
        
            
                
            
        

    
Ramp Rating: A Month Under Their Heels

An Extreme Femdom Fantasy (18+ Only)

Consent and Disclaimer

This is a work of erotic fantasy written exclusively for adults 18 years and older. 

All characters depicted in this story are consenting adults who have explicitly negotiated, discussed, and agreed to participate in this consensual power-exchange fantasy before the events begin. Safe-words are established (red to stop immediately, yellow to slow down or adjust) and are always respected within the narrative. Everything described is fictional role-play between informed, enthusiastic, sober adults who have given ongoing, revocable consent. 

This book does not condone, glorify, or depict real non-consensual acts, abuse, coercion, or harm of any kind. In real life, all BDSM, power exchange, and kink activities must be safe, sane, consensual, negotiated in advance, conducted with clear communication, safe-words, limits, aftercare, and mutual respect.


Content Warning

This book contains extreme adult themes and very graphic sexual content, including (but not limited to): 

-          Long-term chastity, denial, and orgasm control 

-          Urethral play / sounding with electro-stimulation 

-          Foot & shoe worship, licking, cleaning 

-          Spitting (into mouth and onto surfaces — frequent and detailed) 

-          Intense verbal & physical humiliation & degradation 

-          Remote-controlled torment & punishment 

-          Cockbox / restrained exposure fantasy 

-          Power imbalance, objectification, & total service slavery 

This is hardcore, taboo erotica written for readers who actively seek and enjoy this specific type of content. If any of these topics are triggering, disturbing, or unwanted, please stop reading immediately.
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Introduction

New York Fashion Week marks the beginning of a punishing, month-long bus tour across the entire United States. The schedule is relentless: small fashion shows in boutique venues, scenic hikes through national parks and desert trails, and endless hours spent driving on highways between cities. The models command the runways in towering high heels and six-figure designer gowns. But beneath all the glamour and flashbulbs, the true currency is raw, absolute control — the kind of control that makes crowded rooms fall instantly silent and reduces grown men to trembling, leaking, pleading objects without ever speaking a word. 

For these six elite models, that control reaches its most intoxicating peak when they look down through one-way glass at the very start of every ramp. There they see my helpless face: eyes wide with panic, cheeks burning bright crimson, mouth gaping open in broken moans and gasps as my locked cock strains, pulses, and leaks helplessly under the deliberate pressure of their heels. They crave this visible, undeniable proof. They want to witness my entire body shatter — not from force, but simply from their presence, their intoxicating scents, their quiet commands, and the knowledge that I begged for this fantasy and signed a detailed consent agreement weeks earlier. 

This private ritual is what powers them through the entire nationwide circuit. The route stretches from New York City to Philadelphia, Baltimore, Washington DC, Pittsburgh, Cleveland, Detroit, Chicago, Milwaukee, Minneapolis, Omaha, Denver, Salt Lake City, Las Vegas, Phoenix, Albuquerque, Oklahoma City, Kansas City, St. Louis, Indianapolis, Cincinnati, Columbus, and finally loops back through Pittsburgh and Philadelphia to end in New York City once more. 

Along the way they hike rugged trails in national parks and scorching desert paths — leaving their feet filthy with dust, mud, sand, sweat, and grit. They enjoy gourmet meals at upscale restaurants in every major stop. Meanwhile, I exist on sparse rations: small scraps from their plates, spit-soaked bites, energy gels doled out sparingly. I lick every trace of grime from their shoes and soles. I swallow their spit whenever the urge strikes them — thick globs landing in my mouth with casual indifference. I endure urethral shocks that feel like my cock is being crushed and melted from the inside out. They do not hate me. They do not love me. They simply use me as a living barometer of their desirability — a warm, trembling, leaking, obedient body that blushes, moans, and obeys until it is utterly broken. 

The engine roars to life. The remotes are already warm in their elegant hands. The tour begins right now.


Chapter 1: The Bus Stop Contract

The late September sun had already dipped below the jagged Manhattan skyline. It left 26th Street outside the Starrett-Lehigh Building wrapped in a deepening purple twilight. Streetlights flickered on one by one with soft metallic clicks. Their sodium glow turned every wet puddle on the sidewalk into shimmering yellow-orange mirrors. The air felt thick and humid. It carried the greasy smell of hot asphalt mixed with the sweet-salty smoke drifting from a roasted-chestnut cart two blocks away. Sharp taxi horns cut through the noise. Low engine growls rumbled from the traffic jams. 

I stood right at the curb with my hoodie zipped only halfway. My hands were buried deep in the pockets, and the fabric inside was already damp from nervous sweat. The bitter aftertaste of the espresso I drank at noon still clung stubbornly to my tongue like a quiet warning. I thought to myself that this might be my very last moment of freedom — but the truth was burning hotter than the fear: I didn’t want freedom anymore. I had spent weeks negotiating this exact fantasy with them. We had gone over limits, safe-words (red to stop everything instantly, yellow to pause and adjust), hydration rules, health checks, emergency procedures, aftercare plans. I had signed a multi-page consent contract in my own handwriting. They had signed one too. I had begged for this. I had literally asked to be taken this deep. And yet now that the moment had arrived, my heart was slamming against my ribs so hard I could feel it in my teeth. 

I scanned the crowd of fashion stragglers who were pouring out of the Starrett-Lehigh Building. Assistants hurried past with garment bags that rustled like dry autumn leaves. Interns clutched clipboards and half-empty coffee cups. Models strode quickly in oversized hoodies and thigh-high boots, their heels still clicking with runway sharpness even on ordinary sidewalk concrete. 

Then the black Sprinter van slid smoothly to the curb with a soft pneumatic sigh. The van had no markings and no visible license plates. Its tinted windows swallowed every reflection like black holes. The side door opened with a quiet electric whir. A chilled blast of air rushed out and hit my face. The air carried a heavy wave of layered perfumes: the dark rose-patchouli-clove from Frédéric Malle, the smoky vanilla-moss from Byredo, the pineapple-birch tar from Creed, all blended together with the warm smell of leather and the lingering sweat of a long day on runways. 

My pulse jumped sharply. I thought to myself that I could still say red right now and walk away — but the truth burned hotter than the fear: I didn’t want to walk away. I wanted this more than I had ever wanted anything. I had signed up for this. 

Six women stepped down from the van one after another. Their arrival cut through the crowd like sharp knives slicing through silk. 

Alessia Moretti stepped out first. She was 26 years old. Her olive skin glowed golden under the streetlights. Her dark hair fell in loose, tousled waves that brushed her shoulders with a soft rustling sound. She dangled a pair of nude Louboutin So Kates in one hand. The red soles flashed briefly as she moved. Her bare toes flexed against the rough concrete. A wave of coconut body oil mixed with warm, salty musk drifted from her feet after a full day in heels. 

Look at him already staring, Alessia murmured to Lila. Her fox-sharp eyes flicked toward me with a small, knowing smile. I thought to myself that she could see straight through me — every shameful craving, every trembling need — and the realization made my skin flush with embarrassment and a dark, pulsing arousal that twisted my stomach into knots of shame and longing. 

Lila Chen stepped down next. She was 25 years old. Her porcelain skin looked almost luminous in the low light. Her slicked-back ponytail swung gently and released a clean argan-oil scent. She held a pair of gold Jimmy Choo Romy platforms in her hand. Her high-arched feet were painted pale gold and caught the light like tiny coins. 

He’s trembling—cute, Lila replied softly. Her voice carried amusement as she narrowed her fox-like eyes at me. I thought to myself that being called cute right now felt like a slap of humiliation — like I was nothing more than a pathetic little plaything they could toy with and toss away — and yet that exact condescension sent a shameful rush of heat straight to my groin, making my locked cock twitch uselessly against the anticipation of what was coming. 

Sofia Ramirez came out after her. She was 28 years old. Her sun-kissed curves stood out even under the oversized hoodie she wore. Her wavy hair bounced with each step and carried a strong coconut scent. She swung a pair of black Manolo Blahnik BB needles from her fingers. The thin chrome heels glinted like knives. Her fuller feet were painted deep berry and already radiated warmth. 

Think he’ll last the whole tour? Sofia asked the group. Her half-smile was teasing as she shifted her weight. The salty musk from her feet hit me directly. I thought to myself that I had to last, because if I didn’t, what would that make me — a failure in their eyes, discarded like yesterday's fashion, the fear of rejection burning in my chest like acid? 

Mia Eriksson stepped down next. She was 23 years old. Her ice-blonde hair caught the streetlights like spun gold. She gripped a pair of red Valentino Rockstud spikes. Her long feet were clear-glossed and elegant. 

If not, we find another, Mia said coolly. Her blue eyes remained unreadable as she flexed her high arches. I thought to myself that being replaceable stung deeply — like I was just an object to be used and tossed aside without a second thought — but it also fueled the urge to submit completely and prove my worth, my mind screaming to be chosen despite the pain. 

Jasmine Lee followed. She was 27 years old. Her face had perfect symmetry with high cheekbones and almond-shaped eyes. Her straight black hair swished and released a faint cherry-blossom shampoo scent. She held metallic Jimmy Choo heels that tinkled softly. Her toned feet looked flawless and smooth. 

But this one’s eyes scream desperation—perfect, Jasmine noted. Her voice was smooth as she glanced toward Zara. I thought to myself that she was completely right and that realization made me cringe inside, my desperation feeling like a visible stain I couldn't hide, the shame flooding me with a hot wave that made my skin crawl. 

Zara Novak finished the line. She was 29 years old. Her auburn hair was tied in a messy bun with loose strands framing her face. Her green eyes smoldered under heavy lashes. She gripped black Louboutin Pigalle heels that creaked softly in her hand. Her strong feet released a faint vanilla conditioner scent when she flexed them. 

Let’s lock him and see, Zara replied. Her tone sounded final as she flexed her flexible arches. I thought to myself that the word locked sent shivers down my spine, evoking images of endless confinement and control that terrified me to my core, but I craved it more than I feared it, the idea of being theirs completely igniting a fire in my belly that burned with forbidden intensity. 

Victoria Langford leaned out from the open door. She was 51 years old. Her voice sounded rough and gravelly from years of cigarettes and late-night negotiations. Her breath carried faint mint and cognac. 

You. Service boy. One full month—New York City to Las Vegas and all the way back. Shows in every city along the way, hikes, rest stops. Yes or no? My mouth went completely dry. The taste of metal flooded my cheeks from adrenaline. I thought to myself that I should say no right now, that this was madness and would destroy me utterly, leaving me a shell of a man, but the sheer power in their collective gaze pulled the word yes out of me like a magnet, my mind whispering that surrender would be ecstasy despite the agony it promised. 

Elena Moreau stepped forward. Her nude Gianvito Rossi blades clicked sharply on the concrete. The sound vibrated up through my sneakers. Her smoky vanilla perfume wrapped around me like warm fog. She opened her Hermès Kelly bag with a soft snap of the clasp. Aged crocodile leather creaked and released the scent of old hide and gold hardware. She pressed a small black velvet pouch into my shaking hand. The pouch felt cool and plush. 

Last boy cracked fast, Elena said flatly. This time we go deeper. She pulled out the matte-black silicone chastity cage. The device felt powdery and cool. Four tacky electrode pads were attached. Thin wires led to a textured remote. Then she revealed the silicon urethral rod — 3-4 centimeters long and designed to conduct electricity perfectly. My stomach twisted hard. I thought to myself that the rod was really going inside me and that it would ruin me completely, the thought sending a wave of terror mixed with dark anticipation through my veins, my mind screaming that this tiny silicon invader would become my constant tormentor. Victoria continued speaking. You wear this 24/7. We control the shocks. The surface pads give buzzes. The urethral rod delivers deep crushes. If you misbehave or lose focus, we give you full current. Lila pressed the demo remote. A low hum filled the air even without the rod inserted yet. My thighs clenched hard. Feel that promise? Lila teased. Her fox eyes gleamed with quiet cruelty. I thought to myself that it was a promise of pain, but for some reason the thought excited me more than it scared me, like a forbidden high I couldn't resist, my body betraying me with a twitch of arousal. 

Sonia Patel added in a calm, matter-of-fact voice: There is no food budget. You get scraps from our plates, whatever we spit on or toss you. Claire Beaumont spoke next. Her French accent made every word feel like velvet dragged slowly across skin. The bus has no mercy. You kneel and open your mouth whenever we say. Isabelle Roth finished the explanation quietly. You give massages after every hike. You lick their feet and shoes clean first. You do bedtime licking every night. The urethral insert stays inside permanently. It crushes you if you slow down. You go into the cockbox at the start of every ramp. Their six pairs of eyes bored into me. Their expressions were amused and expectant. I thought to myself that this would destroy both my body and my mind, but the humiliation felt intoxicating, like a drug I was already addicted to, the thought of the silicon rod fixed in place sending waves of dread and desire crashing through me. Yes, I whispered. They nodded once in unison. Good boy, Alessia purred. Her praise sent a twisted thrill straight through me. The door whirred open wider. I stepped inside the van. The cool air-conditioning slapped my face. Leather seats creaked softly as I sat down. The perfumes swallowed me completely. The door clicked shut with finality. The engine rumbled to life. Vibrations traveled up through my feet and legs. City lights blurred past the dark windows in streaks of yellow, red, and white. Alessia smiled slowly and predatorily. Lila lifted the remote so the plastic caught the amber light. Strip now, Victoria commanded quietly. I obeyed immediately. I thought to myself that this was the absolute end of my old life and the beginning of pure, endless service. The tour had officially begun.


Chapter 2: First Night – Locked & Exposed

The door's heavy click sealed out Manhattan's chaos completely. The amber LEDs cast golden shadows on the quilted leather seats. The cool air thickened with rose-patchouli, smoky vanilla, pineapple-birch, warmed hide, and talc-dusted heel musk. The short black carpet crunched under my bare feet. The carpet was damp and warm from earlier. I thought to myself that this space was already their domain and my prison on wheels, the scents wrapping around me like invisible chains that made escape impossible. Alessia held the cage cool against my abdomen. The cage had a snug ring and a tapered tube slit for air but no escape. Arms up, she said. Her minty breath was warm. Her command made me comply instantly. I thought to myself that obedience felt natural now, like my body was already tuned to their voices, the humiliation of it sending a hot flush through me. Mia peeled my hoodie off. The fabric rasped against my skin. Goosebumps rose on my arms. I thought to myself that I was exposed already and vulnerable to their whims, the cool air on my skin feeling like a preview of the total stripping to come. Lila tugged my jeans down. The denim scraped my thighs. I thought to myself that there was no turning back and that my body was now theirs, the realization making my heart pound with a mix of terror and eager submission. Sofia slid my underwear free. The exposure prickled my skin. My cock twitched half-hard. I thought to myself that my arousal was betraying me before it even started, the shame of it burning in my chest like a brand. 

Jasmine peeled the pads. The ripping sound was sharp. She pressed the left shaft pad cool-to-warm. She mirrored it on the right. The base pad gripped sensitive skin. The tip pad stung faintly. I thought to myself that these pads would burn like fire on my skin, but the rod terrified me more, its silicon length promising an internal hell I couldn't even imagine. Zara aligned the base ring over my balls. The hold felt firm and heavy. The shaft tube glided snug. The head was compressed. Mia clicked the pin. The snap made it inescapable. The silicone warmed fast. It tugged with every shift. The swelling contested the bounds. I thought to myself that I was locked and owned, the device feeling like a permanent part of me now, the pressure inside building like a storm I couldn't escape. Then Zara opened the second pouch. The silicon rod gleamed. This goes deep, she whispered. Her eyes smoldered. I thought to myself that there was no way that would fit, panic knotted my gut so tight I felt nauseous, my mind screaming that this 3-4 cm silicon conductor would become my constant tormentor, fixed in the tip to never slip out. Sofia held my chin firmly. Eyes on me, Lila commanded. Her fox gaze held mine. I thought to myself that her control was hypnotic, her eyes pulling me into a trance where resistance melted away. Zara spread the cage tip. The rod pushed in slow. The stretch burned. The cold forced it open. It went inch by agonizing inch to the prostate lodge. The pressure built obscene. A metallic taste rose in my throat. I thought to myself that the violation was so deep and that it was invading my core, the silicon sliding like a snake into my most private space, the fixed tip ensuring it stayed buried forever. Tears pricked my eyes. Feel that invasion? Alessia teased. Her words humiliated me. I thought to myself that yes, it was claiming me completely, the burn and fullness making me feel owned in a way that terrified and aroused me simultaneously. 

Mia wired it to the remote. Deep ready, Mia said coolly. Her unreadable eyes made me shiver. I thought to myself that she was like ice, her coolness amplifying the heat of my shame. Lila pressed urethral low. My cock imploded like an inner twist. My vision flickered white. A scream ripped out of me. Precum bubbled around the rod. It dripped steadily. I thought to myself that the crush was so intimate and that it was destroying me from within, the silicon conducting the electricity like a lightning rod straight to my prostate, the pain so deep it felt like my insides were being squeezed to pulp. My eyes locked on Lila's in panic. She misread the look. Cumming already? Maximum, she said. She held it for 15 seconds. The crush intensified tenfold. The shaft felt pulverized like in a hydraulic press. My body went rigid. My breath stopped. My vision went black. Leaks spurted out. I thought to myself that I couldn't breathe and that I couldn't think, the agony exploding inside me like a bomb, the silicon rod amplifying every volt into a crushing wave that left me gasping for air and sanity. The release left me trembling. I was drooling. I was leaking. Batteries half gone, Jasmine noted. She swapped in fresh ones. I thought to myself that it was already drained from just me, the power they wielded over me exhausting even the batteries. Test again, Sofia said. Another crush hit deeper with the new power. The scream gargled out. I thought to myself that fresh batteries hit harder like lightning in my veins, the silicon rod transferring every bit of electricity with ruthless efficiency. 

They settled on the benches. Their legs extended toward me. Knees, Alessia directed. Her order dropped me fast. I thought to myself that prostrating before them felt right, the humiliation of kneeling like a dog sending a rush of heat through my body. Lila held the remote. Rub now—or deeper crush, she warned. I thought to myself that there was no choice, my hands shaking as I reached for the oil, the fear of the silicon rod's next shock making my stomach clench. 

Jasmine-rose oil pooled in my palm. It bloomed heady. I splashed it on Alessia's arch. My thumbs traversed the yield. Her toes undulated. Deeper, Alessia commanded. Her sigh was content as I pressed harder. 

Lila fused urethral with tip medium. The surface sting met the inner crush. My pelvis seized. My vision went white. I bucked forward. My thumbs bruised her arch. My eyes met Alessia's. She pressed maximum. 20 seconds of hell followed. My cock shattered. Precum shot out. The scream gargled. I thought to myself that the inside was crumbling, the silicon rod conducting the current like a sadistic wire, the leaks betraying my brokenness in sticky, shameful spurts. 

Good pressure, Alessia sighed. Her praise was a twisted comfort. 

During the long massage session, they casually spat whenever the urge struck. 

Lila was the first. She leaned forward while I rubbed Alessia’s arch. 

Open your mouth, she said casually, gathering a thick wad of saliva. 

She let it fall slowly — a long, glistening string that stretched, then broke, landing on my tongue with a wet slap. The spit was warm, slightly sweet from the gum she had been chewing, mixed with the faint metallic tang of the bus air. 

I thought to myself that the casualness of it was worse than anything — like I was just a convenient spittoon, not even worth looking at while she did it. 

I swallowed reflexively. The glob slid down my throat, thick and sticky. 

Better, Lila said, wiping her lip with the back of her hand, then returning to scrolling her phone as if nothing had happened. 

Sofia did it next — mid-massage. 

She gathered spit while I worked her heel. 

Head back, she ordered. 

I tilted my face up. She spat a fat, foamy glob directly into my open mouth. It landed with a heavy plop on my tongue — warm, slightly bubbly from whatever she had been drinking, tasting faintly of citrus and champagne. 

I thought to myself that the weight of it, the way it coated my tongue and throat like glue, made me feel like nothing more than a receptacle, and the shame of that realization made my locked cock throb painfully against the fixed silicon rod. 

Swallow, she said without even looking. 

I did. The thick mass slid down, leaving a lingering burn. 

Zara leaned over while I rubbed Jasmine’s feet. 

She didn’t even speak — just gathered spit and let it drip onto my forehead first, watching it run down my face in a slow trail before spitting the rest into my mouth. 

The spit was thicker, warmer, tasting faintly of mint from her gum. It coated my tongue like glue. 

I thought to myself that being spat on like this — casually, without ceremony — was one of the most dehumanizing things they did, and yet the degradation sent a twisted jolt of arousal straight to my groin, making the rod inside me feel even more invasive. 

Mia spat a quick, sharp glob that splashed onto my tongue with a wet smack, tasting of her lip gloss and coffee. Jasmine let a long string dangle before dropping it, the slow fall making the anticipation torture. Alessia spat twice, the second one landing on the corner of my mouth and dripping down my chin, forcing me to lick it up. 

Each time, I thought to myself that the vivid sensation — the warmth, the viscosity, the taste — was a constant reminder of my role as their waste disposal, the humiliation so intense it left me lightheaded with shame and a perverse, throbbing need. 

The first night, they tossed me a few spit-soaked scraps from their takeout — bits of bread and fruit chewed and spat out for me to lap up like a dog. My throat burned from the mint and citrus aftertastes. Faster, she commanded during one spit. She pressed urethral low. The inner squeeze made me choke mid-swallow. I thought to myself that the crush while swallowing was multitasking hell, the silicon rod conducting the shock with perfect efficiency, making my cock feel like it was being squeezed to nothing. 

Before settling in, all six lifted their feet. I licked them clean of salty sweat and street grit. Tongue deeper between toes, Jasmine ordered. Her symmetry was intimidating as I lapped. I thought to myself that the grime tasted like defeat, the humiliation of it making my locked cock twitch against the fixed rod. 

Toothbrush time came. They leaned over. Foamy mint spits were thick, bubbly, and chemical. Swallow all, Mia commanded. I gulped. I thought to myself that this was my sustenance and that the mint burned, the casual way they spat into my mouth or onto the floor when they needed to clear their throats during the day in the bus making me feel like a human waste bin, the degradation so intense it left me reeling with shame and a perverse thrill. 

Batteries were changed at dawn. The test crush left an ache. I thought to myself that a new day meant the same hell. The tour rolled on to Philly.


Chapter 3: Days 1–7 – East Coast to Midwest

The bus hissed its brakes in a quiet Brooklyn street near a loading dock. The engine idled low and quaked through my knees. The amber lights were dim. They cast shadows on the leather seats and the carpet that felt always warm and damp with jasmine-coconut musk. Nocturnal exposure had left my throat raw from variant spits. My jaw ached dull. I thought to myself that the night had blurred into an endless cycle of service, the silicon rod's fixed position in the tip a constant internal pressure that made every movement a reminder of my captivity. The straps yielded with a saddle soap scent. My neck was stiff. The cage tugged. The urethral rod lodged with an aching presence. The pads were red. Out, rub, Alessia said in a husky voice. Her command pulled me up. I crawled across the matted carpet. Jasmine released from it. I thought to myself that every move reminded me of submission, the rod shifting slightly inside with each crawl, sending tiny jolts of discomfort that foreshadowed the hell to come. They arranged in a semicircle. Their legs extended tacitly. I thought to myself that their unity intimidated me, their silent coordination making me feel like prey surrounded by predators. Alessia's feet were dewy with coconut talc saline. Oil splashed on her arch. My thumbs navigated the callus drag. Her toes diverged. I thought to myself that her skin was soft but demanding, the texture under my fingers a contrast to the silicon intruder fixed inside. Eyes up, Lila said. She pressed urethral + tip held. The hum ramped to a crush tidal inferno. My core compressed. Flush perspiration came. Pants lamented. My thumbs faltered but excavated. I thought to myself that the inside was exploding and that I couldn't focus, the silicon rod conducting the current from the balls' positive node to its negative end, the two head electrodes completing the circuit in a wave of pulverizing pain that made my vision swim. Perfect depth, Alessia sighed. Her satisfaction fueled my effort. It lasted 25 seconds. The neural echo was tremulous. Resumption was shaky. I thought to myself that aftershocks lingered like threats, the rod's fixed position ensuring every twitch amplified the ache. 

Sofia's fervent undersides acclimated to the fluid. The posterior had roughness. The anterior was malleable. Her toes were adhesive. I thought to myself that her fullness pressed back dominant, her skin warm and yielding but her commands unyielding. All medium locked, Mia said. Her cool tone was chilling. The basal was a heartbeat. The laterals were a thermal swarm. The apical was detonations. The urethral pulverized with ocular black. My limbs convulsed. Moisture rivulets ran. My utterances reverberated with sonic excess. I thought to myself that the storm raged inside and that my body was betraying me, the silicon rod at the center, transferring electricity without loss, the nodes ensuring no escape from the circuit's grip. His body's breaking nice, Sofia commented. Her half-smile was mocking. Jasmine's unblemished glided. Her toes had petal drifts. I thought to myself that her perfection contrasted my mess, her smooth skin a reminder of my rough, broken state. Zara's adaptable vanilla came. Her phalanges were balmy. I thought to myself that her strength demanded more, her vanilla scent mocking the bitterness in my mouth from their spits. Actuators circulated: basal perpetual cardiac, apical-dexter abrupt, quartet ninety dermal quiver, urethral always inner crush eyes locking maximum extensions 30 seconds, vision black leaks spurting. I thought to myself that eye contact was my doom, the remote's wireless control making every glance a trigger for hell. Cumming edge—longer, Jasmine said each time. Her words twisted like a knife. 

The session lasted 75 minutes. Unguent pendants dripped. Patellae were humid. Lamentations were gravelly. I thought to myself that the endurance test felt endless, my body screaming for mercy that never came. Bindings were aromatic. The barrier was obscurity. I thought to myself that the darkness amplified my thoughts, the rod's presence a constant throb in the silence. Midmorning at 11:14 a lighter spit was ingested. There was no buzz. I thought to myself that rhythm saved me from crush, the glob a brief respite from the rod's threat. Quintet pre-twilight residual profiles had cadence honed. I thought to myself that tastes blended their essences, each woman's chemistry a unique flavor of degradation. Nocturnal sealed savoring happened. I thought to myself that sleep was fragmented by anticipation, dreams filled with the rod's crush. 

Day 2 was in Philly for a boutique show in a warehouse. The cockbox had padded foam that was aged. My visage was mirrored. The urethral rod had a visible bulge. I thought to myself that the glass exposed my shame, the fixed silicon making every breath a reminder of vulnerability. Alessia heeled the center. Eyes on me, she said. Lila pressed urethral medium. The inner imploded with a scream resonant in the glass. Leak soaked. I thought to myself that the crush magnified the heel pain, the silicon conducting the current flawlessly, the nodes creating a loop of agony. Eyes locked. It was maximum for 35 seconds. Vision was black. It shattered with spurts. I thought to myself that the blackout erased the world, the rod's negative node pulling the pain deeper. Good reaction, Alessia said. She rocked with dramatic bulge and louder throatier moans. Her praise was bitter sweet. Lila weighted with surge patch. Deeper, Lila commanded. Rotation articular scrape convulsion undulation was maximum for 40 seconds melt. I thought to myself that the scrape ground my soul, the head electrodes sparking in sync with the rod. Sofia needle head had acute dimple. Scream, she said. Lateral oscillation crest formation convulsion gravelly was maximum for 45 seconds pulverize. I thought to myself that the needle pierced deeper than the rod, the circuit completing with every twist. Scream louder, Sofia commanded. Her demand pulled more from me. Strides were empowered. Back on the bus west. I thought to myself that the ramp broke me anew, the fixed rod ensuring no relief. 

Day 3 was in Baltimore for a waterfront walk. Feet were salty from humid. Post-walk shoes were licked. Leather soles had grime that was humid. My tongue was raw. I thought to myself that humidity made filth stickier, the taste lingering like humiliation. Deeper grooves, Mia ordered. Her cool eyes watched. Feet next between toes gritty. I thought to myself that grit scraped like sandpaper, the degradation making my mind reel. Massage remotes low urethral during Sofia's. Crush kept pace. I thought to myself that low hum was constant tease, the silicon transferring every volt. Feel that inner squeeze? Sofia asked. Her question mocked. Swallowed four saltier spits. I thought to myself that volume overwhelmed, the warmth a reminder of dependence. Evening rest stop I-95 they chugged water. Seven spits in 90 minutes. Faster swallow, Zara said. Remote was ready. Eyes slipped. Maximum 25 seconds crush melt core. Scream gargle glob. I thought to myself that gaze was betrayal, the rod's crush so intense it felt like melting metal inside. Assumed cum, Zara laughed. Her amusement humiliated. 

Day 4 was in DC for Georgetown show. Cockbox evening. Mia stamped four quick. Studs jolt urethral amplify bone-deep. Outline frenzy absorption. Moans choked sobs. I thought to myself that stamps hammered soul, the circuit looping pain endlessly. Eyes up, Zara twisted. Maximum 30 seconds pulverize. I thought to myself that twist turned crush to shred, the nodes firing in perfect sync. Rooftop dinner. I lapped spit-soaked scraps. I thought to myself that their laughs echoed my isolation, the rod a silent tormentor. 

Day 5 was in Pittsburgh for Frick Park hike muddy. Shoes caked lick clean gravel bleed tongue. Suck heels, Jasmine ordered. Her perfection demanded. Feet muddy sweat earth mix. I thought to myself that earth tasted wild, the grime a bitter symbol of my position. Afternoon massage quartet 90 seconds urethral crush. Vision spot black wail. Vibrates my arch, Mia said. Her comment objectified. Rest stop I-70 three spits parked saltier beer. I thought to myself that beer tinged burn, the rod amplifying every discomfort. 

Day 6 was in Cleveland for warehouse district show. Cockbox Jasmine anterior undulation constriction dramatic. Sofia needle ridge lament gravelly. Hold eyes, maximum extension 40 seconds inner lightning. I thought to myself that lightning struck core, the silicon rod the conductor of my destruction. 

Day 7 was in Detroit for riverfront walk shoot. Feet hot swollen lick clean concrete grit. Massage base hum random urethral jolts thighs tremble. Deeper, Alessia ordered. Her command pushed. Champagne dinner heavy night spits. I thought to myself that bubbles fizzed in throat, the rod a fixed anchor in the storm. Seven days embedded. Thoughts only next crush lick swallow. I thought to myself that self was erased, the silicon rod a permanent part of my ruined body.


Chapter 4: Days 8–21 – Midwest to Mountain West to Vegas

By day eight, the bus felt alive with their dominance. The engine throbbed like a heartbeat. Every scent and sound was a reminder of my place. The air was thick with fused perfumes and oil. The carpet was sticky under my knees like a map of my degradation. The urethral rod had become a constant intruder. Its presence was a dull ache that flared into hell with every shock. I thought to myself that it was remaking me from the inside and turning pain into my normal, the silicon material conducting every volt with merciless precision, the fixed tip ensuring it stayed buried like a permanent curse. The frame was my default home. Straps bit as I dreamed of crushes and globs. I thought to myself that sleep was just a pause in service, the rod's negative node waiting for the next circuit to close. 

On day twelve, the straps loosened with a cervical pop. The cage shifted. Pads were tacky. I thought to myself that morning light meant fresh torment, the rod's fixed position a throbbing promise of pain. The women arranged wordless. Their silence was heavy with expectation. Sofia's feet extended. Heat radiated coconut-vanilla salty leather. Oil shimmered on her arch. My thumbs yielded resistance. Heel friction was pronounced. I thought to myself that her warmth pulled me in despite the fear, her skin a contrast to the cold silicon fixed within. Zara pressed all medium locked. Base subwoofer slammed core. Shafts bee swarms heat. Tip machine-gun sparks exploded. Urethral profound pulverize. Thighs rigid jumping. Flush exploding sweat rivers. Pants sobbing moans filling lounge. I thought to myself that this crush was deeper each time like they were carving me hollow, the silicon rod transferring the current from balls to head in a loop of fire. His screams are louder today, Zara commented. Her smoldering eyes met mine. She assumed edge and held longer. Maximum extension making vision black. Leaks spurted. I thought to myself that blackout was mercy, the nodes ensuring no mercy from the circuit. 

The rotation continued. Jasmine's porcelain smooth. Oil glided effortlessly. Toes spread wide releasing cherry-blossom shampoo that drifted down. I thought to myself that her symmetry mocked my chaos, her flawless skin a reminder of my fractured state. Mia's cool at first. Fair skin warming fast. High arches like taut bows. Oil shimmered in the amber light. I thought to myself that her coolness chilled but excited, her presence like ice on my heated skin. Lila's slender, high-arched. Argan oil rose mixing with rose notes. I thought to myself that her fox sharpness cut, her gaze slicing through my defenses. Alessia's fever-hot coconut musk. I thought to myself that her olive glow burned, her heat a contrast to the cold rod fixed within. Remotes passed like a shared toy. Constant base hum for 20+ minutes tense back ragged breathing. All medium 90 seconds prickle shake. Random triple waves jerk smear. Held doubles extra effort dig tremble. Urethral always eyes lock maximum 45 seconds. I thought to myself that contact was my doom, the remote's wireless control making every glance a trigger for the silicon's crush. That look—cumming? Extend, Mia said each time. Her parted lips watched as I shattered. 

They murmured casual over me. That new Denver hike will filthy their feet—more licking for him, Alessia said. His tongue's getting rough from all the grime, Lila replied, laughing. Good, makes massages better, Sofia added. Their breath drifted down mint champagne wax. Feet tested pressure damp. I thought to myself that their words reduced me to tool, the casual discussion of my degradation making the humiliation burn hotter. Session 90 minutes to two hours. Oil thickened on palms dripping long strings from wrists. Knees sank deeper into damp carpet. Breathing stayed ragged moans hoarse throat raw from constant sound. Sweat soaked hair ran into eyes stung. I thought to myself that endurance was survival, my body a vessel for their pleasure and my pain. When it ended, they stood without word. Soft creak of leather rustle clothing faint clink champagne flutes set down. I thought to myself that their casualness hurt more, like I was invisible until needed. 

Victoria spoke once calm final. Fixture, Victoria said. They guided me to rear narrow matte black walls cool smooth warm LED strip overhead. The custom frame waited black padded vinyl cool against back then warming fast straps tightened leather creaking saddle-soap scent rising. The barrier was obscurity. I thought to myself that sealed again like object, the rod a silent sentinel inside. First daytime spit 11:47 a.m. soft footsteps warmth descended salty warm glob clearer today lighter from morning water I swallowed fast throat working muscles trained no buzz. They spat seven more before evening each swallow left lingering warmth in throat faint aftertaste salt their individual chemistry slow short buzz faster rhythm no clogging no hesitation. I thought to myself that tastes defined my days, each glob a unique blend of their lives. 

Night fell bus rolled on I stayed bound jaw aching cage pressing tasting them all night long. The rhythm deepening massage when wanted swallow when needed buzz if faltered lick after hikes bedtime clean. Day ten Chicago cockbox Mia pyramidal impacts frenzy Jasmine anterior undulation constriction dramatic Zara rotation crest lament gravelly. I thought to myself that lights exposed leaks, the rod's fixed tip making every jolt feel like internal lightning. Day thirteen Great Lakes paths traversed post-massages oscillations continuous Zara's palms quivering sweetness undulation. I thought to myself that rocky grit lingered on tongue, the taste a gritty reminder of my role. Restaurant meals outside palates diverse fixture nutrition scraps spit-soaked no mercy rest lavatories eschewed feminine solitary mine. Tour westward stops Denver hikes massages actuators escalating ferocity expositions cockboxed validations ingestions augmented effervescent hydration. Dominance profound mute empathetic psyche fusing their domain. I thought to myself that self was dissolving, the rod a fixed anchor in my erasure. Twenty-one days embedded submission thoughts only next crush lick swallow.


Chapter 5: Days 22–28 – The Breaking Point

By day twenty-two, boundaries had evaporated. The confinement was pulsatile with the urethral rod's enduring coronas igniting spectral at actuator glimpses. I thought to myself that the rod owned my core now, its silicon length fixed in the tip so it couldn't slip out, conducting electricity like a merciless wire straight to my most vulnerable spot, the thought making me shudder with intense dread and a perverse sense of belonging that scared me to my bones. The carpet was aromatic chronicle tepid compacted. The ambiance was sentient nebula Frédéric integrated hide Byredo coiling unguent pharyngeal veneer emollients dense mesmerizing. Essence feminine elevations effervescent mastic cosmetic synthetic own. I thought to myself that smells defined existence, their perfumes and musks a constant reminder of my place below them, the layers building like a cocoon of humiliation that I couldn't escape, each inhale a breath of my own degradation. Structure normative state. Dreams tepid infused mirth crush lubricious deluge. I thought to myself that visions haunted even sleep, flashes of heels pressing and remotes clicking invading my subconscious with vivid, nightmarish intensity that left me waking in sweats. 

Day twenty-four matutinal 7:38 hazy reapplication. Bindings fracture. Traction irritation. Anticipation hallowed. Sofia's emanating tropical-essence. Elixir impact concession rebound. Posterior drag viscosity. Phalanges expansion veneer. All high locked, Zara said dual actuators. Basal sledge cramping. Laterals inferno. Apical amalgamated scorching dorsal visions pallid. Urethral profound ground pulp. Frame petrified quadriceps shudder. Ventral spasm radiant. Moisture cascade irritant. Exhalations frantic lament smoke. Palms quiver smear indecent blend lamentations exhalations propulsion. Actuators sequential sixty-nonaginta. Mia protracted parted. Cessation soreness. Good persist, Sofia whispered. Palms tremulous pendants unstable. 

Viginti-octo pre-conclusion massaged sextet cyclic unoccupied. Unguent immersion. Actuators liberated Zara comprehensive elevated overload. Quadriceps petrified dorsal contortion. Moisture irritant. Lamentations soreness frame brink. Murmurs acoustics quivers documented responsive. Span dual-semi hourly. Cessation thunderous phantoms hypersensitive atmospheric. Morrow validation, Victoria. Bindings conduit barrier void. Vespertine recurrent ponderous brinier. Zara halts apical sting. Contraction intensified. 

Day 22-23 Albuquerque Sandia tram desert heat. Shoes baked sand scorpion lick gritty hell tongue numb. Deeper soles, Alessia ordered. Feet sun-baked salty crusted. Massage 180-second urethral high cycles profound bladder spasm. Eyes, maximum 60 seconds black leak slight. Lick grime, Zara commanded. 

Day 24 Oklahoma Bricktown river walk. Massage Zara both all high overload 150 seconds crush ground nothing eyes Sofia slam 50 seconds. 

Day 25 Kansas BBQ dinner fashion. Cockbox collective sway tape limit dark throb leak. Scream more, Mia said. 

Day 26 St. Louis Arch walk show. Feet concrete dirty lick city grime. Massage random triple urethral jump smear. Deeper, Jasmine ordered. 

Day 27 Indianapolis Speedway shoot runway. Cockbox Mia stamp Jasmine rock Zara twist moans animal. Hold eyes, maximum 55 seconds inner lightning. 

Day 28 Cincinnati Columbus double riverfront walk event. Final massage three hours remotes off 30 seconds max. Shaking bench creak sweat pool throat cracked cries. Breaking perfect, Lila said. Seven fractured compliant thoughts only next crush lick swallow.


Chapter 6: Day 29 – The Final Ramp Test (New York)

Back in Tribeca warehouse cold with paint ozone solvent perfume cloud strengthening rose smoky coconut jasmine champagne musk. I thought to myself that familiar smells mocked the end. Cockbox runway start seamless glass no cage electrodes removed afternoon freedom shocking taped downward flat medical soft pulling head glistening half-hard. Positioned 8:14 p.m. lights dim foam warm musty shoulders pinned legs spread locked holds head shallow recess face framed. I thought to myself that the box was a coffin that exposed everything. Alessia Moretti stepped up first 26 olive skin glowing under white spotlights dark hair loose tousled still carrying faint coconut body oil from this morning’s massage she wore signature nude Louboutin So Kates patent leather glossy chrome tips cold sharp she paused directly over glass looked down locked eyes with me. I thought to myself that her gaze pierced my soul. 

No words she placed point one heel exactly over center taped cock the chrome tip pressed slowly through glass cool metal translating firm inexorable pressure the tape stretched shaft underneath thickened instantly straining visibly against restraint the head swelled darkening bead precum forming tip soaking tape my face flushed hot burning wave neck scalp low helpless moan escaped rough involuntary vibrating throat. I thought to myself that the pressure built unbearable. She rocked once slow deliberate the chrome tip rolled forward back dragging across tape faint squeaking friction my cock pulsed hard outline bulged dramatically tape pulling tighter another moan louder throatier echoed under glass. I thought to myself that the rock ground my will. She smiled small triumphant then lifted heel strode down runway shoulders back chin high confidence blazing. I thought to myself that her triumph was my defeat. 

Lila Chen followed 25 porcelain skin luminous fox eyes gleaming quiet cruelty gold Jimmy Choo Romy platforms metallic uppers catching spotlights blinding flashes she stood over glass looked down already-flushed face then rocked full weight forward the platform amplified pressure heavy compressing my cock flattened slightly thigh then surged back straining desperately against tape the head throbbed visibly more precum leaked darkening tape wet patch my breathing hitched short ragged gasps deep broken moan tore free raw needing. I thought to myself that the weight crushed my spirit. She twisted ankle once slow sensual the metallic sole scraped lightly across tape shaft jumped pulse after pulse visible under glass she watched every twitch every flush every sound made then lifted foot walked hips swaying untouchable. I thought to myself that the twist exposed my rawness. 

Sofia Ramirez stepped up 28 sun-kissed glow full lips curved black Manolo BB needles chrome glinting knives she placed thin point directly over head cock leaned slowly sharp focused pressure tape dimpled inward cockhead swelled against darkening glistening sharp whimper escaped high desperate she rocked side side needle heel dragging creating visible ridge along shaft whole body jerked inside box moans hoarse throat raw. I thought to myself that the ridge marked like a brand. Mia Eriksson 23 ice-blonde hair catching light snow red Valentino Rockstud spikes pyramid studs warm grip she stamped lightly once twice each impact traveled glass sharp jolts made cock jump against tape outline pulsed wildly precum soaked through dark patches moans short animal gasps face twisted eyes squeezed shut. I thought to myself that the stamps hammered my soul. 

Jasmine Lee Zara Novak came together 27 29 Jasmine metallic Jimmy Choos gold shimmering Zara black Louboutin Pigalle patent creaking they stood side side heels resting lightly glass Jasmine rocked forward slow deliberate cock strained hard tape pulling tight shaft bulging visibly Zara followed twisting heel once combined sensation made head throb openly long broken moan filled box. I thought to myself that the duo doubled the hell. All six gathered six pairs heels resting glass different weights different points different temperatures warm patent cool chrome metallic shimmer suede softness faint squeaks leather shifting they looked down flushed wrecked face eyes glassy cheeks burning mouth open helpless sound no remotes tonight no buzzing just natural presence scent heels unprotected cock reacting raw visible honesty tape stretched limit shaft dark throbbing head swollen leaking every pulse clearly visible under glass moans hoarse throat raw body trembling inside restraints. I thought to myself that the collective gaze stripped my last dignity. 

They nodded satisfied serene then walked heels clicking perfect rhythm down runway shoulders back heads high unbreakable. I thought to myself that they were unbreakable while I had shattered. You stayed box warehouse emptied air still smelled perfume warm leather cock still throbbed against tape aching exposed marked heels face still flushed breathing still ragged. I thought to myself that the month was over and that my body and mind were ruined. 

But February would come and they would expect you same corner ready Milan ready next contract ready prove all again the bus waited outside black silent already humming. I thought to myself that the cycle never ended.


About the Author

FootRubSlave is a pen name for an anonymous writer passionate about exploring the darkest corners of consensual kink and power dynamics. Based in New York City, they draw inspiration from the city's high-fashion world and underground BDSM scenes. This is their first published erotica novel. Always remember: fantasy is fun, but reality requires consent, safety, and respect. 

Follow on X: @FootRubSlave


Author’s Note

Thank you for reading Ramp Rating: A Month Under Their Heels. 

This book is the rawest expression of a fantasy I've carried for years — the line between total surrender and unbreakable consent. Every scene, every shock, every glob is imagined within the boundaries of negotiated role-play. If it ignited something in you, I'm grateful. If it was too much, thank you for knowing your limits. 

Reviews help indie authors like me reach more readers. If you enjoyed this, please leave one on the platform where you purchased it. 

Safe, sane, and consensual always. 

— FootRubSlave  @X
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