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Consent, Age & Legal Disclaimer

This is a work of erotic fiction and pure fantasy. It is written exclusively for adults aged 18 years and older (21 in any jurisdiction where 21 is the minimum legal age for adult material).

All characters depicted in this story are fictional consenting adults aged 18+ who have explicitly negotiated, discussed in exhaustive detail, and enthusiastically consented to every element of the power-exchange fantasy portrayed — long before the events of the narrative begin.

Within the fictional world of this story:

	The safeword “pineapple” is pre-established and always honored (immediate full stop / scene ends) 
	Hard limits, soft limits, and triggers have been clearly communicated and strictly respected 
	Consent is ongoing, enthusiastic, informed, and revocable at any moment 
	Aftercare (physical, emotional, and psychological) is an integral part of the dynamic (even if shown off-page) 


Everything described is consensual role-play between sober, informed, mentally competent, and mutually enthusiastic adults.

This book does NOT depict, condone, encourage, glorify, or represent:

	real non-consensual acts 
	coercion 
	abuse 
	assault 
	lack of safe-words 
	any form of real-world harm or violation 


In real life, all BDSM, domination/submission, humiliation, objectification, restraint, denial, degradation, impact play, genital torment, trampling, ballbusting, chastity play, electro-stimulation, spitting play, and any other kink activities must be:

	Safe 
	Sane 
	Consensual (SSC) and/or Risk-Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) 
	Negotiated in advance with full transparency, honesty, and written or verbal agreements when possible 
	Conducted with clear, enthusiastic, continuous, and revocable consent 
	Supported by mutually agreed safe-words / non-verbal signals 
	Performed with appropriate safety measures, risk awareness, and thorough aftercare 


The extreme scenarios, language, physical acts, and psychological dynamics in this story exist only within the protected, fictional space of negotiated fantasy. They are not instructions, not encouragement, and not permission to engage in any activity without every condition listed above being fully and verifiably met.

By continuing to read, you confirm that:

	You are of legal adult age in your jurisdiction (18+ or 21+ as applicable) 
	You understand this is fictional erotic fantasy material only 
	You are choosing to read this content freely and willingly 
	You accept full responsibility for your own emotional, psychological, and physiological responses 


Safe, sane, consensual, negotiated, communicated, risk-aware, and mutually respectful kink only — always.


Content & Trigger Warning

This book contains extremely graphic, explicit, and psychologically intense adult content intended only for readers who actively seek and enjoy this specific type of hardcore erotica.

Themes and elements include (but are not limited to):

	complete erotic objectification and dehumanization 
	high-heel / foot domination and prolonged physical pressure / trampling 
	cockbox immobilization and genital exposure 
	intense verbal and physical humiliation 
	spitting degradation 
	cigarette ash / stylized burn play (fictional) 
	chastity denial, edging, and orgasm control 
	ballbusting / CBT (kicks, slaps, crushing, stomping) 
	group female domination 
	electro-stimulation (constant and escalating) 
	graphic sensory descriptions of pain, pressure, marking, bruising, and submission 


This is hardcore taboo erotica written for a very narrow audience.

If any of these topics are triggering, disturbing, unwanted, illegal in your jurisdiction, or outside your personal boundaries, please stop reading immediately.

No minors are depicted or implied in any sexual, exploitative, inappropriate, or suggestive context whatsoever. All characters are explicitly 18+ consenting adults.
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No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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This story is pure, unfiltered fetish fantasy written for entertainment only.

Every act, dynamic, and intensity level is 100% consensual within the fictional world — even when characters are role-playing extreme objectification, humiliation, pain, or indifference.

All characters are consenting adults over 18 who have negotiated everything in advance.
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Introduction

Some friendships do not merely survive the passage of time and trials; instead, they evolve into savage packs of dominant sisterhoods that roar with glittering chaos, unbridled cruelty in their play, and a shared hunger for power that intensifies especially as a wedding approaches and the bride-to-be feels the irresistible urge to unleash her final wild impulses before stepping into married life.

This is the full, detailed story of exactly that kind of friendship—a deep bond forged among seven women who have shared absolutely everything since their chaotic college days: wild dominatrix workshops filled with laughter, experimentation, and first-time floggings, midnight flogging parties that lasted until the sun rose and left welts as souvenirs, heartbreak sessions involving intense cock and ball torture to vent emotional frustrations and reclaim power, job-loss revenges enacted with strap-ons, whips, and role-reversals, regrettable piercings done in moments of reckless abandon during drunken dares, and that legendary group vacation where a submissive ended up ball-gagged, exposed, and humiliated in a public fountain for all passersby to see and whisper about.

They have dominated each other and their submissives through every conceivable phase of life: the wild sadists who revel in inflicting pain with a smile, the anxious tops who crave control to steady their inner turmoil, the ones who fake composure while secretly yearning to break someone beneath them.

Now, exactly one week before Sophie's wedding, they are unleashing a bachelorette apocalypse on her, fueled by her burning, explicit desire to “destroy a cock” one last time before committing to monogamy with her fiancé, a desire she voices aloud to the group with a mix of excitement and raw hunger.

Sophie, at 32 years old, works as a sweet art teacher by day but harbors a vicious sadist within her by night, and she radiates a feral hunger that makes her glow with anticipation as the night begins.

She is marrying Mark, her devoted submissive who once auctioned himself off for $400 at a kink event just to kneel at her feet and beg for a session of ballbusting that left him bruised and begging for more for days afterward.

But tonight, Sophie confesses her deepest urge aloud to the group in a moment of vulnerability and power: “I need to break a cock completely before I say ‘I do’—crush it under my heels until it begs for mercy and flattens beneath me, burn it with cigarettes until it smokes and sizzles with red marks, spit on it until it’s drenched and worthless in humiliation, and leave it utterly ruined as my final act of freedom before marriage.”

The group howls in wild approval, their eyes lighting up with sadistic glee and sisterly support, ready to go absolutely feral and assist her in this destructive fantasy with enthusiasm and creativity.

The rented loft serves as their perfect playground for the night: exposed brick walls equipped with hidden restraint hooks for impromptu bondage, velvet couches rigged with attachment points for securing submissives in various positions, fairy lights strung everywhere to cast eerie, flickering shadows that dance across skin and furniture, and a custom glass coffee table modified specifically for their games to allow easy access to vulnerable areas like exposed genitals.

Prosecco flows in endless streams from chilled bottles popped one after another, pizza arrives smeared with extra hot sauce to add a stinging edge to any forced feedings or sensory play, and satin lingerie clings tightly to their curves, accentuating every movement, every laugh, every commanding gesture as the night spirals into complete madness and debauchery.

The evening begins with prosecco toasts and light banter to set the tone, but it quickly escalates into total chaos when Ethan arrives—chastity-locked from the very moment he enters the door, wired for shocks that start immediately, and primed for absolute destruction that builds layer by layer.

He is no mere plaything or amateur stumbling into the scene; he is a professional masochist who works as a massage therapist by day but specializes in extreme genital annihilation by night, thriving on the agony that feeds his deepest submission and leaves him fulfilled.

His duffel bag packs the essential tools for the evening: the cockbox, which is a reinforced padded wooden enclosure measuring three feet long with soft interior lining for comfort during long sessions of immobilization, ventilation holes strategically placed to prevent overheating or suffocation, and the infamous genital panel featuring a thick rubber-ringed hole where his caged cock and balls will dangle helplessly, inviting full-on abuse from heels that trample, feet that crush, spits that drip, burns from embers, and more.

The remote electro-unit delivers constant shocks—from teasing buzzes that build frustrating arousal to crippling jolts that force guttural screams—ensuring his denied cock pulses in eternal torment throughout every activity, amplifying pain and denial.

The night explodes into a meticulously sequenced series of events: immediate chastity lockdown upon arrival followed by devoted foot massages to each woman while shocks pulse, insertion into the cockbox for individual heel tests that build tension, a group heel test combined with an emotional wish circle where pressure and words intertwine, a treasure hunt where he searches desperately while pulsing shocks torment his locked cock and increase in intensity, a brutal group ballbusting gauntlet in boots and barefoot to test who can make him fall with the loudest screams, the bride's final cock crush with all women joining in while chatting casually over his agony, and a closing foot massage amid thorough aftercare to wind down.

All of it is consensual from start to finish, all of it is intense in every detail, all of it is a destructive fantasy brought to vivid life with every sensation described.

Lock yourself in tightly, feel the burn of the cigarettes on skin, taste the spit as it lands and drips, hear the screams that echo through the loft, and witness the carnage unfold in every excruciating, expanded detail.

This is femdom destruction at its most feral, complete, unapologetic, and richly textured.


Chapter 1 – The Loft, 7:42 p.m. – Arrival & Immediate Chastity 
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The Airbnb loft smelled richly of vanilla candles that had been carefully lit earlier in the evening to set a seductive, atmospheric mood, mixed with the sharp, fruity tang of expensive rosé wine that the women had been sipping leisurely from crystal glasses, and overlaid with the nervous, electric excitement that only arrives in the week before a wedding when boundaries are about to be pushed to their absolute limits and fantasies realized without restraint. 

Sophie, the bride-to-be who was precisely 32 years old and worked as an elementary school art teacher while secretly creating watercolor cityscapes she was too shy and self-critical to show anyone outside her circle, stood right in the middle of the open living room area, wearing a cheap plastic tiara that kept slipping crookedly on her head no matter how she adjusted it and a black latex corset that hugged her curves tightly, accentuating her dominant presence and making her feel empowered. 

Mia, who was 31 years old and a marketing genius renowned for her eternal optimism and creative campaigns, waved her smartphone around like it was irrefutable evidence in a high-stakes court case, her gestures animated and enthusiastic. 

"The group vote was completely unanimous after our text chain discussion—we're doing the full, weird, destructive one tonight, with no holding back on the crushing, the shocks, or anything else we've planned." 

Lauren, 33 years old and an ER nurse who had recently divorced her ex-husband and was now thriving in her independence with a renewed sense of freedom, raised her glass high in a mock toast that dripped with sarcasm, excitement, and a hint of mischief. 

"To Sophie's last gasp of singledom before she ties the knot with Mark… and to whoever is about to walk through that door and not immediately run screaming when we lock him up, shock him, and start the real torment." 

Tara, 30 years old and a yoga instructor covered in intricate wanderlust tattoos that told stories of her global adventures and spiritual journeys, stretched dramatically on the soft, plush floor rug, her body flexible and limber as she prepared for the physicality of the night. 

"If he's cute, polite, and can handle the constant shocks without breaking too soon, I'm keeping him for myself—sorry, Mark, but I'll fight you for him if I have to, with whips or words." 

Jess, 32 years old and a software engineer who had reformed from her days as a code gremlin buried in screens and late-night debugging sessions, snorted loudly into her drink, the sound echoing slightly in the spacious room with its high ceilings. 

"Polite men are the most dangerous kind because they sneak up on you with their quiet competence and willingness to submit without complaint." 

Kelly, 31 years old and the owner of a cozy bookstore where she was currently immersed in reading her fifth romance novel of the month, sighed dreamily as if lost in one of her books' fantasies. 

"I just want someone to rub my feet while calling me 'my queen' and enduring constant shocks to his balls—is that really too much to ask in this world full of vanilla people?" 

Nina, 31 years old and a graphic designer who was a proud new dog mom to a fluffy, energetic puppy that she adored, laughed out loud, the sound bright, infectious, and filled with anticipation. 

"Yes, that might be too much for most, but we're asking for it anyway, and we're going to make it happen tonight with no apologies." 

The doorbell rang suddenly, its chime cutting through the chatter like a sharp knife slicing tension. 

Sophie whispered under her breath, her eyes widening with a mix of excitement, nerves, and sadistic hunger, "I'm going to die from anticipation if this doesn't live up to my fantasies of total destruction." 

Mia grinned like a cartoon villain plotting world domination, her teeth flashing white under the fairy lights. 

"No, babe, you're not going to die—you're going to live wildly, dominate fiercely, and destroy someone tonight in the best way." 

Lauren opened the door with a dramatic flourish, swinging it wide open to reveal the newcomer. 

Ethan, who was 34 years old and a former corporate burnout who had escaped the rat race to become a massage therapist while moonlighting as an occasional party helper for dominant groups like this one, stepped inside the loft wearing plain black joggers that hung loosely and a plain gray hoodie that hid his athletic build, with a small black duffel bag slung over one shoulder and a calm, composed face that showed zero drama, fear, or hesitation. 

"Evening, everyone," he said simply in a steady, even voice that carried no trace of nervousness or uncertainty. 

"I'm Ethan, and I'm happy to help however you need me tonight, no matter how intense, painful, or humiliating it gets." 

Tara stage-whispered loudly enough for the entire room to hear clearly, her voice dripping with mock adoration and real interest. 

"He speaks in lowercase letters, like he's already submitting in his tone—I'm already in love with how breakable and willing he looks." 

Ethan gave the smallest possible smile, just a subtle twitch at the corners of his mouth that betrayed his experience. 

"I've read the ground rules you sent me in advance via email: foot stuff with worship and massages, silly games with humiliation twists, destruction play involving crushing and shocks, nothing too heavy beyond what's negotiated and safe, and the safeword is pineapple for immediate stop." 

"I'm good whenever you are, and I'm green to start right now without delay." 

Sophie blinked several times in rapid succession, her eyes wide with genuine surprise at his composure. 

"You're… disturbingly normal about all of this, like you've done it a hundred times before and know exactly what to expect." 

"Normal is overrated in kink scenes," he replied evenly, without missing a single beat. 

"But I can fake it if it helps ease the tension or build the dynamic." 

Laughter exploded through the loft like someone had popped a champagne cork made entirely of relief, the sound bouncing off the exposed brick walls and filling the space with energy. 

Sophie pointed immediately to the floor in front of her with a commanding finger, her voice firm and unyielding. 

"Strip completely naked right now—no hesitation, no questions, just do it." 

Ethan obeyed without a single word of protest or delay, pulling off his hoodie to reveal a toned chest marked with faint scars from past sessions of play, then dropping his joggers to show his already semi-erect cock and heavy balls hanging freely, exposed to the room's cool air. 

Mia stepped forward confidently, holding a gleaming steel chastity cage that was small and restrictive in design, with a tight tube for the shaft to prevent erections and rings around the base to secure the balls firmly, already prepared with conductive pads wired for electro-stimulation to add torment. 

She knelt down in front of him on the floor, handling his cock and balls with clinical detachment as if they were mere objects for her use, sliding the cold metal ring around the base first to encircle his genitals, then cramming his shaft into the tiny tube that compressed it painfully, and finally locking it all with a loud, definitive click that echoed in the quiet moment. 

She then attached the small, remote-controlled e-stim unit to his waistband area, clipping it securely so the wires snaked down to the conductive rings now encircling his trapped genitals, ready to deliver pulses. 

The low setting was activated immediately by Mia pressing a button on the handheld remote, starting a steady, teasing pulse—every six to eight seconds a light zap that made his trapped cock twitch uselessly against the steel bars, sending a jolt of denied arousal through his body and making him flinch slightly. 

"From this second until we decide otherwise, this chastity cage stays locked on you, denying you any release," Sophie declared firmly, her eyes locked on his with intensity. 

"Your first job as our locked toy is to give foot massages to each of us, one by one, while on your knees and enduring those constant pulses without complaint." 

The women arranged themselves comfortably on the velvet couches and chairs in a loose semi-circle formation around the living room, their legs extended expectantly toward the center where Ethan knelt. 

Ethan dropped to his knees without being told twice, crawling slowly and deliberately to the first pair of feet that belonged to Tara, his movements humble and submissive. 

He removed her shoes with careful, reverent hands, setting them aside neatly on the floor beside her, then began a slow, deep massage: his thumbs pressing firmly into the arch of her right foot to release built-up tension from the day, his fingers working along the heel in circular motions to soothe any aches or soreness, and gentle stretches applied to each individual toe to promote relaxation and flexibility. 

Tara sighed dramatically, leaning back into the couch with exaggerated pleasure and closing her eyes briefly. 

"This is a good start, locked boy—keep going just like that, and don't miss a spot." 

He moved methodically around the semi-circle—Tara's feet first with extra attention to her high arches, then Nina's where he repeated the process with equal devotion and focus on her sensitive heels, then Kelly's where he lingered on her tired soles from standing in the bookstore all day, then Jess's where he worked out knots from her long hours at a desk, then Maya's where he used lighter pressure as per her subtle cues, then Lauren's where he focused on her calluses from endless nursing shifts on her feet, then Mia's where he ended with a final stretch of her toes—and finally Sophie's feet, where he poured extra care into every touch as the bride-to-be, making sure her massage was the longest and most thorough. 

The entire process took exactly twenty-five minutes of silent, devoted service from start to finish, during which every few minutes the chastity device zapped him lightly, causing his body to flinch involuntarily and drawing giggles and comments from the women each time it happened, heightening the humiliation. 

When he finished massaging Sophie's feet with a final gentle squeeze, she tapped his cheek twice with her bare sole in a gesture of approval and dismissal. 

"Enough for now—that was adequate; crawl back to the center of the room and prepare yourself for the next phase of the night." 


Chapter 2 – Cockbox Insertion & First Heel Test 
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Ethan crawled obediently to the middle of the living room floor, his knees scraping slightly on the hardwood surface as he positioned himself exactly where Sophie had pointed with her finger, his movements deliberate and without resistance. 

The cockbox was already waiting there in the center, positioned strategically under the glass coffee table for easy access, visibility, and integration into the room's activities; it was a low, padded wooden enclosure with smooth, rounded edges to prevent any accidental injury during use, soft dark lining inside for comfort during extended periods of confinement, discreet ventilation holes placed along the sides to allow fresh air flow and prevent overheating, and sturdy construction designed to hold multiple weights or people without any complaint or structural failure. 

He unzipped his duffel bag with the calm efficiency of someone who had performed this exact ritual many times before in similar scenes, pulling out the cockbox components and sliding the main body precisely under the glass coffee table so that the lid sat flush with the surface for a seamless, innocent appearance from above. 

Without any fanfare or unnecessary words, he knelt down on the floor, opened the top panel with a quiet hinge creak that barely disturbed the room's atmosphere, and settled himself inside the box with practiced ease, his body fitting snugly into the padded interior like it was made for him. 

His wrists slipped into the soft lined cuffs at the sides of the box, securing with quiet clicks that locked them firmly in place without chafing, and his ankles followed suit into the lower cuffs at the bottom, ensuring he was fully immobilized but not uncomfortably restricted in a way that would cause harm. 

He looked up once—just once—and met Sophie's eyes directly through the opening, his gaze steady and trusting despite the vulnerability of his position. 

"Whenever you're ready, Mistresses," he said gently in a voice that conveyed complete submission and readiness. 

"I'm good for as long as you want me to endure, no matter the intensity." 

The lid closed over him with a firm thud that sealed him inside completely, and the coffee table looked completely normal again from the outside, hiding the man beneath it from casual view. 

The genital panel at one end was aligned perfectly outward for easy access by the group, and his caged cock and balls were pushed through the circular cutout with care, protruding vulnerably under the table's edge—his balls hanging swollen and heavy from the earlier massages and pulses, his cock locked tightly in the steel device that prevented any growth, the wires from the electro-unit pulsing visibly with each low-level zap that made his genitals twitch involuntarily. 

The first zap hit immediately after insertion: a medium shock that made his balls contract sharply and painfully, eliciting a muffled groan from inside the box that the women could hear clearly and react to with smiles. 

Jess immediately set her wine glass down on the glass surface directly above where his torso was positioned inside, the clink echoing slightly as the condensation dripped. 

"New coasters are elite level—perfect for our needs and adding a little extra weight." 

Mia tapped the padded lid twice like she was knocking on a very polite door to summon him or signal the start. 

"Okay, sweetheart, nap time is officially over—spa hours are now open for business, and we're ready to use you." 

The lid opened just enough to allow for adjustment: a rolled beach towel was placed under his neck for proper support to prevent any strain or discomfort during long holds, and a soft gray throw blanket was draped over his chest and shoulders for modesty, warmth, and to cover any non-essential areas, leaving his head and upper chest visible while the rest of his body remained discreetly tucked below in the box. 

He blinked once against the sudden brightness of the fairy lights overhead, then offered the calmest smile in the entire room, his expression serene and composed despite the constant pulsing in his chastity cage that continued unabated. 

"Ready when you are, Mistresses—use me as you see fit, in any way that pleases you." 

Tara was the first to approach for her turn. 

She flopped onto the couch nearby, swung both legs up casually, and rested her heels across his open palms like they were a luxury ottoman designed just for her. 

"Oh… my… goddess," she breathed out slowly, her voice filled with exaggerated bliss. 

"This is illegal levels of good—I'm going to need you at my wedding too; you can be the ring bearer or the ring stand, whatever pays better and lets me use you more." 

Ethan's thumbs found the arch of her right foot and pressed in slow, deliberate circles that released tension, his touch professional yet submissive. 

Tara’s eyes rolled back in pleasure. 

"Marry me instead, Sophie—I'll fight Mark for you if I have to." 

Sophie laughed so hard she nearly spilled her prosecco from her glass. 

"You’d lose badly—he has better knife skills from cooking, and he's trained to endure." 

While Tara melted into the massage, Mia started scrolling on her phone casually, her fingers tapping rapidly. 

"Wait a minute—wait, wait, wait, I just had the best terrible idea for how to escalate this." 

She held up her black patent stiletto heel—needle-thin at the point, pure evil elegance that gleamed menacingly under the fairy lights. 

"Science time has arrived: Heel Test 2026, Electric Boogaloo edition, with shocks for extra fun." 

Jess perked up instantly, her eyes lighting up with genuine interest and a sadistic spark. 

"I'm listening—tell me more about the rules and how we score." 

Mia laid out the rules like a game-show host announcing fabulous prizes, her voice animated, confident, and commanding. 

"Slow weight transfer onto the padded lid or directly onto his exposed cage if we adjust the panel—we listen carefully for noises like grunts or screams, we rate the reaction on a scale of one to ten based on intensity, we give bonus points for creativity in the sound, volume that fills the room, and dramatic flair in his body language." 

"No actual permanent pain beyond what's consensual and negotiated—stop the second anyone says yellow for slow down or pineapple for full stop." 

"Ethan, are you still green to proceed with this test?" 

A calm voice drifted up from below, steady and willing despite the position. 

"Very green, Mistresses—trample me as you wish, and make it hurt." 

Lauren raised her glass high again in toast. 

"To science—and to poor life choices made while wearing satin pajamas and heels." 

They cleared a little space around the table to allow better access and movement. 

Mia went first in the sequence, as the idea originator. 

She balanced the stiletto heel precisely on the padded surface above his midsection and slowly shifted her weight forward, increasing the pressure gradually over several seconds. 

One second passed in tense silence, then two seconds more as the heel dug in. 

A low, muffled grunt escaped from Ethan, deep and controlled. 

The room erupted in delighted squeals from the women, their voices overlapping in excitement. 

Mia stepped off gracefully, grinning widely with satisfaction. 

"Solid 7.5 out of 10—a respectable grunt, very stoic in delivery, but with potential for more." 

Jess started a Notes app on her phone to create a leaderboard, typing quickly: Heel Test Leaderboard – Do Not Send to HR. 

Mia – black patent 4" stiletto → muffled grunt → 7.5 

Tara chose her silver glitter platform sandal for her turn, the surface sparkling under the lights. 

She placed it carefully on the spot, leaned in slowly to build anticipation, rocked forward for three full seconds of increasing pressure that compressed. 

A tiny, high-pitched involuntary squeak came from Ethan, unexpected and adorable. 

The entire group lost it completely, laughter filling the room like a wave. 

Tara jumped back while laughing herself, clutching her sides. 

"He squeaked like a rubber duck toy being squeezed!" 

Tara – silver glitter platform → tiny squeak → 8.2 (squeak bonus for cuteness) 

Sophie covered her mouth with her hand to stifle her giggles, her shoulders shaking. 

"That was adorable—I feel bad laughing so hard at his expense." 

"Don't be," Ethan said dryly from below, his voice muffled but amused. 

"It was deserved—I earned that reaction with my flinch." 

Lauren stepped up with her chunky glitter platform heel, heavy and imposing. 

"These weigh more than my cat at home—let's commit some physics here and see what happens." 

She shifted weight slowly and deliberately, building the crush. 

A deeper "mmph" sound followed, then Ethan's own quiet chuckle that bubbled up. 

Lauren grinned down at the lid. 

"Did you just laugh at your own suffering like it's a joke?" 

"Self-preservation through humor," he replied wryly. 

Lauren – chunky glitter platform → deep mmph + self-laugh → 8.7 

Kelly stood up holding her nude kitten heels, small and delicate. 

"For feminism—and for science, of course." 

Delicate placement followed, then tiny increments of pressure for four seconds that teased. 

A soft, polite flinch-sound emerged, restrained. 

Kelly beamed with pride, her face lighting up. 

"I'm gentle—I'm the nice one in the group!" 

Kelly – nude kitten heel → polite flinch → 7.2 

Nina went with her red suede pumps, soft but pointed. 

She leaned in fully, bounced once—very lightly but with impact. 

A quick choked "oh god—" followed by a stifled laugh from Ethan. 

Nina spun around triumphantly, pumping her fist. 

"Full sentence—we broke him already with words!" 

Nina – red suede pump → “oh god” + laugh → 9.1 

Jess looked directly at Sophie, nodding. 

"Bride gets the final turn—make it count for all of us, Sophie." 

Sophie hesitated for just a moment to build drama, then picked up her wedding-white slingbacks with care. 

She placed one shoe carefully on the surface, looked around at her friends for encouragement and nods, then slowly shifted her full weight onto it, holding steady. 

Three seconds passed in silence, then four more as the pressure mounted. 

Ethan's body twitched fully—a real, visible shudder through the box—followed by one strangled, half-laughing “fuck” that sounded more like “fuh—ck” drawn out. 

The room exploded with noise—screaming in delight, laughing uncontrollably, cheering like a sports crowd, and Tara even fell off the couch in hysterics, rolling slightly. 

Sophie stepped off instantly, her face flushed with a mix of guilt and thrill. 

"Oh my god, I'm so sorry if that was too much or crossed a line!" 

"Don't be," Ethan replied, amused despite the lingering ache. 

"Impressive commitment—you earned that high score." 

Sophie – wedding-white slingback → full-body twitch + choked “fuck” → 9.8 

Current Champion 

Mia raised her glass once more in celebration. 

"To Sophie—may your marriage be as powerful and enduring as that heel drop was intense." 

Tara wiped tears of laughter from her eyes, still catching her breath. 

"And to Ethan—the only man brave enough to let a bride step on him the month before her wedding without complaint." 

Lauren leaned down toward the box opening. 

"Still green, hero, or do you need a break?" 

A long exhale came from below, measured and recovering. 

"Still very green—but maybe no more bouncing for a bit to let me catch my breath." 

They returned to gentle foot rubs briefly to transition. 

The heel test was retired for the moment, the leaderboard sworn to secrecy among the group with promises not to share outside. 

And under the table, Ethan smiled—sore from the pressure, ridiculous in his position, oddly content in his submission and the joy it brought the women. 


Chapter 3 – Group Heel Test & Wish Circle 
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The loft had quieted somewhat into that late-night hush where everything feels softer, more honest, and charged with intimacy, but the energy was still electric with anticipation for more. 

Fairy lights glowed low and golden, casting warm shadows across faces and furniture. 

The playlist drifted into gentle lo-fi piano notes that provided a soothing backdrop. 

Empty glasses clustered on side tables like forgotten relics. 

Pizza boxes were gone, cleared away to make space. 

The heel-test leaderboard had been “deleted” from the Notes app (though Mia’s screenshots lived forever in her private album). 

They pulled the low coffee table into the exact center of their loose circle on the floor. 

They sat on cushions, sofa edges, overturned ottomans—a ring around the padded box that still contained Ethan. 

Most of them had slipped their heels back on—for aesthetic reasons, for added drama, for the dominant vibes that heels provided. 

Glitter platforms, red suede pumps, white slingbacks, black stilettos—all rested casually on the edges of the padded lid like trophies of conquest. 

Ethan remained inside, head and shoulders visible through the partially opened panel, neck supported comfortably, chest blanketed for warmth. 

Calm but tired, content in his endurance. 

Mia cleared her throat theatrically to signal the start. 

"Okay, final tradition before we ugly-cry or pass out—Wish Circle, but with a twist: real ones spoken over his pain, no jokes… well, maybe tiny ones for levity." 

Tara grinned, lifting one glitter-platformed foot and resting it lightly on the padded surface—just enough to dip the lid slightly and apply pressure. 

She slowly shifted more weight onto her heel, increasing the crush. 

Underneath, Ethan let out a soft exhale—present, not pained yet. 

Tara looked down fondly at the box. 

"Ethan, you’re a trooper through all this. My wish for Sophie and Mark: never stop laughing at the stupidest shit together—inside jokes that make waiters think you’re insane. I wish your living room always sounds like this… but quieter. And with better snacks." 

She rocked her heel gently—a tiny twist that added a spike of pressure. 

A muffled “mmph” came from below, followed by the faintest chuckle from him. 

Sophie covered her mouth in surprise. 

"You’re literally wishing on him while crushing him under your heel." 

Tara lifted her foot with exaggerated innocence, batting her eyes. 

"It’s called method acting—makes the wish stick better." 

Maya placed both kitten heels carefully on the lid—one on each side of Ethan’s visible chest—and leaned forward so the toes rested lightly at first. 

Her voice was soft, almost dreamy as she spoke. 

"I wish you two always find tiny pockets of magic—a Tuesday where you dance in the kitchen with no music. A rainy morning where you stay in bed and read the same page out loud just to hear each other’s voice. I wish your life feels like the soft chapters of a book you never want to finish." 

She slowly transferred more weight, the heels pressing in—gentle but firm and unyielding. 

Ethan inhaled sharply, then let the breath out in a long, steady sigh that showed his control. 

Maya smiled down at the opening. 

"You okay under there, quiet hero?" 

A low murmur came up. 

"Still green. Keep going with the wishes." 

Maya lifted her feet gently, stepping back. 

Lauren deliberately placed one chunky platform heel dead-center—right over the most padded (and most sensitive) spot on the lid. 

She rested it there, then applied full weight in a slow shift. 

Ethan made a deeper, more strained sound—half grunt, half resigned laugh that echoed muffledly. 

Lauren spoke without looking down, her voice steady. 

"I wish you never have to carry everything alone, Sophie. I’ve seen too many people break because they wouldn’t ask for help. So I wish Mark learns how to sit in the silence with you when you’re falling apart. And I wish you let him. Because you deserve to be held, not just to hold." 

She rocked the heel once—very slowly, adding a twist. 

Another muffled “mmph… fuck” followed by a quiet exhale from below. 

Lauren lifted her foot and patted the blanket-covered lid like it was a pet being praised. 

"Good boy for taking that." 

Kelly placed her nude kitten heels delicately on the surface. 

"I wish you always have a quiet corner—a couch, a window seat, a car parked somewhere stupid—where you can just sit together and not say anything. I wish you protect that space the same way you protect each other." 

She gradually added pressure, the heels sinking in deeper with control. 

Ethan let out a small surprised breath that hitched. 

Kelly smiled sweetly down. 

"Sorry, Ethan—you’re part of the wish now, enduring for us." 

Nina placed her red suede pumps—one heel on each side for balance. 

"I wish your future dogs are always the third member of your marriage. Matching playlists for walks. Matching dog hair on every black outfit. Every bad day ending with wet noses and dumb pet names." 

She leaned forward more, both heels pressing down firmly. 

A longer, lower groan escaped from Ethan. 

Nina giggled lightly. 

"You’re really earning your keep tonight with those sounds." 

Jess set her glitter platforms down with deliberate slowness. 

"I wish you never stop noticing each other. The tiny things. Coffee order memorized. Which side of the bed he likes when he’s sick. I wish you keep seeing each other even when you’re both tired, cranky, and annoying as hell." 

She shifted full weight—slow, controlled, unrelenting. 

Ethan’s body tensed under the lid. A choked, half-laughing sound—something between “oh god” and “please”. 

Jess lifted off, smirking at the group. 

"That one was for dramatic effect—bonus points." 

Finally, Sophie looked around at her friends, at the heels resting casually on the lid, at the man underneath who had spent the entire night as their furniture, footrest, and silent confidant enduring it all. 

She placed her own white slingbacks gently on the surface—one heel on each side—and spoke quietly, her voice filled with emotion. 

"I wish we never stop doing this. Not the parties, not the stupid games, not the crying on each other’s couches at 3 a.m. I wish marriage doesn’t mean I lose any of you. Because you’re my favorite part of being alive. Always have been." 

She slowly added her weight, the heels pressing in deeply. 

Underneath, Ethan made a soft, deep sound—full and present, echoing his endurance. 

Sophie’s voice cracked just slightly with feeling. 

"And I wish… whoever you end up with, Ethan… they see how kind you are. How steady. How ridiculous and generous. Because you deserve someone who gets it." 

A long silence fell over the room. 

Then, from below—quiet, rough, sincere—came the reply: 

"Thank you. 

That means more than the heels ever could." 

The room stayed still for several long seconds, the weight of words and heels lingering. 

No one moved their feet right away. 

The pressure remained—light, warm, grounding in its intensity. 

Eventually Tara broke the hush with a watery laugh that carried both emotion and relief. 

"Okay, we’re officially out of tissues and emotional bandwidth—let's lift off and move on." 

One by one the heels lifted slowly, feet were rubbed casually among the group to ease their own aches, blankets pulled closer for comfort, water bottles passed around to hydrate. 


Chapter 4 – Treasure Hunt with Chastity & Cock Pulsing 
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Sophie clapped her hands sharply once to refocus the group after the emotional intensity, her voice cutting through the lingering hush with renewed energy. 

"Time for a little game to keep things moving and lighten the mood—let's do a treasure hunt with a cruel twist to keep him on edge." 

They released Ethan from the cockbox slowly and methodically, uncuffing his wrists and ankles with care to avoid unnecessary strain or sudden movements that could cause dizziness. 

The chastity cage was reapplied immediately by Mia, who handled his still-swollen cock and balls roughly but efficiently, sliding the steel back on and locking it tight with a click, the electro-unit reactivated on a pulsing setting that sent irregular zaps through his genitals at increasing frequencies. 

Mia handed him a small, handwritten list on a piece of paper torn from a nearby notebook, the ink still fresh. 

"Six treasures hidden around the loft—you have exactly fifteen minutes to find them all, no more, no less." 

"Every minute you don’t find one, we crank the remote up one level, making the pulses stronger, more frequent, and more painful." 

The treasures were small, devious items scattered throughout the loft in spots chosen for maximum challenge: a red lipstick tube hidden deep under a couch cushion that required digging, a black hair tie taped behind a string of fairy lights on the wall, a queen of hearts playing card slipped inside an empty pizza box stacked in the corner, a white feather tucked into a book on the high shelf that needed a chair to reach, a shiny silver coin placed under the coffee table leg and partially obscured, and a pink silk ribbon draped over a lamp shade in plain sight but easy to overlook. 

He searched frantically—naked except for the chastity cage that bulged awkwardly, his body still marked with red imprints from the heels and faint burns from earlier play, crawling under furniture on hands and knees, standing on tiptoes to reach high spots with stretched arms, his movements jerky and interrupted each time a pulse hit his genitals. 

Every time he hesitated for too long or looked confused while scanning the room, one of the women—usually Tara with a grin or Lauren with a flick—would tap the remote to increase the intensity level. 

Level 2 caused mild tingles that made him gasp and pause; level 3 brought sharper stings that forced him to double over briefly; level 4 made his legs shake uncontrollably, pre-cum leaking steadily from the cage tip as the denial built to maddening levels. 

By the time he found the fifth item—the coin under the table after flipping it over—his entire body was trembling with effort and torment, sweat beading on his forehead and back. 

He found the last treasure—the silk ribbon—with exactly 47 seconds left on the timer Mia was tracking on her phone, collapsing to his knees in exhausted relief as he held it up. 

The women cheered mockingly, their voices a chorus of teasing and praise mixed. 

"Good boy—you barely made it in time," Sophie said approvingly, patting his head like a pet. 

"Now crawl back into the cockbox for the next round without rest." 


Chapter 5 – Group Ballbusting Gauntlet 
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They dragged a thick, blue yoga mat into the open center of the living room, unrolling it with a heavy thud to provide a soft, cushioned surface for the upcoming impacts and falls. 

Ethan was made to kneel in the exact center of the mat—his wrists cuffed tightly behind his back to prevent any bracing or self-protection, his knees spread wide apart to expose his hanging balls fully and vulnerably, now heavy, swollen, and sensitive between his thighs after the chastity removal and prior torments. 

Lauren announced the rules in a clear, authoritative voice that left no room for misunderstanding or negotiation. 

"We form two lines facing each other, creating a narrow kicking tunnel for you to crawl through slowly." 

"Every woman gets one shot per pass—hand slap that stings, knee strike that drives deep, or foot kick that snaps, her choice entirely based on mood." 

"Boots for the first full round to add weight and impact, barefoot for the second round to compare the skin-on-skin sensations and sharpness." 

"We keep score meticulously—who makes him fall over onto the mat or scream the loudest wins the round and gets bragging rights for the night." 

First round began with all women in boots, lined up four on each side. 

Tara in her high black ankle boots waited at the start—sharp toe aimed precisely, then delivered a fast, flat-footed kick that connected squarely with his balls, making him fold forward with a deep grunt of pain. 

Nina in heavy combat boots followed with an instep smash that drove deep into the sack, eliciting a sharp scream that rang out. 

Kelly in low heeled boots snapped quickly upward like a whip, rocking his body sideways with force. 

Jess in platform boots used a slow crushing step that ground down relentlessly, drawing a deep, prolonged groan. 

Maya in riding boots dropped heavily from above like a hammer, curling him sideways onto the mat. 

Lauren in pointed-toe boots went full-power with an instep strike that targeted perfectly, sending him flat to the mat face-down. 

Mia in stiletto boots delivered a precise, vicious kick that curled him into a tight ball, wheezing. 

Sophie last, in white wedding-themed heeled boots—slow wind-up for drama, then a brutal strike that lifted him off his knees entirely before he crashed down. 

Round two shifted to barefoot for more intimate, skin-on-skin contact—faster impacts, sharper sounds, more humiliating in their directness. 

Spits were added between kicks as extra degradation, globs landing on his balls to slicken them and make strikes slipperier; cigarette ash flicked onto his scrotum before some strikes to add a burning sting that lingered. 

They counted falls and scream volumes meticulously on a shared phone note. 

Lauren won the boot round for her flattening strike that left him breathless. 

Tara won the barefoot round for a particularly high-pitched scream she drew out with a perfect slap. 


Chapter 6 – Bride’s Final Cock Crush & Group Finale 
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Ethan was returned to the cockbox one last time, his body maneuvered carefully and gently back into position by multiple hands, wrists and ankles recuffed securely, genital panel adjusted to expose his now-uncaged cock—painfully hard and throbbing from hours of denial, torment, edging without release, and constant stimulation. 

Sophie stood directly over him, her stance wide and commanding like a conqueror. 

"This is it—the one last cock I get to crush before I get married and commit to Mark forever." 

She placed both of her feet deliberately on his bare cock—one foot pressing down lengthwise on the shaft to flatten it, the other foot positioned firmly on the sensitive head to pin it. 

Slowly, she transferred her full body weight onto him, the pressure building inch by inch until it was fully crushing and overwhelming. 

He screamed—a raw, broken wail that filled the loft and echoed off the walls. 

She rocked gently back and forth while the others talked casually around him, their voices light, conversational, and detached as if discussing everyday topics over his agony. 

"Mark’s going to love hearing every single detail about this when I tell him tomorrow over breakfast." 

"Think his balls will ever look normal again after all this swelling, bruising, and abuse?" 

"Should we take a commemorative photo for our private group chat to remember the destruction and laugh about it later?" 

One by one the others joined in without hesitation—placing their feet beside Sophie's on his cock, adding more layers of weight and pressure that compounded the crush. 

Six pairs of feet pressed down in chaos, then all seven—some pressing flat for broad compression, some rocking side to side for grinding motion, some twisting heels in for extra pinpoint torment that made him buck. 

Spits rained down in a relentless barrage, drenching his cock and balls in saliva that mixed with pre-cum and sweat, making everything slick and humiliating. 

Low-level shocks still ran through the conductive rings now clipped directly to his shaft and balls, amplifying every crush with electric spikes. 

Sophie looked down at him through the partial opening in the box, smiling softly with a mix of sadism, gratitude, and affection. 

"You did beautifully, Ethan—thank you for letting me destroy you tonight and making my last wild night unforgettable." 

They kept the pressure on for another long, agonizing minute—until his screams turned to hoarse, broken sobs and his body stopped fighting entirely, slumping in total, exhausted submission. 

Then they stepped off one by one, relieving the weight gradually to avoid shock, their feet lifting with care. 


Chapter 7 – Final Foot Massage & Aftercare 
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They released him completely from the cockbox, uncuffing every restraint with gentle, attentive hands, helping him stand on shaky, unsteady legs that wobbled from fatigue. 

They laid him down on the soft velvet couch in the center, draping a warm, fluffy blanket over his bruised and marked body for immediate comfort and warmth. 

Ice packs were applied immediately to his genitals with soft touches to reduce swelling, soothe the burns, and ease the deep aches. 

Salve was rubbed in tenderly on every bruise, burn mark, and red spot from heels, kicks, or crushes, the cream cooling and healing. 

Water bottles were passed to him insistently, encouraging slow sips to rehydrate his parched throat. 

Soft voices surrounded him from all sides, checking in emotionally with questions like "How are you feeling?" and physically with "Any spots need more ice?" 

Each woman in turn sat down beside him on the couch and placed her feet in his lap one last time for closure. 

He massaged them slowly, gently, gratefully—no shocks this time, no pain inflicted, just quiet service as a form of mutual winding down and connection. 

Sophie went last in the sequence, her feet receiving the final massage. 

She leaned down close to his face, kissed his forehead lightly in a rare, genuine tender gesture that contrasted the night's cruelty. 

"You’re free now—go home and rest well, you've earned it." 


Epilogue – Sunday Morning 
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The loft smelled like stale coffee from the pot brewed at dawn to combat hangovers and the lingering echoes of last night's laughter, screams, and commands that seemed to hang in the air. 

Sophie stared at the empty spot under the table where the cockbox had been packed away, smiling softly to herself with a mix of satisfaction and nostalgia. 

She didn’t post about it on social media or share details online. 

She didn’t screenshot anything for sharing beyond the group. 

She just kept it all—a glittering, ridiculous, tender secret locked in her heart forever. 

Somewhere across the city, Ethan stretched his sore body carefully, feeling the pleasant ache in his shoulders from cuffs, the bruises on his genitals from crushes, the faint burns healing slowly. 

And he thought to himself: Worth every single moment of pain, denial, and service. 

The End 


About the Author

FootRubSlave writes playful yet consensual stories about service that borders on devotion, relaxation amid torment, quiet devotion in submission, tired feet that demand worship, and the strange tenderness that can happen when people trust each other enough to be ridiculous, destructive, and vulnerable.

Loves coffee tables as furniture play, good playlists for mood setting, group laughter that bonds, and the kind of nights that end with everyone safe, hydrated, and fully aftercared.

Believes most of the best moments happen somewhere between “this is a terrible idea” and “we’re never speaking of this again,” but always with consent.

All characters are adults over 21. All play is consensual and negotiated. All feet are (eventually) happy and relaxed.
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