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Beneath the Kitty 

Extreme Devotion at Delhi's Elite Gatherings  

An Extreme Femdom Anthology

18+ Only – Graphic BDSM, Trampling, CBT, Heel Domination, Group Humiliation, Objectification 

By FootRubSlave

Dedication 

To every slave who has ever crawled beneath the tablecloth and found heaven in the dark—  

your surrender is the truest form of worship.

Author’s Note

These stories are pure fantasy. They exist only in the imagination and the heat of desire.  

All characters are fictional consenting adults engaging in extreme power exchange.  

This is graphic fetish erotica—do not read if you are under 18 or offended by depictions of trampling, cock-and-ball torture, heel domination, group use, permanent marking, and total objectification.
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In the opulent drawing rooms of Vasant Vihar bungalows, where marble floors gleam under massive crystal chandeliers and walls are adorned with priceless Rajasthani tapestries, the sprawling farmhouses of Gurgaon with their vast manicured lawns dotted with imported olive trees and infinity pools shimmering under the stars, and the glittering penthouses of Mumbai's Marine Drive overlooking the endless Arabian Sea with its salty breeze wafting through floor-to-ceiling glass windows, a ritual unfolds once a month under the guise of innocent camaraderie. Kitty parties, they call them—those gatherings of elite women, draped in flowing silk sarees embroidered with intricate gold zari threads that catch the light like molten sunlight, lehengas that whisper softly against polished marble floors with every graceful step, and sharp power suits tailored to perfection in Milan or Paris to command boardrooms with unyielding authority. They arrive in chauffeured Mercedes and BMWs, engines purring softly as they pull up to gated entrances guarded by uniformed security, their necks heavy with diamond chokers from Cartier that sparkle like captured stars, wrists stacked with Rolex watches encrusted with pavé diamonds and Tiffany bracelets that jingle faintly with each gesture, Louis Vuitton clutches tucked under arms like treasured secrets. The air is thick with the sophisticated scent of Chanel No. 5 mingling with exotic attar from Dubai's souks, and the sweet, tangy aroma of mango lassis served in delicate crystal tumblers garnished with saffron strands that float like golden whispers on the creamy surface. Laughter echoes through the rooms as tambola cards are shuffled with manicured nails painted in deep crimson or subtle nude shades, fortunes rotate in the kitty pot (₹10,000 per head, sometimes more for the high-stakes circles where bets climb into lakhs), and gossip flows like fine champagne bubbling from flutes: whispers about husbands' mistresses hidden away in Bandra's high-rises, corporate rivalries unfolding in Cyber City's glass towers, in-laws' meddling in sprawling South Delhi estates with their private helipads, or the latest Bollywood scandal involving a starlet's torrid affair splashed across glossy tabloids.

Above the table, it's a symphony of empowerment and indulgence, a harmonious blend of clinking glasses, rustling silks, and animated conversations that fill the air with electric energy. These women—tech CEOs closing multimillion-rupee deals with steely negotiations over video calls from private jets, homemakers managing family empires worth crores with the precision of a chess grandmaster, lawyers dismantling opponents in the high court with razor-sharp arguments that leave rivals speechless, fashion influencers with Instagram followers in the lakhs posing in couture that sets trends across continents—bond over shared victories and petty vendettas, their voices rising and falling like a well-orchestrated opera. They sip chilled mango lassis garnished with saffron strands that impart a subtle floral note, nibble on catered canapés like truffle-infused kebabs that melt on the tongue with savory richness or artisanal desserts flown in from Paris with layers of delicate pastry and velvety cream, and play housie with diamond-encrusted pens that glide smoothly over cards. The kitty draw brings cheers or mock groans, money changing hands in crisp notes fresh from ATMs or seamless digital transfers via UPI apps on the latest iPhones. It's sisterhood wrapped in luxury, a space where patriarchal constraints loosen just enough for them to assert control—in conversation, in finances, in the subtle games of one-upmanship over whose Manish Malhotra saree is more exquisite with its hand-embroidered motifs or whose Sabyasachi lehenga features rarer gemstones.

But beneath the heavy damask tablecloths—those thick, embroidered veils of silk and velvet that drape to the floor like cascading waterfalls of opulence, blocking light and muffling sound to create a hidden realm of shadows and secrets—lies another world entirely. A darker ritual, where the air grows warmer, heavier, saturated with the mingled scents of expensive perfumes, fresh sweat, polished leather, and the faint metallic tang of impending blood. A space where devotion is demanded with unflinching authority, pain becomes the ultimate currency exchanged in silent transactions, and surrender is the only unbreakable rule that governs every moment. Here, slaves crawl into position before the first guest arrives, their knees scraping against cold marble or soft Persian rugs, bound with soft silk scarves that bite into wrists and ankles, gagged with stockings still warm from the women's bodies, exposed and vulnerable, reduced to living furniture that trembles in anticipation. Their bodies become the canvas for red-soled Louboutins with heels that glint like sharpened blades, needle-sharp Jimmy Choos that pierce with surgical precision, crystal-buckled Manolo Blahniks adorned with facets that catch stray light like diamonds—heels that cost more than a month's rent in the slums they drive past without a second glance, their sharp tips capped in chrome or steel that reflect the dim underworld glow. Trampling begins casually: a heel resting on a shoulder, grinding into flesh because the woman above is happy from a stock win, the metal tip warming against skin as pressure builds to a burning ache. Then deliberate: twisting into balls during a lost tambola round, her anger venting through the steel tip slicing skin with a wet tear, blood welling up hot and sticky. Group use follows: multiple stilettos pressing down at once, heels piercing urethras with pinpoint agony that radiates like fire through veins, imprinting permanent scars that throb long after while laughter rings above like distant thunder. Unaware at first—accidental brushes mistaken for table bumps—then gleefully aware, the women turning it into sport: Who can make him whimper the loudest without spilling the lassi? their voices laced with playful malice as heels compete in a symphony of crushes and grinds.

This anthology plunges you into that hidden space, enveloping you in the suffocating darkness beneath the cloth where every breath is labored, every sound muffled yet amplified in intimacy. Seven tales of extreme devotion, each set during a different kitty party in Delhi's elite circles, unfolding with the slow build of tension like a storm gathering on the horizon. From initiation under a Vasant Vihar tablecloth, where the first heel press awakens a cascade of sensations from cold shock to burning ecstasy, to eternal viral spectacle on a Mumbai glass platform where dozens of stilettos dance in chaotic rhythm amid flashing lights and pulsing music, these stories explore the raw edges of submission: the thrill of being crushed under unyielding weight, marked with scars that tell tales of surrender, objectified by powerful women who command absolute obedience with a single glance or twist of the ankle. Feel the cold metal of a 14 cm heel sinking into soft flesh with a slow, inexorable pressure that builds to excruciating bliss, the burn of patent leather grinding raw with wet squeaks and slippery warmth, the ecstasy of pain fusing with erasure as identity dissolves into pure sensation. Hear the tambola calls mingling with muffled screams that catch in the throat, smell the intoxicating mix of mango pulp sweet and tart, hot blood coppery and metallic, and Chanel perfume floral and heady. Witness slaves broken and remade—bodies pulped into throbbing masses of welts and bruises, minds surrendered to the overwhelming tide of agony and desire, cocks throbbing from the very agony that destroys them, pulsing with involuntary need amid the destruction.

But remember: this is fantasy. Pure, unfiltered desire, born from the depths of imagination where boundaries blur and taboos ignite passion. All characters are consenting adults in a world of erotic extremes, where power exchange is mutual in its intensity. If you're under 18, or if graphic depictions of trampling that crushes with rhythmic force, cock-and-ball torture that twists and pierces with precision, heel domination that commands every nerve ending, group humiliation that layers cruelty with laughter, permanent scarring that leaves lasting imprints of ownership, and total dehumanization that reduces a person to an object of pleasure offend you—stop here.  

For those who crave the dark beneath the glamour, the hidden pulse of pain and power, welcome under the tablecloth.  

The kitty is about to begin, its secrets unfolding like petals in the night.
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