistress L took my ankles—spreading them wide, tying each to floor rings so my legs were forced apart in a deep V. Additional ropes wrapped around my thighs and waist, cinching tight, arching my hips forward. My groin was thrust out prominently—completely unprotected, no way to close my legs or shield myself.

They stepped back to admire.

Perfect, V said. Fully presented. Easy access for both of us.

Mistress L circled me slowly. Nice setup. No hiding anything.

V hit record. Scene: Shared discipline. Subject rope-suspended, fully exposed. Two Mistresses taking turns applying pressure. Real reactions, endurance test.

They started with light taps—V first, toe of her boot nudging gently, testing. Then L joined in, same light contact with her combat boot. The difference in footwear was immediate: V's leather smooth and pointed, L's rugged and heavier.

Turns, V announced. We alternate. Ten applications each set. Stay open.

V went first. A clean application—boot toe connecting squarely. Sharp pain flared; I grunted, body jerking against the ropes. The suspension held me steady—no escape.

L followed immediately—her application a little heavier, more thudding. The combat sole compressed flat for a second. I hissed, stomach muscles clenching.

They kept alternating: V's precise, stinging strikes; L's solid, crushing ones. Each application landed with a soft thud, pain blooming deeper with every impact. Body tensed despite the hurt — traitorous response from the exposure, the helplessness, the two sets of eyes on me.

Color? V asked after the first set of ten.

Green, I gasped. Hurts... but good.

L laughed softly. He's tough. Let's go harder.

Second set: applications came faster. V targeted underside, lifting with the toe; L aimed higher, catching together. The ropes creaked with every jerk; sweat beaded on my skin. Area swelled quickly — hot, heavy, throbbing.

They paused only for quick checks: Still green? Yes, Mistresses. Then back to it.

Third set: they synchronized—both applying at the same time from either side. Double impact—V's toe on left, L's on right. I cried out low, head falling back, tears pricking. The pain was overwhelming, deep in the gut, but watching them—V's calm focus, L's excited grin, the way they traded glances and small nods—turned it into something shared, almost intimate. I was their subject, their canvas for discipline. Seeing their pleasure in my endurance made the hurt feel purposeful.

Look at the camera, V ordered. Show them you're taking it for us.

I forced my eyes open, staring into the lens while another synchronized application landed. My whole body shook.

They went for one more set—slower, deliberate, letting each settle before the next. By the end the area was swollen, red-purple, aching with every heartbeat. I floated in subspace—pain so intense it circled back to euphoria.

Scene end. Twenty-eight minutes. Excellent shared play.

V stopped recording. They lowered me carefully—untying ankles first, then wrists. I collapsed to my knees, breathing hard, hands hovering protectively but not touching.

On the mat, V said. Reward for both of us.

I lay back. They sat on either side—boots off now. Four bare feet extended toward me.

Worship us both. Start with mine, then hers.

I turned to V first—kisses to her soles, tongue tracing arches, thumbs kneading heels. Then to L—her feet larger, stronger scent of leather and skin. I worshipped reverently: long licks, massaging deeply. The act soothed the throbbing; the taste of two different women on my tongue deepened the subspace. They sighed in unison, relaxed, occasionally pressing a sole to my face or chest.

After fifteen minutes V tapped my cheek. Enough. Dress carefully. Ice tonight. Swelling will be bad tomorrow.

I dressed slowly—pants loose, every movement reminding me of the double assault. Mistress L watched with a smile. Good boy. Might join again.

Leaving the building, the cold January air hit my face. Area ached with every step, but the memory of two Mistresses taking turns—applying pressure, watching, enjoying—burned brighter than the pain.

I'd been shared. Exposed. Pressed by two.

And I'd loved every second of it.

The video slave life had just expanded.

Deeper, always deeper.
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Chapter 9: Spit and Submission – The Day She Marked Me with Her Mouth

The shared pressure session with Mistress L left me bruised and swollen for nearly a week—area tender, inner thighs marked with faint boot prints, aching every time I sat or walked. But the memory of being suspended, exposed, and passed between two Mistresses kept replaying in my mind. The vulnerability of it, the way they took turns without hesitation, had deepened the pull. I was still floating from it when the next message came, just four days later.

Tomorrow 10 AM. Simple scene: spitting. Full face and body use. No need for heavy gear—just your mouth open and obedience. Bring nothing. – V

Spitting. It felt lighter than the recent pressure and canes, but intimate in a different way—degrading, personal, wet. The idea of her saliva on my skin, in my mouth, captured on camera, sent a shiver through me. Humiliation mixed with devotion. I replied yes immediately.

I arrived on time. She opened the door alone this time—no guest. Just her in a simple black tank top, leggings, and bare feet. The room was minimal: mat on the floor, camera set low and close for face shots, a small stool for her to sit on. No ropes, no bench, no implements—just her and me.

Strip completely, she said. Then kneel in the center of the mat. Hands behind your back.

I undressed, folded clothes aside, and dropped to my knees. She circled me once, then sat on the stool directly in front of me, legs crossed, looking down.

Today's video: Human spittoon and spit marking. Subject kneeling, mouth open, face and body used as target. Real reactions, no wiping until I say.

She hit record.

Open wide. Tongue out. Eyes on me.

I parted my lips, extended my tongue flat. She leaned forward, gathered saliva slowly—visible in her mouth—then let it drip in a long, thick string straight onto my tongue. The warmth hit first, then the taste: faint salt, her essence. I held it there, not swallowing.

Good boy. Hold it.

She spat again—sharper this time, a quick jet that landed on my tongue and splashed onto my lower lip. Then another, slower, letting it pool. My mouth filled; saliva mixed with hers dripped down my chin.

Swallow now.

I did. The taste coated my throat—intimate, degrading, strangely comforting. She smiled faintly.

Now your face.

She uncrossed her legs, leaned in close. A deliberate spit landed on my forehead—warm droplet running down the bridge of my nose. Another on my cheek, sliding toward my ear. She aimed carefully: one on each eyelid (I blinked instinctively, feeling it cling to lashes), one on the tip of my nose. Each one felt personal, claimed.

Look up. Eyes open.

She spat directly into my eyes—soft, controlled, enough to make them water. Tears mixed with her saliva, blurring my vision. I kept staring up at her through the haze.

Beautiful, she murmured. Marked.

She stood then, walking around me. Spits landed on my shoulders, chest, stomach. One on my chest—warm, then cooling quickly. She crouched behind me, spat on my back, letting it run down my spine.

Arch forward. Ass up.

I leaned forward onto my hands and knees. She stood over me, one foot on my lower back for balance, and spat down onto my exposed back—warm trails running.

She returned to the stool, sat again.

Open wide again. Last load.

She gathered more—deeper this time—and spat a thick, stringy mouthful straight into my open mouth. It filled me completely. She watched me hold it, cheeks puffed slightly.

Swallow slowly. Taste every drop.

I did, throat working, the flavor lingering long after.

Scene end. Twenty-one minutes. Perfect obedience.

She stopped the camera, then knelt in front of me.

Reward. Worship my feet while you're still wet with me.

I stayed on my knees, face and body slick. She extended her bare feet. I leaned in—kisses to the tops first, then tongue along the soles, tasting faint salt of her skin mixed with the drying spit on my own lips. Thumbs kneaded her arches deeply; I sucked each toe gently, rolling them between my lips. The ritual grounded me: her feet clean and warm under my mouth while the rest of me felt claimed.

She sighed, relaxed, occasionally pressing a sole to my spit-slick face, smearing it further.

After twelve minutes she pulled back.

Enough. You may wipe your face now—but leave the body marked until you get home. Let it dry on you.

I used a towel she handed me for my face only. The rest stayed: drying trails on my chest, stomach, back. Sticky, cooling, a physical reminder.

Dress over it. Go home. Think about how you taste like me.

I pulled clothes on carefully—fabric clinging to wet spots. Leaving the building, the January wind made the drying saliva feel cold and tight on my skin. Every step shifted it, reminded me: forehead, cheeks—all hers.

I'd been used as her spittoon. Marked inside and out. Filmed.

And the humiliation had felt like the deepest form of service yet.

I walked home slowly, tasting her on my tongue, feeling her on my skin, already waiting for the next command.

The video slave life kept finding new ways to own me.

And I kept opening wide.
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Chapter 10: House Boy & Deep Cleaning – Errands, Shock Discipline, and Shopping

The bath-preparation day must have pleased her. A few weeks passed without a message—long enough that I started to wonder if the domestic side of service had been a one-off. Then, late on a Tuesday night, my phone lit up:

Need a house boy tomorrow. Errands and chores at my place. Be at my apartment 4 PM sharp. Dress casual but presentable. No collar—yet. Bring nothing but obedience. – V

No mention of cameras. No pain play. Just service. Pure, domestic, unglamorous service. My cock stirred at the thought anyway. Being useful in her personal space, outside the club’s soundproof walls, felt like crossing a new threshold. I replied yes within minutes.

I arrived at her building in Brooklyn at 3:55—brownstone walk-up, third floor. I rang the buzzer. Her voice crackled through the intercom: Door’s open. Come up.

The apartment door was ajar. I knocked lightly and stepped inside.

She was in the living room, barefoot, wearing loose black yoga pants and a cropped hoodie, hair in a messy bun. The place smelled faintly of coffee and her perfume—something warm and spicy. Sunlight slanted through tall windows, catching dust motes. No camera tripod in sight. Just her apartment: bookshelves, plants, a low couch, a small dining table with takeout containers still on it.

You're early. Good. She didn’t smile, but her tone was approving. Shoes off at the door.

I kicked off my sneakers, placed them neatly beside hers—a row of high heels, boots, and sandals already lined up.

First task: pick up my shoes from the repair shop on Smith Street. Black patent pumps, pointed toe. They said they’d be ready by 4:30. Then laundry—dry cleaners two blocks down, my name on the ticket. Then dinner: Thai place on Court Street. Pad see ew, extra spicy, no peanuts. Cash is on the table.

She pointed to a small stack of bills and a list written in neat handwriting.

Be back by 6:30. Don’t dawdle.

Yes, Mistress.

I took the money, the list, and left.

The errands passed in a quiet blur of obedience. The shoe repair guy handed over the glossy black pumps in a paper bag; they smelled of fresh polish and leather. At the dry cleaners I collected a garment bag heavy with her clothes—silk blouses, leather skirts, a latex dress folded carefully. At the Thai place the bag was warm against my thigh as I carried it back through the cooling October air.

When I returned at 6:25, she was in the kitchen pouring wine. She took the bags without a word, inspected the shoes, hung the laundry, set the food aside.

Good timing. Now the real work begins.

She led me to the living room.

Windows first. Inside and out where you can reach. Then dishes in the sink. Then mop the kitchen and bathroom floors. Last: toilet and bathtub. Scrub everything. When the tub is spotless, fill it with hot water—I have a date tonight and want it ready.

No negotiation. No praise yet. Just orders.

I started with the windows—glass cleaner, microfiber cloth, stretching to reach the high panes. The late-afternoon light made every streak obvious; I wiped until they gleamed. Then the kitchen sink: plates crusted with breakfast, wine glasses with faint lipstick marks. I scrubbed until my fingers pruned.

Mopping came next—kitchen tile, then bathroom. The smell of pine cleaner filled the air. Finally the toilet: bowl, rim, base, tank lid. I knelt on the tile, brush in hand, scouring until porcelain shone white. The bathtub was last—porcelain, deep clawfoot. I scrubbed the sides, the bottom, the faucet, rinsed, then turned the taps to fill it with steaming water. Bubbles rose as I added the bath oil she’d left on the ledge.

By the time I finished, my knees ached, my back was damp with sweat, and the apartment smelled clean and warm. The tub steamed gently behind me.

Mistress V appeared in the doorway, now in a black silk robe, hair down, makeup subtle but sharp.

Done?

Yes, Mistress.

She walked past me, dipped a finger in the water, nodded approval.

Last task before I leave. Kneel here. She pointed to the bath mat beside the tub.

I dropped to my knees. She sat on the edge, robe parting slightly, and extended both feet toward me.

Massage. Thorough. I want to feel relaxed when I step out.

I took her right foot first—still warm from walking around the apartment. I started with thumbs in the arch, pressing slow circles into the muscle. She sighed, leaned back against the tub rim. I worked the heel, then the ball of the foot, then each toe—rolling them gently between my fingers, stretching them lightly. Left foot next: same rhythm, deeper pressure where she tensed. The scent of her lotion—something floral and creamy—rose as I kneaded. My hands absorbed it, the fragrance clinging to my skin.

She watched me the whole time, silent except for the occasional soft exhale.

After fifteen minutes she flexed her toes against my palm.

Enough. Good work today.

She stood, robe slipping slightly, and looked down at me.

You’re useful in private too. That’s rare. I’ll remember it.

She slipped into a pair of strappy heels waiting by the door, grabbed her coat and purse.

Lock up when you leave. Key’s on the counter. Subway’s two blocks.

Yes, Mistress. Thank you for letting me serve.

She paused at the door, gave me one small nod—almost a smile—then left.

I stayed kneeling a moment longer, hands still scented with her lotion, the apartment quiet except for the soft bubble of the tub behind me. I stood slowly, rinsed the cleaning supplies, wiped down the counters one last time, locked the door, and walked to the subway.

The train was half-empty. I sat with my hands in my lap, inhaling the faint floral trace on my palms every few minutes. The city blurred past the windows, but all I could think about was her feet in my hands, the weight of her approval, the simple fact that I had cleaned her home, run her errands, prepared her bath, and massaged her before she went out on a date with someone else.

No camera. No pain. Just service—pure, unglamorous, total.

And it felt like the deepest submission yet.

I rode home smelling of her lotion, already hoping the next message would come soon.

The video slave life had spilled out of the dungeon and into her everyday world.

And I wanted more of it.

A week later came the shift.

Deep clean for a party this weekend. You’re my usual house boy now. Saturday 10 AM at my place. Last time wasn’t thorough enough. This time will be different. Wear loose clothes. Bring nothing. – V

I arrived at 9:55. She opened the door in jeans and a loose T-shirt, hair tied back. The apartment smelled of coffee and her perfume.

Shoes off. Follow me.

In the bedroom she locked the chastity cage, attached electrode pads, handed me the remote-connected device.

Chastity to keep you focused. Last time I could see your erection the whole afternoon. Distracting. This time, no distractions. And motivation.

She flicked the remote. A sharp buzz through my cock and balls made me gasp and double forward.

If I see a spot missed, or lazy work, or mind wanders — shocked. Harder each. Crystal clean. Understood?

Yes, Mistress.

The day became a marathon of windows, bathrooms, kitchen, floors, plants, shoe polishing. She shocked me sporadically — once for dust under a plant saucer, once for a fingerprint on the fridge. Each jolt made me flinch, refocus, scrub harder.

Three hours later everything gleamed. She inspected, nodded.

Satisfactory.

She unlocked the cage gently, let me dress.

Next time stricter. You’re getting good.

I left, area aching from shocks, subway ride home a throbbing reminder.

A week after that:

Shopping trip tomorrow. Macy’s again. 1 PM entrance. Wear the chastity. I’ll have the remote. Dress nice but comfortable. – V

I arrived locked. She waited in a sleek black coat, sunglasses, remote in pocket.

Follow. Two steps behind. Carry everything.

Dresses, shoes, lingerie — bags piled. Liked something buzzed lightly — warm praise cage. Trip three hours. Carried five large bags, arms burning, area sore playful shocks, public humiliation subtle/constant.

Subway entrance turned.

Good boy. Carried well. No whining. Next film carrying locked/plugged.

Final light buzz — teasing — disappeared crowd.

Rode home standing, cage pressing, day service etched skin/nerves.

Domestic slave life earnest.
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Chapter 11: House Cleaning with Roommates – Multiple Remotes, Multiple Feet

After the first deep-cleaning session under Mistress V’s remote, the messages kept coming—always on Fridays, always for Saturday mornings. The pattern was clear: I was now her designated house boy. But starting with the second party-prep clean, things changed. She wasn’t alone anymore.

I arrived at 10 AM sharp the following Saturday. The door opened to Mistress V in casual sweats, but behind her in the living room stood two other women—her roommates. One was petite, blonde, sharp-eyed, wearing leggings and a crop top (I later learned her name was Chloe). The other was taller, brunette, athletic, in shorts and a tank (Sara). Both looked me up and down like I was a new appliance they hadn’t decided whether to keep.

Mistress V closed the door behind me.

Shoes off. Strip to underwear in the bedroom. Same rules as last time.

I obeyed. In the bedroom she locked the chastity cage on again—steel, snug, familiar. This time she attached two sets of electrode pads: one pair on the shaft inside the cage, another on my balls. Then she handed me the cleaning supplies.

Same list: windows, bathrooms, kitchen, floors, plants, shoes. But today you have three supervisors.

She held up her remote—small, black, three buttons labeled V, C, S.

Chloe and Sara have their own remotes synced to the same device. If any of us sees a mistake, we correct you. Crystal clean. Understood?

Yes, Mistress.

She smiled softly—the same gentle tone she always used with me—then left me to start.

The difference was immediate.

I began with the windows. Mistress V passed by once, ran a finger along the sill, nodded approval, and moved on. But Chloe appeared thirty seconds later.

You missed a streak on the top left pane. Sloppy.

Before I could respond, a sharp, vicious zap shot through my lower body—stronger than anything V had ever given me. I gasped, knees buckling, bucket clattering.

Redo it. Now.

I wiped frantically until the glass squeaked. Chloe watched, arms crossed, then pressed the button again—another cruel pulse just because she could. My vision spotted; I bit my lip to stay quiet.

In the bathroom Sara was waiting. I scrubbed the toilet seat, bowl, base, tank. As I was wiping the mirror, she crouched, pointed at a faint water spot on the chrome faucet.

Missed.

Her shock was even meaner—longer hold, higher intensity. I whimpered low.

Again. And faster.

Mistress V never shocked me harshly. When she checked my work—kitchen counters, plant saucers, vacuum lines—she only nodded softly or said Good in that calm voice. The contrast was maddening: her sweetness against their cruelty. They seemed to enjoy the power more than the result—pinpointing microscopic errors just to press their buttons.

Three and a half hours later, every surface gleamed. My knees were raw, back aching, hands pruned. Lower body felt raw from the repeated shocks—swollen inside the cage, nerves frayed.

Mistress V inspected last. She ran her fingers over the shoe closet shelves (every pair polished and aligned), the bathtub (spotless), the windows (crystal). She turned to me with a small, genuine smile.

Perfect this time.

Chloe and Sara exchanged glances but said nothing.

Now your reward, V said softly. Kneel in the living room.

I dropped to my knees on the rug. V sat on the couch first, extended her bare feet. I massaged them the way she liked—slow thumbs in the arches, gentle toe rolls, light kisses when she allowed. She sighed, relaxed, stroked my hair once.

When she was done, she looked at her roommates.

Your turn.

Chloe sat next—bare feet in my lap. Her touch was colder; she pressed her soles hard against my face, toes gripping my nose.

Harder. And don’t skimp on the toes.

I kneaded, licked, sucked as ordered. Sara followed—her feet larger, stronger. She dug her heels into my shoulders while I worked the balls of her feet, occasionally flexing her toes into my mouth like she was testing how deep I could take them.

Mistress V watched quietly, never intervening, but never joining their roughness either.

When they were satisfied, V unlocked the cage herself—gentle fingers, careful removal. My lower body sprang free, red and aching from hours of shocks and confinement.

You may dress and go.

I left quietly, the scent of three different foot lotions clinging to my hands—V’s floral, Chloe’s citrus, Sara’s eucalyptus. On the subway ride home my lower body throbbed with every jolt of the train, oversensitive, frustrated, marked by their remotes.

A few weeks later came the next message:

Shopping trip Sunday. Macy’s again. 1 PM entrance. Wear the chastity. I’ll have the remote. Dress nice but comfortable. – V

I arrived locked. The three of them waited together—V in a long coat, Chloe in a mini dress and heels, Sara in jeans and sneakers. V greeted me softly.

Good boy. Bags today, and whatever else we need.

The afternoon was a blur of stores: dresses, lingerie, shoes, accessories. I held bags, coats, hangers. Whenever V liked something—a pair of strappy sandals, a silk blouse—she’d smile sweetly at me and say, Good choice, then press her button lightly—a gentle buzz of approval that made my caged lower body twitch pleasantly.

Chloe and Sara were crueler. Every time I lagged half a step, or hesitated when handed another bag, or looked tired, one of them would zap me—sharp, mean pulses that made me flinch in public. Chloe especially loved it: she’d pretend to browse a rack, then press the button while watching my face contort in the mirror reflection. Sara timed hers for when I was carrying the most bags—zap after zap until my arms shook.

V never shocked me harshly. She only used her remote to reward or redirect—soft pulses when I held a door, when I anticipated her next item, when I stayed perfectly two steps behind.

By the end of four hours I carried seven heavy bags, legs burning, lower body sore from fifty mixed shocks—V's gentle ones (ten or so, rewarding), Chloe and Sara's cruel barrages (the rest, for errors real or invented). Public humiliation at its peak: flinching in crowds, shifting weight to hide the cage bulge.

At the exit, V turned to me softly.

You handled us well. They get carried away, but you endure.

Chloe laughed, gave one final zap. Sara nodded, pressed hers lightly—almost playful.

I lugged the bags to the subway for them, then rode home alone, bags at my feet, cage pressing painfully against my swollen, shocked lower body. The contrast lingered in my mind: Mistress V’s sweetness, her quiet control, against the roommates’ casual cruelty.

I belonged to her.

But on cleaning days and shopping trips, I belonged to them too.

And somehow that made the submission feel even more complete.
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Chapter 12: Party Service with Roommates – Shocks, Service, and Triple Foot Worship

The roommate dynamic had become a fixture—Chloe and Sara's mean streaks contrasting Mistress V's soft control, their remotes always ready for a cruel zap while hers delivered gentle reminders. Cleanings continued weekly. Then one Friday message escalated everything:

Big party tomorrow night. Deep clean all day starting 10 AM. You’ll stay to serve. Chastity mandatory. Wear black pants and shirt—uniform look. Be ready for anything. – V

I arrived locked (I'd been sent the cage ahead of time, with instructions to put it on before coming). The apartment was already buzzing: V in a simple dress, Chloe and Sara lounging on the couch in robes, all three with their remotes in hand.

Strip to underwear, V said calmly. Cage check.

She inspected the steel, attached two sets of electrode pads, then handed me the list: full deep clean plus party prep—set up tables, arrange chairs, polish glasses, stock the bar, vacuum again after everything. Crystal clean. They’ll help supervise.

The day was grueling—four hours of scrubbing, dusting, mopping. Chloe shocked me for a smudge on a wine glass (long, burning pulse that dropped me to my knees). Sara zapped me twice for slow mopping in the kitchen (sharp jolts that made my legs buckle). V only used hers once— a mild buzz when I forgot to water a dying plant on the balcony, more correction than punishment.

By 6 PM the apartment sparkled—floors gleaming, plants perked, bar stocked with bottles and mixers, snacks laid out on platters. Guests would arrive at 8.

V looked me over. Good work. Now serve: coats at the door, drinks, clean as you go. Stay invisible unless called. And... She glanced at her roommates. If we need relief, you massage.

The party started small—friends, kink folks, roommates' dates—but swelled to twenty people by 9. I moved like a shadow: taking coats, mixing cocktails, clearing plates. Chloe and Sara were merciless—zapping me from across the room if a glass sat empty too long (cruel, lingering shocks that made me flinch mid-pour). V was sweeter: a soft buzz when I refilled her wine without asking, like a pat on the head.

As the night wore on, the roommates got bolder. Around 11:30, Chloe snapped her fingers sharply from the sectional couch. The sound cut through the noise like a whip. She pointed to the thick rug directly in front of the three of them.

Foot relief. All three of us. Kneel. Now.

I set down the empty tray I’d been carrying—cocktails cleared, glasses wiped—and walked over without hesitation. The room’s dim lighting cast soft shadows across the sectional. Mistress V sat in the center, legs crossed at the ankles, bare feet already free of the strappy heels she’d worn earlier. Chloe lounged to her left, one leg dangling off the edge, toes flexing impatiently. Sara sprawled to the right, legs stretched out, soles slightly dirty from dancing barefoot on the floor earlier.

As I dropped to my knees on the rug between the sectional and the low coffee table, the shift in energy was immediate. A small cluster of guests nearby paused mid-conversation. A woman in a latex corset and fishnets tilted her head, smirking as she sipped her drink. Oh, the house boy’s on duty, she murmured to her companion, loud enough for me to hear. Her partner—a tall man in a leather vest—chuckled low. Looks like the entertainment just upgraded.

I placed my hands behind my back, head slightly bowed, waiting. The attention felt like a spotlight—warm, curious, slightly mocking.

V spoke first, her voice low and calm, carrying that gentle authority that always made my chest tighten.

Start with me. Thorough. No rushing. I want to feel completely relaxed.

She uncrossed her ankles and extended both bare feet into my lap. The skin was warm, slightly flushed from the party heat, still carrying the faint imprint of her heel straps across the tops. A thin sheen of sweat glistened along the arches—party sweat, not unpleasant. The floral lotion she favored lingered in the air, sweet and familiar.

I cradled her right foot first, lifting it gently with both hands. A few more guests drifted closer now—two women in corsets and collars, a man with a drink in hand. One of the women leaned in slightly, watching my thumbs begin at the heel: pressing firmly into the padded center, circling slowly clockwise, then counter-clockwise, working out the tightness built from hours of standing, walking, and light dancing. The muscle resisted at first, then gradually softened. She sighed almost inaudibly, toes spreading wide.

The woman in the corset whispered to her friend, Look at that technique. He’s been trained well. Her friend nodded, eyes gleaming. V always picks the good ones.

I moved upward along the arch—deep, rolling strokes with my knuckles, tracing the high curve from heel to ball, feeling every taut tendon yield. My fingertips followed, lighter now, soothing the skin after the deeper work, gliding in long, smooth lines. The man with the drink murmured, He’s really into it. Not even flinching.

When I reached the ball of her foot, I cupped it fully in both palms, kneading in small, firm circles while my thumbs pressed into the thick pad beneath her toes. Each press was deliberate—slow, rhythmic, building and releasing tension. V sighed softly again, leaning back into the cushions, eyes half-closed. One hand rested lightly on my head like a silent blessing. A guest nearby laughed quietly. She’s practically purring. Lucky boy.

I took each toe individually: starting with the big toe, gentle pulls to stretch the joint, light squeezes at the base to release the metatarsal, then rolling it slowly between finger and thumb. The second toe next—same careful attention—then the third, fourth, and pinky, each one treated with equal reverence. Between the toes I slipped my fingers, massaging the delicate webbing with soft, circular motions.

A couple standing a few feet away exchanged glances. The woman said softly, I need one of those at home. Her partner grinned. You’d break him in a week.

I finished the right foot with long, flat strokes from heel to toes—palm gliding smoothly, spreading the warmth of my hands along the entire sole, then repeating on the top of the foot with lighter pressure to soothe the skin over the bones. V flexed her foot once, toes brushing my cheek in quiet approval.

The left foot followed the same ritual—heel circles, arch rolls, ball kneading, toe-by-toe stretching and rolling. The floral scent grew stronger as my hands warmed the lotion into her skin. Ten full minutes per foot—twenty total—pure, uninterrupted devotion. By the time she placed both feet on my shoulders as a temporary rest, a small semicircle of guests had formed—five or six people now openly watching, drinks in hand, murmuring appreciatively.

Your turn, V said softly to Chloe, her tone unchanged—still gentle, still in control.

Chloe thrust both feet forward aggressively, soles slamming lightly against my chest before sliding down into my waiting hands. Her feet were smaller, softer—perfectly pedicured, nails bright coral—but tense from dancing.

Harder than you did for her, she ordered. Make it hurt good. I want to feel every bit of it.

The watching guests shifted—some leaned closer. A woman in a leather skirt laughed. She’s not playing nice tonight.

I started strong: thumbs digging deep into the arches, pressing almost to the bone, eliciting a sharp inhale from Chloe. She liked intensity; I gave it—grinding my knuckles along the instep in slow, deliberate lines until the muscle gave way with a soft pop. The balls of her feet received firm, rolling circles with my palms, thumbs pressing into the thick pads like I was trying to imprint my fingerprints permanently.

She wiggled her toes in my face. Suck them. All of them. And don’t be gentle.

I took her big toe first—lips closing around it, tongue swirling slowly around the pad, then along the underside, tasting the faint salt of party sweat mixed with her citrus lotion. One by one I worked through each toe: sucking gently at first, then firmer, rolling them between my lips while my hands continued massaging the soles—deep heel presses with my palms, long strokes up the arches, light scratches along the sensitive insteps that made her giggle cruelly.

Midway she pressed her remote—a quick, mean zap through the cage that made my hands jerk and my breath hitch around her toe. The shock radiated through my groin; I gasped but kept sucking. A guest in a suit whistled low. She’s got him trained to keep going even when it hurts.

Chloe laughed louder. Don’t stop. Keep sucking.

I licked between each toe—tongue flat and thorough, cleaning every gap. When she finally pulled back, she rested one foot on my face—sole covering my nose and mouth—for a full minute, toes curling over my forehead while she chatted casually with a passing guest. The woman in fishnets leaned in to her partner: Look how deep he takes it. No gag reflex at all.

Sara was last. She stretched her longer, more athletic legs out, crossing ankles on my lap, soles slightly rougher—calluses on the heels from running, ridges on the balls from gym floors.

Deep tissue, she said flatly. Make me feel it. No holding back.

The small crowd had grown—eight or nine guests now, forming a loose semicircle. A man with a drink murmured to his companion, This is better than the scenes in the back room.

I started with strong pressure: thumbs drilling into the arches, knuckles grinding along the length to break up knots. Sara groaned low, approving, toes spreading wide. I worked the heels harder—circular grinding with my palms until the calluses softened slightly under the friction, then lighter strokes to soothe. The balls of her feet received heavy kneading—fingers splayed wide, pressing and rolling in deep waves from the base of the toes to the mid-foot.

When she pushed one foot to my mouth, I licked from heel to toes—long, flat tongue strokes, tasting the cool eucalyptus lotion mixed with her natural skin. She flexed her toes deep inside my mouth, testing depth; I relaxed my throat, took as much as possible without gagging, tongue swirling around the pads and between the gaps.

She shocked me once—longer hold, higher intensity—just as I finished the second foot. My whole body tensed, cage rattling painfully, but I kept my hands and mouth moving.

Sloppy on the left heel, she said. Fix it.

I redoubled the pressure there—deep, punishing circles with my thumbs until the muscle finally released. A guest in a corset clapped lightly. He didn’t even flinch. Impressive endurance.

The triple foot worship lasted nearly forty-five minutes. The semicircle of observers grew to twelve—some standing, some sitting on nearby chairs, drinks in hand, commenting quietly:

Look how methodical he is with V—almost reverent. 

She’s got him shaking with that zap and he just keeps licking. 

I need a house boy like that. Where do you find them? 

Chloe’s mean, but he takes it like a champ.

V remained soft throughout—occasionally stroking my hair, murmuring quiet Good boys, her touches light and approving. Chloe and Sara were demanding, their feet more aggressive, their shocks more frequent—casual cruelty mixed with enjoyment. My knees bruised against the rug, my hands absorbed three distinct lotions—floral sweetness from V, sharp citrus from Chloe, cool eucalyptus from Sara—my lower body throbbed painfully inside the cage from denial, repeated shocks, and the overwhelming public humiliation of serving three women in front of an audience.

When they were finally satisfied, V spoke quietly.

Clean up the living room. Then you may go.

I rose slowly—knees bruised, hands scented with three distinct lotions, lower body throbbing painfully inside the cage from denial, repeated shocks, and the overwhelming public humiliation. The guests dispersed slowly, some nodding approval, others whispering as I began clearing glasses and wiping spills under the watchful eyes and remotes of the three Mistresses.

V unlocked the cage last, in the bedroom, her fingers gentle as always.

You served us all well tonight. They can be… intense. But you handled it—and the audience.

Chloe smirked from the doorway. He’ll get used to it. They loved the show.

Sara just nodded, remote still in hand.

I dressed, left quietly. On the late-night subway the scents clung to my palms—floral sweetness from V, sharp citrus from Chloe, cool eucalyptus from Sara. Every breath reminded me of the triple worship: V’s soft sighs of pleasure, Chloe’s cruel giggles, Sara’s deep groans—and the quiet, appreciative murmurs of the watching guests.

The cage had been off for only minutes, but the ache lingered—shocked, denied, worshipped in front of an audience.

Serving one Mistress had been profound.

Serving three—at a party, under their feet and remotes, with guests watching—was something else entirely.

Overwhelming. Mean. Sweet. Public. Total.

I leaned my head against the train window, inhaling the mixed lotions on my hands, already hoping for the next party invite.

The slave life had grown crowded—and visible.

And I was still saying yes.
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Chapter 13: Group Filming – Friends Join the Set, First Shared Discipline

The party service nights had shifted something irreversible. Mistress V’s apartment no longer felt like just a private space for cleaning or shopping trips; it had become a stage where her roommates Chloe and Sara claimed their own pieces of control. The messages from V kept arriving—short, precise, always pulling me back—but the next one carried a different weight.

It came on a Wednesday evening, two weeks after the last party:

Filming this Saturday. 10 AM at the club room. Bringing two friends from the party. They want to participate. First group discipline scene. Be shaved, clean, ready to be bound. Cage on until I say. No backing out. – V

My stomach dropped. Group filming. Not just Chloe and Sara—this was new people, strangers who had watched me serve at the party, who had seen me on my knees massaging three sets of feet while guests murmured approval. The idea of being bound and disciplined by them—on camera, no less—sent a cold thrill through me. Fear. Arousal. Helpless anticipation.

I replied the only possible answer: Yes, Mistress. I’ll be there.

Saturday morning I arrived at the club building at 9:45. The freight elevator rattled up to the private floor. V opened the door alone first—black leggings, cropped top, hair pulled back in a tight ponytail, expression calm but with a glint of something new: excitement.

Early. Good. She stepped aside. Strip in the usual spot. Everything off.

The room was prepped differently: the padded bench replaced by a low, wide bondage frame with thick leather cuffs at the corners and center. Overhead rings for suspension ropes. Three cameras this time—one wide, one low for close-ups, one overhead for full-body shots. The cart held no toys today—just ropes, a blindfold, and a bottle of water.

I undressed quickly. Naked, I stood in the center. V locked the chastity cage on—steel, snug, familiar—then attached electrode pads to sensitive areas. Wires ran to a control box she set on a side table.

Group scene today, she said quietly. My two friends from the party—Elena and Tara. They saw you serve. They asked to join. They’re… not happy you got so close to my roommates. They think you’re too attached. This is their way of reminding you who owns you.

Before I could respond, the door opened. Two women entered—Elena (tall, dark-haired, in leather pants and boots) and Tara (shorter, redhead, in jeans and heavy combat boots). Both carried small remotes—synced to the same box V held.

Elena smirked. There’s the little house boy. On his knees so much at the party, we thought he needed a reminder of his place.

Tara laughed low. Yeah. Too cozy with Chloe and Sara. Time to fix that.

V’s voice stayed soft. Bound now. Face up on the frame.

They worked together. I lay on my back on the frame. Wrists cuffed high above my head, ankles spread wide and locked low. Thick straps went over my thighs, waist, and chest, pinning me flat. My lower body was thrust upward—caged, exposed between my spread thighs. No way to close my legs. No way to protect.

Elena tested the cuffs. Helpless. Perfect.

V hit record on all three cameras. Scene: First group discipline. Subject bound on frame, caged. Three guests taking turns applying pressure. Real reactions, endurance test. Safewords remain Green/Yellow/Red. Let’s begin.

She stepped back. Elena went first.

She stood between my legs, combat boots planted wide. You got too close to my friends. This is payback.

Her first application was controlled but hard—toe of the boot connecting squarely. Pain exploded white-hot, radiating up into my gut. I gasped, body jerking against the straps. The cage rattled.

Good start, she said. Keep those legs open.

Tara next—shorter but stronger. She wound up and delivered a solid, thudding application to the underside. The impact lifted my hips slightly off the frame. I cried out low, tears pricking immediately.

Too attached, she sneered. You forget who belongs to.

V watched quietly, remote in hand. She didn’t apply yet—just observed, occasionally giving a soft buzz through the pads when I took a hit well—a gentle tingle of approval amid the pain.

They took turns—five applications each per set. Elena’s were precise, sharp, toe-focused. Tara’s were heavier, crushing, boot sole compressing flat against my body. Every application landed with a dull thud, pain blooming deeper, area swelling hot and heavy inside the cage.

They synchronized once—Elena on left, Tara on right at the same time. Double impact. I screamed—low, controlled, but real. The frame creaked.

Color? V asked after the second set, voice soft.

Yellow, I rasped. Close to Red… but can take more.

Elena laughed. He’s tougher than he looks.

Tara stepped closer. Not tough enough.

They continued—another set, then another. Applications varied: toe taps to sensitive spots, full swings to the center, heel grinds after impact. Area throbbed, purple-red, swollen to twice normal size. Tears streamed down my face. I floated in subspace—pain so intense it circled into surrender.

V finally stepped forward. My turn.

Her application was lighter—controlled, almost clinical—but perfectly placed. Toe striking the underside, lifting. I whimpered, body shaking.

Good boy, she murmured. You took it all for us.

Scene end. Thirty-two minutes. Excellent endurance.

She stopped recording. Elena and Tara stepped back, breathing hard, satisfied. V crouched beside me, wiped tears from my cheeks with her thumb.

You did well. They needed to see you can take it from anyone. You proved it.

She unlocked the cuffs slowly—wrists first, then ankles, straps last. I collapsed forward, curling around the pain in my lower body. V helped me sit up, handed water.

No cage tonight. Rest. Ice.

Elena and Tara left without another word—satisfied, remotes pocketed.

V stayed. She sat beside me on the bench, bare feet extended.

One last thing. Worship. Soothe yourself by serving me.

I knelt despite the ache. Her feet in my hands—warm, familiar. I kissed the tops, licked the soles slowly, thumbs kneaded arches deeply. Floral scent rose. She sighed, hand in my hair.

You belong to me, she whispered. Not them. Never forget.

I worshipped until the pain dulled slightly. She unlocked the cage last, fingers gentle.

Go home. Heal. Next time, we film you serving all of us properly.

I dressed slowly, lower body throbbing, swollen and bruised. Subway ride home was agony—every jolt a reminder of the applications, the cameras, the two angry friends who had disciplined me helpless on the frame.

The video slave life had grown arms.

And I was still bound to it.
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Epilogue

This is only the beginning of my story as a video slave. The sessions continued, each one pushing boundaries further, each video capturing the evolution of my submission. From service to discipline to public humiliation, it all centered on that core thrill: serving, being used, being seen. If you've made it this far, perhaps you understand the pull. For me, it's not just the acts—it's the connection, the trust, the footage that makes it eternal. More chapters may come as the journey unfolds. Until then, remember: submission is a gift, and the camera never forgets.
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Author's Note

This memoir is the honest record of a personal journey into consensual submission and service. What began as curiosity at a single event grew into a profound, structured dynamic with someone I deeply respected and trusted.

I wrote this book to reflect truthfully on vulnerability, trust, devotion, and the complex emotions that come with giving up control. It is not meant to glorify or instruct — only to document what was real for me.

Every experience was negotiated in advance, with clear safewords and mutual respect. The power exchange was always consensual and revocable. The camera added a layer of permanence and exposure that intensified the surrender, but never overrode consent.

To anyone reading this: your journey is your own. If this book resonates, I hope it reminds you that submission, when chosen freely and safely, can be one of the most authentic expressions of self. If it doesn't, that's okay too.

Thank you for walking this path with me.

FootRubSlave New York City 2026

Connect with me on X: @FootRubSlave
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