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Chapter 1: The Desperate Gamble
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In the shadow of an ancient forest bordering a quaint village, lived a poor soul named Jim. Struggling with debts and unrequited love, he pinned his hopes on a dangerous gamble. The village was home to the infamous Hunter's Club, a gathering of elite huntresses who reveled in the thrill of the chase. Among them was Monica, a towering beauty with cascading raven hair, piercing emerald eyes, and a body honed by years of riding and archery. She was unmatched in bow hunting, horse-riding, and wielding her signature riding crop with sadistic precision. Monica had never missed a target—be it beast or, as rumor had it, man.

The forest had been depleted of game, thanks largely to Monica's relentless hunts. To spice up the season, the club organized a twisted game: a human hunt. For $100,000, a volunteer would run naked through the woods, starting 30 minutes ahead of four bow-wielding huntresses on horseback. Survive two hours, and the prize was yours. Chances were slim, but Jim, blinded by his one-sided obsession with Monica, signed up. He fantasized she might spare him, perhaps even reciprocate his affections. Little did he know, Monica had learned of his pathetic crush and saw this as the perfect opportunity to end it—permanently.

Jim signed the legal waivers, absolving the club of any responsibility for injuries or death. "Whatever happens," the document read, "is at your own risk." He nodded eagerly, his mind filled with delusions of mercy.




Chapter 2: The Start of the Hunt
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The day arrived, crisp and foggy, the forest whispering secrets through its leaves. Jim stood at the starting line, stripped naked, his scrawny frame exposed to the chill air. His penis, small and shriveled from nerves, dangled pitifully, drawing raucous laughter from the four huntresses: Monica, the leader; tall and athletic Serena with her blonde braids and cruel smirk; curvaceous Lila, whose laughter was as melodic as it was menacing; and petite but fierce Nadia, her dark eyes gleaming with anticipation. All were dressed in form-fitting leather riding outfits that accentuated their powerful legs and curves, bows slung over shoulders, quivers full of razor-sharp arrows.

"Look at that tiny thing!" Serena jeered, pointing at Jim's groin. "Is that even a cock or just a sad little worm?"

"Pathetic," Lila giggled, covering her mouth theatrically. "Monica, you sure you want to waste arrows on that? Might as well step on it."

Monica, astride her black stallion, leaned down with a predatory smile. She unsheathed her gleaming sword, waving it inches from Jim's face. "Run, little lover boy," she purred, her voice dripping with venomous sweetness. "Or I'll carve my initials right into that useless sack of yours before we even start."

Jim's face burned with shame, but it was too late to back out. The countdown began: "Three... two... one... GO!" He bolted into the forest, bare feet pounding the earth, his mind racing with false hope. "Monica won't hurt me too badly," he thought. "She must feel something."

The women erupted in laughter as he vanished into the trees. "Did you see him scamper?" Nadia chuckled. "Like a scared rabbit."

"Oh, I'll make sure to aim for those hanging jewels," Monica said to her friends, her eyes sparkling with malice. "A little love tap from my arrow."

The group giggled, mounting their horses and waiting out the 30-minute head start. Monica felt a surge of excitement. "Today, I make love to my 'admirer'... with my sword and arrows. No one else gets him."




Chapter 3: The Chase Begins
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Deep in the thicket, Jim found a cluster of bushes and hid, panting. The forest was dense, alive with shadows. After the half-hour, the huntresses charged in, horses thundering. Monica rode fastest, her senses sharp, eager to claim her prize.

She heard a rustle and spotted him—his pale form crouched, balls dangling vulnerably. With a wicked grin, she nocked an arrow, drew back her bow, and released. The shaft whistled through the air, embedding deep into his scrotum with a sickening thud.

Jim screamed, collapsing as agony exploded through him. Blood welled up, hot and sticky. Monica dismounted gracefully, sauntering over like a cat toying with a mouse.

"Got you, darling," she cooed, gripping the arrow's fletching. "Time for a little pull."

She yanked it out mercilessly, twisting as she did. Blood sprayed in a crimson arc, soaking the ground. Jim writhed, tears streaming. "Please... mercy!"

"Run for your life, Jim," she commanded, her voice silky smooth. "I won't kill you... yet."

He staggered up, hobbling away, clutching his wounded groin. But Monica wasn't done. She aimed again, this time at his cock. The arrow pierced straight through, pinning it like a skewer. Jim howled, turning back in betrayal.

"You said you wouldn't kill me!" he gasped.

"I'm not killing you, silly," Monica replied with a pouty smile. "Just sending my love—a kiss to your poor little cock."

Another arrow flew, lodging in his thigh. He crumpled, unable to run. "You sure you won't kill me?" he begged.

"Sorry, I lied," she said, lips curling into a wide, sadistic grin. Jim's eyes widened in shock.

Monica sat on a fallen log, admiring her work for a moment, her horse grazing nearby. Then, she retrieved a rope from her saddlebag, roughly binding his hands behind his back. She fashioned a noose around his neck, securing it to her horse's saddle.

"Time for a walk, pet," she said, mounting up and trotting off slowly.

Jim was dragged along, stumbling on wounded legs, the rope choking him intermittently. His ruined genitals swung painfully, blood trailing behind. He clung to hope: "Maybe I'll survive..."




Chapter 4: The Arrival of the Pack and the Extended Torture
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Monica led Jim to a secluded clearing, the other huntresses arriving soon after, drawn by the blood trail. Their horses formed a circle around the prey, the women dismounting with eager grins.

"Well done, Monica!" Serena applauded. "You bagged the little worm first."

"Share the fun?" Lila asked, cracking her riding crop against her boot.

"Of course," Monica replied. "He's all ours now. Let's make this slow... exquisite. And since he's such a pathetic admirer, why not make him worship us properly? Starting from the ground up."

They forced Jim to his knees in the center, the noose still tight. Monica crouched before him, gloved hand gripping his chin. "You thought I'd save you? How adorable. Now, feel my love properly."

She drew her sword, tracing the cold blade along his chest, nicking the skin just enough to draw thin lines of blood. "See this? It's going to carve you up, piece by piece. But first, let's play with those feet you probably dream about."

Monica kicked off her leather boots slowly, revealing her bare feet—long, elegant arches with perfectly pedicured toes painted a deep crimson, slightly damp from the ride. The scent of leather and sweat filled the air, intoxicating and humiliating. She flexed her toes, wiggling them inches from Jim's face.

"Kiss them, slave," Monica commanded, her voice a sultry whisper. "Show me how much you 'love' me."

Jim, trembling, leaned forward, lips brushing her sole. The taste was salty, earthy, mixed with the faint musk of her dominance. But as he kissed, Monica pressed her foot down hard, grinding his face into the dirt beneath it. "Deeper, worm. Lick every inch."

Serena laughed, removing her own boots to join in. Her feet were larger, calloused from hunts, with a stronger scent. She planted one on Jim's back, pressing him flat while her other foot hovered over his wounded groin. "Time to crush those pathetic balls under my heel," she taunted, slowly lowering her foot onto his scrotum.

The pressure built gradually—first a tease, her sole warm and soft against his skin, then heavier, twisting side to side. Jim screamed into Monica's foot, the agony radiating like fire. Serena ground down methodically, her toes splaying out to pinch and pull at the mangled flesh. "Feel that, tiny dick? I'm going to pop them like overripe berries. Beg me to stop... or beg for more."

Lila, not to be outdone, slipped off her boots, her feet petite and smooth, with a floral lotion scent that contrasted the brutality. She stepped onto Jim's thighs, trampling them rhythmically, her weight shifting from heel to toe. "Dance for us, pet," she giggled, her soles leaving red imprints on his skin. Each step sent jolts through his arrow-pierced leg, blood oozing anew.

"Oh, look how he squirms!" Lila purred. "My feet are your throne—or your tomb. Worship them while I crush you."

Nadia, the fiercest, kept her boots on at first, using the hard sole to stomp on his hands, pinning them. Then, she too bared her feet—small but powerful, with high arches that she used to hook under his chin, yanking his head up. "Open wide," she hissed, forcing her toes into his mouth, gagging him. The taste was bitter, dirt from the forest floor clinging to her skin.

As he choked, Nadia wiggled her toes deeper, her other foot sliding down to join Serena's on his groin. Together, they alternated ballbusting kicks—swift, precise strikes with their heels that landed like hammers, each impact sending waves of nausea through him. "Kick! Crush! Again!" Nadia chanted, her voice laced with sadistic glee. The dual assault was relentless, their feet rubbing soothingly post-kick only to strike harder, mixing torment with cruel tease.

Monica orchestrated the foot domination, her own feet now exploring his body. She traced her toes along his chest, dipping into the shallow cuts from her sword, smearing blood. "Feel my soles claim you," she whispered, stepping fully onto his abdomen, trampling him slowly. Her weight compressed his organs, her arches flexing against his ribs. She balanced there, toes curling into his skin, while directing the others.

"Serena, grind those balls until he screams my name. Lila, trample his legs—make him unable to ever run from me again. Nadia, choke him with your feet; let him taste true submission."

The scene dragged on for what felt like eternity. They rotated positions: Monica forcing him to suck her toes while Serena trampled his back, her heels digging into his spine. Lila used her feet to slap his face repeatedly, the slaps echoing like whips. Nadia focused on his groin, her toes pinching his pierced cock, twisting slowly to reopen wounds.

"You love this, don't you?" Monica mocked, her foot pressing his head down. "Your little fantasy come true—worshipping our feet while we destroy you. Beg for mercy, Jim. Beg to be our foot slave forever."

Jim's pleas were muffled gurgles, his body a canvas of bruises, cuts, and footprints. They poured water from canteens over their feet, making him lick it off, the cool liquid mixing with blood and sweat. Salt was rubbed into wounds via their soles, burning like acid.

Finally, after hours of extended foot torment—trampling, kicking, smothering, and forced worship—Monica yanked the remaining arrow from his cock slowly, inch by inch, her toes massaging the area teasingly as blood gushed. "Feel that burn? That's my passion for you," she whispered, leaning close, her breath hot on his ear.

The women took final turns: Serena stomping his groin one last time, popping something inside with a wet crunch. Lila whispering sadistic nothings while her feet twisted into fresh gashes. Nadia forcing her entire foot into his mouth, nearly dislocating his jaw.




Chapter 5: The Final Claim

Monica approached with her sword raised, her bare feet planted firmly on either side of his hips, toes curling into the dirt as she loomed over him. "Time to end your misery... or is it?" She knelt slowly, her warm breath fanning over his mangled groin, the scent of her skin mingling with the metallic tang of blood. Her fingers, still gloved in soft leather, gently—almost tenderly—lifted his pierced and battered penis, examining it like a curious artifact.

"Look at this sad little thing," Monica cooed, her voice a husky murmur laced with mockery. "All those dreams of love, and now it's mine to take. Slowly, so you feel every slice, every tear."

She positioned the razor-sharp blade at the base of his shaft, the cold metal kissing his skin. Jim's body tensed, a whimper escaping his gagged mouth as Nadia's foot still lingered nearby, toes flexing in anticipation. Monica pressed down ever so slightly, drawing a thin bead of blood, savoring the way his flesh yielded. "First, the skin," she whispered, sliding the blade in a shallow circle around the base, peeling back the outer layer like unwrapping a delicate gift. Blood welled up in rivulets, warm and sticky, dripping onto her toes below.

Jim convulsed, screams muffled as Serena's foot returned to grind his balls, adding layers of agony. "Shhh, darling," Monica soothed, her free hand stroking his thigh in false comfort. "This is my love letter to you—etched in your flesh."

She deepened the cut, the blade sinking into muscle and tissue with a wet, slicing sound. Inch by agonizing inch, she sawed through, twisting the sword slightly to prolong the torment. The resistance of veins and nerves gave way under her expert hand, each severance sending electric shocks of pain through Jim's body. Blood sprayed in rhythmic pulses, coating her gloves and splattering her bare feet, which she rubbed sensually against his legs, smearing the crimson liquid like war paint.

"Feel that separation? That's your manhood leaving you," Monica purred, her eyes locked on his, wide with sadistic delight. "One... slow..."

(The story appears to cut off mid-sentence in the source file at "One... slow...". If this is intentional as a cliffhanger or if you have the continuation, paste the ending here to complete it. Otherwise, you can end it here with an ellipsis or add a closing line like: "...and with one final, deliberate stroke, Monica claimed him completely, his severed prize held aloft like a trophy as the huntresses laughed into the fading light.")

The End


About the Author FootRubSlave explores the darkest edges of femdom fantasy. Follow @FootRubSlave on X for updates, more stories, and the full library at https://footrubslave.com
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