
        
            
                
            
        

    
Beneath the Kitty

Extreme Devotion at Delhi's Elite Gatherings 

An Extreme Femdom Anthology
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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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Introduction

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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Chapter 1: The First Kitty – Initiation Under the Tablecloth

The message arrived on a humid Delhi afternoon, the air thick with the scent of impending monsoon rain and street vendors hawking chai from steaming carts below my window: Foot reflexology for my kitty party. Vasant Vihar. 7 p.m. sharp. ₹500 per hour. Bring your kit.

I had no reason to suspect it was anything more than a routine home call, one of those indulgent services for the elite who treat their bodies like temples and their staff like invisible shadows. I arrived at the address—a three-storey bungalow with manicured lawns trimmed to perfection, vibrant bougainvillea climbing white stucco walls, a black Range Rover parked outside with tinted windows reflecting the golden sunset, and the faint sound of laughter drifting through open French windows like a distant melody. My kit was slung over one shoulder: a weathered leather case containing a shallow basin for soaking, scented oils in small glass vials that filled the air with lavender and eucalyptus when opened, a rough pumice stone for smoothing calluses, precise nail clippers with sharp edges, soft towels folded neatly, and a small bottle of antiseptic for emergencies, its cap sealed tight to prevent spills.

The door was opened by Priya Mehra, 42, real estate heiress, known in Vasant Vihar circles as the woman who turned a small family plot into a ₹200-crore commercial complex through shrewd negotiations and unyielding ambition. She wore a cream silk saree with heavy gold zari border that caught the chandelier light like liquid sunlight, the pallu draped over one shoulder to reveal a deep back blouse embroidered with Swarovski crystals that sparkled with every breath. Around her neck hung a five-strand diamond choker, each stone larger than a grain of rice and cut to perfection for maximum brilliance. Her feet were already bare except for black patent Louboutin So Kate pumps, 12 cm needle-thin heels capped in mirror-shine chrome steel that reflected the hallway like tiny black mirrors, the patent leather so glossy it looked freshly polished, releasing a faint scent of high-end shoe wax and new hide. She smelled of oud and victory—her latest deal had closed that morning for crores, leaving her radiantly, dangerously happy, her dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she appraised me like a new acquisition.

She was happy. Radiantly, dangerously happy, the kind of happiness that demands indulgence and takes no prisoners.

Set up under the table, she said, her voice light but commanding, laced with the confidence of someone used to being obeyed without question. She pointed to the long mahogany dining table in the center of the drawing room, already surrounded by ten women in designer outfits chatting animatedly, their voices a blend of Hindi and English peppered with laughter. The tablecloth was heavy damask, cream with gold threading, long enough to brush the floor and block all light from below, its fabric thick and luxurious, embroidered with intricate patterns that felt soft yet heavy to the touch.

I crawled beneath without protest, the cool marble floor pressing against my knees through thin trousers, the darkness swallowing me instantly like a velvet void. The air was warmer, thicker—perfume from above mingling with faint sweat, the sharp tang of polished leather, and the subtle metallic hint of expensive heels dangling like weapons waiting to fall. Above, the muffled clink of glasses filled with chilled lassis, laughter bubbling like champagne, the shuffle of tambola cards on the table surface.

Priya sat first. Her black patent Louboutins descended immediately—one resting on my left shoulder, the other sliding forward until the cool, glossy upper pressed my cheek. The patent leather was mirror-smooth and so glossy it looked wet, reflecting faint glimmers of light that seeped under the cloth; it started cold against my skin, then rapidly warmed with her body heat, releasing a faint scent of new leather and shoe polish. The heel tip—razor-sharp chrome, polished to a mirror shine—dimpled the skin just below my eye with a shocking chill that turned to burning pressure as she transferred weight slowly, deliberately, because she was happy and felt entitled to extra indulgence. The steel tip bit in, a white-hot pinpoint of agony that made my vision blur in the darkness, sending sharp waves of fire radiating through my face. She rocked her ankle gently at first, then more insistently, grinding the patent upper across my face with a low, wet squeak of leather on skin, leaving a slick trail of shoe polish and her foot’s warmth that lingered like a brand. Good boy, she murmured above the tablecloth, her voice barely audible to the others but piercing clear to me, vibrating through the wood. Stay still. This is just the beginning.

Next came Riya Kapoor, 38, corporate lawyer, known for dismantling opponents in Delhi High Court with arguments as sharp as her stilettos. She wore a tailored red power suit that hugged her athletic figure like a second skin, the jacket open to reveal a black silk camisole that whispered against her movements, and matching red crocodile-embossed Jimmy Choo Romy 100 pumps—10 cm stiletto heels with metallic red lacquer that smelled faintly of new leather and rage, the embossed texture rough yet glossy under the faint light. She had lost a major case that morning due to a junior colleague’s mistake, and her anger was palpable, her breaths short and sharp as she sat opposite Priya.

She immediately slammed her heel into my open palm, the pointed tip—sharp and metallic, cold at first touch—slicing a shallow crescent with a tiny zip sound as skin parted, the embossed crocodile pattern scraping like rough scales against bone. She twisted viciously, grinding with full weight, the metallic red lacquer warming instantly against my hand, turning slippery with the first warm trickle of blood that carried a coppery tang into the confined air. Harder, she hissed to the tablecloth, her voice tight with frustration that bordered on fury, the pressure flattening my hand until knuckles cracked audibly and skin tore further, sending jolts of electric pain up my arm. Her anger needed an outlet, and I was the closest thing to the incompetent fool who cost her the win, my palm becoming a proxy for her rage as the heel's texture left imprinted welts that throbbed in rhythm with my heartbeat.

Meera Singh, 35, fashion designer whose label dressed half of Bollywood's elite with couture that blended traditional motifs with modern edge, wore a black lehenga choli with silver embroidery that shimmered like liquid mercury under the chandelier's glow, her movements graceful yet commanding. Her feet were in nude patent Manolo Blahnik Hangisi 105 pumps—11 cm crystal-buckle heels, the patent so glossy it looked wet and reflective, capturing distorted images of the shadows beneath, smelling faintly of high-end varnish and the subtle floral notes of her perfume. She had just lost the first tambola round to Priya and was in a cruel, vengeful mood, her lips curling in a smirk that I could almost feel through the cloth.

She slid her heel forward and circled the tip on my inner thigh, the seamless patent cool at initial contact then warming rapidly as she increased pressure, carving slow, burning spirals that felt like acid etching flesh with a sizzling sting. The crystal buckle caught my skin, scraping like shattered glass dragging across raw nerves, producing faint scratching sounds that echoed in the darkness as she twisted until a thin line of blood welled up hot and sticky, the patent sucking at the wound with each lift. She hated losing—even to friends—and wanted the pain to outlast the game, her vengeance deliberate and lingering, the buckle leaving glittering welts that throbbed long after.

Neha Sharma, 40, homemaker who managed her husband’s real-estate portfolio with a keen eye for profit and a soft touch for family, wore a green silk saree with gold zari borders that rustled softly with every movement, and gold-embellished Gucci Marmont pumps—13 cm chunky metallic-gold heels with square tips that felt like warm brass against skin, the metallic surface throwing faint golden reflections. She had won a small side bet and was in a generous, playful mood, her laughter light and teasing above.

She forced her big toe into my mouth while the heel rested on my chin, the gold upper warm and smooth against my lips, tasting of salt, faint perfume, and the metallic tang of embellishments. She rocked gently, because her victory made her feel indulgent, the square tip digging into my jawline with a dull, compressing pressure that built to a deep ache, leaving metallic shimmer on bruised skin that lingered like a kiss.

Sonia Malhotra, 39, investment banker whose decisions moved markets, wore a white trouser suit that accentuated her long legs with crisp lines, and black patent Prada Triangle pumps—12 cm dagger-like heels with a razor-thin metal edge that glinted coldly, the patent glossy and smelling of fresh polish. She was cruel for fun—she always was—and sat last.

She pressed the point directly into the base of my cock, the razor edge cold and unyielding, sliding along the vein until skin parted in a thin red line with a clean snick sound. Look at that, she murmured above, already bleeding for us. She twisted slowly, the metal edge slicing deeper because she loved the sight of surrender through pain, the patent warming and slipping in the warm blood that trickled.

The other women joined sporadically. A guest from a neighboring kitty group, Zara Khan, 41, a Mumbai-based banker in a white saree with pearl work that shimmered softly, wore gold Jimmy Choo Romy 100 heels—10 cm gold metallic leather that shimmered like molten treasure, warm to the touch. She was happy from a recent promotion and rocked her heel on my right ball, prolonging the crush because her joy demanded playful cruelty, the metallic surface fusing hot against skin with dull thumps.

Another guest, Tia Mehra (no relation to Priya), 37, a lawyer in a red cocktail dress that clung to her curves, wore nude Valentino Rockstud heels—12 cm spike-studded red leather smelling of fresh varnish. She was angry from her own recent betrayal and separated my balls painfully with the studded edge, venting her rage through precise, punishing pressure, the pyramids digging like burning pinpricks.

By the end of the night my body was a living map of their moods, each mark a detailed testament to their emotions: 

-          Priya’s happy chrome dimples on my cheek, burning like embedded embers 

-          Riya’s angry red crescent on my palm, throbbing with sharp stings 

-          Meera’s cruel spirals on my thigh, aching like acid burns 

-          Neha’s gentle gold marks on my jaw, warm and compressing 

-          Sonia’s razor line along my cock, slicing with lingering fire 

-          Zara’s playful gold bruises on my balls, deep and vibrating 

-          Tia’s studded separation of flesh, pinprick flames radiating 

The hostess slipped ₹2000 under the cloth—more than agreed, the crisp notes rustling like a promise. Next month, Priya said, her voice light with satisfaction that echoed in the darkness, bring more devotion. And a cock ring. We want more surface area.

I crawled out into the Delhi night, the cool air a shock against my throbbing body, mind reeling from the sensory overload, already owned by the memory of those heels — their cold touches turning hot, their sounds and smells imprinting on my soul. The kitty had claimed its first permanent mark, a scar that would throb as a reminder of surrender.
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Chapter 2: Tambola Trample

I returned the following month with the cock ring, Anjali's parting words from the last party echoing in my head for weeks like a haunting whisper: Bring a cock ring. We want more surface area for the marks. The anticipation had built like a storm, my skin tingling in memory of the previous night's cruelties, the scars still tender and pink.

I chose a heavy stainless-steel model—2 cm wide band, locking clasp, tight enough to trap blood and swell the shaft into a rigid, purple cylinder that pulsed with every heartbeat. It arrived in discreet packaging from an online fetish shop, the metal cold and unforgiving as I fitted it before leaving my flat, the screw tightening with a faint metallic click that sent shivers through me. By the time I reached the Mehrauli farmhouse, my cock was already engorged, veins bulging against the steel like ropes straining under pressure, the head hypersensitive and straining, every step a reminder of my preparation, the ring biting into the base like a permanent collar that promised heightened agony.

The farmhouse drawing room was lit by dozens of flickering candles in ornate holders and a massive crystal chandelier that threw rainbows across the teak walls, the air heavy with the scent of jasmine incense burning in brass urns and the sweet undertone of catered sweets. The long teak table seated sixteen women this time—Anjali had invited two extra guests from her Gurgaon circle for variety, their chatter filling the room with a buzz of excitement. The burgundy velvet tablecloth fell to the floor like a heavy curtain, its fabric soft yet thick, muffling sounds from above.

I crawled beneath before the first guest arrived, the marble floor cool and unyielding against my knees. They had prepared the space: wrists and ankles lashed to chair legs with black silk scarves that bit softly but firmly into skin, body stretched taut like a canvas ready for painting, mouth gagged with a fresh black stocking (Anjali's signature rose attar scent, floral and intoxicating). My cock and balls were pulled forward through the torn trousers, the steel cock ring gleaming in the faint light that seeped under the cloth, the engorged shaft standing rigid, head swollen dark purple, veins throbbing against the metal band. More surface area, just as ordered, the constriction already making every pulse feel like a building explosion.

Anjali Khanna, 45, logistics tycoon whose empire spanned continents, sat first. Tonight she wore a deep emerald-green silk saree with heavy gold zari borders that shimmered like liquid sunlight on water, the pallu pinned with a diamond brooch the size of a rupee coin that caught every stray flame. Her feet were in silver Christian Dior J'Adior slingbacks—12 cm metallic-silver leather heels with a needle-sharp chrome tip that caught every stray candle flame like a scalpel, the leather butter-soft and still smelling faintly of the Khan Market boutique where she bought them last week, releasing a subtle metallic tang mixed with her perfume.

She was angry again. Another client had delayed payment on a ₹30-crore shipment, citing logistics issues that were actually his own fault, her frustration simmering like a pot about to boil over. She needed to hurt something helpless, her breaths quick and sharp above.

She noticed the cock ring immediately. Well done, she murmured to the tablecloth, her voice low and satisfied, laced with a edge of malice. She rested both heels on my engorged shaft—the chrome tips pressing into the swollen head with shocking cold that turned scalding as heat transferred, while the silver uppers framed the steel band like a vice. The cold metal of the ring contrasted with her warm leather as she transferred weight, grinding slowly with a low, wet squeak of metallic leather on skin. The chrome tips dimpled the hypersensitive skin, forcing blood to pool even more against the constriction, a burning stretch that made my vision blur. Look how much bigger it is now, she said above, twisting her ankles so the heels carved twin half-moons into the shaft with tiny pops of parting flesh, blood beading instantly. Perfect surface area.

The pain was immediate and blinding—my cock trapped and amplified, every grind magnified by the ring's bite, waves of fire radiating through my groin as the metallic scent of blood mixed with her boutique leather.

Kavita Mehra, 37, gynecologist with three upscale clinics, sat to Anjali's right. She wore a black cocktail dress with a plunging neckline that clung to her curves like liquid obsidian, the fabric whispering with every movement, and red patent Valentino Rockstud heels—11 cm stilettos with gold pyramid studs along the strap and a glossy crimson upper that smelled of fresh varnish and triumph, the studs glittering like tiny golden thorns. She was happy tonight; her clinic expansion had been approved, doubling her revenue, her mood buoyant and playful, yet with an undercurrent of cruelty in her smile.

Lucky seven! the caller sang. Kavita giggled above, then drove her heel along my frenulum in a long, deliberate slide. The red patent warmed instantly against my engorged skin, the gold studs scraping parallel lines of fire with tiny popping sounds as skin yielded, each pyramid point digging like burning needles. The glossy crimson sole flattened the head beneath it, the patent slipping wetly through precum that oozed around the steel band, mixing with the first traces of blood that carried a coppery tang. Look at that, she cooed to the tablecloth, twisting her ankle so the studs dug into the swollen vein with a wet crunch. The ring makes it so much more fun. You love when we win, don't you? She kept the pressure steady, grinding side to side until the varnish scent mingled with blood, her happiness demanding spectacle—she wanted me to leak for her victory, the pain a sharp, bursting ecstasy that blurred the line between agony and desire.

Lata Oberoi, 41, homemaker and silent partner in her husband’s luxury hotel chain, wore a pink lehenga choli with heavy gold zari work that caught the candlelight like molten metal, her laughter sharp above. Her feet were in black Alexander McQueen Punk heels—13 cm oversized platform pumps with a thick but razor-edged black leather heel capped in polished steel, the leather smelling strongly of new hide and polish. She had just lost the first line of tambola to Kavita and was furious—her competitive streak hated being outplayed, especially by a new money doctor, her cheeks flushing with rage.

Fourteen! Lata stood abruptly, chair scraping back with a harsh screech, and stomped her steel-capped heel full weight onto my shaft. The thick platform amplified the force; the steel edge sliced a deep groove across the engorged length, parting skin like paper with a wet rip, the cap landing with a heavy metallic clank followed by a bone-deep thud that vibrated through my pelvis. The ring kept everything rigid, making the cut deeper, blood welling instantly around the metal band in hot rivulets that smelled coppery and mixed with sweat. She rocked violently, grinding the steel cap back and forth until the groove widened into a red river with slippery, sucking sounds, the black leather warming and darkening with fluids. You made me lose, she snarled to the cloth, her anger pure and childish, stamping in rhythm with the caller's voice, each impact flattening my shaft further against the ring, bruising it black-and-blue beneath the steel, the pain a pounding hammer that echoed in my skull.

Pooja Arora, 39, boutique owner and fashion curator, wore nude patent Jimmy Choo Romy 100—10 cm seamless nude patent heels that looked like liquid skin, so glossy they reflected the candle flames like mirrors, the surface seamless and slippery. She was cruel by nature—always had been—and sat with legs crossed, waiting her turn with a predatory patience.

Forty-nine! Pooja uncrossed her legs and placed the tip of her nude heel precisely between my balls, then pressed down slowly, surgically separating them with the point. The patent upper was cool at first, then warmed as she increased pressure, the seamless design letting her feel every twitch of my flesh against the cock ring, producing a slick shhhlick as it glided through sweat. I love anatomy, she whispered above, twisting the heel so the tip pushed one testicle aside while crushing the other against the steel band with a dull compressing ache. Her cruelty was clinical—she enjoyed the precision of destruction, watching the skin stretch and tear without emotion, the ring making the separation more pronounced and painful, blood beading with a coppery scent.

Shreya Malhotra, 36, fashion consultant whose clients included film stars, wore gold Louboutin Pigalle 12 cm classics—gold metallic leather with the signature red sole hidden beneath, shimmering like molten treasure that threw blinding sparks with every movement. She had just won a lucrative contract to style a celebrity wedding and was deliriously happy, her giggles light and teasing.

Twenty! Shreya stood, laughing, and rocked her gold heel back and forth on my thigh. The metallic leather warmed against my skin, the red sole leaving faint streaks of pigment as she increased pressure, prolonging the crush because her joy demanded a longer, more theatrical performance, each rock a dull thump that vibrated deep. The cock ring made the thigh muscle bulge harder, giving her more surface to grind with wet squeaks. Feel how happy I am? she called down softly. This is what winning feels like.

The game continued for three full rounds. Each number brought a different heel, a different mood, a different wound: 

-          Anjali's chrome punctures amplified by the ring's constriction, burning like embedded fire 

-          Kavita's studded red lines deepened by the swollen shaft, pinprick flames radiating 

-          Lata's steel-edged grooves widened against the metal band, pounding hammers echoing 

-          Pooja's nude surgical separation made excruciating by trapped blood, stretching tears 

-          Shreya's gold rocking bruises intensified by the rigid base, warm vibrating thuds 

By the final House! my balls were swollen to twice their size, purple and leaking blood around the steel ring; my shaft a pulped mess of heel imprints, welts, and open cuts; precum and blood pooling on the marble floor beneath me, the sticky mixture carrying a coppery-sweet scent that filled the confined space.

The winner of the round—Kavita, still smiling from her clinic triumph—stood on my chest in celebration, both red Rockstud heels sinking into ribs while the others sang Kitty winner! and poured champagne onto the tablecloth above. The liquid dripped through, mixing with my blood and precum in a sticky puddle that cooled the hot welts.

Anjali knelt under the tablecloth after the third round, her silver Dior heels still warm from crushing, the metallic leather shimmering faintly. She produced a small Allen key from her clutch and tightened the cock ring screw one full turn. The steel band bit deeper—skin folding over the edge, veins bulging like ropes under the metal. My cock swelled impossibly larger, head turning deep purple, the urethral slit gaping from trapped blood pressure, the pain a bursting wave that made my body arch involuntarily.

That's better, she whispered, tapping the ring with her chrome heel tip. The vibration traveled straight to my core, forcing a thick bead of precum to leak out around the constriction with a wet drip.

She then stood and placed both heels on the ring itself—one on each side of the band—transferring weight so the metal pressed inward like a vice. The steel dug into my pubic bone, skin tearing at the edges of the band with sharp stings. I felt the ring shift, scraping raw circles into the base as she rocked, blood trickling down the shaft, pooling inside the ring, making every subsequent heel stomp feel like a hammer on an anvil, the sounds echoing in my ears.

Next month, she said, tightening another half-turn before leaving me bound, bring the next size down. We want it to hurt even when we're not stepping.

I was left bound until the staff cleared the plates, the air thick with the scents of champagne, blood, and leather. Only then did she untie me—after making me kiss each woman's heel in thanks, the cock ring still locked tight, a permanent reminder of my preparation and their power, the metal cold against my throbbing skin.

I crawled out into the Mehrauli night, body throbbing with layered aches, mind shattered by the sensory overload, already owned by the rhythm of the next tambola call—and the promise of an even tighter ring, the anticipation building like a dark thrill.
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Chapter 3: Glass & Victory – The Visible Ring

The Gurgaon penthouse on Golf Course Road belonged to Nisha Kapoor, 40, senior vice president at a multinational tech firm whose decisions shaped industries. She had closed a ₹120-crore software deal that afternoon — the kind that came with bonuses large enough to buy another apartment in the same tower, her triumph radiating like heat from her skin, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of conquest. Tonight she was triumphant — radiantly, dangerously triumphant, the air around her charged with her energy.

She had texted me the week before: Next kitty. Same rate. Wear the cock ring — the heavier one. We want to see everything tonight, the message popping up on my phone with a ping that sent a shiver of anticipation through me.

I obeyed, the heavier ring a 3 cm wide stainless steel beast, locking clasp, screw tightened until it bit deep into the base like a permanent collar that pulsed with every heartbeat. By the time I arrived, my cock was already engorged, veins bulging against the cold metal like cords under tension, head swollen dark purple and hypersensitive to the slightest brush of fabric, the ring trapping blood so every step was a throbbing reminder of vulnerability.

The penthouse drawing room was all glass and marble—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the twinkling Delhi skyline, the lights of distant towers like stars, a long clear-glass dining table that let light pour through from above, illuminating every detail below with merciless clarity. The air was cool from air conditioning, scented with fresh flowers in crystal vases and the subtle tang of mango lassis already being sipped. Tonight there was no tablecloth; Nisha wanted them to see everything — every mark, every twitch, every drop — her triumphant mood demanding full visibility for her cruelties. Sixteen women this time—her core group plus four guests from a neighboring Mumbai kitty circle she had invited for variety, their voices a cacophony of laughter and gossip as they settled in.

I was positioned face-up beneath the glass before they arrived: wrists and ankles secured to table legs with black silk ties that bit into skin with soft insistence, mouth gagged with a fresh black stocking (Nisha's rose attar scent again, floral and heady, making each breath a reminder of dominance), cock and balls pulled upward through torn trousers so the steel ring gleamed under the chandelier light, the engorged shaft standing like a pillar, head glistening with precum, veins pulsing against the constriction in visible throbs.

Nisha sat first. She wore a tailored black pencil skirt suit that hugged her athletic frame with crisp lines, the jacket open to reveal a cream silk blouse that whispered against her skin, and red Louboutin So Kate pumps—14 cm patent red stilettos with the iconic red sole and a steel-tipped needle heel sharp enough to draw blood with the lightest pressure, the patent mirror-glossy and still smelling faintly of the Paris boutique where she bought them last month, releasing a subtle varnish and leather aroma.

She was happy—triumphantly happy—and wanted to mark her victory on something soft and helpless, her breaths deep and satisfied. She placed both heels on my ring-bound cock the moment she sat, the chrome tips dimpling the swollen head with shocking cold that turned to scalding heat as her weight transferred, while the red patent uppers framed the steel band like a glossy vice. She transferred weight slowly, deliberately, grinding in tight circles so the steel tips pressed the ring inward, forcing blood to pool even more against the metal with a bursting pressure that made veins throb visibly. The band bit deeper, skin folding over the edge, a thin red line forming where metal met flesh with stinging tears. Look at that, she laughed above, rocking her ankles so the red soles smeared across the engorged shaft with wet squeaks, leaving glossy crimson pigment streaks that darkened with the first traces of blood. The ring holds everything so perfectly. No escape for you tonight. She kept the pressure on, twisting until precum leaked around the band, mixing with blood in sticky rivulets that carried a coppery scent, the pain a white-hot wave radiating through my groin.

Tara Singh, 38, corporate lawyer, sat opposite Nisha. She wore a red silk saree with silver embroidery that shimmered like liquid mercury, rustling softly, and black patent Manolo Blahnik BB heels—12 cm glossy black stilettos with a thin, needle-like heel that felt like ice-cold steel, the patent reflecting chandelier light like black glass. She was angry—her husband had forgotten their anniversary again, sending flowers to his secretary instead, the slight burning like acid in her chest.

She lifted her right foot and slammed the black heel into my left ball, the needle tip piercing the skin instantly with a wet snick, sinking half a centimeter before she twisted viciously, the glossy black upper warming against my scrotum, leaving a perfect puncture mark that wept blood around the constriction with a coppery tang. The cock ring amplified the impact—trapped blood making the testicle swell harder against the steel band, pain exploding upward like a shockwave that made my body arch. That's for every forgotten date, she hissed to the tablecloth, grinding the heel deeper so the metal scraped against the ring's edge with tinks, rocking back and forth with wet slaps.

Aisha Reddy, 35, fashion designer whose label dressed half of Bollywood, wore a white lehenga choli with silver zari work that caught the chandelier like starlight, her movements elegant. Her feet were in nude patent Jimmy Choo Anouk heels—11 cm seamless nude patent stilettos so glossy they looked wet, reflecting the lassi drips like liquid mirrors. She had just lost a small tambola side bet to Nisha and was in a cruel, vengeful mood—she hated losing, even to friends, her eyes narrowing above.

She slid her heel forward and circled the tip on my ring-bound shaft, carving slow, burning spirals that felt like acid etching flesh with sizzling stings, the seamless patent cool at first then warming as she increased pressure, the glossy surface letting her feel every twitch of my engorged vein against the steel band. You made me lose, she whispered, twisting until the ring bit deeper, skin tearing at the edges with sharp tears. Her cruelty was deliberate—she wanted the pain to outlast the game, the ring making every spiral cut more pronounced and permanent, blood beading with a coppery scent.

Simran Kaur, 42, banker and mother of two, wore a green trouser suit that accentuated her long legs with crisp creases, and gold-embellished Gucci Marmont pumps—13 cm chunky metallic-gold heels with square tips that felt like warm brass against skin, throwing golden sparks. She had just received news of a promotion and was deliriously happy, her laughter ringing.

She stood, laughing, and rocked her gold heel back and forth on the ring itself, the metallic leather warming against steel, the square tip pressing the band inward while she giggled, the ring compressing further, forcing my cock to bulge obscenely above it, head turning black from trapped blood with bursting pressure. Feel how happy I am? she called down softly. This is what winning feels like. She kept rocking, prolonging the crush because her joy demanded a longer, more theatrical performance—the ring making every rock feel like a hammer blow on engorged flesh, dull thumps vibrating.

Ritu Desai, 37, entrepreneur in luxury wellness products, wore a blue salwar kameez with heavy silver embroidery that shimmered, and black patent Prada Triangle heels—10 cm dagger-like heels with a razor-thin metal edge that glinted coldly, the patent cool and glossy. She was cruel for fun—she always was—and sat with legs crossed, waiting her turn with predatory patience.

She uncrossed her legs and placed the tip of her black heel precisely on the cock ring, then pressed down slowly, surgically forcing the steel band inward, the patent upper cool at first then warming as she increased pressure, the razor edge slicing thin red lines around the metal with clean zips. I love how the ring holds it all in place, she whispered, twisting so the dagger tip slid under the band and pierced the base of my shaft. Blood and precum bubbled out around the constriction with wet drips. Her cruelty was pure—she loved the sight of flesh yielding to metal, the ring making every cut deeper and more permanent, the coppery scent filling the air.

The Mumbai guests joined next, invited for variety, their voices adding a new layer of excitement.

Zara Khan, 41, investment banker from Bandra, wore a white saree with pearl work and gold Jimmy Choo Romy 100 heels—10 cm gold metallic leather that shimmered like molten treasure, warm to the touch. She was happy from a recent promotion and rocked her square gold heel on the ring, the metallic warmth fusing with steel as she prolonged the crush—each rock making the band shift and scrape raw circles around the base with metallic creaks.

Tia Mehra, 37, lawyer from Mumbai, wore a red cocktail dress and nude Valentino Rockstud heels—12 cm spike-studded red leather that smelled of fresh varnish. She was angry from her own recent marital betrayal and separated my balls painfully with the studded edge, prying them apart while stomping above—the ring trapping blood so the separation felt like tearing flesh from bone, pyramid points digging burning pinpricks.

By the end of the night my cock was a ruined masterpiece: 

-          Nisha’s red Louboutin dimples amplified by the ring, burning punctures 

-          Tara’s black Manolo punctures weeping around the steel, stinging tears 

-          Aisha’s nude Jimmy Choo spirals carving raw grooves, acid etches 

-          Simran’s gold Gucci rocking bruises deepened by constriction, vibrating thuds 

-          Ritu’s black Prada dagger piercing through the band gap, slicing fires 

-          Zara’s gold Jimmy Choo warm impressions on the metal, molten crushes 

-          Tia’s red Valentino studded separation tearing skin at the edges, pinprick flames 

The ring stayed locked all night—skin torn around it, shaft permanently ring-marked, head swollen beyond recognition, blood and lassi mixing in sticky puddles on the glass floor beneath, the orange liquid dripping through with sweet tang mingling with copper.

Nisha knelt briefly at the end, tightened the screw one more turn (the steel biting so deep it left permanent grooves with stinging permanence), and wiped her red heel clean on my tongue, the sole leaving pigment streaks. Next month, she said, bring the next size down. We want it tighter. And bring two rings—one for cock, one for balls. We want even more surface area.

I was left there while they ate dessert, the air filled with the scents of cream and fruit. Occasionally a foot would dip down to smear more lassi into the wounds, the ring holding everything engorged and vulnerable for their amusement, the sticky mixture cooling the hot welts.

I crawled out into the Gurgaon night, body throbbing with layered aches, mind shattered by the visible cruelties, the cock ring still locked tight—a steel promise of the next level of surrender, the anticipation a dark thrill building.
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Chapter 4: Vendetta

The Vasant Vihar bungalow belonged to Sonia Malhotra, 44, a high-profile management consultant whose firm advised Fortune 500 companies on restructuring, her mind as sharp as her wardrobe. She had discovered her husband's six-month affair with his executive assistant three weeks earlier—caught them on a hotel security feed she had anonymously requested, the images burning into her memory like acid. The betrayal was still raw, a burning coal in her chest that fueled her every breath with fury. Tonight's kitty was not about savings or gossip; it was a vendetta, the air thick with suppressed rage and the scent of jasmine incense from silver burners.

Sonia had invited her inner circle of four betrayed wives, plus three guests from Mumbai and Gurgaon circles who had their own stories of infidelity, their voices a low murmur of shared pain and vengeance. Seven women total—each one wounded, each one furious, each one ready to take symbolic revenge on a stand-in male body, their eyes gleaming with a mix of hurt and power.

The dining table was set in the formal drawing room: long rosewood surface polished to a mirror shine, no tablecloth tonight (Sonia wanted them to see every mark, every drop, every twitch in merciless detail), surrounded by velvet-upholstered chairs that sighed softly as they sat. The air smelled of jasmine incense, Chanel perfume, and the underlying tension of suppressed rage that made the room feel smaller, hotter.

I arrived early, as instructed, the drive through Delhi's bustling streets a blur of horns and lights. Sonia met me at the service entrance—black lehenga choli with heavy silver zari embroidery that caught the chandelier light like storm clouds, diamond choker at her throat sparkling coldly, and red Louboutin So Kate pumps—13 cm patent red stilettos with the iconic red sole and a steel-tipped needle heel sharp enough to puncture leather, the patent mirror-glossy and smelling of Dubai boutique varnish.

She was furious, her movements sharp and controlled. She led me to the table without a word, had me strip below the waist, the cool air raising goosebumps on my skin, then bound me face-up: wrists and ankles lashed to table legs with black silk scarves that bit into flesh, mouth gagged with one of her husband's silk ties (a deliberate humiliation, the fabric tasting of his cologne), cock and balls pulled upward through torn trousers. The steel cock ring was locked tighter than ever—3 cm wide band, screw turned two full rotations beyond last time. Skin folded over the edge, veins bulging like cords under the metal, shaft engorged dark purple, head swollen and hypersensitive. The ring trapped blood so every heartbeat throbbed visibly against the constriction. More surface area, just as they demanded, the metal cold and unyielding.

Sonia sat first. She placed both red Louboutins on my ring-bound cock the moment she sat, the chrome tips dimpling the swollen head with shocking cold that turned to scalding as weight transferred, while the red patent uppers framed the steel band like a glossy vice. She transferred weight slowly, deliberately, grinding in tight circles so the steel tips pressed the ring inward, forcing blood to pool even more against the metal with bursting pressure. The band bit deeper, skin tearing at the edges in thin red lines with stinging tears. This is for every lie he told me, she hissed to the tablecloth, twisting her ankles so the red soles smeared across the engorged shaft with wet squeaks, leaving glossy crimson pigment streaks that darkened to rust with blood. Every late night, every 'business trip.' She kept the pressure on, rocking until the chrome tips punctured shallow half-moons that wept blood around the ring with coppery scent. Her fury was cold and precise—she wanted me to feel every betrayal she had endured, the pain a sharp wave radiating.

Alia Reddy, 38, gynecologist and mother of two, sat to Sonia's right. She wore a white silk saree with pearl borders that shimmered softly, and black patent Manolo Blahnik BB heels—12 cm glossy black stilettos with a thin, needle-like heel that felt like ice-cold steel, the patent reflecting light like black glass. Her divorce had finalized two months earlier; the settlement was generous, but the humiliation still burned like fresh wounds. She was cruel tonight—her anger had hardened into something clinical, her hands steady as she positioned her foot.

She lifted her right foot and slammed the black heel into my left ball, the needle tip piercing the skin instantly with a wet snick, sinking half a centimeter before she twisted viciously, the glossy black upper warming against my scrotum, leaving a perfect puncture mark that wept blood around the constriction with coppery tang. The cock ring amplified the impact—trapped blood making the testicle swell harder against the steel band, pain exploding upward like a shockwave that made my body arch. That's for every time he looked at her instead of me, she whispered, grinding the glossy black upper deeper so the heel scraped against the ring's edge with tinks, rocking back and forth with wet slaps. Her cruelty was surgical—she wanted to symbolically castrate the man who had replaced her, the pain a clean, white-hot fire.

Pia Singh, 40, businesswoman who ran her husband's chain of luxury spas, wore a green trouser suit that accentuated her long legs with crisp lines, and gold-embellished Gucci Marmont pumps—11 cm chunky metallic-gold heels with square tips that felt like warm brass against skin, throwing golden sparks. Her revenge affair had just begun—she was sleeping with her husband's business partner—and tonight she was happy, almost giddy with power, her laughter light.

She stood, laughing, and rocked her gold heel back and forth on the ring itself, the metallic leather warming against steel, the square tip pressing the band inward while she giggled, the ring compressing further, forcing my cock to bulge obscenely above it, head turning black from trapped blood with bursting pressure. Feel how happy I am? she called down softly. This is what winning feels like. She kept rocking, prolonging the crush because her joy demanded a longer, more theatrical performance—the ring making every rock feel like a hammer blow on engorged flesh, dull thumps vibrating.

Now the guests joined, invited for variety and shared rage.

Tia Mehra, 37, lawyer from Mumbai, wore a red cocktail dress with silver sequins that sparkled, and nude Valentino Rockstud heels—12 cm spike-studded red leather that smelled of fresh varnish. Her husband had been caught with his secretary in their own vacation home; the betrayal was fresh and raw. She was angry—livid—and needed to vent, her breaths short.

She uncrossed her legs and placed the studded red heel precisely between my balls, then pressed down slowly, surgically separating them with the spike edge. The red leather warmed as she increased pressure, the pyramid studs scraping parallel lines across the swollen sac with tiny popping sounds. You made me lose my home, she whispered, twisting until the ring bit deeper, skin tearing at the edges with stinging tears. Her anger was pure—she wanted to tear something apart the way her marriage had been torn, the studs leaving a grid of burning pinpricks.

Rani Desai, 42, entrepreneur from Gurgaon, wore a blue saree with heavy silver embroidery and black Alexander McQueen Punk heels—14 cm steel-capped black leather with a thick but razor-edged heel, smelling of polish. Her husband had left her for a younger colleague; she was simply sadistic tonight, her smile cold.

She placed the steel-capped heel directly on the cock ring, then transferred full weight, the thick platform amplifying the force; the razor edge sliced a deep groove across the engorged length, parting skin like paper with a wet rip, the cap landing with clank and thud. The ring kept everything rigid, making the cut deeper, blood welling instantly around the metal band. She rocked violently, grinding the steel cap back and forth until the groove widened into a red river with slippery sounds. I love how the ring holds it all in place, she whispered, twisting so the cap pushed one testicle aside while crushing the other against the steel. Her sadism was pure—she loved the precision of destruction, watching the skin stretch and tear without emotion, the ring making every cut more pronounced and permanent, coppery scent thick.

Nina Oberoi, 40, socialite from Mumbai, wore a silver cocktail dress and gold Louboutin Pigalle 12 cm classics—gold metallic leather with the signature red sole, shimmering like molten treasure. She was happy—her divorce settlement had just come through—and joined by rocking her gold heel on the ring, the metallic warmth fusing with steel as she prolonged the crush—each rock making the band shift and scrape raw circles around the base with creaks.

The vendetta lasted all night. Each heel a symbolic strike: 

-          Sonia’s red Louboutin punctures from sustained fury, burning embedded 

-          Alia’s black Manolo surgical twists from hardened cruelty, clean fires 

-          Pia’s gold Gucci rocking bruises from triumphant joy, vibrating thuds 

-          Tia’s red Valentino studded separation from raw anger, pinprick grids 

-          Rani’s steel-capped McQueen grooves from pure sadism, pounding clanks 

-          Nina’s gold Louboutin prolonged rocks from victorious happiness, molten crushes 

By the end my cock was a ruined masterpiece: steel ring embedded in raw, torn flesh, shaft a lattice of heel prints and steel cuts, balls black-and-blue, permanently ring-scarred and bleeding around the band from the relentless pressure, the coppery scent lingering.

Sonia knelt at the end, tightened the ring screw another full turn (the steel biting so deep it left permanent grooves with stinging permanence), and wiped her red heel clean on my tongue, the sole leaving pigment streaks. Next month, she said, bring two rings—one for cock, one for balls. We want even more surface area.

I was left there while they drank coffee, the air filled with the bitter aroma. Occasionally a foot would dip down to smear more perfume into the wounds, the ring holding everything engorged and vulnerable for their amusement, the scents mingling.

I crawled out into the Vasant Vihar night, body throbbing with layered aches, mind shattered by the vengeful cruelties, the cock ring still locked tight—a steel promise of the next level of vengeance and surrender, the anticipation a dark thrill.


Chapter 5: The Hunt – Farmhouse Finale

The Gurgaon farmhouse retreat was billed as a wellness weekend for the elite kitty circle—yoga in the morning on dew-kissed lawns under the rising sun, spa treatments in the afternoon with essential oils and hot stones in a pavilion surrounded by blooming roses, cocktails at sunset by the pool where the water reflected the orange sky. In reality, it was a hunt, the air buzzing with predatory excitement.

Rita Malhotra, 45, heiress to a chain of five-star hotels across North India, had organized it as her birthday celebration, the event planned with the precision of a military operation. She had turned forty-five the previous week, and her husband had gifted her a new diamond tennis bracelet that sparkled on her wrist like captured stars and a promise to be better, his voice insincere. She knew he was lying. She always knew, her intuition sharp as a blade. Tonight she wanted to feel powerful in a way no spa or gift ever could, her mood a mix of celebration and underlying fury.

The farmhouse sprawled across five acres: manicured lawns soft underfoot, a rose garden bursting with red and pink blooms that filled the air with sweet floral scent, a swimming pool lit blue at night with underwater lights casting rippling patterns, and a long outdoor teak banquet table under a canopy of fairy lights twinkling like stars. Sixteen women this time—Rita's core Delhi group plus six guests from Mumbai and Gurgaon circles, all of whom had been promised a special game after dinner, their anticipation palpable in their whispers.

I arrived at dusk, driven in the back of Rita's black Mercedes by her silent driver, the leather seats cool and the air conditioned with a faint scent of her perfume lingering. She met me at the service gate, dressed for the hunt: pink chiffon saree with heavy gold zari borders that shimmered like molten sunset, diamond choker at her throat, and black Louboutin So Kate pumps—12 cm patent black stilettos with the iconic red sole hidden beneath glossy patent that smelled faintly of new leather and triumph. Her mood was happy—deliriously happy. The birthday weekend was hers, the women were hers, and tonight she would reclaim control over something that couldn't betray her, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

Strip, she said, her voice light but commanding. Then run.

I was barefoot, wearing only loose cotton trousers and a thin shirt that clung with sweat. No cock ring tonight—Rita wanted me natural for the chase, so the marks show better, the absence a strange relief yet heightening vulnerability. She handed me a black silk blindfold, the fabric soft and cool. Ten-minute head start, she whispered. If we catch you, you belong to the kitty for the rest of the night.

I ran. Bare feet on cool grass damp with evening dew, heart hammering in my chest like a drum, the blindfold plunging me into darkness where sounds amplified — distant laughter from the house, crickets chirping in the orchard, my own breaths ragged and loud. The farmhouse grounds were vast—rose bushes with thorns that scratched my arms, hedges tall and dense, a small orchard with apple trees heavy with fruit. I hid behind a jasmine trellis, the flowers' sweet scent overwhelming, breath ragged, listening for heels on stone paths, the adrenaline making every rustle a potential threat.

They gave me exactly ten minutes, the time ticking in my mind like a bomb. Then the hunt began, the air filling with their excited voices and the distant click-click of stilettos on patio stones.

Rita led. Her black Louboutins clicked across the patio, sharp and deliberate, the sound echoing like gunshots in the night. She was happy—her birthday, her game—and wanted the first capture to be hers, her scent of triumph preceding her. She found me behind the trellis, grabbed my hair with manicured nails that dug into scalp, and dragged me to the lawn, the grass cool and prickly under my back. Down, she commanded, her voice breathy with excitement.

I dropped to my knees, the ground soft yet unyielding. She stepped onto my back with both heels—the glossy black patent warming instantly against my skin, releasing a faint new-leather smell, the 12 cm needles sinking into muscle like hot knives with tiny wet pops, the pressure building to a deep burning ache that radiated through my spine. She rocked slowly, grinding the red soles across my spine with wet squeaks, leaving twin red streaks of pigment and welts that throbbed. Happy birthday to me, she laughed, transferring full weight so my ribs creaked under the strain, the pain a creaking compression. Her joy demanded spectacle—she wanted the first mark to be deep and visible, the chrome tips twisting with metallic tinks.

Sita Verma, 39, CEO of a fintech startup, joined next. She wore a red lehenga choli with gold sequins that caught the fairy lights like fireflies, and gold Louboutin Pigalle 13 cm classics—gold metallic leather with the signature red sole hidden beneath, shimmering like molten treasure that threw sparks. She had just defeated a business rival in a hostile takeover and was cruel with victory, her mood triumphant.

She placed her gold heel on my balls the moment Rita stepped off, the metallic leather warm from the night air, the 13 cm stiletto sharp as a blade, dimpling the skin with cold pressure before slicing shallow crescents with a zip. The red sole flattened my sac against the grass with dull thuds, her cruelty triumphant—she wanted to mark the rival's defeat on something helpless, the pain a bursting fire.

Lina Kapoor, 36, socialite and wife of a builder, wore a green cocktail dress with silver sequins and nude patent Manolo Blahnik Hangisi 105 heels—11 cm crystal-buckle stilettos, the patent so glossy it looked wet, reflecting the fairy lights like liquid mirrors. She had lost the first capture point race to Rita and was furious—her competitive streak hated being outrun, her breaths short.

She stomped her nude heel onto my shaft, the seamless patent cool at first then warming, the crystal buckle scraping raw lines across the engorged vein with glass-like scratches. You made me lose, she snarled, twisting until skin tore in thin red spirals with stinging tears. Her fury was childish—she wanted revenge on anything beneath her, the buckle leaving glittering welts.

The Mumbai guests arrived next, adding fresh cruelty.

Vina Shah, 41, investment banker from Bandra, wore a white saree with pearl work and red Valentino Rockstud heels—12 cm spike-studded red leather that smelled of fresh varnish. She was happy from a recent promotion and rocked her studded red heel on my thigh, the pyramid studs digging parallel lines of fire with popping sounds because her joy demanded playful cruelty, blood bubbling.

Mina Reddy, 34, fashion influencer from Mumbai, wore a blue cocktail dress with silver sequins and black Alexander McQueen Punk heels—14 cm steel-capped black leather with a thick but razor-edged heel. She was cruel for fun—she loved breaking things—and placed her steel cap on my cock head, pressing down slowly so the razor edge sliced a deep groove with a wet rip. I love how it flattens, she whispered, grinding until blood welled around the cut with coppery scent.

Nina Desai, 40, entrepreneur from Gurgaon, wore a silver cocktail dress and gold Gucci Marmont heels—13 cm chunky metallic-gold with square tips that felt like warm brass. She was sadistic and joined the group stomp, placing her gold heel beside Mina's steel, rocking in unison so the two heels compressed my shaft between them like a vice with dull thumps.

The finale moved to the outdoor banquet table under the canopy, the fairy lights twinkling above like stars. They dragged me there—bound, blindfolded, cock throbbing from the chase—and positioned me face-up beneath the long teak surface. No tablecloth; the fairy lights let them see everything, the air cool with night breeze carrying rose scent.

Rita conducted the group finale. Slow grind! — sixteen heels circled slowly on my body: cock, balls, chest, thighs, face, tongue. Metal scraped skin with tinks, patent warmed with wet squeaks, gold glittered with thumps. Staccato! — rapid stomps, heels hammering like drumsticks, each impact vibrating through flesh with fleshy slaps. Full weight crescendo! — all sixteen transferred weight at once. Heels sank deep—ribs creaking under pressure, balls flattening to paper-thin with bursting ache, cock pulped under multiple steel tips with wet pops and rips. Blood, precum, tears mixed on the grass, the sticky mixture carrying coppery-sweet scent.

They played until the filmi item number blasting from the speakers ended, the music fading into night sounds. When the last note faded, they stepped off. My body was a canvas of heel prints—red welts throbbing, black bruises aching, gold streaks shimmering, steel punctures stinging, permanent scars from the chase and crush that would scar with time.

Rita knelt, lifted my chin with her black Louboutin toe, the patent warm, and smiled. Good boy, she said. Now crawl back to the car. Next month, bring the cock ring again. And bring two—one for cock, one for balls. We want even more surface area.

I crawled across the lawn, body throbbing with layered aches, mind shattered by the hunt's cruelties, the night air cooling the fresh heel marks, the anticipation a dark thrill.
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Chapter 6: The Unseen Auction – Rope & Bids

The Mumbai penthouse on Worli Sea Face was booked for the annual Charity Kitty Gala — a high-society fundraiser disguised as a lavish evening of networking, champagne flowing from crystal flutes, and diamond displays sparkling under spotlights, the air thick with perfume and ambition. The real purpose, whispered among the inner circle in hushed tones over canapés, was the unseen auction: a secret game where the women bid on minutes of unrestricted heel time with the slave beneath the banquet table, the bids climbing with excitement. Proceeds went to charity, of course — but the thrill came from the power, the cruelty, and the spectacle of watching a man reduced to a bleeding canvas under their heels, the room buzzing with anticipation.

Zoya Khan, 43, philanthropist and wife of a shipping magnate whose fleets crossed oceans, hosted this year. She wore a gold-embroidered black saree that shimmered like liquid metal under the crystal chandeliers, the pallu pinned with a 10-carat emerald brooch that caught light like a green flame. Her feet were in red Louboutin So Kate pumps — 13 cm patent red stilettos with the iconic red sole and a steel-tipped chrome needle heel sharp enough to slice silk, the patent mirror-glossy, still carrying the faint scent of the Dubai boutique where she bought them the previous month, varnish and leather mingling.

She was happy tonight — her foundation had just received a ₹5-crore corporate donation — and happiness made her generous with cruelty, her smile radiant. She wanted the auction to be unforgettable, her mood buoyant.

I was positioned beneath the long glass banquet table before the first guest arrived: wrists and ankles lashed to table legs with black silk ribbons that bit into skin, mouth gagged with a fresh black stocking soaked in Zoya's signature oud perfume, floral and heavy. No cock ring tonight.

Instead, Zoya had instructed me to bring rope — thin black nylon cord, the kind used for sailing or bondage, smooth yet unyielding. She knelt herself before the guests arrived, wrapping the rope tight around the base of my cock and balls, just before the scrotum, looping it five times and pulling each knot tauter than the last with vicious tugs that made me gasp through the gag. The cord bit deep into the skin, constricting blood flow immediately — the shaft and sac swelling, veins bulging, flesh turning a deep red as circulation slowed to a crawl, the pain a building pressure like a vice tightening. She tied the final knot with a snap, making sure the binding was so tight my vision blurred from the pressure, the nylon smooth but burning like fire against sensitive skin. No ring tonight, she whispered, testing the tension with a finger that sent shocks through me. We want it natural — blood trapped, numb, ready to burst under our heels.

She then took a thinner rope cord and looped it around the head of my cock, just below the glans, tying it secure with a slipknot that bit into the corona with stinging precision. The cord extended upward, long enough to reach any chair around the table. She fed the end through small hooks screwed into the table underside, so it could be pulled taut from any seat. This is for pulling, she explained, giving a test tug that stretched my bound cock upward, the tight base rope restricting blood so the pull felt like tearing numb flesh from bone, the head turning purple instantly, the cord digging into the corona with burning friction, making every subsequent tug feel like a guillotine blade hovering.

The auction began, the room filling with the clink of glasses and murmurs of bids.

Zoya sat first. She noticed the rope binding immediately and smiled—a slow, predatory smile that sent chills through me. Perfect, she murmured to the tablecloth, tugging the head cord lightly to stretch my cock upward. The base rope stopped blood flow so completely the shaft and sac were cold, hypersensitive — every tug making the head swell darker with bursting pressure. She rested both heels on my bound cock — the chrome tips pressing into the swollen head with shocking cold that turned scalding, while the red patent uppers framed the nylon cord like a glossy vice. She transferred weight slowly, deliberately, grinding in tight circles so the chrome tips pressed the head cord tighter, forcing blood to pool against the base binding with agonizing build. The cord bit deeper, skin tearing at the edges in thin red lines with stinging tears. Look how much bigger it is now, she said above, twisting her ankles so the red soles smeared across the engorged shaft with wet squeaks, leaving glossy crimson pigment streaks. The ropes hold everything so perfectly. No escape for you tonight. She kept the pressure on, rocking until the chrome tips punctured shallow half-moons that wept blood around the head cord with coppery scent. Her happiness demanded spectacle — she wanted me to leak for her charity, the pain a sharp wave.

Kira Singh, 38, banker and mother of two, sat to Zoya's right. She wore a black cocktail dress with a plunging neckline that clung to her curves like liquid obsidian, and silver metallic Manolo Blahnik BB heels — 12 cm glossy silver stilettos with a needle-like heel that caught the chandelier light like liquid mercury, the glossy upper reflecting distorted images. She was angry — her foundation donation target had fallen short by ₹2 crores due to a late pledge — and anger made her vicious, her breaths short.

The auction began with Lot 69: One minute of rope-focused heel pressure. Bids soared to forty thousand. Kira won. She tugged the head cord taut from her chair, stretching my bound cock upward until the base rope cut into skin with burning friction, the head turning black from trapped blood. She stood on the shaft itself — heel tips straddling the nylon cord, pressing inward until the rope compressed further, biting into pubic bone with stinging tears. She rocked violently, the silver upper scraping the engorged shaft with wet slaps while the base rope cut deeper grooves into skin. You cost me money, she hissed, now bleed for it. Blood trickled around the cord, pooling against the constriction with sticky warmth. She kept the pressure on, twisting so the needle heel pierced the swollen head just above the head cord with a snick, forcing a thick spurt of blood-mixed precum. Her anger was cold and precise — she wanted me to feel every rupee she had lost, the pain white-hot.

Mira Kapoor, 35, fashion designer whose label dressed half of Bollywood, wore a red lehenga choli with silver zari work that caught the chandelier like starlight. Her feet were in nude patent Jimmy Choo Anouk heels — 11 cm seamless nude patent stilettos so glossy they looked wet, reflecting the candle flames like liquid mirrors. She had just lost a bid on a diamond pendant and was furious — her competitive streak hated being outbid, especially in front of Mumbai guests.

She tugged the head cord hard from her chair, pulling my cock head taut against the base rope's constriction, the numbness spreading as she placed her nude heel precisely on the shaft. She pressed down slowly, surgically forcing the nylon base inward, the seamless patent cool at first then warming, the glossy surface letting her feel every twitch of my engorged vein against the rope with slick shhhlicks. You made me lose, she whispered, twisting until the rope cut deeper grooves into skin with stinging tears. Her fury was pure — she wanted the pain to outlast the auction, the rope making every spiral cut more pronounced and permanent, blood beading.

Now the guests joined, invited for variety and higher bids.

Lila Shah, 41, investment banker from Bandra, wore a green trouser suit and gold Gucci Marmont pumps — 10 cm chunky metallic-gold heels with square tips that felt like warm brass against skin. She was happy from a recent promotion and tugged the head cord to stretch my cock upward, rocking her square gold heel on the shaft. The metallic leather warmed against numb flesh, the square tip pressing the base rope inward while she giggled with dull thumps. The rope compressed further, forcing my cock to bulge obscenely above it, head turning black from trapped blood. Feel how happy I am? she called down softly. This is what winning feels like. She kept rocking, prolonging the crush because her joy demanded a longer, more theatrical performance.

Nila Reddy, 37, lawyer from Mumbai, wore a blue saree with heavy silver embroidery and black Valentino Rockstud heels — 14 cm spike-studded black leather that smelled of fresh varnish. She was cruel — her own recent marital betrayal still burned — and tugged the head cord taut, prying the base rope outward while stomping above. The rope stretched skin to tearing point, then snapped back — leaving permanent cord impressions and open wounds around the base with stinging tears. She twisted viciously because her rage needed a proxy target, the studs digging burning grids.

The auction continued for another hour. Each bid brought a new heel to the bound cock: 

-          Zoya’s red Louboutin chrome punctures amplified by the rope constriction, wet pops 

-          Kira’s silver Manolo violent rocking deepened by trapped blood, white-hot fires 

-          Mira’s nude Jimmy Choo spirals carving raw grooves around the base rope, acid etches 

-          Lila’s gold Gucci warm rocking bruises intensified by numbness, dull thumps 

-          Nila’s black Valentino studded prying tearing skin at the edges, pinprick grids 

By the end my cock was a ruined masterpiece: base rope embedded in raw, torn flesh, shaft a lattice of heel prints and cord cuts, balls black-and-blue, permanently rope-scarred and bleeding around the binding from the relentless pressure, coppery scent thick.

The final winner — Nila — claimed her extended minute. She tugged the head cord taut from her chair, stretching my bound cock upward until the base rope cut into skin, the head turning black from trapped blood with bursting pressure. She stood on the shaft itself — heel tips straddling the nylon cord, pressing inward until the rope compressed further, biting into pubic bone with stinging tears. She rocked violently, the black leather scraping the engorged shaft with wet slaps while the base rope cut deeper grooves into skin. You cost me money, she hissed, now bleed for it. Blood trickled around the cord, pooling against the constriction with sticky warmth.

When the auction ended, Zoya knelt, tightened the base rope another full turn (the nylon biting so deep it left permanent grooves with stinging permanence), loosened the head cord just enough to restore minimal flow (skin burning as blood rushed back with pins and needles), and wiped her red heel clean on my tongue, the sole leaving pigment streaks. Next month, she said, bring thicker rope. We want it tighter. And bring a locking collar. We want you marked permanently.

I was left there while they ate dessert, the air filled with sweet aromas. Occasionally a foot would dip down to tug the head cord or smear more champagne into the wounds, the rope holding everything engorged and vulnerable for their amusement, the sticky mixture cooling.

I crawled out into the Mumbai night, body throbbing with layered aches, mind shattered by the auction's cruelties, the rope marks still burning tight — a promise of the next level of surrender, the anticipation a dark thrill.
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Chapter 7: Reels of Devotion – The Bollywood Heel Dance

The final kitty of the season had become a global ritual, the culmination of months of escalating cruelties that left scars both physical and mental. Fifty women from Delhi, Gurgaon, Mumbai, Dubai, London, New York, Singapore, Paris, and Milan filled the penthouse ballroom, the space vast with high ceilings and walls of glass overlooking the glittering cityscape, the air thick with a symphony of perfumes — Chanel, oud, rose attar — mingling with the faint sweat of excitement and the sharp coppery tang of anticipation and blood already starting to flow from minor preliminaries.

I was locked in the cockbox at the exact center: wrists and ankles anchored to floor rings with black silk that bit into skin, mouth gagged with oud-soaked stocking that tasted like perfume and fear, the fabric damp. The cockbox gripped me like a trap — velvet lining caressing the base with soft tease while the sharp hardwood rim cut into pubic skin with stinging precision, forcing my cock and balls upward through the 3-inch hole, resting flush on the cold glass surface, vulnerable and fully exposed under the fairy lights, the shaft standing rigid, head swollen dark purple, veins pulsing visibly, already leaking a thin, sticky string of precum from the sheer exposure and terror, the tight fit compressing the base slightly, forcing the shaft to swell outward with throbbing pressure.

The DJ dropped the first Bollywood track — Kala Chashma (from Baar Baar Dekho) — upbeat, sassy, perfect for teasing reels, the bass thumped through the glass into my bones like a second heartbeat, the room erupting in cheers.

Priya Mehra & Zara Khan. Priya stepped on first — red Louboutin So Kate 13 cm chrome-tipped patent. The chrome needles hit my cock head like twin white-hot ice picks — instant searing puncture pain, skin parting with a wet, sucking pop as the tips sank 3 mm deep, the glossy red patent uppers slammed down next, sealing the head beneath a burning, slippery dome of leather that smelled of varnish. The cold chrome contrasted with my overheated skin, then instantly turned scalding as her body heat transferred, the iconic red sole leaving glossy crimson streaks that darkened to rust with blood. She danced — hips popping hard to the kala chashma hook, heels rocking violently back and forth with bone-jarring force, each drop driving the chrome deeper, twisting in tiny, vicious circles so the metal scraped raw, bloody circles inside the puncture wounds with metallic tinks. Hot blood welled instantly, coppery and thick, mixing with precum that squirted out in thick ropes under the crushing pressure, the red soles flattening the shaft against the box rim — hardwood edge biting into the underside like a guillotine while patent leather burned the top with wet squeaks. The smell of fresh blood, warm patent, her oud perfume, and my own sweat filled my nostrils with every ragged breath through the gag. Involuntary spasms made my cock jerk against the box rim, each twitch sending electric shocks of agony-pleasure up my spine, the pain blurring into ecstasy.

Zara joined instantly — gold Jimmy Choo Romy 10 cm metallic. Her square gold heels landed with a sharp metallic clack that echoed through the glass, the gold leather already hot from her body heat; it fused to my skin like molten metal as she rocked to the beat with dull thumps. Each hip thrust drove the square tips down like hammers — bone-deep thuds that vibrated through the engorged flesh, making my teeth rattle against the gag. The metallic surface reflected spotlights into my eyes, blinding flashes with every bounce. Precum squirted out in thick, forceful ropes under the pressure, splattering the gold uppers and dripping down the box sides with sticky drips. She twisted her ankles on every chashma drop, grinding the metallic soles in tight figure-eights so the shaft skin stretched thin, tore in micro-abrasions, and peeled back in raw strips with ripping sounds, the pain electric — burning, throbbing, bursting all at once — while involuntary spasms made my cock twitch and jerk against the box rim, each movement amplifying the agony into near-orgasmic torture.

Leela Chopra & Sofia Al-Mansoori — Despacito. Leela’s black Louboutin Pigalle 13 cm glossy patent landed with a wet, fleshy slap, the glossy black upper ice-cold at first, shocking my overheated skin, then burned as it warmed against me with slippery heat. She danced slow, sensual hip rolls — each circle grinding the patent sole in languid, crushing spirals with wet squeaks, the pressure flattening the shaft against the hardwood edge; skin stretched shiny and translucent, veins popping under the black gloss like trapped lightning. Every slow drop forced the head deeper into the box rim — a deep, aching compression that felt like my cock was being slowly crushed into paste, the pain building in waves that radiated through my pelvis and up my spine with throbbing intensity. Precum leaked in thick pulses, mixing with sweat and making the patent slip and slide with wet squelches, the varnish scent mingling with blood.

Sofia’s nude Christian Louboutin Hot Chick 12 cm Swarovski-encrusted heels sparkled like diamonds under the lights, pressing down gently at first — crystals kissing the glans like cold fire — then increased weight. The tiny stones dug in like hundreds of hot needles, scraping glittering red lines as she swayed to despacito with popping sounds, fresh blood beading on every facet and dripping down the shaft in slow, hot rivulets that cooled on glass. The pain was exquisite — pinprick fire layered over deep throbbing ache — while the nude patent warmed and slipped in my own fluids with shhhlicks, the crystals catching light and throwing tiny rainbows across the glass.

Meera Singh & Emily Chen — Shape of You. Meera’s nude Manolo Hangisi 11 cm crystal-buckle glossy landed with cruel precision, grinding the seamless patent in slow, deliberate spirals — the crystal buckle catching the light as it carved raw, glittering welts across the shaft with glass-like scratches. The glossy upper reflected my distorted, swollen reflection back at me while she twisted, the buckle scraping like glass on glass with faint scratches, skin peeling back in thin sheets under the relentless pressure, each scrape sending white-hot shocks through my groin with burning trails.

Emily’s black Gianvito Rossi Blade 12 cm razor-thin blade heels sliced in next, the blade edge parting skin cleanly — shallow red lines opening like paper cuts with zips with every sharp stomp. She danced fluidly, hips popping to the beat, each drop driving the razor deeper, blood welling instantly, trickling down the shaft and pooling in the box rim with sticky, wet sounds. The pain was surgical — clean, white-hot lines of fire that made my whole body jerk against the restraints, involuntary spasms forcing more precum to spurt in thick, helpless ropes.

Sonia Malhotra & Victoria Blake — Uptown Funk. Sonia’s black Prada Triangle 12 cm razor-edge patent hammered down like pistons — dagger heel slicing thin red ribbons along the shaft with every funky stomp, the glossy black upper warming quickly, leaving perfect razor imprints as she twisted with wet rips.

Victoria’s red Christian Louboutin Daffodile 14 cm platform slammed next — the thick platform amplified each impact into bone-deep thuds that rattled my teeth against the gag, the metallic red upper smearing sweat, blood, and precum in glistening streaks across the glass with slippery sounds.

Maya Kapoor & Layla Al-Farsi — Waka Waka. Maya’s red Valentino Rockstud 12 cm spike-studded crimson ground viciously — pyramid studs digging deep, tearing raw holes as she danced wildly with popping sounds, blood bubbling around each stud, the crimson leather darkening with it, the smell of fresh blood and varnish thick in the air.

Layla’s gold Jimmy Choo Romy 10 cm metallic rocked playfully — gold warming against numb flesh, square tips flattening the shaft with every African beat, each rock sending dull, crushing thuds through my pelvis.

Nina Desai & Isabella Rossi — Taki Taki. Nina’s black Alexander McQueen Punk 14 cm steel-capped pierced with cold steel — cap sinking deep, twisting until blood spurted in hot jets with clanks.

Isabella’s black Saint Laurent Opyum 11 cm patent with gold hardware ground in sultry circles — glossy black slipping in fluids with squelches, gold hardware scraping fresh welts with wet, sticky sounds.

The playlist exploded — Dilli Wali Girlfriend, Ghagra, London Thumakda, Baby Doll, Sheila Ki Jawani, Munni Badnaam Hui, Chikni Chameli. Groups of 5–8 women climbed the glass platform at once. Heels descended like a storm: 

-          Red soles flattening with wet, fleshy smacks that echoed through the glass 

-          Studs piercing with tiny pops of breaking skin, blood bubbling like soda 

-          Metal caps crushing with metallic clangs and bone-deep thuds 

-          Crystal buckles scraping glittering, burning lines that felt like fire trails 

-          Square tips rocking with warm brass thuds that rattled my teeth 

-          Needle tips drilling with white-hot electric shocks that made my vision white out 

Fifty women. Dozens of songs. Hours of reels. The glass floor was a slaughterhouse canvas — smeared with thick blood, precum, sweat, perfume, and heel polish in a sticky, abstract painting of devotion, the scents coppery-sweet-leather thick. My cock was obliterated — swollen beyond recognition, covered in layered heel prints, welts, punctures, permanent scars. Blood and fluids pooled beneath the box, dripping through the hole in slow, hot rivulets. Every stomp felt like a bomb going off in numb flesh — bursting pressure that made my balls feel like they would explode, searing abrasion that peeled skin in sheets, bone-deep thuds that vibrated through my skeleton, electric fire shooting up my spine, involuntary spasms that made the shaft jerk and spurt helplessly against the box rim, near-orgasmic agony that blurred the line between pain and ecstasy.

They filmed it all — multiple angles, slow-motion, boomerangs — for the private group story. Captions flew: #ReelsOfDevotion #HeelDanceChallenge #KittyPower 💃?? #UnderTheTableVibes 😈

When the song ended, Priya stepped off last. She knelt, loosened the base rope just enough to restore minimal flow (skin burning as blood rushed back), and wiped her red heel clean on my tongue. Next season, she said, bring the cockbox again. Bring more songs. Bring more cameras. Bring more pain. We want global domination.

I was left there while they danced to the next track. Occasionally a heel would stomp one last time, the glass table vibrating with their laughter.

I crawled out into the Mumbai night, body destroyed, mind shattered, the heel marks still burning — a promise of the next season's worldwide devotion.
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Epilogue

The private reels from the Bandra rooftop never stayed private for long, the digital whispers spreading like wildfire through encrypted channels, each clip a tantalizing glimpse into the dark ritual.

Within days, the encrypted group chat exploded with messages buzzing like bees: Kala Chashma crush is iconic ?? Badtameez Dil stomp had me dying ?? Who’s hosting next? I need my turn on the box, the excitement palpable even in text.

The videos—carefully cropped to show only heels descending like guillotines, glass tables smeared with fluids, and the anonymous swollen cock beneath, pulsing with agony—spread like wildfire through Delhi's elite WhatsApp circles, the files passed with secretive glee. Vasant Vihar moms forwarded them to Gurgaon corporate wives under cover of night. South Delhi socialites sent them to their Mumbai cousins with winking emojis. No faces, no full bodies, just endless close-ups of designer stilettos dancing, stomping, grinding on the helpless shaft locked in the cockbox, the sounds of thuds and squeaks dubbed over Bollywood beats. The comments poured in like rain: Best wellness trend ever ?? Need this for my next kitty How much for a private session? the digital chatter building into a frenzy.

By the end of the week, the cockbox had become the most coveted party prop in NCR high society, whispers of its power circulating in exclusive clubs and private jets. Women who had never met me were messaging Priya, Anjali, Nisha—offering ₹50,000, ₹1 lakh, even ₹2 lakh per night just to host a reel party with the box, the demand insatiable, bookings filling calendars months in advance.

And so, one month later, they rented an entire floor of a boutique hotel in Aerocity—neutral territory, soundproofed suite with thick carpets and blacked-out windows, a massive circular glass coffee table in the center of the room like a stage under spotlights.

Forty women showed up. Some from the original circle, their faces familiar with cruel smiles. Many new—invited by word of mouth, all vetted, all discreet, all eager. Designers in flowing gowns, CEOs in power suits, heiresses in diamonds, lawyers in stilettos, influencers with phones ready. All in their most glamorous outfits, heels sharpened for the occasion like weapons honed for battle.

I was already prepared when they arrived, laid naked in the center of the room on a padded mat beneath the glass table, the air cool and scented with their perfumes. The cockbox was locked in place—my cock and balls forced through the velvet-lined hole, shaft resting flush on the cold glass surface, head swollen and glistening under the spotlights. No ropes this time. Just the box holding everything rigid, immobile, perfectly exposed for filming, the hardwood rim biting with stinging precision.

Phones were set up on tripods all around—ring lights casting harsh glows, stabilizers steadying shots, multiple angles capturing every detail. The DJ (a trusted friend of Priya's) queued the playlist: the greatest Bollywood heel-dance anthems, the music starting with a thumping beat.

First song: Chikni Chameli (Agneepath). Priya and Riya started together—red Louboutin So Kate 13 cm and red Jimmy Choo Romy 10 cm. They climbed onto the glass table, hips swaying to the dhol beats, heels stomping in perfect sync on my cock head with fleshy slaps. The chrome and metallic tips pierced shallow crescents with zips, red soles flattening the shaft with every drop, blood beading.

Second song: Sheila Ki Jawani (Tees Maar Khan). Meera and Neha took the stage—nude Manolo Hangisi 11 cm crystal-buckle and gold Gucci Marmont 13 cm square-tip. They danced seductively, slow hip rolls turning into sharp stomps with thuds. The crystal buckle scraped raw lines, the square gold tip pressed the shaft flat against the box edge. Blood beaded around the imprints with coppery scent.

Third song: Munni Badnaam Hui (Dabangg). Sonia and Zara joined—black Prada Triangle 12 cm razor-edge and gold Jimmy Choo Romy 10 cm metallic. They danced wildly, heels hammering like pistons with clanks, the razor edge slicing thin red lines while the gold rocked back and forth with creaks. The shaft turned black-and-blue under the assault.

Fourth song: Baby Doll (Ragini MMS 2). Maya and Nina stepped up—red Valentino Rockstud 12 cm spike-studded and black Alexander McQueen Punk 14 cm steel-capped. They ground the studs and steel into the head with popping sounds, piercing and capping in rhythm to the sultry beat. Blood and precum smeared the glass with sticky trails.

Then the playlist went full chaos. Dilli Wali Girlfriend, Ghagra, London Thumakda, Ainvayi Ainvayi—song after song. The women rotated in groups of three, four, sometimes five at once. Heels of every brand, every color, every height stomped, grinded, danced on the cockbox with layered sounds — smacks, pops, clangs, squeaks.

- Red soles flattening with wet fleshy smacks 

- Studs piercing with tiny pops, blood bubbling 

- Metal caps crushing with clangs and thuds 

- Crystal buckles scraping glittering lines 

- Square tips rocking with warm thumps 

Forty women. Dozens of songs. Hours of reels. My cock was pulped—swollen beyond recognition, covered in layered heel prints, welts, punctures, permanent scars. Blood and precum pooled on the glass, smeared by dancing soles with sticky scents.

They filmed it all—hundreds of clips for the private network. The reels went super viral in their closed circles. Every elite kitty in Delhi, Gurgaon, Mumbai was talking about the cockbox. Bookings poured in—₹2 lakh, ₹3 lakh per night just to host. Women flew in from Bangalore, Hyderabad, even Dubai for a turn.

I became the silent star beneath the glass. The cockbox became legend. And the heels kept dancing, the ritual eternal.
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Final Note from the Author

The kitty never ends. The heels keep falling. And beneath the glass, devotion is eternal.

The End


About the Author

FootRubSlave is the pen name of a long-time devotee who has spent years exploring the shadowed intersection of luxury, power, and surrender.

What began as private service calls in Delhi’s most exclusive neighborhoods gradually evolved into something deeper — a quiet, consensual descent into total objectification beneath the tables of the elite. The author has knelt under damask cloths in Vasant Vihar bungalows, crawled across Mehrauli lawns, been locked in cockboxes on Worli glass platforms, and felt the weight of dozens of Louboutins, Jimmy Choos, Manolos, Valentinos, and McQueens in cities across India and beyond.

These stories are drawn from the most intense memories, the sharpest sensations, and the most intoxicating moments of erasure — translated into fiction so that others who feel the same pull can taste the same darkness without ever leaving their seats.

FootRubSlave writes from the floor. Always from the floor.

He can be found (when permitted) on X as @FootRubSlave.
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