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Chapter One  
 

How it all started 

 

Every story has a beginning, and this particular tale is no exception to the rule. I think 

it all started outside the library at a college campus in Southern Alabama many years 

ago… 

 

…I was standing outside the library one night around 9PM or so, smoking a dreamy 

cigarette. It was a warm Thursday night (usually a relaxed night since Friday was just 

around the corner), but this night was sort of different, as it was finals week – and 

Friday was the last day of exams. I had a Physics final the following morning, but I 

wasn’t too perturbed by the thought of it – I had already prepared for it, and was 

pretty confident of scoring an A in the course.  

 

The only reason I was in the library was because I was getting bored in the dorms 

what with most of my fellow students having gone home for the break, so I figured 

I’d hang out in the library and revise my study material a bit before calling it a night.  

 

The weather was nice and warm, without it being too hot with a nice soothing breeze 

was blowing across campus. You know, the sort of weather where outdoor activities 

are fun to do, and T-shirts, shorts, and flip-flops become the attire of choice for most 

folks – especially ladies. Manna from heaven for someone with a pervasive foot fetish 

like me.  

 

I’ll be flat out honest here: I’ve always had a foot fetish for as long as I can 

remember.  

 

Female feet, and everything associated with them were, and are, to me as breasts are 

to most men. I remember feeling out of place a lot of times during my adolescence 

when guys my age would be commenting on breast sizes, or the “wetness between 

that girl’s legs”, or similar things. To me, none of that turned me on as much as 

kneeling at a lady’s feet, and worshipping her like the Goddess she is. In fact, my 

entire sexual orientation is centered around worship and submission, and I’ve never 

tried to question it or change the way I feel about my fetish, it’s always been part of 

me and I’ve enjoyed it the best I can through the years. 

 

And still do! 

 

So, I was standing out there smoking a cigarette, idly flicking the ashes in the 

direction of the breeze, when I heard a little giggle behind me.  

 

The sort of giggle that isn’t necessarily “directed” at you, but the type that gets one 

interested anyway. 

 

I turned around, and I saw Priyanka standing behind me, smiling at me most 

alluringly.  

 

Priyanka?  



  

 

Ah, Priyanka, the gorgeous young Indian girl I had a massive crush on. The vivacious 

and stunningly sexy woman that could (at least to me) win a guy over with her eyes 

and smile alone. And, if that wasn’t enough, add on a gorgeous face with full red lips 

and knowing black eyes that looked directly at you with just the right mix of 

aloofness and confidence. Add in long, lustrous black hair, an absolutely perfect 

figure, long legs with satin smooth skin - ending in a pair of perfectly shaped milky 

white and smooth pedicured feet, usually on full display in either heels, sandals or 

flip-flops – and there you have it.  

 

A lady anyone would be glad to refer to as a Goddess. 

 

Even those without a foot (or other) fetishes.  

 

This was the lady that I had the fortune of serving, and referring to as “Perfect Ms 

Priyanka” for two weeks or so and… 

 

But that part of the story comes later!  

 

I had actually met Priyanka a few months ago when I attended a Calculus class with 

her. Nothing special initially, just a quick “hello” and a giggle and get to know each 

other type of thing, but I’ve had a massive crush (even at the “ripe old” age of 19) on 

this girl ever since. Even if I was actually too shy to ask her out.  

 

It wasn’t a “passive” crush either; it was more the sort of flame that got my heart 

thumping every time I even looked at her, let alone think of asking her out or 

worshipping her like the Princess and Goddess she is.  

 

“Hi Mike, what’s up?” 

 

“Not a lot Priyanka”, I responded, while trying my best to keep my eyes off her lovely 

feet, which was looking gorgeous in a pair of black flip flops.  

 

“It’s a nice night, isn’t it?” she asked. 

 

“Yes, sure is – what are you doing out here”, I responded, my heart thumping 

furiously.  

 

“What am I doing? Studying, of course!! I have two finals tomorrow”, she responded, 

laughing, while throwing her head back and exposing her bare neckline.  

 

I felt a bit silly then for asking her that - - what else would she be doing in the library 

at 9PM? She didn’t seem to mind though, and we shot the breeze for a while after 

that, with her giggling a lot throughout the conversation while looking at me - - which 

of course did nothing to calm my nerves, nor did it serve to help me work up the 

gumption to ask her out on a date.  

 

“I’m almost done, by the way”, Priyanka said after a while. “But it’s getting late – 

would you mind walking me home?” she asked.  

 

Would I mind?? 



  

 

I’d walk, nay, carry this Goddess wherever she wanted to go. 

 

And she was asking me if I’d mind her walking her back home after a couple of hours 

of hard study!  

 

“I’d love that”, I responded. “How about we meet her in another half hour and I walk 

you back home?” I lived in the college dorms at the time, which were just a short 

walk away from her apartment, so this wasn’t a problem for me whatsoever.  

 

She agreed, and we met at 10PM (which was also the closing time for most floors of 

the library), and started to walk back towards her place.  

 

Priyanka was carrying a backpack, and had her long, black hair loose - - and it was all 

I could do to restrain myself from asking her if I could carry it for her (I would have 

normally, but I had my own book bag as well, and didn’t want to make my fetish too 

obvious at the time!).  

 

“What are you doing for the break”, she asked me causally.  

 

“Uh, not a whole lot – I’m going to summer school, so I’m staying in the dorms for 

three weeks until school restarts.”, I responded.  

 

“That’s what I’m doing too”, she replied. “I can’t wait to finish undergraduate school 

and join the workforce - - I’m so bored of this constant school routine!” 

 

And so we made idle chit chat for a while, and before I knew it, we were at Priyanka’s 

place.  

 

She turned to go in, and then stopped.  

 

“Good night Mike, and thanks for walking me home!” giving me a dazzling smile that 

almost made me dizzy.  

 

“My pleasure – have a great night!” I managed to respond.  

 

And so ended that particular night. I went back to my dorms, thought of Priyanka 

some more, and finally managed to fall asleep. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Two 
 

The Walk 

 

Friday came and went - - I breezed through my exam, hit lunch, and then headed back 

to my dorms to have a few beers, and begin a long and somewhat boring break. I 

didn’t really think of Priyanka a lot at that point - - I figured she’d have forgotten all 

about me, and I was too shy to pursue the matter anyway at that time.   

 

But I was about to be proved wrong.  

 

I returned to my room, and decided on a nap instead of the beers – those could wait 

until later.  

 

It was around 4PM when I awoke to find a message on my answering machine. 

 

From Priyanka!  

 

She sounded bored, and had called around 3PM, but I had my phone in silent mode at 

the time.  

 

I called back right away, and she answered.  

 

“Hi Mike, hope I didn’t disturb you?” 

 

“Oh no, not at all! Sorry I couldn’t take your call - - I seem to have dozed off after 

lunch”, I responded.  

 

“It must be boring in the dorms there with most people gone for the break.” 

 

“Yeah, that’s for sure.” 

 

“I’m not doing much myself either. How about we take a walk around campus this 

evening? It’s nice and relaxing now with most of the students gone, and we both have 

nothing to do at this point.” 

 

“I’ve love that!” I responded, heart hammering furiously.  

 

Was this going to be my first “date” with my dream girl? 

 

“Great!” she giggled - - again, that short, sweet giggle which has one in two minds 

about the true intention of the giggle. “See you at 5 then – in front of my apartment 

complex?” 

 

“Sure”, I responded.  

 

When I hung-up I actually punched the air. 

 

I was meeting up with Priyanka! 



  

 

She was dressed casually in tight fitting shorts and a T-shirt; attire that seemed 

specially designed to show off her toned thighs, lovely bare calves, and delectable feet 

in flip-flops with toes painted bright red. Attire that might not really strike the casual 

observer as especially sexy or “inviting”. But it looked perfect on her and did it for 

me nevertheless. 

  

We exchanged pleasantries, and went for a short stroll around campus, mostly 

walking on the lawns which our campus seemed to have an abundance of. Most of our 

conversation was about school that semester, how interesting (or not) the classes 

were, relationships, and such. Casual stuff that friends might chat about. We must 

have been walking for over an hour, when the sun started to go down, and I lit a 

cigarette.  

 

“You need to quit smoking”, admonished Priyanka.  

 

“Uh, yes, I think do.  . .” I responded.  

 

She gave me a quiet smile, and we started walking back towards home.  

 

“Shall we chat for a while at my house?” she suddenly asked.  

 

“Yeah, let’s do that”, I responded, my heart fluttering with anticipation once again.  

 

Was this the “opening” I had so desperately been waiting for?  

 

More importantly, would any of this lead to what I wanted the most… 

 

To worship her like a Goddess and Princess!  

 

Was this an invite for something else or just a friendly invitation? 

 

With no hidden intentions.  

 

We reached her place, which was a small two bedroom apartment, with decent, but 

again modest furnishings. She gave me a beer from the fridge, which I accepted 

gratefully, it being a rather warm night outside and poured a glass of wine for herself. 

We spoke of this and that for a while, and the conversation was actually getting rather 

relaxed when it finally happened.  

 

“My feet hurt so much”, complained Priyanka.  

 

“Huh?” I returned. 

 

We hadn’t walked that much, so I was momentarily confused by what she was saying.  

 

“Oh, I know”, she responded, as if reading my thoughts. “I’m probably just wearing 

the wrong footwear”, she said, while sighing and resting her foot on top of the coffee 

table in front of the sofa. 

 



  

 

The sight of her bare leg, and milky white soles with specks of dirt and grass sticking 

to them almost drove me insane with desire at that point, but I managed to keep my 

composure, or so I think.  

 

“Uh, yes, probably the wrong sort of footwear”, I mumbled, while trying to hide an 

erection that was growing by the minute along with stiffening nipples that threatened 

to burst through my T-shirt at any moment.  

 

For those of you who are wondering at this, my nipples are an extremely erogenous 

zone, and I can achieve orgasm at any time simply by caressing and tweaking them. 

 

They are that sensitive. 

 

But, while I do of course enjoy this, there are times I wish they weren’t quite so 

sensitive. 

 

And this was definitely one of them! 

 

Priyanka must have sensed something was up, for she looked at me in a funny manner 

for a second or two, but she must have dismissed any thoughts that came into her 

mind, for her expression returned to normal soon.  

 

“I think I should have worn shoes”, she remarked. “My feet always seem to hurt more 

in flip flops”.  

 

At that point the “sensible” thing to have done would be to nod and agree, following 

which the conversation would have moved on, but of course I did the exact opposite. 

Perhaps it was the beer that had relaxed me, the wine she was drinking, or just the 

atmosphere at that time - though it was more likely it was my raging hard-on urging 

me to enter “unknown” territory - but whatever it was, I was quite glad I chose not to 

take the beaten path at that point.  

 

“Well, those flip flops sure do look good on your feet”, I responded. “Why don’t you 

try and relax a bit? You can lie back on the couch, and put your feet up on my lap”.  

 

“Oh thank you, but I can’t do that”, she responded, smiling at me. “My feet are dirty, 

and they probably smell as well”, she sighed, while finishing her glass of wine. “I’ll 

get a re-fill, and will be right back”, she said.  

 

“Let me get it for you”, I immediately offered.  

 

“Oh, that’s nice of you,” she said with a smile. “Would you mind? I’m just so 

exhausted. Even though I’m not sure why.” 

  

I went to the fridge, poured her a fresh glass of wine, and returned with a beer for 

myself as well.  

 

We chatted for a while after that, and it was becoming increasingly apparent that the 

wine was getting Priyanka to relax even further.  



  

 

Not relax as in “getting drunk”, but a nice, warm relaxed feeling that starts to sweep 

over the consciousness after a couple of drinks. 

 

“Why don’t you try and relax a bit?” I asked her again, constant arousal making me 

persistent despite my natural shyness. “Just lie back on the couch, and put your feet 

up.” 

 

Surprised at my own forwardness, I smiled and added: 

 

“You’ll feel better, I promise.” 

 

She looked at me, and for a moment I thought she was about to say: 

 

“What on earth are you talking about?”  

 

But then, she smiled, and said, “Okay, I might just take you up on that”, this while 

looking me directly in the eye.  

 

I smiled in a weak sort of way while furiously trying not to blush – and, from her 

slight look of amusement, quite obviously not succeeding.  

 

In the meantime, Priyanka had laid back on the couch, and put her feet up in such a 

way that her foot (but not the rest of her leg) was resting on my lower thigh – a sight, 

as you might imagine, that is like manna from heaven for any serious foot fetishist. I 

could see the bright red nail polish gleaming on her toes. A sight that was making it 

hard for me not to drool all over those perfect feet. 

  

And then, without even knowing it, my hands involuntarily moved to her gorgeous 

feet, crossed one on top of the other, and started kneading the sole that was on top, 

directly facing me.  

 

“What are you doing”, she said, pulling her feet back, only her following giggle not 

sending me into a state of panic. “You don’t have to do that!” 

 

“No, it’s OK”, I responded hoarsely, emboldened by the fact she was at least smiling 

and wasn’t screaming the walls down. “Why don’t you let me rub your feet for a 

while, and see how you feel later?” 

 

Her wondrous subcontinent features seemed puzzled by this but, to my relief, she 

seemed to be giving it some thought. 

 

Finally: 

 

“Ok… If you really want to. Go for it”. 

 

As my breath caught in my throat, she giggled, and put her feet right back where they 

had been a few seconds before. 

 

I did not need a second invitation.  

 



  

 

Instantly, I started kneading the sole of her right foot lovingly. 

 

And with due care.  

 

The foot is a tender zone and, being the fetishist I am, I was well aware that it 

responds very well to the right form of massage. You see, even then I prided myself 

on my ability to give a lady a decent foot massage. Even if, up to that point, the 

massaging in question had been done in my head.  

 

I concentrated on kneading her entire foot up and down with both hands so that they 

moved up and its entire length, massaging the exhaustion out of her sole and instep. 

Occasionally I would move to her lower calf and do the same. But, for the most part, I 

concentrated on her sole alone.  

 

Using my thumbs, I began to work the soreness out of the ball of her foot and 

concentrated my entire grip to knead the arches and the heel. 

 

This while also taking care not to neglect the toes, which I would attend to every so 

often. 

  

This must have gone on for ten minutes or so, when I heard a contended sigh, and saw 

her lying back on the couch with a lazy smile on her lips.  

 

“Your good at this, aren’t you”, she said pointedly.  

 

“I guess.  .  .” I responded sheepishly.  

 

“Oh, it’s ok”, she giggled. “Here, you can do the other one as well”, offering her left 

foot to me.  

 

“OK?” asked my fevered thoughts.  

 

“What was OK?”  

 

“Does she mean my fetish?”  

 

“Or…?” 

 

I had a feeling she was onto my obsession at that point, but neither one of us 

specifically mentioned it.  

 

Besides, and despite my nervousness, I had more important things on my mind. 

 

Or, more specifically, in my hands. 

 

I rubbed her feet for a while longer while she relaxed, and I made sure to try and 

remove every last bit of tension from those beautiful soles – in fact, I would have 

stayed where I was doing it until morning but it was getting late and she decided to 

call it a night shortly thereafter.  

 



  

 

“I need to be going to bed soon”, she told me.  

 

My disappointment must have showed because she added: 

 

“But I had fun today and enjoyed being with you.” 

 

Her smile was knowing and the contact of her marvellous and compelling eyes 

invasive and unsettling, but I was too euphoric at her statement of having enjoyed 

“my” company to feel too uncomfortable. 

 

“Yeah, me too”, I managed to reply, face flushed with sexual tension and unsure how 

to respond.  

 

“I’ll call you sometime” 

 

“Sure. Hmm… Good night Priyanka. You, hmm, sleep well! ”, I stammered while 

preparing to make my way home, though in reality what I wanted to do more than 

anything else in the world at that point was to continue rubbing her pretty feet and 

legs and serve her all night while she slept comfortably. 

  

I made my way back to the room, and could barely sit down, what with all the 

excitement of the evening.  

 

Never the heaviest of drinkers, I must have downed about 4 or 5 beers that night 

before I finally calmed down enough to sleep.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Three 
 

My Journey into Servitude 

 

I did not see Priyanka again for the next couple of days, though that doesn’t mean it 

was a case of “out of sight, out of mind”. 

 

Quite the contrary.  

 

I kept reliving the scenes that occurred a couple of days ago, and even a gentle flick of 

my nipples was enough to arouse me to the point of orgasm when I thought about 

what had gone down a couple of days ago.  

 

My growing obsession with this girl was interfering with my studies and I tried a 

number of things to get my fetish out of my thoughts for a while - hard exercise, hours 

of jogging and pushups, etc.  

 

None of it worked. 

 

In fact, the exercise actually made me think of her even more.  

 

Something that makes sense when one thinks about it – given that exercise actually 

increases one’s sex drive and mine was in overdrive anyway. 

 

How could it be in any other condition, given I was just 19 at the time and the nature 

of my last meeting with a girl I was more and more coming to think of as my 

Goddess.  

 

Again, I was wondering whether or not to call her when she called out of the blue on 

the Tuesday of the following week.  

 

This time she invited me over to her place for a movie and I readily accepted. 

 

No surprises there, I can hear you say. 

 

I reached her place around 7PM that night, and she opened the door, looking rather 

disheveled and tired. This time she was not dressed in her usual casual attire of shorts 

and T-shirt, but in a semi-formal shirt and trousers. I could see her shoes discarded by 

the door, right next to her flip flops.  

 

Oxygen refused to enter my lungs as my eyes magnetised themselves to her lower 

extremities and I realised she was barefoot. 

 

If anything, her feet looked even more beautiful than before and I noticed the toes 

were, as ever, painted just that right shade of light pink. 

  

“What’s the matter, you been busy?” I asked.  

 

“Oh, not really. I went shopping, but had to scour a few malls before I found exactly 

what I wanted. Don’t worry about it, I’m fine.” 



  

 

We got our drinks from the fridge, turned the lights off, and started to watch the 

movie.  

 

She was sitting on a different sofa from me this time with her feet up on the coffee 

table, but she was restless and clearly not in the mood for a long movie. 

  

“Why don’t we switch the movie off and just chat”, I suggested. “Or we can do this 

another time if you’re bushed right now.” 

 

“Oh, I’m tired for sure! Those damn malls, I must have walked at least a mile or so 

while carrying my bags”, she responded with a tired shrug of her shoulders.  

 

“I’ll tell you what,” I began, eager for contact of any kind with her. “Why don’t you 

relax and try to watch the movie, while I rub your shoulders and back for a while?” 

   

She looked at me strangely and I felt – there’s no other word for it – “fearful” that I’d 

crossed a line.  

 

“Mike, you know you don’t have to keep offering to do that”. 

 

“Oh, I enjoy doing it”, I responded, perhaps a touch too eagerly, despite my 

aforementioned trepidation. 

 

“But I don’t want you to have to do this all the time.” 

 

I shrugged my “no big deal” shrug. 

 

“I mean, wouldn’t it better if you just sat back and relaxed?”, she asked, still staring at 

me in that all knowing manner ladies have when they know they have a valid point.  

 

And some other knowledge besides. 

 

“Uh, I guess I just enjoy it.  .  .” I responded again, not knowing what to say.  

 

Again, I received that “strange” look and one part of my mind was telling me to stop 

what I was doing right there and return to the “vanilla” date. 

 

But another, far more persuasive, part was telling me to go with my instincts.  

 

She looked at me for a long time, or so it seemed to be before finally, and to my 

immense relief and gratitude, grinning at me.  

 

“Ok, turn the lights off first, and let’s re-start the movie. You can stand behind me and 

rub my head and shoulders for me”, she said.  

 

“Is it my imagination?” I remember asking myself. “Or was there a hint of a… 

command… in her request 

 

“My pleasure, Priyanka”, I responded, my voice again hoarse with excitement while I 

rushed to switch the lights off, and turn the movie back on.  



  

 

She nestled back comfortably in the couch, while appearing to ignore me and focus on 

the movie, while I started massaging her head and shoulders vigorously yet with care; 

making sure to pay special attention to her temples as well as her forehead while not 

ignoring her neck. 

 

Sure enough, my fingers slowly, but surely started to work the knots out of her neck 

and upper back at the same time and she would give me subtle feedback by way of 

sighs and occasional moans. 

 

For the most part, though, I was left to my task with little interruption.  

 

About 15 minutes or so into the movie, she suddenly shifted positions in the sofa, so 

that her right arm was resting on the armrest rather than her holding her drink.  

 

Looking back, she raised her right arm up in a clear gesture that spoke volumes.  

 

“Do my arm”, she said while appearing to get right back into her movie and ignoring 

the fact that I was there.  

 

I thought I would explode there and then. 

 

It was all so erotic. 

 

The stuff of my dreams, in fact. 

 

My Indian “Goddess” ordering me to massage her while she literally ignored me as if 

I wasn’t even there or, better or worse still, dependent upon mindset, a chattel who 

was of too little account to be paid attention.  

 

Could it get any better?  

 

I eagerly took her right forearm, and started to work the knots out of her forearms, 

before moving on to her upper arms and shoulders.  

 

She enjoyed this. 

 

Especially when I started to knead her triceps and several moans of pleasure left her 

luscious and sensual lips.  

 

I held her arm up so that she wouldn’t have to expend any energy holding it up and 

massaged her arm with my other hand, enjoying the touch of her soft skin under my 

fingers. 

 

Still more sighs of pleasure were my reward as I worked the tension out of each 

individual muscle.  

 

“You really like doing this, don’t you”, she asked me suddenly.  

 

“Yeah…” I could do no more than admit. “I, hmm, suppose I must.” 

 



  

 

“Ooooh,” she responded, almost as if to herself, “I really don’t think there’s much 

‘suppose’ about it. 

 

It was no more than the simple truth and I could hardly refute it. 

 

Suddenly, she turned the movie off, and snatched her arm away.  

 

“Go turn the lights on, Mike” 

 

“Huh?” I responded, confused by the sudden move.  

 

“Just do it.” 

 

I did as she asked, and she then told me to face her and talk to her – by this time I was 

standing in front of her and she was still reclined on the sofa with her feet on the 

coffee table. 

  

“You know you’ve been treating me like a Queen, don’t you? I’ve never been treated 

this well on any date before.” 

 

“You deserve it”, I responded, while meaning every word of it, thrilled that she 

considered us to be on a ‘date’. 

 

Her next question threw me though: 

  

“Why?” 

 

“Hmm, sorry?” 

 

She wasn’t fooled by my attempt to stall the inevitable: 

 

“Don’t play it innocent. You’ve been waiting on me hand-and-foot. Why?”  

 

“Well… It… It’s because…” 

 

“Because…?” 

 

Swallowing back my fear, I finally blurted it out: 

 

“Because you’re a lady and… and…” 

 

“Go on.” 

 

“And… And I enjoy serving a lady like a slave would serve his Queen and Goddess.” 

 

Her eyes widened but something in her demeanour must have encouraged me because 

I stammered on, not believing I was actually revealing my deepest feelings to her.: 

 

“Because I truly believe that is how a man should always act towards his lady.”  

 



  

 

For a few moments she looked unsure, as if she were on the end of some frat joke. 

 

“Yeah, right! Some joke.” 

 

Lost for words I simply shook my head to refute her assertion and there was a long 

silence as she thought about it. 

 

Until: 

 

“Wow”, she giggled. “Are you sure you mean this, Mike” 

 

I didn’t respond, not knowing what to say.  

 

“Okay… So tell me, what would you do right now if I asked you to drop to your 

knees and look at my feet while I watch the movie? You would be staring my dirty 

soles in the face while I would be relaxing in front of the TV.” 

 

At that point, hormones triggered by having my fantasy before my eyes, another of 

those primal urges took over and, instead of responding, I simply knelt in front of her 

so that her soles were facing me directly in the face and she was looking down upon 

me. 

 

Looking at me, in fact, in just the way a Queen might view the slave prostrate upon 

the floor beneath her throne.  

 

“Oh God! It’s really true! You’re a fucking bitch”, tittered my Goddess, this time in a 

mocking sort of way.  

 

I was shocked, since this was the first time she had actually directly insulted me – and 

sworn into the bargain. 

 

But I was also turned on at the same time, and was hoping for more of the same to 

happen.  

 

“Get me another drink, Mike”, she said and, this time, there was no mistaking her 

request for a command. 

  

I did as she ordered and handed it to her.  

 

“Kneel”. 

 

I knelt, acting more and more like an automaton as the girl of my most abject dreams 

assumed control of me. 

 

“Now, be honest with me, Mike. You’ve always had a thing for my feet, haven’t you? 

I’ve seen you sneak glances at my feet and soles when you thought I wasn’t looking, 

and this has gone on for a while now.” 

 

“Uh… yeah…” I muttered shamefacedly, trying not to look her in the eye.  

 



  

 

“Look at me when I talk to you”.  

 

“Yes, Priyanka”, I responded, while looking her straight in the eye and trying to 

disguise my shame, as well as my rampant arousal.  

 

“Priyanka? Is that how you address a Lady?” 

 

“No.  .  .Goddess.  .  .Goddess Priyanka”, I responded. 

 

She suddenly smacked me on the head with her right foot, not hard enough to hurt, 

but it was enough to get my attention.  

 

“Listen to me, Mike. I knew you were a foot fetishist all along, and I’ve read up on 

this quite a bit yesterday. If I had known the extent of your fetish before, I wouldn’t 

even have dated you since I prefer a man who can actually make me feel like a 

woman, and do things men do. Like, kiss me deeply, talk dirty to me and turn me on 

so much that I want him to rip my clothes off.” 

 

Despite my desire to serve her I also realised I wanted to be the kind of man who 

could do such things for her. 

 

A strange dichotomy. 

 

“Get the picture?” she went on.  

 

I nodded, finding it hard – despite having pictured it many times in my dreams – to 

meet the contempt in her stare. 

 

“A man who does anything but grovel in front of me the way you are doing now.” 

 

Sure that she was about to tell me to get lost and never bother her again, I felt 

sickened. 

 

“But,” she went on, “at the same time, I quite enjoy being served like a Queen as 

well.” 

 

My eyes must have lit up with hope because she laughed and added: 

 

“Who says a lady can’t have the best of both worlds?”  

 

Sensing a reprieve – if what was in store for me could be described in such terms – I 

waited. 

 

“That is why I decided to invite you over for a movie tonight. To find out if I was 

absolutely right in what I thought. And, as it turns out, I am.” 

 

I could sense one of her wondrous feet dangling to-and-thro beneath my chin and it 

was an effort to look her in the eye as ordered while she continued.  

 

“Do you really want to serve me, Mike?” 



  

 

Again, I felt the breath sucked from my body as the words I’d prayed she would one 

day say left her lips. 

 

“Do you really want to be my bitch,” she went on. “My servant. My slave…” 

 

She drew it out, eyes glittering with a pleasure that looked truly infernal, then: 

 

“To be my personal foot boy to use as I please?” 

 

The answer left my lips on the instant, without my being aware of any conscious 

volition on my part and with absolutely no thoughts as to future consequences: 

  

“Yes Goddess.”  

 

The response seemed to open the flood gates of my thoughts and I confessed myself 

stunned by how directly she was asking me these questions. 

 

“It” was actually happening, and a part of me wanted her to take that “It” even 

further.  

 

“Well, here are some rules then”, she responded, as if we had just sealed a blood pact. 

“We have a few weeks off from school, and I’m not planning on going anywhere to 

chill out for the holidays.” 

 

Her smile was as diabolical as it was enticing: 

 

“And I won’t have to because I won’t need to.” she added, still smiling in a wicked 

manner. “I get to have fun, relax and lounge about right here at home while I have 

you toiling for me, at my beck and call to serve my every need.” 

 

She lolled back in the sofa, grinning like a Cheshire cat while looking down at me in 

an imperious manner.  

 

“Do tell me if I have it wrong,” she demanded, almost by way of a threat. 

 

“N-No, Goddess, you don’t…” 

 

“Enough with the ‘Goddess’ shit,” she cut in. From now on you will address me as 

‘Ms’. That’s ‘Ms Priyanka’ for you. I may require you to call me Perfect Ms Priyanka 

at times, but the ‘Ms’ is the bare minimum.” 

 

I nodded, mouth dry with utter lust as I submitted. 

 

“Understood?” she demanded and I knew instantly what she required. 

 

“Y-Yes, hmmm, Perfect  Ms Priyanka.”  

 

I trembled with anticipation for what was to become after delivering her this 

demeaning form of address.  



  

 

“Second,” she went on, “our dates will consist of you serving me, and nothing else. 

No more beer for you but you’ll surely be pouring me a lot of wine.” 

 

She had said this while mischievously pinching my nose in between the large and 

middle toe of her left foot, and shaking my entire face while doing so. 

  

“Third, you will be living here with me full time as a servant for as long as I allow 

you the privilege of serving me.” 

 

Then, with a threatening tone: 

 

“I may decide to terminate your services at any time if you displease me, so you better 

try to keep me satisfied!” 

 

The thought of being excluded from her presence was already becoming painful to me 

and I knew I try my best to make sure “banishment” of me would be the last thing on 

her mind. 

  

 “Fourth, you will be dressed like a slave from now on in my presence. And to me, 

that means no clothing for you when you are at home, except your underwear. I will 

allow you some basic clothing when we are outdoors, but nothing other than that. In 

other words, I want you barefoot and naked in front of me at home just like a little 

bitch should be.” 

 

A part of me still couldn’t quite believe we had reached such a stage so quickly and 

my sense of unreality grew when she commanded: 

 

“Strip now!”  

 

I took my clothes off shamefacedly, while keeping my underwear on and, as I did so, 

Ms Priyanka burst out laughing out with genuine amusement.  

 

“Is that it??” she spluttered.  

 

“What, Ms”, I responded, my face scarlet with embarrassment, but knowing what she 

was referring to. 

 

“That tiny thing - - is that really your cock?” 

 

My whole being curled up and died – or would have had not a perverse part of me 

thrived under her treatment. 

 

“I think I should call you Pencil Dick from now on. Or perhaps Stubby. That’s right, 

Stubby. How do you like being called Stubby, boy?”, she asked, while trying to 

control her laughter. “And do you even have any balls?? Ah, there they are, hiding 

behind your little pecker!!”  

 

That “little pecker”, I’ll have you know, becoming more excited by the second. 

 



  

 

“Throw your clothes over there in that corner by my shoes, Pencil Dick. The come 

back and kneel at my feet.” 

  

I did as she commanded, lowering my forehead to her glorious feet as I did so.  

 

“So, how do you like your new position, Pencil Dick?” 

 

My response was instant and drawn from me as if I had no say in the matter: 

 

“I love it, Ms Priyanka. I was born to serve you, and it is a great honor to be allowed 

to make a start in doing so.”, I responded.  

 

I don’t know if she saw my excitement or not, but my face was almost buried deep in 

her smelly feet at that point.  

 

“Thank you again for allowing me to serve you, Ms Priyanka”, I said.  

 

She extended her right foot, and gripped one my nipples with her toes, and twisted it 

like a radio button, causing me to squeal.  

 

“Hmm.  .  .Your welcome, bitch”, she sneered. “Oh and one more thing. I’ve always 

hated this smoking habit of yours, and it stops right NOW.” 

 

This was a blow as I really enjoyed smoking, but if she was bothered by my 

misgivings on the subject she took care to hide the fact. 

 

“Give me those cigarettes you have in your pocket”, she demanded while maintaining 

eye contact and drilling into my own in a knowing and expectant manner that made 

my already folded knees go weak with desire.  

 

I picked up my jeans, pulled my trusty pack of Camels out of the pocket, and handed 

it over to her.  

 

“Good. I’m going to keep these for you”, she smirked. “The lighter as well.” 

 

Red in the face, I handed my cigarette lighter over to her as well.  

 

“Now let’s see how good you are at actually worshipping me like a Queen. Turn the 

TV off”.  

 

I turned the TV off, wondering what was next.  

 

“I’m hungry. Go wash your hands, and order me a couple of extra-large “meat lovers” 

pizza from the Italian joint down the road. Menu’s over there”, she ordered, pointing a 

manicured finger in the direction of the kitchen.  

 

I washed my hands, and made my way over to the kitchen.  

 

“Oh, and I guess I don’t have to tell you who’s paying - - do I now, boy?”, Ms 

Priyanka called out, laughing again.  



  

 

Red faced, I called the pizza delivery guys, paid with my credit card, and headed back 

to the living room clad only in my underwear.  

 

She got up from the couch, and crocked her finger at me.  

 

“Follow me”.  

 

I followed her to the bedroom where she lay down on her bed comfortably with her 

legs spread wide.  

 

“Rub my thighs”, she commanded.  

 

I moved to the side of her bed, and started to knead her thighs while standing. It was 

an uncomfortable position, but I was sure my Goddess did not want her slave sitting 

on her bed, and sure enough, I was right.  

 

“Hmm, you learn fast don’t you”, she remarked. “You may kneel while doing this – it 

might be more comfortable for you.” 

 

I knelt by the bed, and she was actually right - - it was not only easier on my aching 

back to massage her this way, but I could also do a far better job from that position.  

 

“Now hear me out, bitch. In ancient times, royal families In India, and elsewhere had 

servants to tend to their every need. In fact, it would be more accurate to say they had 

legions of slaves to tend to their every need. And to be honest, I’ve ALWAYS wanted 

to be that empress you see in the movies being waited upon hand and foot by her 

slaves. 

  

“A real Queen should have all her daily needs attended to. That includes everything. 

Her daily bath drawn just to the right temperature, a massage any time she wants one, 

her clothes washed and ironed, her shoes cleaned and shined, her feet massaged at 

night while she sleeps comfortably. In fact, the ancient royalty even had slaves to 

clean their ass after they used the bathroom - - and that is how it should be”. 

 

I heard her words but my attention was riveted upon her feet. 

  

“Look at me, boy”, she commanded, growing into the dominant role more surely with 

each passing second, almost as if she had been born to it.  

 

“Yes, Ms Priyanka”, I responded, making sure to remain in a submissive position 

while doing so.  

 

“I don’t have a legion of slaves, but I do have you – at least for now. And I plan on 

using you to attend to my every need. You can, and will be entirely mine – but only if 

you prove your worth. Do you want to prove your worth to me, slave?” 

 

“Yes, Ms Priyanka, I do!” I responded, while submissively kneading her legs, all 

inhibitions gone by now.  

 



  

 

All I wanted was to surrender control over totally to this gorgeous Goddess, and it 

was happening - - and I could not control myself any further.  

 

“Yes, Ms Priyanka, I’d love nothing better than to be your personal slave and servant 

to attend to your every need, no matter how menial!” 

 

“Good”, laughed Ms, while stretching luxuriously on her soft bed.  

 

Out of nowhere, the door-bell suddenly rang,, and she smacked me on the head in 

response. I rose hurriedly to answer the door.  

 

“Probably the delivery guys. Don’t forget to dress up, Stubby”, Ms Priyanka called 

after me, bursting into peals of laughter again.  

 

Ms was right. I hurriedly threw on my clothes, got the pizza, tipped the delivery guy, 

and then placed the pizzas on the dining table in the kitchen. 

 

“Mmm, that smells good, slave. Bring my slippers here, and let’s eat.” 

 

I brought her soft padded bedroom slippers, and put them on her perfect feet while she 

was still lying down on the bed, after which she got up.  

 

We went to the dining table, where I pulled a chair for her and she sat down.  

 

“Ah, I’m famished. Don’t bother with the cutlery for tonight - - just a couple of plates 

and glass of wine will do, slave”.  

 

I poured her a glass of wine, and cut a slice of hot pizza for her, and placed it on her 

plate. She began to eat hungrily without offering me anything.  

 

“Mm, that tastes good. Get me a slice from the other pizza as well, boy. And if you’re 

hungry, well, too bad, you’ll just have to wait”, she laughed between mouthfuls.  

 

I did as she ordered, and kept serving her the food as she ate. One thing I noticed was 

that though she was normally a “neat” eater, tonight was an exception. Ms was eating 

heartily, but was discarding her leftovers all over the place. She’d eat 75% of one 

slice, 50% of the next, then perhaps all of the third slice, and so forth - - and would 

throw the “leftovers” right back into the pizza box, or on the table.  

 

She noticed me looking, and giggled.  

 

“Wondering what’s going on, boy? Well, don’t worry - - you’ll soon understand”.  

 

She finished her dinner shortly thereafter, and stood up.  

 

The dining table was a mess of pizza crusts, leftover meat from the pizza, crumbs - - 

you name it.  

 

“Ok, slave, I’m done. I’m headed to the bedroom to read a novel, as is my practice 

before retiring for the night.” 



  

 

I waited, knowing she was not finished. 

 

“You can eat your dinner, and then clean up - - remember, I want everything to be 

sparkling clean as it was when I sat down to eat”, she warned. “And don’t forget to 

squat on the floor while eating your dinner - - slaves don’t sit on chairs around here!”  

 

“May I use the phone to order my dinner as well, Ms”, I asked meekly.  

 

“Order? Slaves don’t order dinner, boy. They cook well for their owners, but they get 

to eat their leftovers”, she laughed, pointing towards the mess on the table. “That’s 

your dinner right there. Go ahead, eat”, she laughed again, pushing me away with her 

hand, and headed off to the bedroom with her lovely long black hair billowing behind 

her like a luxuriant cape.  

 

The door slammed, and I heard her shout: 

 

“You have twenty minutes, boy - - hurry up, and be here after that!”.  

 

I looked at the unappetizing mess on the table – this had never formed part of my 

fantasies before. But I reasoned that if I was to serve Ms Priyanka as I’ve always 

wanted to, I couldn’t pick and choose. I’ve always been a proponent of allowing the 

lady to dictate terms even if it’s unpleasant at times for me, and tonight was no 

different.  

 

I gathered up the leftovers as best as I could, and sat down on the cold floor to 

“enjoy” my meal of leftover pizza crusts and bits of leftover meat and sauce. I then 

cleaned up, and knocked gently on her bedroom door.  

 

“May I enter, Ms” 

 

“You may”, she responded.  

 

I entered, and the first thing I noticed was Ms lying down comfortably on the bed in 

her slippers. I wondered why she hadn’t removed them, and was about to do so, when 

one of her slippers suddenly smacked me in the face - - Ms had tossed her slippers off, 

while making sure to take aim at my face.  

 

“That’s to remind you that a Queen never takes her own slippers off, boy”, she 

laughed. “From now on, the only part of me that will touch my own footwear is my 

feet. Actually, you erred in your duty by not removing my slippers unobtrusively 

when I lay down, but I’ll let it go for now, since you are new at this yet”.  

 

She really was getting used to this, I told myself with a thrill, a part of me, and despite 

my need, insisting this was just a game we were playing. 

 

Even if it was a most thrilling one. 

 

“Now, pick up my slippers and place them by the side of my bed for me”, she 

continued.  

 



  

 

I did as she asked, and then knelt by her feet awaiting her next order, which was to 

stay in that position while she read her book. She did so for another half an hour, 

occasionally switching positions, but otherwise completely ignoring me.  

 

“I’m tired, and want to call it a night.” Ms finally said, putting her book on the 

bedside table. “You will massage my feet and calves until I fall asleep, and will then 

work on my feet alone for two hours after that. You better not doze off, and you better 

not stop to rest. Do one foot, the calf, then the other side, and then back again. Got all 

that?” 

 

“Yes, Ms”, I responded.  

 

She went to the bathroom, and returned a few minutes later, clad only in a bathrobe. 

 

“Turn the lights off.”  

 

I did so, and she pulled her blanket over herself in such a way that her lovely feet 

were sticking out of the blanket, just waiting to be worshipped.  

 

“Normally I take a shower before bed, but I can’t be bothered right now so just rub 

my feet.” 

 

She commanded this while tossing a bottle of scented peppermint foot lotion at me.  

 

I knelt such that her soles were looking me right in the face and then applied the 

lotion liberally on to my hands before commencing the massage, while also keeping 

in mind her instructions on how she preferred the massage to be administered. My 

fingers were extremely tired by now what with all the massaging and kneeling (which 

at the time was an unfamiliar position for me in reality as opposed to fantasy), but I 

stuck to my task assiduously.  

 

She was my Queen. 

 

My “Ms”. 

 

My Goddess – even if she refused to allow me to address her as such. 

 

She deserved nothing less! 

  

I could sense my Ms relaxing, and slowly starting to fall asleep.  

 

“A good foot massage at night ensures good blood circulation and digestion for the 

recipient”, she murmured sleepily. “But more importantly, it ensures a good night of 

sleep. Ah, that feels good boy, keep at it”, she instructed as I squeezed a particularly 

tender area of her lower calf, right near the ankle. “And there can be no better way to 

ensure a restful night’s sleep by getting one’s feet massaged while sleeping.” 

 

“Yes, Ms Priyanka”, I said softly.  

 



  

 

“You may use the other room when you are done with your task. The room doesn’t 

have a bed, so you’ll have to make do on the floor. Remember that the bathroom 

doesn’t have a functional shower, and nor is there running hot water, so you’ll have to 

freshen up with cold water in a bucket”, she continued, giggling softly. “But that is 

how a slave should live, don’t you think?” 

 

“Yes, M. . .” I was about to respond, when a gentle kick to the face silenced me.  

 

“Shut your mouth. I’m about to fall asleep. Make sure to close the door gently behind 

me, as I’m a light sleeper”, my Ms continued dreamily, while I continued massaging 

her baby soft, and now scented soles as if my life depended on it. “Be here at my feet, 

massaging them lightly at 7AM tomorrow, and I’ll give you further instructions then”.  

 

“Yes, Ms.” 

 

Nothing more was said after that, and I soon heard Ms Priyanka’s breathing become 

deep and regular. My Ms has fallen asleep, while I’m massaging her feet, I thought – 

just like it’s always been in my fantasies.  

 

I was – even if I did think it temporary at this stage in our… relationship – a slave! 

 

At that point, however, I did something stupid. Maybe it was because of my extreme 

state of arousal or maybe because I had Ms Priyanka’s perfect peds staring me right in 

the face, the nail polish evident even in the dark room, but whatever it was, my 

arousal became too hard to control, and I found myself playing with my nipples and 

cock before I knew it.  

 

I was suddenly “awoken” from my stupor by a stinging slap across my cheeks. 

 

“You think I didn’t see that, didn’t you, boy”, Ms Priyanka roared. 

 

“I’m sorry, Ms. I just.   .   .” 

 

SLAP!  

 

I felt another stinging slap across my cheeks.  

 

“You men are all the same - - you talk about worshipping women, but all you are 

really concerned about is getting your rocks off!” she shouted, while laying back 

down on her bed. “I really thought you were genuinely interested in serving me, but 

look what I’ve got instead!”.  

 

“I’m sorry, Ms, I really am!” I replied with genuine remorse. “Please forgive me, Ms 

Priyanka”, I pleaded in the most snivelling fashion I could, while kissing her pretty 

soles at the same time, the unabsorbed lotion clinging to my lips.  

 

“And why should I do that?” bellowed Ms. 

 

“Ms, I promise I’ll never disappoint you again! Ms, please, please forgive me this one 

time!”, I pleaded again, sensing her genuine fury. 



  

 

She didn’t respond for a few minutes, while I continued kissing her delectable soles in 

the most submissive manner I could think of.   

 

“I should just kick those useless little balls of yours, boy and tell you to fuck off.”, she 

finally remarked haughtily. “I’ll give you another chance though - - but know it’ll be 

your last chance”.  

 

She kicked me on the side of the head hard, causing me to lose focus momentarily and 

then uttered the words that made me think she had not only planned much of what 

was happening between us in advance but actually researched it.  

 

“You’ll pay for this, though. Tomorrow morning you will be buying a chastity device 

for that disgusting little thing of yours (she said this while making a genuine gesture 

of disgust), and will wear it at all times unless instructed otherwise. And of course, I 

will retain the key”.  

 

This, you must understand, had played no part in my fantasies of service to her and 

the thought of being denied access to my own cock – “tiny” or not – was not one that 

made much appeal to me. 

 

“Now rub my feet until I fall asleep again,” she said as if it were a done deal, “and 

then be off to the other room. I’m going to make you rub my feet all night soon, but 

not tonight. “ 

 

Shaken, and all thoughts of arousal forgotten, I applied myself to the task. It didn’t 

take long though before I had another erection, but I didn’t dare to remove my fingers 

from Ms’s feet this time.  

 

The hours ticked by, and it was finally around 1AM in the morning when I decided it 

was time to go. I gently withdrew my hands from my Ms’s legs and feet, and then 

covered them with the blanket. I then kissed her slippers, and quietly made my way 

out of the room to the other one, which quite literally had no furnishings except an 

attached bathroom with a broken shower pipe and dirty bathtub, and a few unused 

sheets lying about the actual room along with an old alarm clock on a rickety desk. I 

managed to make a pillow out of those sheets, and lay down on the floor, exhausted, 

but exhilarated at the same time. I set the alarm for 6:30 A.M., and tried to sleep.  

 

Tomorrow would be another day, and I had a feeling it would be tougher than today 

had been for me.  

 

Sleep did not come easy, but when it did come I slept fitfully, dreaming of my 

Goddess, and wanting nothing more than to masturbate, so as to obtain relief from the 

immense sexual tension that had built up over the past few hours. In deference to my 

Ms’s wishes though, I did not do this, and finally managed to catch a few winks.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Four 
 

Life as a Slave 

 

I woke up at 6:30A.M. sharp. 

 

It didn’t feel like I had slept any length of time.  

 

Hurriedly, I rushed to the bathroom to freshen up, and noticed that it had an old 

toothbrush and an almost-empty tube of toothpaste there in addition to a raggedy 

towel and a bucket.  

 

Ms must have been planning this, I thought – else why would these items be here?  

 

I freshened up as best as I could, and then put on the same pair of underwear I had 

been wearing yesterday. I then made my way over to Ms Priyanka’s room, and 

entered sharp at 7A.M.  

 

Ms was on her stomach, with one leg pulled up towards her stomach, and the other leg 

outstretched flat with the sole of the foot in clear view. Her bathrobe was loose, and 

she was, for all practical purposes, almost naked until her hips. I knelt, and started to 

massage her sole gently, making sure not to wake up her up, but also making sure to 

get the blood flowing.  

 

She slowly stirred, and looked at me through sleepy eyes, looking every bit as pretty 

as she was last night.  

 

“10 more minutes”, she murmured, and went right back to sleep, giving me a bird’s 

eye view of her perfect ass. My cock was straining painfully against my underwear by 

then, and the thing I wanted most at that point was to kiss her perfectly shaped round 

ass cheeks, but I restrained myself yet again, and stuck to my task.  

 

She awoke a while later, and stretched luxuriously.  

 

“Morning, slave. Did you have a good night?” she giggled. “I sure did!” 

 

She stretched again, and sat up in bed.  

 

“Today’s the first day I have a slave serve me full time in the way a superior person 

like myself should be served; I’ve waited a long time for this to happen, but I wasn’t 

sure it ever would.” 

 

Her expression was a mix of wonder and pure exultation as she added: 

 

“But it has now!” 

 

She gauged my reaction carefully and then, satisfied I wasn’t about to contradict her: 

 

“Here is what your morning ritual will look like… slave.” 

 



  

 

She drew the word out and I could tell just how much she was enjoying being in a 

position to direct it at a man. 

 

A man of her very own. 

    

“First, you will awaken me each morning with a light massage as you have today at a 

pre-appointed time of my choosing. I don’t care if you’ve been up all night massaging 

me – you have to be here at that time. Absolutely no exceptions allowed”. 

 

This at least, I told myself as I drank in her wondrous form, should not prove a 

hardship. 

  

“Second, you will have a bottle of water waiting by my side for me to drink when I 

wake up. You will wait for me to finish this water, and then slide my slippers on to 

my feet, after which I will use the toilet. Remember that the bathroom must be 

sparkling clean at all times, the toilet especially so. You will ensure that the toilet seat 

is kept spotless at all times, and will clean it yourself twice a day, or more times if I so 

desire. Clear so far?” 

 

“Yes, Ms Priyanka”, I responded with bowed head.  

 

“You must make the bed quickly while I use the toilet. In the kitchen, you’ll find a 

coffee maker, along with satchels of genuine Arabic coffee nearby. I prefer my coffee 

strong most mornings, without milk. You will be the one making me my coffee every 

morning, bitch.” 

 

I lowered my eyes, thrilling to hearing her describe me in such a way and not wanting 

her to see the effect such treatment had upon me. 

 

A horse, I might have been expected to know, that had already bolted. 

 

“After I have been to the toilet, you will wipe my ass thoroughly, and will then thank 

me for allowing you to perform this most personal of tasks by kissing each cheek in 

the center. You will then flush the toilet, wash your hands, and then kneel back down 

on the toilet floor as I brush my teeth. After this, I will read the morning newspaper 

and enjoy my hot coffee, while you prepare breakfast or massage my feet, as I desire.” 

 

She sighed and stretched, the proverbial cat with its cream. 

 

“More instructions later,” she announced. “I’m ready to get up now, so fetch me that 

water!”  

 

I rushed to the fridge, and got her a bottle of cold Evian.  

 

She drank it, and made her way to the bathroom, while ordering me to tidy her bed.  

 

I did this, and soon enough, my Ms called.  

 

“Ok, time to clean up, slave. Hurry up!” she yelled.  



  

 

With a sense of dread that matched the unreality surrounding my oft pictured 

situation, this particular aspect of service never having suggested itself to me, I 

entered the bathroom to find Ms Priyanka resting her elbows on the bathroom counter 

with her legs spread out and offering a view of her perfect – and, at that point, dirty - 

ass.  

 

The sight was revolting and, to my surprise, a turn on. 

 

I had always dreamt of being a personal slave to a Lady, but hadn’t actually done it – 

and never like this. 

 

“Hurry up”, Ms snapped. “I can’t wait here all day!”. 

 

I scurried over to her backside along with the roll of toilet paper I saw nearby and 

gently parted her ass cheeks, and started to wipe her ass, while she giggled.  

 

“God, I’m going to enjoy this for sure”, my Ms said. “No more checking to see it it’s 

dirty back there or even wiping my own ass - - I have a slave to do it for me! Even 

pathetic bitches like you have some use in this world, it seems!”, she laughed.  

 

I cleaned her ass crack thoroughly, and moistened the last bit of toilet paper with a bit 

of water, so I could “wipe wash” her crack clean as well.  

 

This last addition seemed to please her a lot.  

 

“Mmm, now that’s a good ass wiper. Resourceful as well!!” she tittered, while 

starting to brush her teeth.  

 

I moved over to the toilet, and flushed it for her and then waited while she was done, 

after which she headed out to the living room.  

 

I took a look at the sink, and sure enough, Ms hadn’t bothered to run the water any 

more than she needed to – the sink was a complete mess. I cleaned up, washed my 

hands again, and hurried over to the kitchen to make her coffee, my head still 

spinning with the thought of the “services” I had just rendered my Ms with.   

 

How much further – and lower - could my fetish take me? 

 

I prepared her coffee, and not a moment too soon either - - I soon heard my Ms 

beckoning me.  

 

“Where’s the coffee, slave?” 

 

“Just another couple of minutes, Ms”, I responded hurriedly, and rushed to pour her 

coffee into a porcelain mug.  

 

I took it to her in the living room, where she was already seated comfortably on the 

recliner reading her newspaper.  

 

She beckoned to the coffee table with her finger, and I put her coffee down there.  



  

 

 

She then ordered me to get breakfast ready.  

 

“There’s bacon and eggs in the fridge, along with orange juice. I’ll have some toast 

with that too. Make sure my toasts are done crisp. Now, go make yourself useful.” she 

said absently, dismissing me with a flick of her manicured fingers.  

 

I had just turned to do as she said when she added: 

 

“Oh, and remember to make enough for leftovers”, she said with a sardonic grin on 

her beautiful, full lips. 

 

After we both had breakfast (a full meal for her and leftovers for me), my Ms ordered 

me to lay her clothes out for her as she took a shower. 

 

“I’m going shopping for a while after that, boy. Lay out the white T-shirt, denim jeans 

and appropriate underwear you’ll find in the cupboard over there. There’s a load of 

dirty laundry beside the cupboard, but you can get to that tomorrow.”, she said, going 

into the bathroom.  

 

I did so, and she emerged from the bathroom a short while later in her bath robe, 

having toweled herself dry before slipping into the robe.  

 

“Help me on with my clothes, bitch”, she ordered. I knelt, and held her freshly 

laundered panties so that she could just “step” into them.  

 

Next, I handed her brassiere to her, and was at her back to fasten the straps before she 

could do it herself.  

 

She nodded her head in appreciation.  

 

“Hmm, I’m glad I don’t need to teach you everything! Now rub me down with some 

lotion”, she commanded, while lying face down on the bed. “My skin gets dry real 

quick, but a quick rubdown with the right lotion resolves the issue. You’ll find a 

bottle of Vaseline Cocoa lotion on the bedside table.” 

 

I did as she asked, starting with her back first, and moving downwards, lightly and 

humbly, the way a proper body-servant should.  

 

She was right. Her skin did seem a bit dry in patches, especially around the waist and 

mid back, as well as down towards the calves and feet. I also paid special attention to 

her buttocks and lower back, making sure to thoroughly moisturize them, an attention 

to detail she seemed to enjoy. I then repeated the process on the front of her body, 

after which I helped her on with her jeans, and she threw on the T-shirt quickly.  

 

“I’m going to teach you how to give me a proper pedicure and manicure as well.” she 

mused. “Why waste money at the parlour when I can get better service right at 

home?” 

 

She smiled to herself, the prospect obviously a happy one. 



  

 

“But that’s a task for later. I’m heading out now. ” 

 

Adding:  

 

“In the meantime, make yourself useful around here. I want the bathroom cleaned 

thoroughly, as well as the toilet and the bathtub, both of which should always be kept 

sparkling clean. This is to be done daily, by the way. No stains or smears allowed… 

Or else.”  

 

She looked at me warningly and, like the well-trained beast I was becoming, I 

responded. 

  

“As you wish, Ms”, I said, looking at her as a dog looking to please its Master (or Ms) 

might.  

 

“That’s a good boy”, she laughed. “I’ll be back within a couple of hours. Have lunch 

ready by 1:30PM - - I think I’ll have grilled chicken sandwiches today. You’ll find 

everything you need in the kitchen.” 

 

By this point I was almost ready to curtsey, so far into subspace had she taken me. 

 

“Now come on, and put my platforms on my feet”, she said in an impatient while 

sinking down in the sofa. “And bring me my sunglasses as well - - they’re in that 

drawer over there!” 

 

I brought her platforms over to her, knelt and gently slipped them onto her feet, which 

smelt lovely due to all the pampering of the night before, and this morning as well. I 

could already feel my erection start to strain against my pants again. 

 

“Kiss my feet, goodbye slave”, Ms Priyanka commanded, while putting on her 

sunglasses and I obliged with alacrity. 

 

After all, this was, was it not, what I had wanted all along.  

 

Oh, how imperious she looked.  

 

Standing there in even such simple attire such as this.  

 

With me at her feet!  

 

It’s been said that true dominance comes from within, rather than via external means, 

and Ms Priyanka is testament to the truth of that statement. 

 

Pure, natural, unblemished and untamed dominance personified! 

 

I bent to my task (a most enjoyable one!), and kissed each of her toes with the 

reverence they deserved. Ms Priyanka rested one foot on my head while I was kissing 

her other foot.  

 

When I was done, she moved away, the door banging shut behind her.  



  

 

I got up from the floor in a hurry. I had a lot of tasks to accomplish, and only a couple 

of hours in which to get them done in!  

 

I took a few chicken breasts out of the deep freezer, and started the defrost process, 

and then hurried off to her bathroom to clean it. The floor was fairly clean anyway, 

but as instructed I paid special attention to the toilet, and tub, scrubbing both several 

times to make sure they were spotless. I then grilled the chicken on the indoor 

(electric) grill, and prepared some sandwiches along with a light salad, and put the 

sandwiches in a hot case to ensure they stayed warm.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Five 
 

Cage 

 

 

Around one, the doorbell rang.  

 

It was Ms Priyanka. 

 

Looking as radiant and resplendent as ever and obviously unwilling to go to the effort 

of using a key when she had a slave to open the door for her. 

  

“Get my bags from the car, slave”, she ordered, sinking down in the couch and 

throwing her feet up on the coffee table.  

 

I went out and did as she ordered to discover she had obviously been to a few stores. 

 

There were quite a few bags, all containing mostly clothes - or so I thought.  

 

When this was completed I then knelt and removed her shoes carefully, and kissed 

each of her soles all over reverently, noting that her soles smelt sweaty as opposed to 

fragrant this morning, and telling myself that this was understandable. 

 

I asked if I may bring her some warm water to wash her feet. 

  

“Yes, you may”, she responded.  

 

There was  a small tub lying around in her bathroom (used no doubt for pedicures at 

times), and I filled it with warm water, and brought it back to the living room with a 

bar of soap, lotion and a couple of hand towels.  

 

Ms was lying back on the sofa, a small smile of anticipation on her pretty lips.  

 

“May I wash your feet, Ms?”, I asked softly.  

 

She angled her eyebrows at me, indicating I should proceed.  

 

I gently took her feet down from the coffee table, and rolled up Ms’s jeans so that 

they didn’t get wet while I was washing her feet. I carefully dipped them in the water, 

and heard Ms sigh in pleasure as I carefully applied soap to her soles, and between her 

toes, and then washed them thoroughly before drying each foot in a separate towel, 

and placing it back on the coffee table.    

 

I was about to start applying lotion to her feet, when I noticed her looking down on 

me with an amused, yet satisfied expression. 

 

“This little adventure is turning out quite well for me, slave”, she said happily. “In 

ancient times, royalty, and those that could afford it had their slaves wash their feet 

once they got back home - - and now I get the same treatment. I am just amazed at 

how natural it all seems to me.” 



  

 

Her smile was almost loving as she asked: 

 

“Does it not seem natural to you also.” 

 

For some reason, a great swell of emotion surged upwards in me and it was all I could 

do to answer in what was an understandably small voice: 

 

“Y-Yes, P-Perfect Ms Priyanka. It… it does.” 

 

She seemed pleased at this: 

 

“Good. Because I have to tell you that using you as a slave was one the best decisions 

I ever made”. 

 

She continued in the same autocratic vein: 

 

“You may now apply some lotion on my feet, but once done, go bring that black 

shopping bag to me.” 

 

I did as she asked, wondering what was in the black bag.  

 

A bag that seemed to me to consist of mostly T-shirts, though I was about to be 

proved wrong. 

 

And how! 

 

She rummaged inside the bag for a bit, and pulled out a strange looking device.  

 

“That’s for you, bitch”, she laughed, and tossed it to me.  

 

“What’s this, Ms”, I asked, not understanding what the device was for.  

 

“It’s a chastity device, you fool”, she responded. “You might have thought I’ve 

forgotten about last night, but I haven’t! That little tube (and here she stopped to 

snicker again) is where you insert your penis, and the ring goes around the base of 

your cock. Here, I’ll show you how to use it”, she tittered, putting her feet down, and 

pulling me closer to her.  

 

She slid my underwear down, slid the tube onto my cock, and fastened a couple of 

rings around the base of my penis and balls - - and a few clicks later, I heard a tiny 

lock - - I was effectively “locked up” at that point.  

 

“Hee, hee”, my Ms giggled. “The guy at the store asked me the size of the device I 

wanted, and I told him the smallest diameter available - and even that might be too 

big for you”.  

 

This verbal humiliation, along with her pretty hands so close to my cock caused me to 

get even harder than I was, and she noticed.  

 



  

 

“Hmm, on second thoughts, perhaps it’s just the right size. But you’ll soon learn to 

control your hard-ons”, she added with a wicked smile. 

 

The above being a fact that was borne out by the intense pain I felt every time my 

penis threatened to break free of its shackles. 

  

“Oh, and you won’t need this anymore”, she giggled, picking up my underwear with 

her toes and tossing it like a rag into the pile of clothes that I had worn yesterday by 

her footwear.  

 

Yesterday?? Was it really yesterday that I was on a “vanilla” date with this girl - - and 

standing chastised, naked, and barefoot in front of her today?!!  

 

“Ok, enough musing, slave”, Ms Priyanka suddenly said, smacking me on the ass. 

“Go get my lunch ready and serve it to me out on the verandah”, she ordered, making 

her way out to the small balcony which was actually quite well set up, with a couple 

of plants, an outdoor grill, and a couple of chairs.  

 

I served her lunch on the balcony, and she finished the food with gusto. After that, she 

headed to her room for a nap. I asked her if she’d like her feet massaged, but she 

declined.  

 

“Not right now, slave. You may have your lunch, and rest until I wake up - - around 

5P.M. or so. Or you can sit on the floor and stare at the world going by”, she laughed. 

“Entirely your choice – but either way, be at my feet at 5P.M. sharp” she said, as she 

made her way to the bedroom.  

 

I remained on the verandah for a few minutes, again trying to process everything that 

had gone on so far.  

 

The nervous energy that had sustained me over the past day or so was now, 

understandably, beginning to wear down and I was confused as well as tired.  

 

God was I tired. 

 

I’d had no idea serving a lady could be so… demanding! 

 

Doubts crept over me for a few moments and I wondered if I hadn’t bitten off more 

than my vivid fantasy life was capable of chewing without choking on the experience. 

 

As I say though, only for a few moments. 

 

Having had a taste of serving Priyanka, I knew now that she was in my veins and 

there could be no turning back. 

 

At least not for me. 

 

I finally decided on getting some rest, and retired to the “spare” room to get some rest. 

I must have dozed off, as the sun was going down by the time I woke up. 

 



  

 

Adrenalin surged as I consulted my watch. 

 

It was almost 5P.M.! 

 

I quickly rushed to the bathroom to splash some cold water on my face, and made my 

way to Ms’s room where I positioned myself at her feet and started to gently massage 

them.  

 

Ms woke up shortly thereafter.  

 

“Hmm, that was quite relaxing”, she said, not yet fully awake, and enjoying that short 

period of relaxation that comes right after a deep sleep, and before one fully wakes 

up.  

 

She lazily tousled my hair with her feet as she spoke, rubbing them all over my face 

as well.  

 

This of course got my attention in more ways than one. 

 

I yelped in pain as the chastity device did what it was supposed to do.  

 

Ms snickered: 

 

“Now that should teach you to focus on serving the woman, rather than yourself”, she 

commented, laughing at my predicament. “Or do you need further reminders?” 

 

Sitting up in bed she twirled her fingers around my nipples in a playful manner, 

something that caused me to go crazy with lust and pain - - a combination of emotions 

I had not experienced at the hands – and feet – of another until now. 

  

The pain won out over my excitement and useless arousal pretty quickly though. 

  

“I’m sorry, Ms! I’ll do my best to control my erection!”, I stammered, while trying to 

shift positions to ease the pain of the device stretching my scrotum.  

 

“You better”, she laughed, lying back down with a truly smug and victorious 

expression.  

 

At that point her cell phone trilled somewhere in the distance.  

 

“Fetch, boy,” she laughed, adding: “Oh, and get me a glass of water as well”. 

 

Grateful for once to be out of her presence, given the pain my obsession for her was 

causing me, I did as she commanded and rose to perform her bidding and bring her 

both the phone and the water.  

 

She answered it while sipping on her drink.  

 

“Oh hey, Marissa, I didn’t know you were still in town!” 

 



  

 

Finishing her water as she listened, she motioned me to bring her another as she 

continued taking her call. 

  

When I re-filled her glass and brought it to her, she motioned me to put it on the 

bedside table and then flicked her forefinger dismissively, as if to say: 

 

“Get out, bitch! I’ll call you when I need you.” 

 

Later, when I’d left her presence and after what seemed like an eternity, the door 

opened and I saw Ms walking towards the living room. 

 

She motioned me to follow her. 

  

“Tomorrow’s going to be a fun day, slave.” she said.  

 

“I’m going to playing tennis tomorrow morning with Marissa - - something I’ve been 

wanting to do for the past few weeks, but couldn’t find the time to do, both due to the 

load at school, as well as household chores.” 

 

For a moment I almost thought I could detect just a hint of gratitude in there amongst 

the mockery. 

 

“If only I’d found you before”, she laughed derisively. 

 

As I said “just a hint”.  

 

“But then, I’m a firm believer in everything happening for a reason and I’m sure I 

found you NOW so I would have more time to enjoy and train you fully with school 

out of session”. 

 

She laughed again, thoroughly delighted, it appeared, with our new arrangement. 

  

“Anyway, I play tennis on a regular basis - great workout – and, tomorrow, I’m going 

to get in a two hour or so session.” 

 

I didn’t have to wonder if this was going to involve me or not for long. 

 

“Gonna be a busy day for you slave, and you’ll find out why tomorrow. But first, time 

for my daily - - as of now - - pedicure. Do you know how to administer a decent 

pedicure, slave?” 

 

“Um, I’m not sure, Ms”, I responded, actually knowing a little something more about 

giving pedicures than I let on but not wanting to take the chance my service would be 

up to my Ms’s standard. 

 

This being the case, I figured it was best to take the safe route.  

 

“Well, I’ll teach you anyway”, Ms responded.  



  

 

“First, go get the nail polish remover you’ll find in the bathroom cabinet, along with 

some cotton wool. Oh, and you’ll find a bottle of vodka in the kitchen. Make me a 

vodka martini, and bring it to me – and don’t forget the lime!” 

 

I hesitated for a moment, drinking in her own beauty and she mistook my dallying for 

ignorance: 

 

“You DO know how to make a martini, don’t you, boy?” she asked sternly. 

 

I returned to earth with a thump. 

  

“Oh, yes, of course, Ms”, I responded, rushing to fetch the items she desired along 

with her drink.  

 

Once she was comfortable in a chair and sipping on her “satisfactory” drink, I 

commenced the pedicure as she instructed me from above. 

  

“Remove the old nail polish first. The way to do that is to moisten the cotton slightly 

with nail polish remover, and just wipe the nail polish off. But make sure to get every 

bit of it”.  

 

I put her right foot in my lap, and started the process, while she rested the other foot 

on the coffee table, and swapped feet when I was done. I could feel her looking at me 

approvingly, yet sternly while I was working, and tried extra hard not to make any 

mistakes.  

 

“Now, bring me a tub of warm water, along with the foot file and lotion you’ll find in 

the bathroom cabinet. Oh and bring some bath salts with you as well – those are to be 

added to the water”. 

 

I did as she ordered, and was soon scraping the dead cells of one of her feet, while the 

other one luxuriated in the warm, fragrant water.  

 

However, I must not have proved too good at this, as Ms soon admonished me. 

  

“Be careful boy, you’re being too rough on my feet!” 

 

“I’m sorry Ms, I’ll try and be more careful”, I said, honestly meaning it.  

 

“You’ll learn soon enough”, she said, laughing. “Carry on, slave. “ 

 

After I was done, I dried her right foot, and then applied cuticle remover on her toes.  

 

Not a hardship for me, you understand. 

 

I then cut her toenails using a nail clipper, and shaped them using the nail filer I found 

in the bathroom, and repeated the process with the other foot. I then cleaned the 

excess dirt from under her nails, and removed the excess cuticles and “broken” skin.  

 



  

 

During this process, Ms sipped her drink, while ordering me to get her re-fills every 

so often, which meant I was alternating between kneeling, working, and standing 

every ten minutes or so.  

 

Quite tiring, but erotic at the same time. 

 

Not to mention painful, lest you think I’d forgotten the chastity cage locked so tightly 

about my cock and balls. 

  

Finally, I took a nail brush and “polished” her nails thoroughly, before taking a few 

seconds to survey my work. It looked good - - all her perfect toes needed now were a 

coat of nail polish.  

 

I then asked Ms which color nail polish she’d like to wear.  

 

“Hmm, good question. I generally like to try on two or three different colors, but for 

now, orange will do fine”, she said.  

 

I rummaged in the cabinet for the color of nail polish she wanted, found it, and took 

another “neutral” color of nail polish out to act as a base coat. I separated her toes 

with cotton wool, and first applied the base color to her toes, and then the orange 

color she preferred. I repeated this process on both feet, applying the orange color 

twice and then rubbed lotion on to her feet, and gently put them on the coffee table for 

her.   

 

Finally, I was done. 

 

Even if “Ms” wasn’t. 

  

“In the cupboard, you will find a small hand mirror, slave. Bring that to me, and hold 

it in such a way that I can see my soles. That way I can be sure that you’ve got the job 

done right.” she ordered.  

 

I did as she asked, brought the small mirror over (it was actually one of those mirrors 

women use to check their make up while “on the move”, just larger in size), and held 

it as a barber would hold a mirror behind  a client’s head in order for a haircut to be 

inspected closely.  

 

I made sure she could see every inch of her now even-smoother soles, and freshly 

painted orange toenails, and she seemed to be satisfied with the process.  

 

“Hmm, looks good, slave. Good job!” 

 

“Thank you, Ms”, I gratefully said, kissing her feet while saying so.  

 

“Now go and get dinner started” she ordered. “I’d like to get to bed somewhat early 

tonight as I have a long game of tennis scheduled tomorrow, and need my rest.” 

 

“Yes, Ms”, I obediently nodded.  



  

 

“You may grill a few simple burgers for tonight. The beef’s in the freezer, and you’ll 

find burger buns somewhere as well. Groceries are running low, but we - - or rather 

you…” she giggled, “…can take care of that during the next few days.”  

 

I turned then turned back at the sound of her voice: 

 

“Oh, and another re-fill too”, she ordered, handing her glass to me.  

 

“Would you like your burgers rare, or well done, Ms?” I remembered to ask. “And 

may I use the outdoor grill?” 

 

“Rare and, yes, you may, slave”, Ms responded.  

 

I got to work preparing her dinner, which was actually rather easy to do - - just some 

simple charbroiled burgers done rare, along with a simple salad. Ms ate first, and I got 

to taste a leftover burger patty along with some greens. She headed off to the room for 

her nightly read before bedtime, and I took her slippers off, and then started to clean 

up. 

 

After I was done, I quietly entered her room, and started to massage her feet 

obediently - just the way she liked it. I noticed her starting to relax, but after a while, I 

noticed something was a bit odd.  

 

“You know, I saw this hot looking guy today while shopping for clothes”, she 

suddenly remarked, in that carefree manner which one gets during a moderate “buzz”. 

And Ms Priyanka was certainly buzzing a bit – having, by my count, had at least six 

strong drinks. 

 

Not a small quantity over a few hours, by any reckoning. 

  

“I didn’t speak to him,” she went on, “but looking at him reminded me of how long 

I’ve been without a real man.” 

 

I felt my face colour at her obvious taunt. 

 

“A man that ravishes me like the sexy woman I am, and makes me feel sexy, 

attractive, and wanted. A man that gets me so wet I can barely control myself. A man 

with a large cock that he knows how to use…”  

 

She trailed off and sighed with a mixture of thwarted desire and anticipation.  

 

“Turn the lights off, slave. I think I’m going to go to bed now.” 

 

I, of course, made to do as she asked as she continued with her thought processes: 

 

“This guy was certainly hung though”, she continued, as I switched the lights off, and 

resumed my kneeling position in front of her divine soles. “I could see the bulge in his 

trousers while I was shopping – must be about 8 inches or so at the bare minimum. 

And I’m being really conservative here.” 

 



  

 

Her laughter was not pleasant as she added: 

 

“Certainly longer than yours, pencil dick”, she said, laughing out loud. “Probably 

thicker and juicer too.” 

 

I just stared at those incredible feet and kept my own counsel. 

 

“Oh, well,” she mused, “can’t have ‘em all, can we?” 

 

I could almost hear the wheels of her mind churning above me and was none too 

surprised when she had second thoughts: 

 

“ But, then again, why can’t we?”  

  

Waves of humiliation washed over me again as I took in the full import of her words 

and what it might mean for me down the line.  

 

Here I was, serving my Goddess all day  like a devoted slave, wiping her ass, cooking 

her meals, fetching her drinks, cleaning her footwear, and now finally at her feet. 

 

And all the while, with her thoughts and words, she was comparing my puny dick to 

other larger ones. 

 

And being quite upfront about the humiliation as well. 

 

Could it get any worse?  

 

But then, a small part of me was extremely turned on as well and I had to fight hard to 

control my lust – though the chastity device that cut into any attempt at an erection 

was helping a help in this respect. 

 

Even if, worryingly, I was starting to get a bit used to the pain by now.  

 

“Suck my toes, bitch”, Ms suddenly demanded.  

 

“Huh”, I responded, confused again.  

 

“You heard me. Suck my toes!” Ms commanded, while rudely prying my mouth open 

with one foot, and shoving the big toe of another foot in my mouth.  

 

Suddenly, from being mildly euphoric, I was in heaven – and now I truly cursed the 

device she had locked on to my cock and balls! 

 

Gradually accustoming myself to the pain as I was or not. 

 

I started to suck her big toes gently, breathing warmly all over it. I lapped around her 

toe with my tongue, and repeated the process with her other toes, while making sure 

to lick and caress the area between her toes with my flickering tongue. I repeated this 

process over and over for the next ten minutes or so, while listening to Ms’s groans of 

pleasure. 



  

 

She was clearly getting turned on by this big time.  

 

After a while, she turned over on her stomach.  

 

“Lick my soles”, she commanded in a hoarse voice, out of breath.  

 

Not missing a beat, I commenced doing so, knowing for sure now that my Ms was 

turned on.  

 

I also started to gently kiss her ankles, instinctively knowing that I wouldn’t be 

punished for this - so long, that is, as my Ms was pleasured the right way.  

 

I slowly made my way up her legs, kissing her calves, and caressing the back of her 

knee until I reached her hamstrings at which point I started gently licking and sucking 

the skin there softly, all the way up to her ass. Many people don’t know that the 

hamstrings can be a pretty sensitive area for some ladies, especially when it comes to 

oral pleasure, and I was using this knowledge to full impact - - Ms was squirming on 

the bed in pleasure by now.  

 

My balls were also hurting at that point, but my arousal was so great I could block out 

the pain in my cock and nuts to a great extent, and still concentrate on serving Ms 

Priyanka – that’s how turned on I was by serving her sexually! Each groan of pleasure 

sent waves of excitement through my body, only serving to heighten my arousal (and 

thus denial as well).   

 

I could also see my Ms’s pretty, shapely ass in front of me, along with her inviting ass 

crack. Might I be allowed to pleasure her in her most private of spots, I wondered?  

 

“May I worship your ass, Ms”, I asked softly. 

 

In response, she grabbed a clump of my hair, and literally pushed my face down to her 

ass.  

 

“Start NOW, bitch!” was all she said.  

 

I kissed her ass cheeks all over and teased them with gentle bites which seemed to 

bring goose bumps out on Ms’s soft backside. I teased her for a few minutes by 

breathing over her ass crack, but not parting the cheeks to allow myself access to her 

rosebud - - but I did not keep this up for too long, finally parting her cheeks, and 

kissing her beautiful asshole like it deserved to be, and started to smooch her asshole 

as if it were a pair of lips.  

 

“Ah, Jesus! Oh, Sweet Jesus!” Ms moaned in ecstasy with each smooch. “I never 

knew this could feel so good!” 

 

I stuck my tongue deep inside my asshole - - as deep as it would go, and swirled it 

around as if I was licking an ice cream cone. I continued this for a while, enjoying the 

smell and taste of her back there, the sheer humiliation of it all turning me on like I’d 

never been turned on before - - not to mention my Ms, who was in seventh heaven by 

now.  



  

 

Without warning, Ms suddenly turned around, and pushed my face deep into her 

vagina.  

 

“Lick me, you fucking bitch”, she screamed. “Stick that tongue deep in - - pleasure 

me like the Queen I am!”  

 

I did so, tasting her all over, and making sure to pleasure every inch of her sensitive 

vagina with my tongue. I paid special attention to flicking the G-spot, lingering there 

just that little bit longer during my oral worship.  

 

And just like that, ever so suddenly, Ms’s entire body shook with a powerful orgasm, 

and then another, just as I stuck my tongue in for the fourth or fifth time. It seems the 

anal stimulation had already driven her over the edge and the vaginal stimulation was 

the icing on the already delicious cake - - and I could understand her state of arousal - 

- I could barely notice my own dick in all sorts of agony at that point!  

 

She finally shuddered, and slowly relaxed her legs (which at that point had tightly 

wedged my head in between her legs), and pushed me away as she did so. Without 

uttering a word, I re-assumed my kneeling position, and started to massage her feet 

again - - while she relaxed after her orgasm.  

 

“That was wonderful, slave”, she muttered dreamily a few minutes later.  

 

“I’m glad to be of service, Ms Priyanka”, I managed to say, my own head about to 

explode with the swirling mixture of emotions.  

 

She didn’t respond. Looking up after a while, I saw why - - she was fast asleep - - 

fully relaxed after the drinks and dinner, and now even more after the orgasm she had, 

and the foot massage thereafter.   

 

I continued massaging her feet for about an hour after that, and then made sure to 

leave on tip-toes without disturbing her. I closed the door softly behind me, though it 

probably wouldn’t have mattered even if I didn’t - - Ms was snoring loudly by then.  

 

Once back in my room, I set the alarm for 7AM again, and collapsed on the floor, my 

body hurting with the exertions of the day, and my cock hurting in spots I’ve never 

felt it hurt on before.  

 

I was exhausted, and my arousal slowly turned to frustration at my caged cock, and 

then resignation. 

 

And then, amazingly, to satisfaction at finally having been able to achieve what I’d 

been trying so hard to do all these past years. 

 

Be a complete slave to a dominant Lady.  

 

So what if I didn’t get to orgasm as well?  

 

The experience itself was well worth it! 

 



  

 

Tomorrow’s another day, I thought sleepily, and who can say what it will bring.  

 

Laundry, for sure, I told myself with a smile, knowing that even tending to Priyanka’s 

dirty clothing had… compensations. 

 

It was with such thoughts in mind, Ms Priyanka’s beautiful feet to the fore, that I soon 

fell into a deep and dream-filled sleep. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Six 
 

Getting used to the morning routine 

 

Thursday dawned bright and sunny, with me waking up almost an hour before my 

alarm clock rang.  

 

It was just 5:40 A.M. at the time, and given “normal” circumstances, I’d do what 

anyone else would do in this situation, which would be to go straight back to bed until 

it was time to wake up - - but “normal” didn’t apply in my case.  

 

I was no longer a college student merely dreaming about being allowed to worship a 

stunningly attractive and naturally dominant lady - - I was actually fortunate enough 

to be in the position of actually doing so, and had to act accordingly.  

 

How lucky was I to have this opportunity - - it had only been a couple of days, but I 

was already so deeply enmeshed in my servitude to her that even her feet touching the 

floor when she walked bothered me - - should she not be walking on rose petals all 

day long so that not even a speck of dirt could soil those lovely soles? 

 

Though I had managed to sleep a few hours last night, it was by no means a “restful” 

night of sleep - - rather, one where I tossed and turned intermittently, Ms. Priyanka 

and my new position as her devoted slave, constantly on my subconscious mind.  

 

I was also struggling to get used to the chastity device I was wearing, something 

which was an absolute essential since I just couldn’t keep my erections under control 

for any length of time.  

 

But physical discomfort aside, an extreme state of arousal also increases my level of 

submissiveness, and somehow, with her innate knowledge of men and how their 

brains function, my Ms. had figured this out, and used it to her advantage -  not that I 

minded one bit! 

 

“How right Ms. Priyanka was to buy me this device”, I thought, lovingly recalling the 

moments I spent last night with my tongue deep inside her asshole, gasping for breath 

in between those perfect ass cheeks of hers.  

 

“She knows how to keep my cock under her control, thus denying me pleasure - - but 

giving me the pleasure and satisfaction I truly need and get mentally by worshipping 

her as a superior lady, as opposed to a quick orgasm which does nothing for me in the 

long run”, I mused.  

 

These thoughts occupied my mind for a few more minutes, and I suddenly got up, my 

mind racing. How could I be wasting this time merely thinking about what I had done 

so far??  

 

My gorgeous Ms. was sleeping comfortably, and I was passing up the opportunity to 

massage her feet for an extra half hour before she woke up?  

 



  

 

I quickly got ready, and entered Priyanka’s room on tip toes, making sure not to make 

any noise lest she wake up.  

 

I found her sleeping comfortably on her back, legs spread wide open on the bed with 

her pleasure zones in full view -  a position that clearly said “My bed, my area”. And 

the posture pleased me as well -  men usually sprawl on the bed like they own it even 

when they have a female partner beside them, so why should a woman not get to do 

the same?” 

 

As these thoughts raced through my mind, I knelt reverently at her inviting soles, 

starting to massage them gently, blowing warm air out of my mouth on them 

occasionally so that her feet remained warm.  

 

I massaged her shins gently as well, since that was an area I hadn’t paid much 

attention to - - but I was sure they needed a good rub down as well.  

 

I must have done something right, as I sensed her awaken and move ever so slightly,  

 

“Ah, you’re at it”, she commented sleepily, not fully awake as yet. “”Rub my ass”, 

she instructed, while turning around lazily.  

 

I eagerly crawled over to the side of the bed, and started to rub the twin globes of 

flesh that poked out alluringly from beneath the cover of the blanket, her perfect ass 

crack staring at me invitingly.  

 

I massaged the buttocks in a circular fashion, making sure that the muscles around the 

lower back were not neglected. It was a gentle, soothing rub, the kind that can turn 

one or simply allow the recipient to relax, depending upon said person’s mood at the 

time.  

 

She moaned her approval every so often, before starting to wake up.  

 

“Kiss my ass, slave”, she suddenly commanded.  

 

I almost fell over myself rushing to do her bidding, kissing her pert ass as I would the 

love of my life.  

 

I made sure to kiss her lower back as well, which seemed to relax her a good bit.  

 

“Get your tongue in there”, she ordered me after a while.  

 

I parted her cheeks, and got down to my task – a task I must admit I enjoyed 

thoroughly.   

 

Her ass was a bit smelly, as anyone’s might be after a good night’s rest, but I was so 

aroused that the smell actually turned me on even more, the pain emanating from my 

groin only matched by my desire to stick my tongue even deeper into her fragrant 

rosebud.  

 



  

 

She was clearly aroused as a result of my doting ministrations, and enjoyed it for a 

while, only issuing me commands on how to lick her, or where exactly to kiss her. I 

also made sure not to hold her ass cheeks apart as I explored her tight passage with 

my tongue, so that the pleasure felt even more natural for her. This made it tough for 

me to breathe, as my nose ended up stuck between her ass cheeks, but that was a 

small price to pay for Ms’s pleasure!  

 

“Mmm”, she moaned contently, while I struggled to catch my breath. It felt as if I was 

breathing in through her ass, but while the thought might sound disgusting to some, it 

was a huge turn-on for me - - breath is the essence of one’s energies, and breathing in 

air through my Ms’s most private parts was yet another sign of my complete 

supplication and submission to her! 

 

Was I going to be privileged enough to bring her to another orgasm, I wondered, as I 

continued servicing her, my hands occasionally massaging her lower back gently.  

 

As if she was a mind reader, Ms. suddenly turned around, pushing me away as she did 

so.  

 

“That’s enough for now”, she said dismissively, swinging her feet onto the floor, 

while I rushed to put her slippers on, and she drank deeply out of the bottle of water at 

her side.  

 

“Time for your morning duties, bitch”, she announced after finishing the water. 

“You’re getting used to being my ass wiper, aren’t you?” she asked, laughing.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I responded, burning with humiliation and desire, the former emotion 

clearly subservient to the latter, my cock doing its level best (as usual) to pound 

through the prison it was encased in.  

 

“Yeah, I think that’s for sure”, she mused, noticing my caged erection and then 

laughing, while heading to the bathroom.  

 

I followed her, careful to make sure that the toilet seat was lowered.  

 

It was. 

 

She did her business then ordered me in again.  

 

“Clean up, slave”, Ms. commanded while placing her elbows on the bathroom sink 

and bending over.  

 

I moved to do her bidding, toilet paper in hand, while she continued to speak to me, 

her parted ass crack staring me right in the face, the asshole I had just licked soiled 

with her waste matter; the sight both nauseating and an aphrodisiac at the same time - 

if that makes any sense.  

 

Here I was, being allowed to perform the most personal of tasks for my Ms. - - being 

allowed to personally clean her waste and wipe her private parts clean with my own 

hands. 



  

 

Could it get any better in terms of pure, undiluted servitude?  

 

“You better get me some quality toilet paper as opposed to this cheap stuff, slave.” 

Ms. commented as I carefully wiped her crack clean, being sure not to scrape too 

hard. “I’m tired of these cheap rolls, they feel dry against my asshole, and while your 

“wet wipe” makes it better, I’d rather have my butt cleaned with soft tissue, slave.”  

 

“I completely agree, Ms. Priyanka”, I dutifully responded, actually meaning it. If she 

had asked me to sign my name to a document stating her shit didn’t stink, I’d 

probably have done that too at that point - such was the hold she had over me.  

 

“Perfect Ms. Priyanka”, she corrected me, shaking her mane of black hair confidently, 

and pursing her lips in that haughty and dominant manner that is a huge turn on for 

any submissive.  

 

“Perfect Ms. Priyanka” I dutifully repeated.  

 

“And I’m thinking I’ll have you lick my asshole every morning, bitch”, she continued 

in the same vein. “How do you like sticking your tongue into the very same spot 

you’ll be cleaning up later, boy”, she asked, purposefully taking a few steps 

backwards and moving her butt closer to my face as she said this, almost making me 

miss the right spot to clean, a fact that didn’t go unnoticed by her, as she grinned and 

admonished me to be more careful.  

 

“But whatever it is, your tongue in my ass somehow makes me want to go to the 

bathroom - and when I do go, I go well, slave. So at least your tongue has some use - - 

as a natural laxative of sorts, I suppose?”, she said, suddenly bursting into laughter as 

I finished cleaning her up and moved to flush the toilet.  

 

“What a great find you are, bitch”, she continued, while starting to brush her teeth, 

making sure to spit all over the sink while doing so. “But that is what a true slave 

should be - nothing more than a machine to serve his lady’s every need, no matter 

how personal.” 

 

“Now, open your mouth”, Ms. suddenly commanded, while turning around and 

placing one foot on my thigh.  

 

I did so, and she rewarded me with a full mouthful of spit mixed with toothpaste.  

 

“Where are your manners, slave”, she admonished, grabbing me by the hair and 

looking at me warningly.  

 

“Th-Sank joo, Ms.”, I responded, trying to speak with my mouth full of her discarded 

spit and toothpaste, and she roared with laughter, clearly relishing my predicament.  

 

“Keep that in your mouth while I finish boy. After all, we don’t want slaves with a 

case of bad breath, do we? ”, she asked, while working up more spit, and spitting 

straight in my eye this time, causing me to blink furiously at the burning sensations 

erupting on my eyeball.  

 



  

 

She finished soon thereafter, leaving me dumbfounded kneeling there on the 

bathroom floor, my cock straining against its prison. I was again shocked at how 

much this humiliation turned me on - - was there nothing I’d stop at or draw a line at?  

“Now clean up, fix my coffee, and get your ass in the living room pronto”, she 

ordered, striding out of the bathroom. 

 

I hurriedly cleaned up, was soon kneeling by her, head bowed, while she lolled back 

on the sofa sipping coffee and reading the morning paper. I tried to massage her feet, 

but she moved them away irritably.  

 

“Sit tight, bitch”, she admonished, while offering no further explanation. I did as I 

was ordered to, her soles staring me in the face in that familiar (by now) position, 

while she read the newspaper, her face completely blocked by the newspaper, only 

her fingernails visible.  

 

I stayed in this position, noticing that Ms. Priyanka’s soles were looking slightly 

different from yesterday. They still looked pampered, they still looked soft, and they 

were still the altar I worshipped on, but something was different - - what was it?  

 

“Ah, I understand”, it finally struck me. Her left sole was slightly soiled with a bit of 

water mixed with toothpaste that might have dripped from my face into her feet - - it 

was barely noticeable, but I had been faced with her soles for days now, and could 

almost tell each wrinkle on her foot apart.  

 

I moved to flick the speck of dust away, but this annoyed Priyanka.  

 

“Fuck, bitch!” she yelled. “Can’t you keep your disgusting hands to yourself even 

when I tell you to?” 

 

“I’m sorry Ma’am”, I responded, surprised at the ferocity of her reaction. “I was 

merely clearing a speck of dust off your divine feet, Ms. Priyanka”, I continued, 

starting to blabber in my attempt to smooth over the situation.  

 

She looked at me in an exasperated way, throwing the newspaper aside. For a moment 

I thought she was going to strike me - - which I probably deserved - - and braced 

myself for the imminent kick to the face.  

 

But the kick never came, instead being replaced by a cunning expression in Ms’s 

eyes.  

 

“Cleaning a speck of dirt off my feet, huh”, she said, while idly flexing her toes in 

front of my face.  

 

“You’ll clean more than that, boy - - and I’m not referring to my ass either”, she said, 

laughing out loud. “But I’m going to shower now, boy. It’s almost 8:30 A.M., and I 

plan on meeting up with Marissa for my weekly round of tennis in about an hour. 

That’s Madam Marissa for you, by the way”, she remarked, looking at me knowingly.  

 

“Yes Ma’am”, I responded, keeping my eyes on her feet while responding.  

 



  

 

“I will be having lunch at a nearby steak joint after my game”, Ms. continued. “But 

that doesn’t mean you get to relax! There’s a ton of laundry lying over there in the 

bedroom - - my jeans, T-shirts, panties, bras - - you name it.”  

 

“I’ve been too busy to do laundry for the past few weeks, and was dreading the day I 

had to do it myself - - but guess what, I don’t have to any longer.”, she continued 

happily.  

 

“As for your lunch, well, there’s some bread over there - you can stuff that useless 

face of yours with a couple of slices and some water, but nothing else for now. Get rid 

of that fucking beer belly.” 

 

She motioned with her feet, pinching my love handles with her toes - areas of my 

body that I have been always embarrassed about, along with the small amount of fat 

around my chest and nipples - my genetics are mostly to blame, but the beer I’ve 

drank in the past has also contributed to an extent.    

 

“Anyway, here are your instructions for the morning, slave. Listen carefully!” she 

admonished, grabbing my nose hard with the toes of her left foot and shaking my 

head back and forth thus, causing my eyes to momentarily water, the orange color of 

her nail polish swimming before my eyes.  

 

“You are to do my laundry in four loads”, she continued.  

 

“First, my T-shirts and cotton shirts - - wash them separately at the appropriate 

setting. Second, my jeans, and other heavier material - - again done in one bunch, 

separate from the first. Third, my pullovers and sweatshirts - - there aren’t that many 

of them, but done separately again, as they should be.” 

 

“That is how laundry should be done anyway, but who has the time”, she remarked. 

“Or rather, I should say, I don’t have the time”, she giggled. “But you do have the 

time, don’t you, bitch”, she asked, looking down at me with raised eyebrows.  

 

“Yes, Ms. Priyanka”, I responded, looking down dutifully at her feet. “Your slightest 

wish is my command, Ma’am!” 

 

“Oh, of course it is, boy”, she continued, now putting her foot on my shoulder so that 

her ankle and arches were level with the side of my face.  

 

“By the way, and I almost forgot to say this – fourth, you are NOT to put my 

undergarments (socks, panties or bras) in the washing machine. You are to hand wash 

them with a bar of detergent you’ll find in the bathroom cabinet. You may use the 

large bucket by the side of the bathroom to wash these - - make sure to wash the 

bucket thoroughly first though.” 

 

“You will squat on the bathroom floor while performing this task. It’s hard work, but 

that’s how it’ll be done. My underwear touches my most private parts - - my breasts, 

my vagina, my asshole - - not to mention my lovely feet - -  and a lady like me should 

have every inch of her underwear cleaned assiduously by hand”, she said, 

emphasizing the “every” with another pair of raised eyebrows and toe flexing.  



  

 

I was so aroused by then that I’d have washed all her dirty laundry by hand squatting 

on the floor, but I didn’t mention it! 

 

“That’s all the instructions for now. Think you can handle them? You better!” she 

remarked, removing her foot from my shoulder, and then bending forward to slap me 

on the left cheek hard, leaving me momentarily stunned, that feeling soon eclipsed by 

the touch of her soft hands on my cheek, making me want more.  

 

“That’s for following my instructions to the letter”, she cheekily (no pun intended) 

remarked, looking me directly in the eyes.  

 

SMACK! 

 

“And that’s just in case you don’t follow my orders”, she remarked while delivering 

another stinging slap to my right cheek.  

 

“Now lay out my shorts and T-shirt while I shower. No need to rub me down after my 

shower today, but clean my Reeboks while I’m showering. Oh, and make sure to put 

out a pair of thick socks as well.” Ms. remarked.  

 

I wondered what the logic was behind this - - the weather was warm - - would she not 

be uncomfortable in thick socks? 

 

I asked her, but no answer was forthcoming.  

 

“Do as I say, slave”, she replied. “You’ll find out why soon enough”, she giggled in a 

mysterious manner while turning on the shower.  

 

After a while, she was dressed and ready, and sat down on the couch with her feet in 

my lap, while I put her Tennis shoes on, carefully lacing them up in anticipation of 

her game. She then presented the sole of each tennis shoe for me to kiss, which I did 

dutifully before she rose to leave.  

 

“See you this afternoon, bitch. Have fun with the laundry, hee hee,”, she said while 

skipping out of the door, racquet and balls in hand, looking absolutely stunning in a 

white T-shirt, and figure hugging white tennis shorts that barely covered her toned 

buttocks.  

 

I remained kneeling on the floor for a bit, but got up soon enough. I had a lot to do 

before Ms. Priyanka returned…  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Seven 
 

After the game of tennis 

 

I finished my chores around 2:40 P.M. that day, feeling somewhat exhausted again. I 

was hungry as well - - but the idea of bread and water didn’t sound too appetizing and 

I didn’t want to disobey Ms. by cooking something for myself, so I tried to busy 

myself with some other tasks until she returned, at which point I was sure I’d be kept 

more than busy.  

 

Ms. must be exhausted, I thought - - tennis is pretty demanding even on the fittest, 

and a two hour game can be quite tiring when played at the right cadence. Her pretty 

feet must be hot and sweaty, I thought, not to mention her legs and back, which were 

probably sore as well. 

 

Deeply immersed in these most enjoyable musings, I almost missed the doorbell ring - 

and when it rang, it rang multiple times.  

 

I rushed to open the door, and saw my beautiful Ms. standing there with an irritable 

expression on her face, a brown paper bag in her hand.  

 

“Can’t you hear, you fool”, she asked irritably, without even stepping into the house, 

loud enough for a few neighbours to hear. “I rang the doorbell not once or twice, but 

three times, you idiot! Where were you?” 

 

I lowered my eyes to the floor, mumbling a stifled apology, hoping our neighbours 

wouldn’t hear what was going on. Ms. was loud enough at the time; that was for sure 

- and I’m pretty sure anyone hearing would be wondering what was going on.  

 

She strode in purposefully, tossed the bag she was holding carelessly on the floor, and 

plonked down on the couch, her tennis shoe clad feet landing with a “thump” on the 

table.  

 

I rushed to take her shoes off, hoping not to annoy her any further.  

 

Taking them off without her moving her feet one inch to help me was far tougher than 

simply removing her sandals or flip flops, as it necessitated me supporting her foot 

with one had while removing her shoe carefully, but I did it as if it was the most 

natural thing for me.  

 

I also noticed that her socks were missing. 

 

She was barefoot in her shoes. 

 

And boy did her feet smell hot and sweaty! 

 

“May I wash your feet Ms. Priyanka”, I asked hopefully, rubbing her soles as I asked. 

Her soles had tiny little bits of shoe sole sticking to it - as if she had been playing 

without socks - - but how on earth could that be? I distinctly remembered helping her 

on with her thick socks this morning. 



  

 

“Sure you may, boy”, Ms. responded. “But I don’t want you using water to clean 

them as you did yesterday. Get that tongue of yours to work - - let’s see if it feels as 

good on my dirty feet as it does in my asshole. Get to work, bitch”, she ordered, 

holding her foot up against my face.  

 

Most folks would think twice about even attempting to lick a pair of sweaty, hot 

stinky feet after a few hours spent in thick socks and tennis shoes, but the smell at that 

time, while overpowering at times, was like perfume to me. How honoured I was to 

be allowed to lick Ms’s tired and sweaty feet like a dog - to be allowed to worship the 

dirt sticking to her divine soles, and lick the sweat from in between her painted toes! 

 

Such were my thoughts at the time; so far into my worship of this young Indian 

woman was I. 

 

A young Indian woman with an evil side to her nature I had not suspected existed 

until she had seen the true and slavish nature of my own and decided to make use of 

it.  

 

I licked both pairs of feet clean, and just as I was done, Ms. ordered me to fetch the 

brown bag she had tossed on the floor. I did so, and handed it to her, wondering what 

was in it.  

 

“You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” she asked idly.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am. It’s always a pleasure and honor to lick your dirty feet, Ma’am!” I 

responded reverently.  

 

“You really are a hopeless little pervert, aren’t you? Explains why you were licking 

my feet in the morning despite me specifically telling you to sit tight while I read my 

newspaper.” 

 

I lowered my eyes, her words disconcerting, despite being true.  

 

“Your enjoyment is what counts, right, pervert?” she went on.  

 

I was about to respond in the negative, when she continued:  

 

“Well, let’s see how you enjoy the treat I have for you. Bring that bag over here”, she 

commanded, pointing to the brown bag lying on the floor.  

 

My eyes followed the direction of her own. 

 

“Fetch!” she again ordered, pushing me back with her feet.  

 

I did as she asked, and was going to hand the bag over to her, but she made an 

expression of disgust when I tried doing so, and pointed to the floor beside me.  

 

“Put it there boy”, she said, grimacing with distaste.  

 

What could possibly be in there, I wondered.  



  

 

“Go on boy - open it - see what’s in there!” Ms. went on.  

 

I felt inside the bag, and pulled out a large Ziploc bag, instantly knowing why she 

didn’t even want to touch the bag.  

 

There was a foul smell of sorts emanating from the bag itself, but that wasn’t the 

reason. 

 

The real reason was inside the Ziploc bag itself.  

 

The bag, you see, contained the answer to why her socks were missing from her pretty 

feet. 

 

Ms. Priyanka had apparently decided to discard her sweaty (and from what I could 

see, slightly damp) socks inside the Ziploc bag, and seal it tight.  

 

I could hear Mistress snickering ever so slightly as I looked at that bag, realization 

and trepidation dawning upon me at the same time.  

 

“Let’s see how much you enjoy this, slave boy. Go over there”, she said, motioning 

me to move a few steps back from her. “Open it there”.  

 

I did so, recoiling at the foul stench that emanated from the bag, almost dropping it.  

 

“Take my socks out!” Ms. snapped.  

 

I hurriedly did so, doing my best not to puke. These were Ms. Priyanka’s socks - - 

containing her divine foot sweat, which I’d normally be more than happy to inhale, 

but this stink was something else altogether. Ms. had apparently taken her moist, 

sweaty socks and put them in a Ziploc bag out in the heat - - and the results were 

certainly “showing”! 

 

“Come here and lie down on your back”, Mistress commanded. “You were ever so 

eager to lick my dirt in the morning, weren’t you? Well, let’s see how you like 

THIS!” 

 

With understandable reservations – despite my equally undeniable excitement - I lay 

down in front of her as she requested.  

 

“Now open that Ziploc, and place the open bag face down on your face, sort of like an 

oxygen mask”, she giggled. I did so, almost gagging from the stink, which made her 

laugh even louder.  

 

“Don’t you like your lady’s foot dirt, you little pervert?” she asked, looking down at 

me knowingly with just the right mix of contempt and amusement - a look which only 

served to inflame my caged balls, despite my obvious discomfort at being made to 

inhale such a nasty odor.  

 

“Now, take the socks out”, she said after about five minutes of this.  

 



  

 

I did so.  

 

“Put them in your mouth, slave!” 

 

As turned on as I was, as ensnared as I was in Ms. Priyanka’s exquisite web of 

humiliation, I hesitated - a mistake that was rewarded with a smack on the head.  

 

“You heard me, boy!” 

 

I put the socks in my mouth, and as soon as I did so, she put her sweaty (and by now 

wet with my saliva) feet on my face, making sure to seal my nose and mouth tight 

with her feet.  

 

“Maybe that’ll get the sweat out of my socks”, she continued, laughing hysterically 

while looking down at me. “How’s it smell, slave”, she taunted, as I struggled not to 

pass out from the foul smell now firmly settled in my lungs.  

 

She turned the TV on, while keeping her feet on my face, ignoring me after that while 

switching to one of her favourite soap operas.  

 

Occasionally she would switch positions or press down on a certain part of my face. 

At other times she would rub her foot on my hair as well. But, for the most part, I was 

forced to breathe whatever little air I could from under her feet - this while inhaling 

the potent mixture of my saliva, her tired feet and her stinky socks.  

 

I did my best to block the smell out of my mind, willing myself to think of anything 

but the smell I was being forced to inhale - but try as I might, and unsurprisingly so, I 

wasn’t entirely successful at this.  

 

However, desire and one’s true calling often wins out over temporary inconveniences, 

and such was the case with me.  

 

I slowly got used to the stench, and a part of me actually started to enjoy breathing it.  

 

After all, it was Ms. Priyanka’s dirt and stench, I reasoned.  

 

No! 

 

It was Perfect Ms. Priyanka’s stench. 

 

And there was no reason why that stench shouldn’t be turning me on as much as 

cleaning her soiled asshole every morning does.  

 

Hard as it might sound to believe, and as already stated, after a few minutes, I actually 

started to enjoy the stench, inhaling it all the more deeply, making sure to savor every 

breath. 

 

A marked and rapid change from how I felt initially when I was forced to stuff her 

dirty socks in my mouth.  

 



  

 

Priyanka must have been watching TV for well over an hour, occasionally passing 

snide remarks at me such as: 

 

“The laundry seems to be taking a long time, I wonder whats up!” 

 

All remarks which only served to further fan the raging flames of desire I felt for her 

at that point.  

 

It has been said that the best introspection is usually done with the mind blank but 

focused at the same time, blocking out all that is not necessary. 

 

And her feet on my face certainly aided in blocking everything out visually as well.  

 

Finally, she rose, turning the TV off and stepping on my chest as she headed towards 

the bedroom.  

 

“That was fun, boy. I’m going to read in the bedroom for a while now. By the way, 

tomorrow’s Friday, slave. Do you know what that means?” 

 

“The end of the week, Ma’am” I responded.  

 

“Not that, stupid. Even I know that!” 

 

I remained silent, while she continued. “I have a small get-together every afternoon, 

usually lasting for a couple of hours, but sometimes more - - just me and a couple of 

my girlfriends at the end of what is usually a long week.” 

 

“Nothing more than a girl’s get-together - at least, that is what it’s always been - but 

this one is going to be special, as I get to show off my new possession to them.” 

 

Her look was evil as she added: 

 

“You!”  

 

Her laughter was as diabolical in its wickedness as her expression: 

 

“What could be more fun for a girl than having her slave wait on her hand and foot in 

front of her friends. It will make them so envious.” 

 

The prospect she was outlining, I freely admit,  and despite the submissive nature of 

my desires, terrified me. 

 

“Bow down, slave. Put your nose to the floor!” she suddenly commanded.  

 

In spite of my misgivings, I did as she ordered and she put her foot on my head, 

pressing my nose into the ground hard.  

 

“But before I show off my new belonging, you have some work to do.” 

 

 



  

 

“More work?” I asked myself. 

 

“This apartment hasn’t been cleaned for a couple of weeks now.” 

 

My spirits sank, even though I knew that in cleaning the place up I would, in effect, 

be serving my gorgeous new owner. 

 

“I was too busy to do it,” she went on. “but you are going to be doing it at my beck 

and call now - - and I want this whole place spic and span by the time I finish 

reading.” 

 

Her glorious and imperious eyes bore into my own and I could do no more than try to 

nod my head at her with compliance as she kept it trapped to the floor.   

 

“You’ll find all the cleaning materials you require in one of the bottom cabinets in the 

kitchen”, Ms. Priyanka continued. 

 

Then, removing her foot from my head, and lifting my chin up with her toe, she 

looked directly at me:  

 

“Be sure to do a good job, boy! I want my friends commenting on how nice this place 

looks. You had better not disappoint me or else…”  

 

Her voice trailed off menacingly and I struggled to find my voice as the full 

implications of the incredible situation came home to me. 

 

Not only did she consider me her servant and chattel but, so confident was she of her 

power over me, even at this early, stage, that she considered it perfectly natural to 

show me off to others. 

 

I also knew she was right to be confident.  

 

“No Ma’am,” I responded, finding my voice at last, “I won’t disappoint you! You can 

be sure of that!”  

 

To emphasise my sincerity, I placed my nose on the floor in front of her once again so 

that she could put her foot on my head.  

 

I could feel her looking down at me for a few seconds, before she headed off to the 

bedroom.  

 

The next couple of hours passed by pretty quickly. I dusted all her furniture first, 

before sweeping the entire apartment (her bedroom included, she absorbed in her 

book while studiously ignoring me) and then mopping it clean.  

 

I also made sure that the windows were sparkling, and then swept the balcony before 

finally making it to the bathroom which I cleaned even more assiduously, knowing 

Ms. Priyanka’s preference for a spotlessly clean bathroom and toilet.  

 

I was exhausted and ready to keel over when it was all done. 



  

 

Not to mention starving.  

 

It was almost 7:30 P.M. by the time I was done, and you could have eaten off the 

floor at that point. 

 

It was that clean.    

 

The rest of the evening passed by in a blur as well, Ms. Priyanka then ordering me to 

massage her arms and shoulders for a while. When I was done, she ordered me to fix 

her a drink.  

 

“Make it a stiff whisky and soda, slave”, she ordered. “I’m normally not a whisky 

drinker, but I do prefer good Scotch on occasions.” 

 

I brought her drink over to her, and she sipped with obvious pleasure, reminding me 

of how I used to enjoy my beers not so long ago.  

 

Had it been only last week that I drank 5 beers right after walking Ms. Priyanka back 

to her apartment??  

 

Those days seemed SO long away now! 

 

After a few drinks, Ms. Priyanka was ready for dinner.  

 

“Call the little burger place down the street, boy”, she ordered. “I love their stuff. 

Order me three large burgers, and two plates of hot chicken wings - with their special 

hot sauce as well.” 

 

I did so, and the food arrived soon. It was actually a place I enjoyed ordering from as 

well and was owned by some Afghani immigrants who cooked up some fantastic 

stuff. Their hot chicken wing sauce was to die for.  

 

Priyanka ate heartily with the sort of gusto that one can only summon up after a long 

and tough workout (which her tennis game obviously was), occasionally tossing the 

chicken bones at me after she finished each piece. I was made to squat down on the 

floor while she ate, an uncomfortable position exacerbated by my hunger.  

 

Ms. Priyanka was enjoying this, taunting me with the food and how good it smelt 

while she ate.  

 

“How’s that taste, bitch”, she sneered while tossing a left over wing at me, while 

taking a swig of her drink, and looking down at me with genuine amusement. “Make 

sure to pick that off the floor - else I’ll make you clean the entire place again!” 

 

I understand that many of you are probably asking why a grown and intelligent man 

would accept such treatment and, believe me, it is a question I have asked myself on 

many an occasion. 

 



  

 

My only answer is to refer you back to my obsession for this girl and the sexual flaws 

in my own character that made the thought of being denied the possibility of serving 

her a mental and physical pain of the most unbearable kind. 

 

For those of you with no understanding of obsession and its power to make us act in 

ways beyond the norm, there really is no explanation I can offer. 

 

Anyhow, by the end of her dinner I was squatting on my haunches as she had ordered 

me to do, my hands full of small chicken bones - basically leftovers from the chicken 

wings she had eaten.  

 

She arose, and burst out laughing, again looking at me: 

 

“Well, that’s a pathetic sight for sure”, she commented. “Should we start calling you a 

trash can as well from now on?” 

 

She threw her head back and laughed, giving me a fantastic view of her sexy neckline.  

 

Suddenly, she kicked me in the chest with her foot, causing me to fall over 

backwards, the bones in my hand landing on my face.  

 

“Finish up your dinner, and hurry on up. I’m tired, and will go to bed early” 

 

She reached down, and twisted both my nipples several times while making sure to 

pinch them as hard as she could, causing them to stiffen even more with pleasure but 

also causing me a good bit of pain.  

 

“Bitch!” she remarked laughingly, looking into my eyes for a bit before moving away. 

I soon heard her lie down on the bed with a book in hand.  

 

I finished up my dinner - a few pieces of leftover chicken, and a half-eaten burger 

strewn all over the table. I then cleaned up, and hurried on over to Ms. Priyanka’s 

bedroom, still hungry.  

 

As I entered, she put her book away, yawning.  

 

“Turn the light off and rub my feet” she ordered without preamble. “The lotion, too,” 

she added carelessly.  

 

I did as I was commanded, making sure to get the lotion on every inch of her tired 

feet, which actually looked a bit dry as well. Perhaps it was the extra shower Ms. 

took? Or perhaps I hadn’t pampered her feet well enough?  

 

Feeling guilty, I applied myself even more vigorously to the task, making sure that no 

inch of her lovely soles were ignored. She seemed to be hurting the most in her 

arches, and I made sure to address this by squeezing her entire foot in my hand 

repeatedly, a method that can prove to be extremely relaxing, even more so than 

applying pressure individually on each part of the foot.  

 

“I’m lucky”, Ms. suddenly murmured, almost asleep.  



  

 

I remained silent, knowing no response from me was required. 

 

“Of course, I deserve all the luck that comes my way - - but still, to have found a 

servant - - a slave, actually - like you - is something I’ve always dreamt about.” 

 

Given how deep in self-congratulation she sound, I sneaked a kiss upon her instep. 

 

It went unnoticed – or, at least, unremarked. 

 

“Being waited upon hand and foot by a devoted slave like you - - it reminds me of the 

ancient Roman queens that had slaves to tend to their every need, even the most 

mundane of needs. Or the feudal households in rural India, which are shown so often 

in the soap operas on T.V., where the owners of the house are waited upon hand and 

foot by obsequious and devoted servants who perform their owners (literally their 

owners) every bidding.” 

 

She thought about it: 

 

“Or perhaps even ancient Indian royalty, where the queens had a harem of eunuchs to 

tend to their every need”, she continued.  

 

“I might not have a eunuch to serve me, but I have you, pencil dick.” 

 

Her exquisite face was a picture of delight as it beamed down at me: 

 

“And locked up like that, and with the size of your little dicklet, you might as well be 

a eunuch.”  

 

She said all this while uttering a few pearly giggles.  

 

My cock was straining against its cage by now, my nuts stretched to their maximum - 

a painful position that I was almost getting used to by now. My nipples were taut with 

excitement. Thank God Ms. Priyanka hadn’t thought of a way to torment those as yet! 

 

“It’s an honour to be allowed to serve you, Ma’am. To be your bitch, to be your 

servant, your…” I trailed off hoarsely, the desire within me burning as deep as a red 

hot flame. All I wanted to do at that point was to serve her more than ever before!  

 

“And you WILL be my bitch”, Ms. laughed. “You’ll be the waitress at my party 

tomorrow. Or perhaps the slave girl - whatever I choose you to be. I’m sure Pooja and 

Mansi will enjoy you waiting on us and doing our bidding!” 

 

I continued massaging her feet silently, wondering what else was in store for me, but 

secretly – and despite my aforementioned reservations - also enjoying the fact that I’d 

probably get to serve to more ladies tomorrow!  

 

And, from their name, Indian ladies such as the one I was truly beginning to look 

upon as my owner. 

 

Was this a dream coming true, or what? 



  

 

The ache in my nuts brought me back to reality, and Ms. spoke again, her voice deep 

with sleep.  

 

“From now, the way you greet me is going to change, boy. You will still kiss my feet 

every time you greet me or wish me goodbye, but you are going to address me as 

servants in feudal India used to address their owners.” 

 

“Say this, slave”, she continued. “Paye Lagu, Malkin”.  

 

It was obviously a Hindi expression - - a language I do not speak, and I attempted to 

pronounce the words correctly, my weak attempts causing her to giggle again.  

 

“That’s OK, slave, but we’ll have to work on your pronunciation a bit. Better get that 

Indian accent down pat!” she laughed. “But let me tell you what this expression 

signifies, slave”. 

 

“Servants in India usually refer to their owners or employers - or Mistresses, for that 

matter - as “Malkin” in Hindi. “Paye lagu” roughly translated means “sticking to your 

feet, Mistress”. I don’t particularly enjoy being called a Mistress or Goddess, but 

being referred to as “Malkin” is a huge turn on for me, and not just because you are 

speaking the language of the country I am originally from - - it also reminds me of my 

superior status and the fact that I own you.  

 

Her eyes as she finished were alive with intensity: 

 

“My very own white slave”.  

 

“It is probably the most servile, demeaning and obsequious expression for a servant to 

utter - and that’s saying something”, she went on. “And that’s how you are going to 

greet me from now on. Every morning when I wake up, when I get back home, when I 

leave. In short, EVERY time you greet me. Got that, boy?” she asked.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am” I responded, my face flush with excitement at what she had just said.  

 

She suddenly turned over without warning, exposing her calves and feet to me fully.  

 

“Now rub away, and don’t stop until I fall asleep, after which you may go to your 

room”, she ordered.  

 

I started to knead her calves, paying special attention to the lower calves and the areas 

just above the ankle on the back of the leg, and she was soon deep asleep, snoring 

contently.  

 

What a lady, I thought!  

 

If there was ever a true Princess, this was her - - sleeping comfortably without a 

thought for the servant rubbing her calves for hours every night and slaving away for 

her all day long, not to mention the constant humiliation! 

 



  

 

An hour passed before I decided it was safe to leave, Ms. Priyanka deep in slumber. I 

quietly retreated to my sparse accommodation, and lay down. 

 

Sleep came quickly, punctuated by short and intense dreams which woke me up quite 

often. But I did manage to catch more than a few winks, mostly due to sheer 

exhaustion than anything else.  

 

The hours flew by, and it was 6 A.M. before I knew it, the sun shining in brightly 

through the windows.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Eight 
 

Friday 

 

I entered Ms’s room on tiptoes, being careful not to wake her. She was lying in 

exactly the same position as I had left her last night, excepting for one leg pulled up 

towards her chest - - so all I could see protruding from the blanket was her shapely 

left calf and beautiful soles, still glistening from the lotion I applied on them last 

night.  

 

My heart swelled with pride and emotion as I took this sight in - - not just because the 

sight of her bare leg was already causing my penis to twitch ever so slightly - - but 

also because of the deep, restful slumber my massage had induced.  

 

She deserves it too, I thought reverently - as does every other lady. I also felt pride in 

the fact that she owned me as a slave. Could any other man ever be so lucky?  

 

Lost in these thoughts, I knelt, and took some more lotion and started to knead her 

feet. Ms. slept for a while longer, until she finally woke up around 7 and turned 

around.  

 

“Morning, slave”, she said, stretching luxuriously so that both her feet were right in 

front of my face.  

 

“Paye lagu Malkin”, I intoned reverently, as if I was actually praying - which in a 

sense I was, to be honest. My superior Ms. had just woken up, and the first thing I 

wanted to do was to greet her the way she had instructed me to. I don’t understand 

Hindi, but something about the way the words sounded upon my lips turned me on 

immensely. 

 

As instructed, I kissed her feet after touching my forehead respectfully to her soles.  

 

Ms. didn’t respond, but just continued to stretch luxuriously, a wide grin on her face.  

 

She sure was enjoying this! 

 

After a while, she sat up and swung her feet to the floor, at which point I rushed to put 

her slippers on.  

 

She drank deeply out of the bottle of water, barely pausing for breath.  

 

“Today’s going to be a busy day, what with the get-together tonight. You will be 

preparing food for the party tonight. My two friends Pooja and Mansi should be here 

around 6’ish. They have had a tough week, unlike me”, she said throwing her head 

back laughing as she uttered the last two words, “and they will be more than glad to 

relax and enjoy a nice Friday night”.   

 

A thought occurred to her: 

 



  

 

“That’s Madam Pooja and Madam Mansi for you, by the way. Don’t you ever make 

the mistake of calling them or any of my friends for that matter by their first names. 

 

She gave me a warning look and I thrilled at how dominant and commanding she 

looked. 

 

And after so short a period of time. 

  

“Understand?” she said while still looking at me warningly.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I responded.  

 

“I’ve told them about you, and they’re curious to see if my slave is for real. I don’t 

think they believe me, to be honest”, she said, laughing again. “But they will when 

they see you!” 

 

I said nothing, my gaze glued to her feet, wondering what Pooja and Mansi looked 

like.  

 

Were they as domineering as my Ms.? 

 

“Be on your best behaviour, slave. Make me proud of you - or else…”she again 

trailed off, looking at me knowingly.  

 

I bowed my head and started kissing her toes. “I will never disappoint you, Ms. 

Priyanka”, I said, meaning every word.  

 

“Oh, and one more thing. You are NOT to address them as “Malkin” - - that term is 

only for ME.  Got it, boy?” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I responded. She was right as well - - she was my owner, so while her 

friends deserved all the respect and reverence I could shower upon them, she, and she 

alone was the one I could and would call my “Malkin”! 

 

Ms. then completed her daily toilet, and I duly assisted her in doing so. After that, she 

headed to the couch to read her paper as usual, while I brought her hot coffee to her.  

 

“Mmm” she said, sipping appreciatively. “I’m hungry today, slave. Fix me some 

bacon and eggs for breakfast, along with some more coffee”.  

 

“I’m sure you’re hungry too, aren’t you? Or did you enjoy the bones last night?” she 

continued mockingly.  

 

I started to respond, red faced, when she kicked me on the side of the head.  

 

“Put a sock in it, boy. Go get breakfast ready!” 

 

I did as I was ordered to, and we were soon eating in short order, with me squatting on 

the floor, relishing each scrap of bacon she threw down my way, and her eating to her 

heart’s satisfaction.  



  

 

Finally, she was done.  

 

I cleaned up, and she took a quick shower, calling me into the living room shortly 

thereafter.  

 

“My feet seem rather dry today, slave. And that won’t do, what with the party tonight. 

I want to look my best, and that includes my feet as well. So I’m going to have you 

give my feet a milk bath, slave. Ever done it before?” 

 

“No, Ma’am”, I responded, this being new to me.  

 

“Well, it’s quite simple, you fool”, she responded. “But I’ll instruct you this one time. 

Pour two cups of warm milk in that small tub you use to wash my feet, and then pour 

in about 5 cups of warm water as well. Be sure the water is the right temperature!” 

 

“And bring the bottle of foot lotion and some sugar along as well. You’ll need it”, she 

continued.  

 

I brought her the items she desired, after which she instructed me to put her feet in the 

rub.  

 

“Aah, that feels so nice”, she murmured. “Now take half a cup of sugar, and mix them 

in with two spoonful’s of lotion boy”, she continued instructing me. “Get the mixture 

nice and gooey”, she said, while settling back in the sofa with her cell phone.  

 

She then called both Madam Pooja and Madam Mansi, chit-chatting with them a 

while, and making sure they were both coming tonight. I think she must have 

mentioned me as well, what with the amount of giggling going on, but I couldn’t tell 

for sure.  

 

After about 15 minutes, Ms. finally got off the phone.  

 

“Ok, wipe my feet dry, bitch!” she instructed, oh-so-secure in her dominant 

demeanour by this point.  

 

I dried her feet carefully with the soft hand towel I had brought along with me, 

making sure that there was no milk left in between her toes.  

 

“Now get that lotion/sugar mix on to those ugly hands of yours, and scrub my feet. 

Make sure to get every spot - - show me those hands are good for something other 

than wanking that dicklet of yours incessantly - not that you can even touch yourself 

now, of course”, she said, laughing uproariously.  

 

Red faced, I proceeded to do as I was ordered to. A little while later, Ms. ordered me 

to place her feet back in the milk and rinse off the lotion/sugar mix.  

 

I did so, and then dried her feet with an extra towel and placed them on my lap, 

admiring my handiwork. This was new to me - - but my Ms. was right as usual - - her 

feet looked absolutely gorgeous now - - like they had never even been walked upon! 



  

 

The soles were as soft as a baby’s backside by now, and the heels, which were a bit 

dry before looked invitingly luscious to me from my vantage point at her feet.  

 

I began to get an erection for what seemed like the umpteenth time, again to be 

stymied by my chastity device. Ms. noticed this, and giggled.  

 

“Pooja’s going to REALLY be jealous, bitch”, she said. “She has beautiful feet 

naturally - large feet as you’ll soon see - - but she just doesn’t have the time or 

inclination to maintain them herself - and imagine what she’ll think when I proudly 

present you, my footboy, my slave to her”, she said gleefully.  

 

I felt similarly delirious. 

 

“Now go make some ham sandwiches, slave. They’ll come in handy as snacks during 

the party. Oh, and make sure there’s plenty of wine - at least four or five bottles 

chilling in the fridge. We’ll need it tonight!” 

 

She then dismissed me curtly, while switching on the TV. I was about to head over to 

the kitchen, when she suddenly summoned me again.  

 

“Oh, I almost forgot, slave!” she said.  

 

I was about to ask if I could get her anything, when she shushed me, and continued:  

 

“Get me some crimson lipstick and a bottle of red nail polish from the bathroom, 

boy”.  

 

Puzzled, I got her the items she had requested, wondering what they were for. Ms. 

toes were still painted a bright shade of orange, and she usually took care of her 

fingernails herself, probably because she didn’t want me touching her hands. So what 

was this for? 

 

“You wanted to be my bitch, didn’t you, boy” Mistress asked me when I returned.  

 

“Yes Ma’am”, I responded, the glow of shame clearly visible on my cheeks while a 

surge of blood shot through my loins yet again.  

 

“Well, you can start now”, she giggled. “Paint your toenails red boy – and do a good 

job of it!” she ordered. 

 

I hesitated, not sure what to do - painting my toes had never played a part in my 

fantasies before.  

 

Ms. Priyanka clearly wasn’t of the same bent of mind though. She bent forward and 

delivered a stinging slap to my left cheek.  

 

“Do it!” 

 

I hurriedly began to apply the red nail polish to my feet, and was soon done.  

 



  

 

“The fingernails too, boy”.  

 

Again, I did as I was instructed.  

 

“Now, apply some lipstick on to your lips - - and be careful not to make a mess!” 

 

I applied the lipstick carefully to my lips, not relishing the nasty smell it gave off.  

 

“Now stand up. Stand up, you”, said Ms. impatiently, as I stood up coyly, acutely 

aware of my newly painted toes and fingernails.  

 

Ms. looked me up and down once, and burst out laughing, peals of laughter echoing 

across the living room.  

 

“If ever I saw a caricature of a man in front of me, this is it”, she spluttered. “Look at 

you, with your cock lock on, completely naked with those stiff nipples of yours, and 

painted nails and crimson lips. My very own white chattel!” 

 

She then grabbed her cell phone, clicking several pictures of me.  

 

“For posterity, and should I ever decide to showcase you publicly”, she said, grinning 

wickedly, while I cringed, knowing she was more than capable of carrying out what 

she was implicitly threatening to.  

 

“Now off with you, slut”, she commanded. “Off to the kitchen, and when you’re 

done, make yourself useful around here!” she said, settling back again to watch TV as 

she was about to a short while ago.  

 

The rest of the morning and afternoon passed by pretty quickly as I immersed myself 

in my work - - first making sure that the food and wine was ready, and then checking 

the entire apartment to make sure it was clean. Upon checking the bathroom, I saw a 

tiny brown speck on the toilet bowl, and cleaned it again until it was sparkling white. 

 

Pitiful, I know, but I really did want Ms. Priyanka to be proud of me.  

 

At the same time though, I was feeling extremely insecure.  

 

It was one thing to be butt naked and in makeup in front of Priyanka. 

 

But in front of her friends as well?  

 

That would take this to a whole different level of humiliation that was, I knew, 

beyond fantasy.  

 

What if they were to tell someone?  

 

Actually, they probably WOULD tell others. 

 

Before I knew it, the entire campus would know me as the bitch Ms. Priyanka had so 

adroitly turned me into. 



  

 

Or would they? 

 

Surely, my Indian owner would not want others knowing of what was, along with my 

own, her own perversion. 

 

And, that being the case, she would hardly be likely to confide the situation to her 

friends if she did not trust them implicitly. 

 

These thoughts passed through my mind intermittently, mixed with a growing sense 

of anticipation and unease as I fidgeted nervously.  

 

The “hour of reckoning” was not too far away! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

Chapter Nine 
 

The Party 

 

 

The doorbell trilled around 6, and I started to open it. 

 

I hesitated.  

 

How could I present myself like this to two ladies?  

 

“Open it, slave”, Ms. Priyanka called out warningly.  

 

I shambled to the door, Ms. giggling as I did so.  

 

The doorbell rang again, just as I opened the door, to find two beautiful Indian ladies 

standing in front of me.  

 

The one ringing the doorbell was the taller of them, and slightly overweight - she was 

dressed in a purple T-shirt and Capri-style jeans ending mid-calf, while her feet were 

encased in a pair of brown flat heeled sandals, the toes painted black.  

 

The other lady was more petite, about Ms. Priyanka’s height and dressed in blue 

jeans, a T-shirt and sunglasses. Her feet were small and petite as well, encased in a 

pair of high heels and the toes were painted light pink.  

 

“Oh, finally…” the taller of them started, while suddenly pausing. “What the fuck is 

THIS??” she echoed, pointing at me, the door still wide open.  

 

“Oh God! Priyanka was being honest with us after all!” she continued.  

 

Red faced, I remained rooted to the floor while they both surveyed me mockingly as 

they might a piece of meat.  

 

“Well, let’s go in. I see he’s in shock”, the other lady said, laughing.  

 

They breezed past me, the shorter lady’s hair flying in my face, and I shut the door 

behind them, hoping no-one had seen me. But I was probably wrong, as I heard more 

than a few titters from the apartment upstairs, each laugh sending shivers of shame 

down my spine.  

 

I proceeded to the living room where the three ladies were talking animatedly.  

 

“Where are your manners, slave”, Ms. Priyanka thundered. “My friends still have 

their shoes on, and they said you didn’t greet them!” she continued, while Pooja and 

Mansi just sat back and giggled, enjoying the scene.  

 



  

 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am!” I apologized, rushing to tend to their feet. “Paye lagu, Madam 

Poo. . .uh, Madam”, I finished while prostrating myself at the petite lady’s feet, not  

knowing her name by then.  

 

Both ladies burst out laughing, as did Ms. Priyanka. “Paye Lagu??” trilled the other 

lady. “Who the hell taught him that?” she continued, clearly amazed that I was aware 

of this term.  

 

“Yours truly, of course - who else!”, Ms. Priyanka responded. “Now let me introduce 

you guys first so he knows your names at least”, she giggled, as I removed the first 

lady’s heels sheepishly.  

 

“Not now! Where’s my greeting?” complained the taller lady. 

 

“Paye Lagu Madam”, I dutifully intoned, moving over to her large, broad feet, 

keeping my gaze fixated on her black toenails. I also noticed that her feet had not 

been taken care of for weeks apparently - the nail polish was faded, and smudged in 

parts, and the skin on her arches was cracked. 

 

 I could not see her soles just as yet, but I was sure that they were just as much in need 

of dire attention. I removed her sandals, keeping my eyes on her feet, when she spoke 

again. 

 

“Look at me, boy”, Madam said in an imperious tone. I looked up at her, taking in her 

oval face, long black hair tied back in a bun, and large, black eyes - eyes that bored 

straight into me and seemed to dissect every part of my mind knowingly.  

 

Eyes that somehow seemed to know what I was thinking - - jet black and quietly 

confident - - complemented well by a knowing smirk on her oval face - - and topped 

off by an overall snobby attitude that caused my balls to quiver ever so slightly.  

 

“You don’t like my feet too much, do you”, she continued, as if reading my mind.  

 

“Oh, no, Ma’am, they’re beautiful!” I hurriedly responded.  

 

“Oh really? Be honest, slave!” she continued, raising her right sole so it was right in 

front of my face. This must be Madam Pooja, I thought - - her soles were large and 

flat, and were in dire need of a pedicure, the heels cracked and dusty, and the ball of 

the foot grimy with a lot of time spent either in sandals or barefoot.  

 

Dirty as the foot was, uncared for and in desperate need of immediate attention, it 

looked like the most beautiful part of her, complementing her large frame well, and I 

wanted nothing more at that point than to touch my lips to her feet and then lick them 

clean.  

 

The other lady tittered, and Ms. Priyanka chimed in at that point:  

 

“Of course he likes them - and here’s proof”, she continued, pointing at my nipples 

which were erect with excitement.  



  

 

She gently trailed her slim, cool fingers over my nipples while I stared at Madam 

Pooja’s foot in front of me, a gesture that caused an involuntary sigh of pleasure to 

escape my lips, followed by the inevitable pull on my nuts soon thereafter.  

 

But I was glad that the chastity device was there - if not, I would probably have 

erupted right there and then in front of these three beautiful Indian women, and that 

wouldn’t please Ms. Priyanka one bit! 

 

“Ah, just as I thought” Madam Pooja said in a mocking tone of voice. “He’s one of 

those nipple sluts - they usually have small dicks too, though not as tiny as that thing 

you’ve got in there, boy! How the fuck did you find a device that fits him, Priyanka?” 

 

“It wasn’t easy, that’s for sure!” responded Ms. Priyanka, laughing out loud. 

“Anyway, my slave seems to have recognized you from the way I described your feet 

to him this morning – at least he has a good memory, if nothing else.” 

 

“And a nice set of bitch tits too”, giggled Madam Mansi. I reddened further - I did 

have an annoying layer of fat around my chest area. Fat that wouldn’t go away no 

matter what. Fat that would “jiggle” when I jogged or did other exercise.  

 

I then tended to Madam Mansi’s feet, removing her high heels carefully, and being 

extra careful to place her feet gently down on the floor when done.  

 

Her feet were better maintained than Pooja’s, and had pronounced arches, but pretty 

as they were, I liked Pooja’s large feet better - I just couldn’t get over the feeling of 

wanting to kiss her foot, wanting her to rub that large, dirty foot all over my face 

before… kicking… me. 

 

“Ok, slave, hurry up and fetch us some wine”, Ms. Priyanka ordered me, jolting me 

out of my stupor.  

 

I rose, keeping my eyes on Madam Mansi’s feet as I did so, but she stopped me.  

 

“Let’s see how those tits shape up!” she said, while grabbing my nipples with both 

hands and shaking them up and down, causing the fat around my chest area to jiggle 

up and down, almost like a pair of misshapen breasts.  

 

“We’ll have fun with him, that’s for sure” remarked Madam Pooja as my fleshy tits 

flopped up and down, my nipples in Madam Mansi’s vice grip, being twisted and 

tugged mercilessly.  

 

She let go after a minute or so, and I rushed to fetch them drinks, ignoring the burn in 

my nipples.  

 

Madam Mansi might be petite, but she was STRONG.  

 

In fact, I couldn’t recall my nipples hurting this much ever before! 

 

I fetched them all some wine, and knelt by Ms. Priyanka as the ladies chatted amongst 

themselves, slowly relaxing.  



  

 

Ms. Priyanka and Madam Pooja had their feet up on the coffee table already, while 

Madam Mansi had one foot tucked underneath her on the sofa, and the other on the 

floor.  

 

They didn’t bother to introduce themselves further, but from what I could tell, Madam 

Pooja worked as an air hostess for Air India, the national Indian carrier, and she 

worked long hours on their long transatlantic flights regularly. Madam Mansi 

apparently went to a community college nearby, and worked as a waitress after school 

to make ends meet.  

 

They drank the wine, ordering me refills as and when required, and had soon finished 

a bottle off between them, getting increasingly relaxed and comfy.  

 

I’m not sure how I got included in their conversation all of a sudden, but I think 

Madam Pooja was complaining about how rude some of the male passengers could be 

on long flights.  

 

“He almost grabbed my ass as I walked down the aisle”, she complained. “Fucking 

pricks - fat, overweight slobs who think they deserve to be served like kings just 

because they bought an economy class ticket. I should have just thrown his beer back 

at him”, she continued.  

 

“Yeah I know, Pooja”, said Ms. Priyanka. “And Air India usually ends up getting the 

worst of the lot. Not sure how, but the male dregs of the earth seem to end up on that 

airline. I know, because I’ve flown Air India before, and it’s usually just a bunch of 

drunks on the plane with scant respect for either themselves, or the ladies attending to 

them” 

 

“And to make it worse, the airline complains I need to watch my weight! Now, I can 

understand if that was for health purposes, but they claim it’s for aesthetic reasons. 

What bull! As if the clowns who fly these planes care, or deserve to care, for that 

matter!” 

 

“Pity they aren’t all as well behaved as our little slave down there”, remarked Madam 

Mansi mischievously, pointing her petite foot at me, causing my ears to redden as 

they all looked at me in an interested manner.  

 

“Hmm, yes, I had almost forgotten he was there”, laughed Madam Pooja. “Come 

here, boy”, she motioned.  

 

I came over, and knelt at her feet, while she raised her left foot, resting it on my 

shoulder, and placed her right foot on my lap, very near my encased dick.  

 

“I’ve often thought how it would be to fly an airline, and be served by grovelling 

males such as you - butt naked, and painted nails into the bargain”, she said. “That’s 

how it should be, actually, rather than me having to serve those disgusting slobs - and 

keep a smile on my face as I do”. 

 

Her expression was grim and I knew it would not bode well for me. 

 



  

 

“Now get up from there, wash your hands, and come over here and rub my arms! I’m 

so sore from that long flight yesterday!” she commanded.  

 

I went to wash my hands, Ms. Priyanka cautioning me to hurry up: 

 

“Madam Pooja doesn’t like being kept waiting, boy!” 

 

Upon returning, I was curtly ordered by Madam Pooja to massage her right arm.  

 

She relaxed back in the sofa and held it up as I gave it some support before starting 

the massage.  

 

Madam Pooja’s arms and fingers were in need of attention too, I noticed. In fact, one 

of the fingers hardly had any nail polish on it. Should I let her know, I wondered? 

 

Her upper arms had more fat on them than they should as well - in fact, she was 

definitely putting on weight all over her frame. It wasn’t so much the type of weight 

that comes from not being active - - but more the sort of weight gain that is mostly 

genetic, the type that just gets worse with age.  

 

But despite all this, and despite the state her feet were in, I felt an immense need to 

serve this lady and give her pleasure. Perhaps it was the way she spoke to me or 

maybe it was the “connection” I made with her as our eyes locked a while ago; each 

knowing what the other felt instinctively, but I sensed she was probably even more 

naturally dominant than Ms. Priyanka. Though even at this early stage I knew I would 

always remain loyal to her as my owner, Madam Pooja’s dominant aura was already 

sending electric waves of desire through my entire body. 

 

And all I had done so far was to remove her shoes and rub her arms! 

 

Madam Pooja continued chatting with her friends as I massaged her, occasionally 

ordering me to rub her right shoulder as well, and I made sure to do as she instructed.  

 

After a while, she pulled her right arm away, and held her left arm up, the silent and 

imperious gesture saying more than words ever could.  

 

“The foot now”, she commanded after a while, putting her right foot up and I knelt at 

her feet, about to start.  

 

I had been massaging her for quite a while, and would normally be feeling tired, but 

was instead feeling exhilarated.  .  . 

 

“Oh, hold on a bit, Pooja” laughed Madam Mansi, who hadn’t paid me much attention 

throughout. “He can get us some more wine first”, she said, motioning to the almost 

empty second bottle beside them.  

 

Time sure had flown by - - and the three ladies were enjoying themselves.  

 

I did as I was asked to, and resumed my position at Madam Pooja’s foot, rubbing the 

tired and uncared for soles.  



  

 

A small part of me was actually wishing Ms. Priyanka would order me to give Madam 

Pooja a nice relaxing pedicure - those large, broad feet would look so sexy and 

dominant with bright red nail-polish on the toes, and clean, well maintained soles! I 

began to get a massive erection as I massaged her feet, an erection that just wouldn’t 

die down despite my best efforts to concentrate on the massage rather than my pent up 

desire.  

 

“He must be cleaning your feet regularly”, said Madam Mansi to Ms. Priyanka.  

 

“Oh, of course! I make him rub my feet with lotion multiple times a day, and give me 

pedicures when I feel like it. Here, look at my soles”, she said happily, raising the sole 

of her left foot as she said so.  

 

“Wow! You sure have him working hard, Priyanka” commented Madam Pooja.  

 

But it was the way she said it caught my attention.  

 

Was there the slightest tinge of jealousy in her voice?  

 

The two ladies noticed nothing, but Madam Pooja looked at me briefly while saying 

this, and made eye contact.  

 

And I knew I was right.  

 

“Yeah, that along with my foot lotion as well I suppose”, continued Ms. Priyanka. “I 

only use the best lotions on my skin.” 

 

She grinned at her friends: 

 

“And the best slaves, of course”, she said, breaking into a giggle, pushing me on my 

back with her foot so that I fell over, my lips touching Madam Pooja’s feet.  

 

The three ladies found this quite amusing, and Madam Pooja kicked me back so that I 

fell back directly under Priyanka’s feet. Ms. Priyanka then squished my face with her 

lovely feet thoroughly, before  Madam Mansi joined in, delivering a swift kick to the 

backside that almost got me in the nuts.  

 

I was then instructed to kiss their feet and thank them individually. 

 

A task I managed to complete while trying to calm my raging erection.  

 

Madam Mansi noticed my hard on, and giggled.  

 

“Priyanka, can we unlock this little bitch? I notice his little pecker trying to escape 

from the locks you’ve put on him. Maybe we can have some fun with it?” 

 

“Ewww! I don’t want to do that! Leave him unlocked for a bit, and he’ll be touching 

that nasty thing of his again. Like all men, he can’t stay away from wanking his 

cock”, Ms. Priyanka responded in a disgusted fashion.  

 



  

 

“But what if we don’t let him do so”, asked Madam Mansi, still giggling.  

 

My owner gave it some thought. 

 

“Yeah, it should be fun, Priyanka”, said Madam Pooja. “Come on, let’s see this 

specimen in all his naked glory!” she said, throwing her head back and laughing with 

genuine amusement.  

 

“Well, if you say so…” said Ms. Priyanka, rising to get the keys to my lock.  

 

She unlocked me, and sat back down, my penis springing to attention immediately, 

finally free of its bonds!! 

 

“Now, put that key around my ankle!” commanded. Ms. Priyanka.  

 

I did as she asked, and she then put her foot up on the coffee table, the key dangling 

invitingly from her sexy left ankle, the arches of her perfect feet ever so prominent, 

complementing the silver key perfectly.  

 

“I think that’s the best place for this key, slave. It’ll remind you of your position 

constantly - and how release is so near, and yet so far!” Ms. Priyanka continued. 

 

Her friends nodded their approval. 

 

“Here you go, Mansi. Here he is, all naked and all yours!”, she said, pushing me over 

with her foot to Madam Mansi, who was ensconced comfortably in the sofa by now.  

 

“Stand up, slave”, giggled Mansi.  

 

I stood up, acutely aware of my thin, reed like cock pointing skywards, and ready to 

erupt at any point. My balls were still aching from the chastity device, and I was now 

trying to adjust to my new found freedom.  

 

“He looks like he’s ready to come”, continued Madam Mansi.  

 

“Eww!! Mansi, let’s lock him back up”, said Ms. Priyanka hurriedly. “The last thing I 

want is for this clown to spill his disgusting seed on my floor!” 

 

“Actually, his seed does have some purpose, Priyanka”, chimed in Madam Pooja who 

had been watching me with much amusement. “I agree he shouldn’t be allowed to 

spill it on the floor, and I totally agree with keeping him locked up, but his seed would 

probably give my soles just the nourishment they need”, she went on, raising her 

cracked heel up on the coffee table.  

 

“Ugh! How can you even think of that, Pooja”, said Ms. Priyanka. “His disgusting 

man slime on your feet? Why not simply have him rub lotion on them?” 

 

“Just wait and see, Priyanka. These tiny balls do have a purpose.” 

 

 



  

 

“Such as?” 

 

“Think about it, Priyanka. If his seed can generate life, think of what it can do to the 

cracked skin on my soles!” responded Madam Pooja, clearly not wanting to drop the 

idea.  

 

Neither did I mind. 

 

My cock a living and throbbing testament to my desire.   

 

“But first, I have a gift for him”, Madam Mansi said. “Play with your nipples, boy” 

she instructed me. “Yes, use those pretty red fingernails of yours, and slide them over 

you nipples just like you like it…” 

 

I gasped. 

 

“Ooh, it feels good, doesn’t it boy?” she continued in a mocking, but alluring tone.  

 

Did it feel good??  

 

I was  already in seventh heaven, and ready to cum at that point.  

 

Ms. Priyanka looked at us worriedly, about to say something, probably worried I’d 

cum. 

 

And rightfully so too.  

 

And then, all of a sudden, I felt my balls contract. 

 

It was coming! 

 

THWACK!!  

 

An intense pain erupted in my groin, and my legs buckled, suddenly losing all 

strength, and I collapsed to the floor, the world spinning around me in a dizzying blur 

of pain, my lower abdomen experiencing a crippling pain like I’d never felt before.  

 

Madam Mansi had kicked me square in the nuts. 

 

And had done a good job of it too, I realized, as the pain slowly abated enough for me 

to focus on the three ladies, looking down at me interestedly, and giggling gently.  

 

“Feel good, slave? How’s that for an orgasm”, said Madam Mansi wickedly, choosing 

that moment to twist my nipples counter clockwise brutally, causing fresh waves of 

pain to shoot through my body, though nothing compared to what she had meted out a 

short while ago.  

 

“I’ve wanted to do this to a man for a long, long time” she went on, addressing her 

two friends. “Especially customers such as this fool”, she said, nudging me with her 

foot as if I was a piece of trash lying on the floor.  



  

 

A description which mirrored my own feelings exactly. 

 

“Cheap bastards that don’t leave a tip, and expect the best service at that. Men should 

have their balls chopped off. All of them!” she went on.  

 

“Hold on Mansi, hold on”, giggled Pooja. “How would you punish him if he had no 

balls to kick? And his balls do have some use - only I’m going to use them as I please 

this time,” she continued. 

 

I struggled to regain my breath.  

 

“Move over here, slave!” she went on.  

 

I crawled over to her feet, barely able to stand up at that point, and fearful of another 

kick to the balls. While I did so, she went over to Ms. Priyanka, and whispered 

something in her ear. Ms. Priyanka looked a bit surprised at first, but soon started to 

smile.  

 

“Slave, go get the bowl you use for your dinner. The same one I sometimes allow you 

to eat my leftovers from. Hurry up!” 

 

I went to the kitchen and retrieved the small circular bowl, and knelt at Madam 

Pooja’s feet again.  

 

“Now, here’s what we’ll do girls”, went on Madam Pooja in an excited manner. “I’m 

going to extract his cum to use on my feet - rather like I’d extract milk from a cow. 

Not because it’ll give him pleasure, but because his cum is a product to be used when 

necessary.” 

 

Her eyes found mine: 

 

“Just like the slave himself”, she said.  

 

Despite my recent agony, I was excited by the prospect she had outlined. 

 

“Milking the cow, hmm… What a perfect description,” she went on, still looking at 

me wickedly.  

 

I was fascinated by her and she knew it. 

 

“Get on your hands and knees, slave!” she suddenly commanded. 

 

I got on my hands and knees, my cock rising to attention again, and the fat around my 

chest hanging downwards in an unsightly manner.  

 

From my position, all I could see now was Madam Mansi’s feet which were both 

comfortably placed on the coffee table by now, one foot crossed over the other. 

 

 Madam Pooja bent down, and placed the bowl I had got directly where my cock was 

pointing, and grabbed my nipples, twisting them with just the right amount of force.  



  

 

“Say moo, slave!” she giggled, while flicking her fingers over my nipples, and then 

tugging downwards.  

 

“Moo”, I said, shamefacedly and without hesitation, trying to produce as genuine a 

tone as I could, the humiliation and Madam Pooja’s expert fingers turning me on 

immensely.  

 

Madam Pooja grabbed both my nipples, and started squeezing them as you might a 

cow’s udder when extracting milk.  

 

“Ok, you fat cow!” she said. “You have exactly two minutes to come, and if you don’t 

come by then, you get another kick to the balls. This time from me. Understand?” 

 

She then started to squeeze and tug on my nipples. Actions that would have caused 

me to cum instantly in normal circumstances. But still I hesitated, remembering Ms. 

Priyanka’s orders from a few days ago.  

 

“Moo! Moo!” I went on animatedly, a part of me enjoying this humiliation more than 

it should.  

 

But then out of the corned of my eye, I caught sight of Madam Mansi’s petite feet and 

bare soles, with Madam herself looking down at me warningly, and I needed no 

further invitation. I looked at those small petite feet, concentrating on her soles and 

perfectly shaped polished toes, and I soon came. Hot gobs of pent up cum gushing out 

of me in spurts without any external stimulation being allowed on my cock.  

 

“Ah!”  I moaned involuntarily, my entire body shaking with spasms of pleasure with 

each ejaculation. I thought I heard one of the three ladies making a derogatory 

comment at this point, but I wasn’t sure, being too absorbed in the sensations passing 

through my body.  

 

My orgasm must have gone for at least fifteen seconds or so. 

 

Oh, what blissful relief! 

 

But as my desire abated, my sense of humiliation increased exponentially, and I 

remained shamefaced on my hands and knees, my cock now shrivelled up and about 

one third its original “size”, while the three ladies looked on at me stone facedly.  

 

“Well, he’s made quite a mess hasn’t he? It’s OK though - he’s the one that gets to eat 

it”, commented Ms. Priyanka finally, breaking the ice, and causing all three ladies to 

laugh once again.  

 

“And, now, for the actual work”, went on Madam Pooja, putting both her feet up, so 

that the soles were clearly visible to me. “Come here, boy - and bring that fucking 

bowl with you!” she commanded.  

 

I did so, and positioned myself at her now familiar soles, her looking down at me in a 

satisfied, yet demanding manner.  

 



  

 

“Dip your hands in that cum, and rub them all over your hands” she ordered.  

 

I hesitated, not wanting touch the nasty goo in the bowl, already dreading the time I’d 

have to eat out of it.  

 

Madam Pooja sensed my hesitation, and looked at me menacingly.  

 

“You heard me, boy”, she said, her voice dripping with unsaid expletives - the tone 

worrying me far more than a simple slap to the face would.  

 

I did as she said, and was then commanded to rub the slime on her right sole, thinking 

about how low I had fallen.  

 

Here I was, being ordered to rub my own ejaculate all over a lady’s dirty foot. 

 

If that isn’t humiliating, I don’t know what is! 

 

“Make sure you get that stuff all over my cracked heels”, she continued. “In fact, I 

want it massaged all over my feet - dry skin or not, but concentrate more on the dry 

parts”, she went on.  

 

She sipped her wine as I applied myself to my task and, to my amazement, she was 

right. Within a few minutes, I soon felt the sole of her foot soften before my hands, 

giving off a faint and unpleasant smell of bleach. But one that was only evident to 

someone as close to them as I was at that moment.  

 

I them moved to her other foot, the sight of her now soft, large “square” (for lack of a 

better way to put it) soles causing my cock to stiffen again. If only I could apply some 

red nail polish to these large feet belonging to this deserving lady, I thought! 

 

Meanwhile, Ms. Priyanka and Madam Mansi had been watching the going ons 

without saying much.  

 

“Hmm, you were right it seems Pooja”, Ms. Priyanka said. “Your soles do look nice 

and soft now - and this with only a few minutes of attention!” she said, a touch too 

grudgingly I thought.  

 

“Yes - and I didn’t even have to touch that nasty organ of his”, replied Madam Pooja 

proudly. “You should try it too, Priyanka!” she went on, looking mischievously at my 

Ms.  

 

Perhaps it was the wine (they were almost through their third bottle by then), or 

perhaps it was the general mood they were all in, but Ms. Priyanka readily agreed.  

 

“On your hands and knees, cow!” she ordered, snapping her fingers at me.  

 

I did so while Madam Pooja and Madam Mansi looked on interestedly. “Remember, 

we must give him a bit more time to cum - he’s just spurted a large load, so the next 

load will be slightly smaller”, giggled Pooja. “Do you want to take on the milking 

duties this time around?” she asked.  



  

 

“I’ll do it this time”, said Madam Mansi, rising from the couch, and pushing the bowl 

over under my erect cock with her foot.  

 

She then expertly grabbed my nipples, while I heard Madam Pooja say: 

 

“Three minutes, and no more, slave boy!” 

 

I’d normally be hard pressed to cum so quickly after a long orgasm such as I just had - 

it normally takes me a while to recover.  

 

But, as I said before, my circumstances were anything but normal at this point! 

 

Madam Mansi expertly “milked” my nipples, and ordered me to moo again, at which 

point they all burst out laughing again.  

 

A minute went by, and Madam Mansi started to get impatient.  

 

“Come on boy, whats the matter with you?” she asked with obvious annoyance. “I 

can’t milk you all night!” 

 

“Moo, Moo - I’m sorry, Ma’am!” I responded. I then thought of Madam Pooja’s bare 

soles again as well as the humiliation I was going through, and forced all other 

thoughts out of my mind. 

 

Sure enough, my cock responded.  

 

I came soon thereafter, the resulting orgasm less powerful in terms of the volume of 

cum that I produced, but no less pleasurable than the last one. I looked down at the 

bowl after I was done, and sure enough, there was plenty of cum in there to rub on 

another pair of feet.  

 

I remained there on my hands and knees, utterly exhausted by now - - and I suddenly 

heard a series of “clicks” again.  

 

I realized Ms. Priyanka had locked me up again.  

 

“Enough cumming for today, boy” she said tartly. “Now, perform the same miracle 

that you performed on Pooja’s soles on mine as well. Let’s see if you can get them 

even softer than they are now!” 

 

I commenced my task, acutely aware of the chastity device in place. I rubbed my cum 

all over Ms. Priyanka’s lovely right foot, and then her left, taking special care not to 

miss the arches, and the areas in between the toes. But for some reason, Madam 

Pooja’s large feet remained in my mind. I could actually feel her eyes boring through 

the back of my head even though I couldn’t see her at that point.  

 

I applied myself assiduously to my task, and soon enough the same results presented 

themselves, Ms. Priyanka’s soles acquiring a creamy, velvety softness of their own.  

 

“Now tell me, Priyanka. How does it feel?” asked Madam Pooja 



  

 

“Slaves do have some uses.  .  . More than some, actually” joined in Madam Mansi.  

 

Ms. Priyanka was silent for a while, but finally joined in: 

 

“Yes, they do have a lot of uses, Mansi”, she said in a ruminant tone of voice.  

 

What was she thinking, I wondered.   

 

“And yes, I did enjoy the treatment, Pooja”, she continued. “I think I’ll have him do 

this more often for me - or us”, she said. “But we must think of new ways to make 

him cum - we don’t want him enjoying himself too much, do we now?” she asked, 

winking at Madam Pooja as she asked the question.  

 

And so the evening rolled on, with me kneeling on the floor, occasionally being 

ordered to fetch them more wine, or massage an arm here, a foot there - but for the 

most part, just kneeling on the floor at their feet while they relaxed.  

 

Finally, they decided it was time for dinner, and Ms. Priyanka ordered me to call the 

pizza delivery joint, and have three large pizzas delivered. 

 

I was to use my own credit card to pay, of course.  

 

I did so, and they ate contentedly, throwing me some morsels once in a while, but 

ignoring me for the most part. They finished after a while, Madam Mansi tossing two 

left over pieces of pizza at me when done.  

 

“It’s getting late”, she yawned. “Priyanka, this was a great evening - we need to do 

this again for sure!” 

 

“Should I call a taxi for you, Mansi”, asked Ms. Priyanka. “Or will you drop her 

home, Pooja?” 

 

“Oh, I’m too drunk to drive right now” laughed Pooja. “We’ll both probably need 

taxis - but let’s stay a while longer, Mansi. Perhaps kick him in the balls a bit more for 

entertainment”, she said, wickedly nudging me with her foot.  

 

“I wish I could, Pooja”, responded Madam Mansi. “But I have to be at work at 11AM 

tomorrow, so I better go home and crash, or I’ll never manage to wake up in time.” 

 

“I’ll call the taxi then”, responded Ms. Priyanka. “Go fetch her shoes, boy!” she said 

dismissively to me.  

 

I fetched Madam Mansi’s high heels and put them on her feet reverently, kissing her 

toes as I did so.  

 

“Paye Lagu, Madam Mansi”, I said.  

 

“Hmm… Well trained indeed”, she responded before digging one of her high heels 

into the back of my hand for an instant, not enough to cause permanent damage, but 

enough to cause intense pain.  



  

 

I yelped in pain, and she smiled down at me, about to say something, but at that very 

moment, I heard the horn of a car outside.  

 

The cab’s here, I thought.  

 

“Bye girls!” Madam Mansi said. “Can I take this bitch with me?” she asked 

laughingly, lifting my chin up with her toes.   

 

Ms. Priyanka started to respond, but Mansi cut her off.  

 

“Just kidding, girl - have a great night!”  

 

Ms. Priyanka and Madam Pooja responded in kind, and she was soon gone, the sound 

of the cab receding in the distance.  

 

“Pooja, you don’t have to wake up early tomorrow, do you?” Ms. Priyanka asked.  

 

“Nope, I’m fine - no more long flights until Tuesday. Ah, I’m looking forward to the 

weekend for sure!” responded Madam Pooja.  

 

“Slave, go see if there’s any more wine, and bring it to us”, Ms. Priyanka ordered. 

“Oh, and there’ll be a marker pen somewhere in one of the bottom cabinets. Bring 

that to me as well!” 

 

There was just one more bottle of wine remaining, along with the marker pen in 

another kitchen cabinet.  

 

What is this for, I wondered.  

 

When I returned, both ladies were lolling about on the sofa, looking like they were 

about to fall asleep at any moment. And who could blame them - they had drank quite 

a bit of wine and had a nice, hearty dinner after that. I’d be nice and relaxed myself at 

that point! 

 

“You know what’s the very best thing about having a slave like this, Pooja”, my Ms. 

remarked lazily, while flexing her toes on the coffee table.  

 

“What?” 

 

“Well, simply this - I can be myself around him. I can do what I please, act the way I 

want, and he’ll still serve me like a Princess”, responded Ms. Priyanka.  

 

“Think about it, Pooja”, she went on. “We girls have to conform to so many societal 

restrictions that men don’t - make up, the right clothes, proper manners, and of course 

the ever present issue of whether or not we’re gaining weight.” 

 

Madam Pooja nodded in agreement, while sipping her wine.  

 

“I’ve always found it so unfair that men get to act like slobs while we are expected to 

do the exact opposite and keep them happy”, she said.  



  

 

“But a slave like this is just that - a slave - a chattel, if you would.” Ms. Priyanka 

continued. “I can burp in front of him after a nice dinner, if I’d like. I can apply make- 

up if I like, or remove it if I don’t like. And I can act as unladylike as I like, and he’ll 

still serve me willingly.” 

 

She sneered at me: 

 

“Won’t you, boy”, she asked me.  

 

“Of course, Ma’am!” I responded with passion.  

 

And I meant it. 

 

I didn’t care what Ms. Priyanka, or her friends for that matter, wore, or how much  

makeup they had on, etc., etc. To me they were superior ladies, and meant to be 

worshipped with the reverence they deserved! 

 

Ms. Priyanka looked at me for a while, before speaking again.  

 

“On your hands and knees again, slave!” she said, while picking up the red marker 

pen that I had found in the kitchen.  

 

Oh no, I thought! Not another jerk off session - - my nipples couldn’t take any more, 

and neither could my cock.  

 

But my fears were to be proven unfounded.  

 

“Let me brand him, Pooja - - so anyone who sees him will know what he really is - a 

slave to his owner!” remarked Ms. Priyanka. 

 

“Good idea! Let’s do it!” said Pooja animatedly. “I’ve never seen a man branded 

before, but there’s always a first time.” 

 

Ms. Priyanka chuckled, and took up the marker pen, and wrote something on my back 

while I was in the position she had ordered me into. Soon, she was done, and asked 

Pooja to read what she had written.  

 

Madam Pooja got up to read, and burst into laughter.  

 

“Oh, God! That’s too much”, she spluttered, managing to spill half her wine on me.  

 

“Property of Perfect Ms. Priyanka”, she read out loud, still chortling. “That’s a good 

one, Priyanka!” 

 

After that, they spoke a bit more while finishing their wine, and decided to call it a 

night.  

 

“Hey Pooja, why don’t you just crash over here? That sofa over there is a sofa-cum-

bed, and I have a couple of spare blankets as well.” offered Ms. Priyanka.  

 



  

 

“Good idea, girl” yawned Madam Pooja. “I really don’t feel like heading anywhere 

right now except bed!” 

 

“Slave, get her bed ready!” commanded Ms. Priyanka.  

 

I went to the bedroom, and found a spare pillow, along with the spare blankets Ms. 

was referring to. I then set Madam Pooja’s bed up as best as I could, while she looked 

on in an arrogant manner.  

 

“Ah, having my bed made for me. Exactly as it should be!” she remarked.  

 

I felt weak at the knees. 

 

“Good night Priyanka!” 

 

“Good night, Pooja - sleep well. And call the bitch if you need anything!” remarked 

Ms. Priyanka, going to the bedroom, me silently following her with head bowed.  

 

Ms. Priyanka lay down, and I made sure all was in order, her bottle of water by her 

side before turning the lights off. I then knelt at her feet as usual, but she pushed me 

away.  

 

“Not tonight, boy” she said, her voice already blurred with sleep. “Go rub Pooja’s feet 

- I’m sure she needs it.” 

 

I was confused - how could my Ms. even fall sleep without her nightly foot massage? 

 

“May I massage your feet for just a bit, Ms. Priyanka” I offered tentatively, preparing 

myself for a backlash, but also wanting to make sure I did not err in my duties as a 

devoted slave.  

 

“Uh huh”, responded Ms. Priyanka, starting to snore lightly.  

 

I massaged her feet for ten minutes before covering them gently with the blanket.  

 

“Paye lagu Malkin” I said to myself, still not believing the events that had taken place 

tonight. 

 

Everything was happening so fast! 

 

I then went to the living room to see if Madam Pooja needed anything.  

 

She was still tossing and turning a bit, and hadn’t fallen asleep as yet.  

 

Her large feet were poking out of the bedsheets, and I once again felt that deep, primal 

arousal within me that I had felt when I first served her.   

 

What was it about her that caused me to gravitate to her feet as naturally as a moth 

would towards light, perhaps even more naturally than I was drawn to Ms. Priyanka’s 

feet, I wondered.  



  

 

“Ah, there you are, bitch!” she sneered, as I knelt obediently at the foot of the couch, 

my thoughts banished to the back of my mind for future consideration.  

 

“I’m sure Priyanka sleeps well these days, doesn’t she, with you rubbing her feet until 

she falls asleep?” she said, moving her feet so that both her soles were staring me in 

the face.  

 

Even though I had already had two orgasms that night, and didn’t think I could even 

get it up any longer, that sight sent a surge of blood rushing to my loins - followed 

shortly thereafter by the inevitable pain in my nuts.  

 

Almost as if in a trance, I moved to kiss her lovely soles.  

 

“May I massage your feet until you fall asleep, Madam Pooja?” I asked. “Please allow 

me to serve you, Madam Pooja”, I pleaded, striving for an extreme level of 

subservience.  

 

“Allow you, huh?” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I continued, kissing her heels as I spoke. I noticed the dry skin had re-

appeared in spots, and I kissed those spots tenderly, not even caring about the fact I 

had massaged those areas with my own cum a couple of hours earlier.  

 

“Priyanka’s lucky for sure, bitch!” remarked Madam Pooja. “But she’s too easy on 

you, I feel”.  

 

“Now, here’s what you will do, boy”, she went on. “I’m tired, and need a decent foot 

massage - - and you’ll give me one as well. But there’s to be none of that nonsense of 

sneaking away when I fall asleep!” 

 

She drew one foot back lazily under the covers, while shifting the other foot slightly, 

the smooth sole daring me to continue kissing and worshipping it. Even her foot was 

so regal – despite its current state of neglect! 

 

“Massage my feet all night, slave” she continued. “I’m going to sleep comfortably, 

and you, boy, are going to rub my feet all night, just like a servant should. And make 

sure I rest undisturbed - I don’t want to be awoken even once!” 

 

She flicked off the small light by the couch, and I commenced my task, wondering 

how on earth I’d manage to stay up all night kneeling at her feet, but excited by what 

she was saying as well. 

 

This was taking my servitude to yet another level.  

 

“Have a good night, slave. I’m sure I will!” she murmured dreamily, as my fingers 

attended to her feet and shins, rubbing the tiredness out of them.  

 

Soon, Madam Pooja was also fast asleep, snoring loudly.  

 



  

 

I was almost falling asleep myself, my fingers numb with exhaustion, but I willed 

myself to keep rubbing her feet, so she did not wake up. She deserves it, I thought. 

And I’m lucky enough to have been given the privilege of serving her tonight, so I 

better do my job well.  

 

Tomorrow’s another day, I thought. I wonder what tomorrow has in store for me. 

 

The long, and lonely hours rolled by, as I kept kneading and rubbing, reliving the 

events of the evening that had just gone by, Madam Pooja’s bare soles keeping me 

company, along with her loud snores.  

 

But the best of intentions are sometimes stymied due to unavoidable reasons, and it 

wasn’t that long before exhaustion eventually took over, and I fell fast asleep at 

Madam Pooja’s feet, my nose pressed to her soles, my hands still on her feet.  

 

The three of us slept, and the night rolled by as if on a roller coaster.  

 

Before I knew it, I was soon awakened by the sounds of birds chirping. 

 

My life had changed, I knew, and no longer belonged to me. 

 

The question was: 

 

Did I want it returned? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Ten  
 

Loaned to Madam Pooja 

 

The sun shone in brightly through the windows. It was a beautiful morning, the sort 

that makes one want to drop everything and take a long walk outdoors, but the two 

ladies and their slave (me) were sleeping comfortably, worn out from the shenanigans 

of the night before.  

 

It was about 6AM, and I seriously doubted Ms. Priyanka would wake up at her usual 

time today.  

 

Madam Pooja was still sleeping, though not snoring as she was last night while I 

rubbed her feet.  

 

Her feet.  

 

Her large, in part uncared for, broad soles. 

 

It actually felt as if they feet were talking to me, trying to tell me some… 

 

Suddenly, realization dawned upon me.  

 

I was massaging her feet last night as I was ordered, but was so exhausted that  I fell 

asleep on my knees, my hands still on this magnificent lady’s feet, her large soles 

staring me in the face as I slept, watching over me in a commanding manner. 

 

I looked at her soles and felt a tiny flicker of desire stir deep within my balls, despite 

the events of the night before having worn me out.   

 

My cock stirred lightly and my hands almost strayed to my nipples as thoughts of 

worshipping these magnificent soles, as well as the lady they belonged to, filled my 

mind.  

 

But, so deep had my Ms taken me into subspace and the pride to be taken from 

service, I felt guilty at the same time.  

 

How could I have fallen asleep, regardless of the state of my exhaustion? 

 

I must make up for this, I thought.  

 

I grabbed a bottle of hand lotion that was nearby, applied it liberally to my hands, and 

started to rub her feet gently with the lotion. It wasn’t the foot lotion, which was in 

Ms. Priyanka’s bedroom, but I couldn’t risk waking my Ms. up this early, so this 

would have to do.  

 

The lotion gave off a pleasant smell of cocoa butter, and her soles were soon moist 

and shining once again.  

 

As I did this, Madam Pooja started to awaken.  



  

 

She lazily stirred, and turned around on her side, giving me a sideways view of her 

right foot, with the left foot pulled up under the covers.  

 

After a short while, she awoke fully. She did not seem to be hung over either, 

something which surprised me considering the amount of alcohol the ladies had all 

consumed.  

 

She’s probably used to it, I thought. Air hostesses probably drink a bit during their 

“off time” on flights - - how else could the tedium of flying those long haul flights 

with annoying passengers be addressed?   

 

“Morning, slave boy”, she said, grinning cheekily at me.  

 

“Good Morning, Madam Pooja”, I responded. “Paye Lagu Madam”, I went on, 

touching my forehead to her soles.  

 

She stretched, throwing off the covers as she did so.  

 

“It seems to be a warm day, boy”, she continued. Her T-shirt was a bit dishevelled, as 

one would expect at this point, and I caught a glimpse of her bare stomach. It wasn’t 

toned as you might expect, and Madam Pooja was definitely putting on some weight.  

 

But far from being a turn off, this sight along with the sight of her bare, strong arms, 

the forearms obviously worked a lot from her duties on the flight was turning me on 

big time, my “stubby” already working its way up skywards, the chastity device doing 

its thing as well.  

 

Madam had a “natural” look about her - a natural, strong, womanly look - and that’s 

something that’s always been a turn on for me, as opposed to artificial six packs and 

such. And this look, combined with her innate knowledge and naturally dominant 

nature was such a huge turn for me that the words shot out of me without me even 

thinking about them.  

 

“Paye Lagu, Madam Pooja!” I said while kissing her feet, and continuing to massage 

them, not caring about the lotion getting on my lips.  

 

“You look ravishing this morning, Madam!” 

 

“Hmm. . .” remarked Madam Pooja, nodding approvingly, as a Queen might nod at 

receiving particularly thoughtful service from a minion.  

 

“You sure do know how to say the right things”, she continued, at the same time 

aware of the effect she was having on me, and enjoying it to the fullest.  

 

She turned over so she was on her back, her arms above her head, making no effect to 

pull down her T-shirt or the jeans, which had slid up above her knee, giving me a tiny 

glimpse of her fleshy thighs.  

 

“I slept well last night slave. I trust you spent an enjoyable night with my feet?” she 

said, her voice tinkling with amusement.  



  

 

“Yes Ma’am”, I responded, wondering if she knew I had fallen asleep despite her 

orders.  

 

“But you didn’t follow my orders to the fullest, slave”, she went on.  

 

“I awoke in the middle of the night, too sleepy to really wake up fully, but I saw you 

passed out at my feet instead of massaging them. This won’t do, boy! If you had been 

rubbing my feet all night, I wouldn’t even have woken up that one time”, said Madam 

Pooja parting her feet so I could look into her black eyes, dissecting me in an accusing 

and domineering manner.  

 

I lowered my head to the ground in shame.  

 

“I’m sorry, Madam Pooja, I really am. I don’t know what came over me - I guess I 

was too exhausted” I responded, sheepishly, but honestly.  

 

Madam Pooja must have believed me, for she didn’t press the issue any further.  

 

“Hmm, it’s OK this one time, slave. I’ll let it go. But I’ll make sure your exhaustion 

doesn’t get the better of you next time” she continued, giggling in a mysterious 

manner.  

 

“What is your normal morning routine like, slave?” she asked.  

 

I answered her question honestly, making sure to leave out no details no matter how 

minute.  

 

“Hmm, Priyanka really has it good!” she remarked when I was done, he voice literally 

dripping with jealousy this time around. “I knew you served her, but I didn’t know 

what exactly you did - and now that I do…” her voice trailed off in a brooding 

manner.  

 

“She doesn’t even wipe her own ass, does she slave”, asked Madam Pooja.  

 

“No Ma’am. It’s an honor to wipe Perfect Ms. Priyanka’s ass every morning, Madam 

Pooja” I responded with genuine emotion. “ 

 

“I see”, responded Madam Pooja in a non-committal tone. 

  

Suddenly she sat up in bed, and smacked me on the side of the head, the blow causing 

my head to spin momentarily.  

 

I looked at her, confused.  

 

“Let me ask you something, bitch” she went on. “No, forget my feet for a minute!” 

she ordered as my hands involuntarily moved to her feet as the effects of the blow 

started to wear off.  

 



  

 

“What exactly is such a turn on about all this? How can you even call yourself a man -  

down there at my feet, rubbing them, cleaning my foot dirt, wiping your Ms’s waste 

off her ass and so forth?”  

 

As she asked me this sh was looking directly into my eyes.  

 

Somehow the look in her eyes suggested she knew the answer to what she was asking, 

but wanted to hear it from me.  

 

“I enjoy serving a lady as she deserves to be, Ma’am.” I said, looking into her eyes, 

but at the same time managing to do so with respect.  

 

“I believe that ladies are superior to men in every way, and the world would be a 

much better place if we men stopped bickering and quibbling amongst ourselves, and 

dedicated our lives to serving our ladies like the true Queens they are, while they ran 

the world”, I said.  

 

“I also believe every woman deserves a slave dedicated to her every need, just like 

Ms. Priyanka now has, Ma’am” I finished.  

 

Madam Pooja was silently looking down at me as I said this, not saying much, but not 

needing to either - tacit approval written all over her features.  

 

She lay back down after that, and I continued to rub lotion on to her feet.  

 

A short while later, she pushed me away with her left foot.  

 

“Time to go check on your owner, bitch” she remarked haughtily. “Be gone!” 

 

She was right - it was almost 7A.M., and I hurried over to Ms. Priyanka’s room.  

 

As expected, Ms. Priyanka was still sleeping comfortably in her favourite position, 

one leg pulled up towards her stomach, the other bare and fully exposed, the shapely 

bare sole of her foot causing me to shiver with desire.  

 

Would I get to worship her ass this morning, I wondered while kneeling at her feet. 

Probably not, since Madam Pooja’s here as well, I thought, ruefully rubbing her foot.  

 

But at the same time, I was also buzzing with genuine excitement. How lucky was I to 

be able to serve and worship a lady like this. Let alone two ladies as I was?  

 

In my excitement, I ended up squeezing her sole a bit too hard, this causing Ms. 

Priyanka to stir slightly, and mumble something irritably.  

 

“Concentrate!” she admonished sleepily. “My head hurts - I’m going back to sleep. 

Wake me in an hour!” and with that, she shifted positions so that she was on her 

stomach again, the other leg exposed to me, a shapely calf literally calling out for 

attention.  

 

Thankful that Ms. Priyanka had fallen asleep again, I resumed my ministrations.  



  

 

And suddenly, as if Fate was conspiring against me this morning, her cell phone 

buzzed loudly, causing my heart to thump with trepidation with every ring.  

 

It seemed I had forgotten to take her phone out of the room last night - something 

which I normally always did - but apparently forgot to do last night.  

 

And worse, I had forgotten to put the damn thing in silent mode!  

 

Panic stricken, I rushed to the phone, hoping to get it out of the room as soon as 

possible, fervently wishing my owner would not be awoken by this.  

 

But the damage had been done.  

 

As I reached the phone, Ms. Priyanka awoke, and sat up in bed, grabbing her temples 

with one hand, the effects of the alcohol last night clearly visible. Unlike Madam 

Pooja, my Ms. clearly had a low tolerance for alcohol beyond a certain point.  

 

“What the fuck…”she grumbled.  

 

And as realization struck her, she beckoned me over to her side.  

 

“Come here, you piece of shit” she ordered me.  

 

I shambled over to her side, head down.  

 

“Look at me, damn it” snarled Ms. Priyanka, clearly not in the best of moods having 

been woken up twice, the second time rather rudely at that.  

 

I raised my head, and was greeted by a hard slap across the cheek, her hand a blur of 

smooth skin, long, slim fingers and polished nails.  

 

“I told you to always keep my phone on silent mode when I sleep, you bloody fool!” 

she said, slapping me again furiously, my cheeks burning with each blow.  

 

“I’m sorry Ma’am” I blurted out fearfully. “I…”  

 

Whack! 

 

“No use being sorry now, you idiot”, said Ms. Priyanka, irritably leaning back on the 

bed. “Now go wash your hands, and then rub my head for a while - I have a headache 

from hell”, she continued.  

 

I rushed to do her bidding, making sure to apply myself fully to the task. I squeezed 

her temples with my thumbs in a circular motion while massaging her entire scalp, 

and also paid special attention to her forehead, literally forcing fresh blood into the 

area with the bottom of my palms.  

 

The massage slowly took effect, and I could sense Ms. Priyanka starting to relax.  

 



  

 

She was especially enjoying the massage around the temples, sighing with pleasure 

when I massaged these areas, her head lolling back on the pillow, eyes closed.  

 

“Who called me, slave” she asked after a while.  

 

“Uh, I’m not sure Ma’am” I responded. “I’ll go look…” I began, but was cut off by 

Ms. Priyanka.  

 

“Just bring me the damn phone, will you?”  

 

“Yes, Ma’am” I responded, doing as she asked me to.  

 

She looked at the logs meditatively as I continued to rub her head. It was clearly 

someone she knew.  

 

Suddenly she shook free of my hands and snapped her fingers, pointing towards the 

door with her forefinger, the polished nail clearly motioning me to get out.  

 

I left the room silently, while she prepared to make the call. Madam Pooja was up by 

then, and she had turned on the T.V., snickering as I entered the living room to check 

if she needed anything.  

 

“So, you forgot to turn the phone off huh”, tittered Madam Pooja before I could say 

anything. “How did Priyanka like that?” she giggled.  

 

Was there just the slightest tone of satisfaction in her voice? Was she actually… dare 

I say it… a tad bit jealous of my Ms.? 

 

It made no sense, I thought. I’m not thinking straight! 

 

“Go get me a glass of orange juice”, said Madam Pooja, her order breaking my chain 

of thought.  

 

“Yes Madam” I said obediently. I went to the kitchen, and brought a glass of juice to 

her on a tray, which I handed to her.  

 

“Since Priyanka’s on the phone, you might as well wait on me for now, boy”, said 

Madam Pooja, idly switching channels on the T.V. again, while sipping on the juice. 

She then ignored me, while I stood there, tray in hand, waiting on further orders from 

her.  

 

She finished her juice soon, and held her glass up. “One more glass, boy”, she said 

abruptly.  

 

I brought another glass of juice to her, and she was soon sipping it happily.  

 

“That’s how things should be”, she mused out loud. “A servant at my beck and call -  

oh, how I wish I had a full time live in slave such as you, boy. You certainly make a 

lady’s life easier!” she went on.  

 



  

 

My heart swelled with pride at this unexpected praise from her - she actually took the 

trouble to praise a slave, which must mean I was doing a good job.  

 

“It’s my pleasure, Madam Pooja. I… ” I said, stopped mid-sentence by Ms. Priyanka 

calling me from the bedroom.  

 

“Get your stupid ass in here, bitch! Hurry up!” she commanded in a strident tone of 

voice.  

 

“Ah, your owner is calling you, boy”, commented Madam Pooja, almost having 

finished her juice. “Look at me, boy!” she ordered.  

 

I looked at her, and she tossed the remnants of her orange juice at me, striking me 

square in the eye, making me lose vision momentarily, the cold, sticky juice dribbling 

down my face and making my eyes burn.  

 

“To keep you on your toes, slave”, laughed Madam Pooja. “Now off you go”, she 

giggled, whacking me hard on the side of my buttocks with her hand.  

 

I made my way from the living room, Madam Pooja’s giggles echoing in my ear. 

 

“Where the fuck were you, you useless thing” roared Ms. Priyanka as soon as I 

entered. “What took you…” she broke off, as she noticed my face splattered with 

juice, me trying to wipe it off with my arms.  

 

“Ah, I see you’ve been attending to Pooja” she smirked. “Pooja, well done!” she 

called out from the bedroom, with Madam Pooja responding with a giggly “anytime, 

girl!” 

 

“Now  kneel and listen to me carefully, boy” continued Ms. Priyanka, sitting upright 

on the bed, one foot regally crossed over the other, the toes gleaming and the arches 

smooth and inviting.  

 

“My aunt in New York has had an accident” she continued. “She was out biking, and 

her bicycle skidded on a patch of grease in the road, and she ended up copping a nasty 

fall, all her weight landing on her knee.” 

 

“I’m sorry to hear that, Ma’am”, I responded. “I hope it’s nothing serious?” 

 

“Thankfully not, but she’s ended up fracturing her right knee, and it’s a pain for her to 

move around now.” said Ms. Priyanka.  

 

“So she’s going to be in bed for the next couple of days, and I think I’ll go visit her 

for a while. I was planning on visiting her sometime during these holidays, but I was 

having too much fun with you” she grinned. 

 

“But much as my aunt would enjoy being waited upon in her current condition, I can’t 

take you there. She’s rather conservative, and I doubt she’s going to be too keen on 

your naked, chastised ass serving her”, she giggled.  

 



  

 

“You do know you look quite pathetic naked don’t you, slave”, she went on 

mockingly. “Those breasts of yours in particular, slut! Moo!” she burst out laughing.  

 

“Should we milk you again, boy. Moo, Moo!” 

 

Another wave of humiliation and desire passed over me, both emotions struggling to 

gain precedence over the other, neither one quite succeeding.  

 

“Anyway, you’re staying here boy”, said Ms. Priyanka, her demeanour becoming 

stern and commanding again.  

 

“But you don’t get to lounge about while I’m gone”, she continued.  

 

“No - I’m going to be loaning you to Pooja while I’m gone, bitch. Make sure you 

make me proud!” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I responded softly, my mind whirling with what she had just said. I 

had already come this far in my servitude - but I somehow had a feeling Madam Pooja 

would extend my limits in a way they’d never been extended before. 

 

And strange as it might sound, I was actually looking forward to it. 

 

“You will serve her in every way she requires, slave. Her every whim will be your 

command, just like mine”, continued Ms. Priyanka.  

 

“Of course, Ma’am!” I replied, meaning every word.  

 

“But - always remember who your owner is”, she concluded, pointing a slim 

forefinger at me, like a lady might while instructing her maid on which exact spots to 

clean.  

 

“Remember that you are my bitch, and I am lending you to my friend for a couple of 

days. But that doesn’t mean you forget your owner - your one and only owner”, she 

continued in a warning tone of voice.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am. As you say, Ma’am” I responded, striving to re-assure her of this fact.  

 

“Yes, as I say indeed”, Ms. commented. “Now help me complete my toilet”, she 

continued, making her way to the bathroom.  

 

After she was done, she instructed me to go freshen up.  

 

“You haven’t bathed today, boy. At least not with water” she laughed, pointing at the 

remnants of orange juice sticking to the hair on my arms and chest, making small 

clumps.  

  

She suddenly tugged one of the sticky clumps of hair on my chest forcefully, causing 

me to yelp with pain, grinning as she did so, enjoying my obvious discomfiture.  

 

“One more thing, slave”, she said oblivious to my pain.  



  

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I responded dutifully.  

 

“Make sure to freshen up that nail-polish and lipstick. We don’t want our bitch 

without makeup, do we?” she giggled. “Oh, and one of my dirty bras is over there, 

slave”, she motioned towards the laundry basket.  

 

“Make sure you’re wearing that when you come back. We’ll be in the living room” 

she added, heading off to the living room to talk to Pooja, no doubt to inform her 

about her upcoming trip and (probably more important to her at that point) me being 

literally “loaned” to her for a couple of days.  

 

I freshened up as best as I could in the spare room, the rickety old bucket I used for 

my “bath” already starting to leak.  After this, I touched up my makeup as Mistress 

had instructed and looked in the cracked mirror over the sink to make sure I had done 

it right.  

 

And again, waves of humiliation passed over me as I looked in the mirror - I looked 

so pathetic, standing there naked with only a chastity belt on, the fat jiggling around 

my chest area as I moved. 

 

For a moment I almost thought of informing Ms. I couldn’t go through with this 

anymore.  

 

But my nipples had other ideas, I noticed - the left nipple already taut. And looking at 

myself, I felt another spark of desire arise within me. Oddly enough, the same 

humiliation which had put me off a minute ago was turning me on far more.  

 

Was this truly my calling, I wondered?  

 

Was being a servant - a slave, rather - to Ms. Priyanka my one and only station in life? 

 

These thoughts running through my mind, I looked at the bra she had ordered me to 

wear.  

 

It had sweat stains on it, and smelt musty, but I put it on anyway, and again surveyed 

myself in the mirror.  

 

I was definitely looking more “womanly” in some ways - my lack of back and 

shoulder development along with my fat chest adding to the “bitch tits” look.  

 

How right my Ms. was, I thought. She truly knows what looks best on me! 

 

I made my way out of the room, my tits no longer bouncing as they were before, 

presenting myself to the two ladies who were discussing something amongst 

themselves. 

 

“Ah, there he is” commented Ms. Priyanka.  

 



  

 

“I’ve spoken to Pooja about you, boy”, she continued. “Make sure to be on your best 

behaviour, and serve her like you would me - and I better not hear any complaints 

from Pooja, or else!” she looked at me warningly.  

 

“Yes Ma’am” I nodded subserviently.  

 

“Manners, slave, manners”, broke in Madam Pooja.  

 

I stared at her, baffled. 

 

“Where are your manners? Must I remind you to thank your owner for allowing you 

the opportunity to serve me?” she said reproachfully.  

 

How could I forget! 

 

I knelt in front of Ms. Priyanka, taking both her feet in my hands so that the soles 

rested on my palms.  

 

“Thank you for allowing me to serve Madam Pooja, Ms. Priyanka”, I said while 

kissing her foot. “Thank you so much for this opportunity, Ma’am! Paye Lagu, 

Malkin!” 

 

But the two ladies seemed not to be mollified by this delayed response, Madam Pooja 

in particular again looking thoughtfully at me, shaking her head.  

 

“He falls asleep while rubbing my feet, and now… this”, she commented in a resigned 

tone of voice to Ms. Priyanka.  

 

“Oh, but I’m not worried Pooja”, responded Ms. Priyanka, again grinning wickedly 

and raising my face with her feet as she spoke, so that she looked down straight at me 

while addressing Madam Pooja.  

 

“I think this is probably the last time he’ll forget his manners”, she continued.  

 

“Oh, I should hope so!” said Madam Pooja. “I have ways of making even the most 

obstinate of men - or slaves, for that matter - do what I want them to do” she said, 

smiling wickedly at me, her black eyes boring into me.  

 

“Anyway… I better rush, Pooja”, my Ms. remarked, putting her I-phone down on the 

table beside her. “My flight’s already booked, but I have to be at the airport in an hour 

and a half at most”.  

 

“Pity you’re not going to be helping me get ready, boy” she laughed, while arising 

from the sofa. “But you’ll have more than enough opportunity when I return!” 

 

Madam Pooja arose too, while I remained kneeling at their feet.  

 

They hugged, after which Ms. Priyanka headed back to her room, no doubt to pack a 

few essentials, shower quickly and head to the airport.  

 



  

 

“Let’s go, boy”, said Madam Pooja, patting me on the head as one might a pet dog 

lying at one’s feet. “Get my sandals”, she commanded.  

 

I brought her sandals over, and eased her feet into them, kissing her toes when I was 

done.  

 

“Now let’s go”, she said, making her way to the door, me behind her.  

 

On the way out, I passed my clothes, still lying in a heap where I had put them a few 

days ago. How time has flown past, I thought!  

 

Was it only last Tuesday that I became Ms. Priyanka’s slave? 

 

It seemed like a lifetime already, though it had only been four days so far!  

 

“Yeah, pick those up too, boy. You might just need them” chuckled Madam Pooja, 

breaking into my thoughts. 

 

Need them? Why would I need clothes, I wondered?  

 

“For the drive back to my place, you idiot. I don’t want to be stopped by the cops for 

speeding or some such stupid shit, and have to explain the situation to them” she 

explained impatiently. “Now hurry up, and get those clothes on!” 

 

I dressed, the chastity device making a strange bulge in my jeans. I sure hope no-one 

notices me, I thought, slinking out behind Madam Pooja, who strode out confidently 

to her large black SUV parked some distance away from Ms. Priyanka’s place.  

 

I noticed that the vehicle hadn’t been cleaned in a while, especially the bumpers and 

wheels.  

 

But of course - Madam Pooja won’t have time to take it to the car wash, especially 

with her busy flying schedule, I thought.  

 

“Get in, boy”, she motioned, pointing to the back seat while remotely unlocking the 

doors.  

 

I made my way into the vehicle, and started to sit down, but Madam Pooja had other 

ideas.  

 

“Not there!” she barked. “You are to crouch on the floor behind the passenger seat. 

Slaves don’t sit where their owners do, do they now?” she asked warningly.  

 

“No Ma’am” I said, hurriedly doing as she said, fervently hoping no-one had heard 

what she had just said. 

 

But my worst fears were confirmed a minute later, when I heard a car door opening, 

and a girl giggling.  

 



  

 

“Isn’t that Mike”, asked the voice. “What on earth is he trying to do down there?” it 

queried, in a half puzzled, half amused tone.  

 

I turned crimson with embarrassment and did my best to hide my face as the owner of 

the voice curiously peeked into the vehicle, but it was no use. Out of the corner of my 

eye I caught a glimpse of the girl - - it was none other than Amanda, one of my fellow 

students in English class.  

 

Oh no, I thought. The cat’s out of the bag now, I thought, desperately wanting Madam 

Pooja to end the conversation and drive away.  

 

Madam Pooja said something to her that I couldn’t quite catch, and Amanda laughed.  

 

“Well, whatever turns him on I suppose. But I always knew he had a foot fetish - he’s 

been sneaking glances at my feet ever since school started back up last semester”.  

 

This was true. Amanda had a pair of extremely pretty feet; the toes usually painted a 

bright shade of red with soles that looked as if she pampered them daily with the best 

lotions available, perfectly shaped kissable ankles, all set off magnificently by a pair 

of slim legs that she wasn’t shy about showing off.  

 

“Yeah, he likes feet, that’s for sure”, laughed Madam Pooja.  

 

Amanda giggled, clearly curious and wanting to ask a few more questions, but 

Madam Pooja thankfully decided it was time to leave.  

 

“Well, I better rush” she said.  

 

“I’ve got a busy day ahead of me - or should I say he’s got a busy day ahead of him” 

she said to Amanda, winking at her.  

 

“Oh, I understand” giggled Amanda. “Bye, Mike – uh – slave” she addressed me, 

peeking into the car again.  

 

“Bye Pooja!” 

 

“Have a good one, Amanda!” 

 

These pleasantries concluded, we drove off - none too soon for my comfort! 

 

The journey was a rather uncomfortable one for me, wedged in between in the front 

seat and back, looking down at the floor mats which had dried mud stuck to them. My 

body started to cramp after fifteen or twenty minutes but I tried to keep still, knowing 

that complaining would only annoy Madam.  

 

The sun was high in the sky when we reached her place, which was a three bedroom 

flat, far more luxuriously appointed than Ms. Priyanka’s. Madam Pooja, despite not 

liking her job too much, was obviously doing quite well financially.  

 



  

 

But I also couldn’t help but notice the state of disarray the place was in. Clothes were 

strewn everywhere, the ash tray was overflowing (I didn’t know she smoked!) and 

there were leftover glasses and pizza boxes in the kitchen.  

 

I wonder how long it’ll take to clean this place up, I thought idly.  

 

Then another, more sobering thought struck me - what if she has me clean this place 

up? 

 

Cleaning Ms. Priyanka’s apartment took a while, but that was a piece of cake 

compared to this place!  

 

WHACK! 

 

I was rudely jolted out of my “day dreams”, a hard slap to the cheek bringing me back 

to the present, and reality, Madam Pooja standing in front of me, an annoyed 

expression on her face.  

 

“What the fuck are you doing, staring idly into space” she asked irritably. “Go on, get 

into slave attire quickly!” 

 

I removed my clothes, and she instructed me to place them by the shoe rack, which 

was overflowing with pairs of high heels, boots and platforms - most of which looked 

like they hadn’t been cleaned in donkey’s years.  

 

I then followed her into the well-appointed living room, with divans, couches and 

three large comfortably sofas in it, along with a 50” flat screen TV.  

 

Madam Pooja sank down into one of the sofas with a sigh of relief mixed with 

exhaustion, her sandaled feet coming down with a “thump” on a large glass table in 

front of the couch, upsetting a vase which was on it.  

 

I hurriedly removed the vase, and set about removing her sandals, exposing her large, 

bare soles, Madam flexing her toes with pleasure as I did so, sinking further back into 

the couch, leaving only her soles visible to me from my vantage point.  

 

Her soles had a slightly musty smell to them, and the heels were starting to crack 

again. There were also black spots of grime stuck to various parts of her foot, and the 

center of her foot had that sweaty texture that comes from unwashed feet being 

encased in footwear for a long time.  

 

And while a set of large, uncared for (for the most part) and dirty female feet might 

not sound like a turn on for even the most dedicated of foot fetishists, I’m not 

embarrassed to say I was turned on - - and how!  

 

Every inch of me desperately wanted to kiss those soles, those “flat” arches, and lick 

her feet clean. I desperately wanted to prostrate myself before her, to suck her toes, to 

proclaim my servitude to her in no uncertain times.  

 



  

 

Every fiber of my being ached with desire, it being all I could do not to start lapping 

at her soles like a dog.  

 

But I didn’t do so, knowing that licking her feet without prior permission would not 

please Madam Pooja one bit.  

 

“Paye Lagu Madam Pooja”, I said hoarsely while kissing rather than licking her soles, 

trying to keep the desire out of my voice - but not having much success.  

 

What turned me on SO much about her feet - to her, in general - I wondered.  

 

Note that most female feet turn me on regardless of who they belong to, and I’m not 

too picky about which lady I get to serve. And serving a ravishingly sexy woman like 

Ms. Priyanka was a dream (my dream, actually) come true for sure. But why exactly 

was so attracted to Madam Pooja? 

 

An innate sense of dominance emanated from her, maybe, more so than from Ms. 

Priyanka, 

 

Was that it? 

 

Or was it just lust for her feet? A true desire to serve, as it was with Ms. Priyanka? 

 

I didn’t know then, and I still don’t know today at the time of writing this - but what I 

did know then is that those two feet in front of me were mine to worship for the 

moment, and I made sure to make full use of the opportunity.  

 

I kissed her soles over and over again, inhaling the musky, dank smell emanating 

from her feet, making sure I breathed every last bit of it deep into my lungs.  

 

She allowed me to do this for a while, finally parting her soles and sitting up a bit so 

she could look at me.  

 

“Ah, finally home!” she exclaimed, grinning. “And with a bitch to make my life 

easier as well”, she continued.  

 

“You’d do anything to lick those dirty feet of mine clean, wouldn’t you, slave?” she 

asked pointedly.  

 

I responded in the affirmative.  

 

“Yeah, you sure would, wouldn’t you, you little bitch!” she said, looking down upon 

me in a mocking fashion.  

 

“Dirt licking little bitch!” she continued. “Loser! Ass wipe!” 

 

My only response was to kiss her soles again, thanking her for referring to me as such, 

each epithet she uttered sending yet another surge of blood rushing through my loins.  

 



  

 

She laughed loudly, putting one foot down on the carpet, and pinched my nose hard 

between her large toe and middle toe.    

 

“Normally I’d make you eat my foot dirt, boy - but I haven’t showered this morning, 

and I intend to do so now. And you, slave boy, will be privileged enough to help me 

shower!” she said, as if she was announcing a reward of millions.  

 

Truth be told, I’d probably have passed up on the millions at that point, and chosen to 

worship her anyway.  

 

The apartment had one master bedroom along with two other bedrooms, each with 

their own attached bathroom. She strode into the master bedroom, her bare soles 

gathering more dust from the floor which hadn’t been swept in ages.  

 

It should come as no surprise that her bedroom was quite well appointed as well - - a 

large, king sized bed in the center of the room, with a couple of lazy boy’s and an 

array of footstools strewn about. A laptop lay on the small side table, and this room 

had a smaller flat screen TV as well.  

 

All set up for Madam Pooja to come back from some hard hours at work and relax, no 

doubt! 

 

The bathroom was equally large and spacious - with a large tub and adjustable 

shower.  

 

The toilet was at the far end of the bathroom.  

 

But as with the rest of the apartment, the bathroom was in a mess as well. There was 

hair all over the bathroom floor, and I could see that the toilet needed a thorough 

cleaning even from a distance. Not to mention the tub, which also had streaks of dirt 

running across it.  

 

“I know, I know” broke in Madam Pooja knowingly. “It’s a mess, but fear not - I have 

a bitch to clean up for me now”, she continued laughing.  

 

She undressed quickly, throwing her clothes on the floor carelessly, and I watched her 

with bated breath, trying not to be too obvious about it.  

 

This is my first time assisting a lady with her shower, I thought! Sure, I had assisted 

Ms. Priyanka before and after her shower, but she had not ordered me to help her 

during the shower - - what would this involve?  

 

As I thought about this, I also drank in Madam Pooja’s fulsome figure. She was 

certainly putting on more weight than she should - - perhaps it was her Indian genetics 

coming to the fore, perhaps it was all the late nights, perhaps just a bad diet or a 

combination of all the above - - I don’t know - - but there it was.  

 

And hard as it might sound to believe, all this was making my head pound with lust -  

despite her less than perfect body.  

  



  

 

It just goes to show that at the end of the day looks are external - real desire originates 

in the mind, and a saggy butt along with drooping ass cheeks can be sexier than the 

most muscular and in shape backside, for instance! 

 

She stripped confidently, and then stood in front of me naked with one foot on my 

lap; enjoying the effect she was having on me. I couldn’t help but notice the lips of 

her vagina, and the dense, black clumps of pubic hair - as opposed to Ms. Priyanka, 

who usually shaved down there 

 

She ordered me to stay where I was, while walking to the shower and turning it on full 

blast, her ass cheeks jiggling as she climbed into the tub.  

 

I watched while she enjoyed the hot spray of water all over her body, simply 

luxuriating in the water, ignoring me.  

 

“In here, bitch!” she suddenly commanded, pointing at the floor of the large tub.  

 

I got in the tub, and knelt by her, trying to look away from the powerful jets of water 

that were striking me all over the face in this position, making it hard for me to 

breathe.  

 

“Wash your hands, boy. Soap’s over there”, she pointed to a large container of shower 

gel by the tub.  

 

“Now listen carefully, boy” she said, again turning my back on me and exposing her 

magnificent ass cheeks to me as she did so, the water running off them in streaming 

rivulets.  

 

“I am going to enjoy my showers even more from now on!” she continued. “We 

ladies like to keep ourselves clean, unlike some of you men (here, she made an 

expression of disgust) - but those “hard to get to” areas can sometimes be a pain in the 

butt”.  

 

“No longer, though”, she laughed.  

 

“You will tend to my armpits, feet, asshole and vagina - in that order. You will lift 

each arm and foot up and tend to every inch!” 

 

“Yes, Madam Pooja” I responded, shivering with anticipation despite the steamy 

bathroom.   

 

“The same goes for my asshole, boy. The asshole is literally the sewer of the human 

body - and it is your job to make sure mine stays sparking clean and fragrant.” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I responded.  

 

“Then my legs as well - I don’t see why I should bend down to soap my legs”, she 

continued. “I don’t think I need to instruct you any further in that regard, do I?” 

 



  

 

“No, Ma’am”, I continued, about to elaborate further, when a heel to the abdomen 

silenced me.  

 

“Shut up and listen. You may then soap my entire back twice, and carefully scrape off 

any dead skin”, she continued.  

 

“And when you’re done, you may beg me to turn around so you can clean my pubic 

area and my vagina. Clear enough?” she asked, turning around, and looking at me.  

 

Without waiting for an answer, she turned back around, and luxuriated in the water 

again, taking a large quantity of shower gel in her hands while soaping her luxurious 

breasts and stomach area - apparently the only areas which she’d tend to herself.  

 

I applied myself to my tasks, starting with her armpits. I carefully raised her arms and 

cleaned her armpits, and then knelt back down at her feet.  

 

“May I clean your feet Ma’am” 

 

She turned out without saying a word, and placed one foot on my thigh, the gesture 

clearly indicating I could.  

 

I lifted Madam Pooja’s foot carefully, and applied soap carefully to her soles, and in 

between her toes, and then placed her foot back on my thigh. I then washed the top of 

her foot, ankles, and calves thoroughly before repeating the process with the other 

foot.  

 

I then requested her to turn around, so I could wash her ass. 

 

She turned around, the twin globes of flesh looking me alluringly in the eye once 

again, daring me to worship them. Oh, Madam Pooja, little do you know the effect 

you are having on me, I thought, starting to apply myself to the task at hand, the hot 

water tricking down my back as well.  

 

“Stop”, suddenly commanded Madam Pooja in a funny sort of voice.  

 

I stopped, wondering what was up.  

 

“Kiss my cheeks before cleaning them. Show them some respect, boy. Show them 

how much you adore them”, she said, giggling.  

 

I didn’t need a second invitation, and was soon planting kisses all over her backside 

and ass crack. I then soaped the entire area thoroughly, and did the same for her 

frontal pubic area making sure everything was well washed and clean.  

 

Finally, I applied soap to her buttocks one last time, and rinsed them off, surveying 

my work with some satisfaction.  

 

At that point, Madam Pooja ordered me to kiss her brown ass again while thanking 

her for allowing me the opportunity to serve her in the shower.  

 



  

 

I did so, planting kisses in the center of each ass cheek, and thanking her from the 

bottom of my heart. I did this for a while, while Madam Pooja stood there silently.  

 

It was a strange sort of silence, anticipation hanging heavy in the steamy (literally) 

atmosphere, silence that was soon explained by Madam Pooja’s next command.  

 

“Part the cheeks, boy. Do what you do best” she said in a strained sort of voice, 

clearly aroused at my ministrations.  

 

I parted her ass cheeks, exposing her asshole, a strong wave of desire washing over 

me - it was the first time I had been this close to her. 

 

I eagerly bent forward; sticking my nose between her cheeks, and took a long, deep 

breath, the musty, “natural” aroma of Madam Pooja’s asshole mingled with the smell 

of soap like rare perfume to me at that point.  

 

I don’t know how long I must have stayed in that position, alternating between 

smooching her asshole and gently licking along the length of her canal, and I don’t 

care - I had never quite had such an erotic experience before.  

 

I had even got to the point where I could sort of control my erection to the point it 

wasn’t hurting so much - so I could concentrate more on the mental satisfaction 

serving Madam Pooja brought me rather than just my lust - just as a true slave should! 

 

And Madam Pooja?  

 

She was emitting satisfied sighs of pleasure as my tongue serviced her, little moans 

escaping from her every so often.  

 

Suddenly, she turned around, grabbing my head as she did so.  

 

“Lick, bitch” she commanded, while grabbing a handful of hair, and shoving my face 

right into her vagina, moist, wet and welcoming.  

 

She then placed one foot on my thigh, while making me crane my neck at a rather 

unnatural angle to get full access to her vagina, while she, on the other hand, was 

standing in a comfortable position, enjoying the jets of water spraying across her 

back.  

 

But I paid no attention to my own discomfort, my tongue lapping away at the walls of 

her vagina as a dog might on a bone.  

 

Madam Pooja was clearly enjoying this, issuing commands occasionally.  

 

“Ah, yeah, you fucking bitch” she moaned in ecstasy, as I licked a particularly 

sensitive area.  

 

“Work that tongue, boy”, she commanded, pulling my head to her G-spot 

occasionally.  

 



  

 

And so forth - - just like you see in the porn movies with women giving men oral sex, 

except it was a complete role reversal here! 

 

I also made sure to finger her asshole while I serviced her vagina - - the twin 

sensations driving Madam Pooja wild with pleasure.  

 

Finally, she could take no more.  

 

She moaned loudly once, and stuck my head even deeper into her pubic area, as her 

thigh muscles contracted powerfully.  

 

“Ah, fuck, bitch. Oh, you fucking bitch” she moaned, as she approached her orgasm, 

waves of pleasure shooting through her.  

 

“Oh yes, Oh FUCK yeah!” she screamed, her entire body shaking with a powerful 

orgasm that must have lasted at least a few minutes. “Oh God! Oh, fuck!” she 

continued, grabbing my hair in different positions as she climaxed, as if I was a 

vibrator or other tool being used for her pleasure alone.  

 

Slowly, she returned to planet Earth as the orgasm died away, small shudders of 

pleasure passing through her nevertheless.  

 

“Oh God!” she sighed, turning off the shower, and stepping out of the tub, ignoring 

me sitting there with soap all over my back, head dripping with water, body tense and 

taut with pleasure - - but frustrated to a degree as well at not being able to masturbate 

and relive my sexual tension.  

 

She noticed there, and laughed.  

 

“Wash off fast, boy” 

 

I did so, while she grabbed a towel hanging behind the bathroom door, and started to 

wipe herself vigorously. When done, she tossed the towel onto the bathroom floor, the 

wet towel sticking to the dirty floor, hairs and all.  

 

“You can use that” she said, grabbing a pink bathrobe and putting it on. “Now, hurry 

up!” she ordered, striding into the bedroom.  

 

I quickly towelled myself with the dirty towel, trying to use the few clean spots 

remaining on it. I then went into the bedroom, to find Madam Pooja lying on the bed 

with legs spread wide open, her jet black hair all over the pillows and eyes half 

closed.  

 

“I’m soo sleepy.  .  .”she cooed gently, while stretching on the king size bed, sinking 

into the firm mattress.  

 

It didn’t surprise me - - a powerful, intense orgasm in a prolonged hot shower would 

have the same effect on me!  

 



  

 

“Give me a good foot massage boy. I’m going to sleep for a while” she commanded, 

and tossed a pillow carelessly at me.  

 

“That’s for my feet - - put them on the pillow and rub them with that lotion over 

there” she said, sleepily pointing to a few bottles of lotion on a side table.  

 

Which one did she want, I wondered? I chose a rose scented lotion, hoping Madam 

would be OK with my choice.  

 

I knelt at her feet, the large soles staring at me sternly, as if to say “we just got out of 

the shower - and we feel dry!” 

 

Almost as if in a trance, I rubbed the lotion on to my hands, and started to rub her feet, 

a tiny, involuntary sigh of pleasure escaping Madam Pooja.  

 

Again, that deep, intense flaming desire shot through me - I would gladly have walked 

over burning coals to rub her feet at that point if she had asked me to. 

 

This lady really had me under her spell! 

 

But I did not mention any of this to Madam Pooja, instead continuing to massage her 

lovely feet silently, my mind racing, mouth dry with lust.  

 

Madam Pooja giggled sleepily and said something under her breath, which I couldn’t 

quite catch, but I did hear her say the word “addict” though.  

 

Addict? Foot addict? Hopelessly addicted to her feet, all female feet?  

 

Whatever it was - it was probably true! 

 

“You may rest after I fall asleep slave - but only after”, I heard Madam sleepily 

continue.  

 

“There’s no spare room here for you, but that’s alright. You will sleep on the floor 

beside me. Over there, boy”, she pointed beside her bed, a bare arm emerging from 

the blanket, where a pair of red slippers lay unused beside an old curtain, also lying on 

the floor.  

 

“Cover yourself well, slave”, she giggled. “Don’t get too dusty now!” 

 

She soon fell into a deep, relaxed sleep after that, and I rubbed her feet for fifteen 

minutes even after that, to make sure she slept well and didn’t wake up before she was 

ready.  

 

“Paye Lagu, Madam”, I finally said softly, so as not to wake her, touching my 

forehead ever so slightly to the center of her large soles, which looked as if they were 

smiling at me now, every part of the feet well lubricated, and the skin gleaming both 

due to the lotion as well as my massage.  

 

I better rest a bit, I thought. Who knows what I’ll have to do this evening?  



  

 

I silently went to the kitchen, and got myself a glass of water - I needed it! I put the 

glass by the pile of dirty dishes in the sink (which I’d no doubt have to attend to at 

some point), and made my way back to Madam Pooja’s room.  

 

I lay down and covered myself with the curtain, and shut my eyes. Soon, I fell into a 

deep, dreamless sleep, completely worn out from the morning’s activities.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Eleven 
 

Saturday evening with Madam Pooja 

 

 

We must have both slept well, as it was evening by the time I awoke, Madam Pooja 

nudging me with her foot.  

 

Normally I’d be up instantly, but I was so exhausted that it took me a bit of time to 

fully register consciousness, something Madam Pooja wasn’t too happy about.  

 

I felt a sharp, warning nudge to my ribs, and woke up fully to find Madam Pooja’s 

foot on my face, pressing down hard, squishing my nose.  

 

“Get up, you fucking fool, before I dump a bucket of cold water over you!” she said 

in an annoyed tone of voice, removing her foot, and sitting on the brown lazy boy. 

 

That woke me up -  I kissed her feet, begging forgiveness.  

 

“I’m so sorry Madam Pooja”, I said, kissing each toe as I said so. “I’m really sorry to 

have not woken up before you, Madam!” 

 

She didn’t respond, abruptly rising from the lazy boy and headed towards the door. 

 

On her way out, she grabbed a small container from the cupboard, turned, looked at 

me, still kneeling on the floor, and motioned towards the living room with a couple of 

raised eyebrows.  

 

It was a testament to the power she already had over me that she didn’t even have to 

snap her fingers or physically punish me in order for me to understand what she 

wanted - a simple look did it all.  

 

“Au naturale”, as they say in France, I thought, thinking that term fitted her brand of 

dominance perfectly.  

 

We headed to the living room, and she sat down on the same sofa she was on this 

morning, putting the container she was carrying by her side.  

 

I bent to kneel at her feet, but a quick command from her stopped me.  

 

“Move the coffee table back a bit, and get me the two footstools from the bedroom” 

she said abruptly.  

 

 I did as she asked, and she then ordered me to put them both at her feet, while 

motioning me to sit on the left footstool facing her.  

 

She then leant back in the couch, putting her left foot in my lap, and the right foot on 

the footstool.  

 

As if by reflex, I started to knead the foot in my lap, keeping my eyes lowered.  



  

 

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Madam Pooja looking at me in a sly manner, a 

devilish grin on her lips.  

 

She suddenly moved her foot up towards my left nipple and gently caressed it, the ball 

of her foot gently moving around my areola, flicking the tip of the nipple with each 

circular foray.  

 

It was a simple movement, but one that instantly sent flames of desire rocketing 

through my entire body - my cock instantly trying to struggle free of the attached 

chastity device.  

 

It was all I could do to swallow, take a deep breath, and continue massaging her foot 

as she put it back in my lap.  

 

“You really do like your nipples played with, boy, don’t you”, she asked sweetly, 

perhaps a touch too sweetly, I thought.  

 

I wondered how to respond, my face flushed with embarrassment at my arousal being 

so apparent.  

 

She giggled.  

 

“I asked you something, slave” she went on, raising that wondrous foot of hers again, 

and running it across both my nipples this time.  

 

Oh God! I was lucky I was sitting on the footstool - uncomfortable and cramped 

though I was, my knees would have definitely given way if I was standing! 

 

“Y-Yes, Ma’am”, I managed, desire dripping from each syllable I uttered.  

 

She giggled again.  

 

“Well, beg me well enough slave, and I might just…” she looked at me knowingly.  

 

She might just allow me to cum!! I almost babbled out a “sure, Ma’am” before 

starting to beg, but stopped myself in time.  

 

It just shows how lust can control the male mind and blind it to logic and reality - I 

actually thought at that point she meant it, despite her extra sweet tone of voice, 

despite the devilish grin - - and most of all, despite the fact that I knew perfectly well 

that’s what the chastity device was there for - - to DENY me pleasure! 

 

“Please allow me to cum, Madam Pooja”, I said, my hands feverishly massaging her 

smooth sole.  

 

“No”, replied Madam Pooja. “Not good enough!” 

 

“Please, Madam, this slave begs your permission to cum, Ma’am!” I said shamelessly, 

raising her sole to my mouth and kissing it tenderly.  

 



  

 

“Not good enough yet, boy”, giggled Madam Pooja.  

 

“Please Ma’am!” I pleaded, still not thinking straight. “I’ll do anything you want me 

to, Ma’am!” 

 

“Is that right” she asked mischievously. “Are you sure, boy?” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am!! Please, Ma’am!!”, I begged her, getting down on the floor and putting 

both her feet on my head, my forehead touching the floor beside the legs of the 

footstool.  

 

“Alright, alright” she laughed, apparently taking pity on me. “Go get those sandals I 

wore today, boy!” she continued, with a huge grin across her face.  

 

I rushed to the shoe rack, where her sandals were resting along with a plethora of 

other shoes, sandals, platforms, high heels and the like.  

 

At any other time such a collection of female foot wear would cause me to stop and 

inspect each shoe, imagining the type of foot that adorned each shoe, but such was my 

arousal now that I barely stopped to breathe, rushing back to the living room, her 

sandals in my hands.  

 

“Put them on my feet!” 

 

I did so, wondering what was up. She then put her feet back on the footstool, the dirty 

soles of each sandal staring me at the face as I knelt.  

 

“Now, lick those sandals clean boy. Every speck of dirt should be gone after you’re 

done!” she ordered happily, reclining back on the sofa as she said this.  

 

Turned on though I was, I hesitated a bit. The soles of her sandals were absolutely 

filthy - and though they were her sandals, I still hesitated. Could I really do this, I 

thought? 

 

Ms. Priyanka would probably have slapped me multiple times by now for not 

instantly obeying her, but Madam Pooja didn’t do so.  

 

“What’s the matter, bitch boy? Don’t like my dirt?” she inquired mockingly, knowing 

the effect it would have on me.  

 

She pointed a finger at me, and leant back in the sofa again, not saying a word more.  

 

And as if in hypnosis, I bent forward and started to do her bidding, not believing what 

I was doing, the disgusting act inexplicably starting to feel more and more appealing 

as I continued licking.  

 

The soles of her sandals were a combination of dirt, grass and mud - - along with a bit 

of chewing gum stuck to one of the heels, which I attempted to get off with my teeth.  

 



  

 

Madam Pooja looked down at me while I literally ate her dirt - expressions of wonder 

and disgust alternating across her oval face.  

 

“Eww! Your actually doing it - you’re literally licking the dust from beneath my 

shoes, let alone soles!” she exclaimed.  

 

I was about to respond, my tongue already sore, but she stopped me.  

 

“Finish up first, boy” she laughed. “I’m sure it all tastes wonderful!” 

 

For a moment I stopped what I was doing, reality sinking in, but my desire got the 

better of me, and I started licking again.  

 

After a while, I was almost done with one sandal, when Madam ordered me to stop.  

 

“Ok, you can clean that other one later”, she giggled. “Oh boy! I sure wouldn’t want 

to kiss you now”, she said, tilting her head back and roaring with amusement. “Stand, 

boy!” 

 

I stood up, quivering with excitement - would she actually get my cage off and allow 

me release? Would she actually… I wondered, my mind racing with what was about 

to happen - or what I thought was about to happen, to be precise.  

 

She leant forward, and gently tweaked my nipples.  

 

“Close your eyes, boy” she commanded.  

 

I shut my eyes tightly, anticipating the cage about to come off, anticipating the “click” 

of the lock being released, and thinking of the bliss that I was about to experience.  

 

Click. 

 

Click.  

 

But instead of my cock flying free of its bondage, I just felt a sudden intense pain 

across both my nipples.  

 

The intense pain caused me to open my eyes involuntarily, and noticed that in 

addition to the cage I was wearing on my cock and balls, a pair of adjustable stainless 

steel nipple clamps had been applied to my nipples - it felt like a vice had been 

applied to the base of my nipples.  

 

Madam Pooja leant forward, tightening the screws attached to the clamps, the blood 

flow already stopping to my nipples, a strange, cold sensation enveloping them.  

 

But I was not so worried about that particular sensation as I was about the pain I knew 

I’d experience when the clamps came off.  

 

I had experimented with clothespins on my nipples before for extended periods, and 

these were tighter than anything I’d ever experienced before.  



  

 

Oh no, I thought! Why was I foolish enough to ask her permission to cum? I should 

have just quietly rubbed her feet - at least I wouldn’t be dealing with my nipples being 

clamped at this point!  

 

I also noticed the tiny locks in between the “body” of the clamps, locked tight - 

Madam had made sure I couldn’t even touch  my nipples myself! 

 

Oh great, I thought. Now my nipples and cock are both locked up, I thought, burning 

silently with frustration, the pent up desire inside of me still aching for release.  

 

At this point, Madam slapped me across the face hard, looking at me contemptuously.  

 

“What the fuck are you thinking about, boy? Did you actually think I’d allow you to 

cum just because you wanted to, you pervert? 

 

She slapped me across the face twice again, each slap harder than the previous, my 

cheeks turning red after the impact.  

 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am” I blabbered, the slaps bringing me back to reality, my desire 

abating somewhat.  

 

“You better be”, she remarked haughtily. “Always remember that you are here for 

MY pleasure boy - not yours!” she warned again.  

 

“Now go make yourself useful. I’m going to be watching a movie, and while I do so, 

you can clean the flat.” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I responded, my head ringing from the slaps, and that odd, cold, 

stinging sensation running across my upper chest - those of you that have 

experimented with nipple clamps for any length of time will understand the feeling I 

was experiencing then. 

 

“The laundry and dishes can wait for now, but make sure you dust, sweep and mop 

the entire place - it’s been a while since it was last cleaned”, she continued.  

 

“But first, get me the ice chest from the kitchen, and put a few beers in it for me, 

slave.” 

 

“I might as well relax while you work” she said, giggling mischievously again.  

 

I trudged off to the kitchen, my nipple clamps already “hanging” heavy and filled the 

ice chest with ice from the freezer. I then put in a six pack of small (12 oz.) Corona 

beers - Madam Pooja sure had good taste, I thought! 

 

I brought the ice chest to Madam, desperately wanting to down a beer or several 

myself, but knowing full well that wouldn’t happen.  

 

“Ok, off with you now. Be here when you’re done”, Madam dismissed me curtly, 

drawing a beer from the ice chest, and putting a DVD in the DVD player.  

 



  

 

I left the room quietly, hearing the gentle “fizz” as she opened her first beer.  

 

As already detailed before, her place was a complete mess, and it took me a while to 

get everything done. I started with the bathroom, spraying, scrubbing and repeating 

the entire process until everything was sparkling.  

 

I then moved on to the rest of the house, being dismissed with a curt “later, slave, 

maybe tomorrow” from the living room when I attempted to dust the furniture there.  

 

All in all, it felt like a workout - what with the clamps on my nipples - it actually felt 

like the farthest thing from what I thought a fetish should feel like.  

 

But this is the real thing, I reasoned. A fetish is not a quick jack off and cum to a few 

videos on the Internet as I’d been doing all these years. A true fetish is like real life, 

sometimes uncomfortable, sometimes not as pleasant as one would like it to be - but 

well worth it in the long run! 

 

With these thoughts fortifying me, I applied myself to my tasks once again, ignoring 

the nipple clamps that seemed to get heavier with every move.  

 

I finally finished around 8:30 P.M. or so - boy was I tired! 

 

I presented myself to Madam Pooja who had finished her beers, and was apparently 

about to finish her movie as well from the looks of it.  

 

She motioned me to get her another beer as I walked into the room.  

 

She then said something I couldn’t understand, presumably in Hindi.  

 

“Rub my back, you fool”, she translated, not wanting to miss the end of her movie.  

 

I stood behind her sofa, rubbing her upper back, my nipples numb by now, arms and 

fingers screaming for a rest.  

 

The movie finished a short while later, and she sat on the couch in silence, finishing 

her beer, while I continued rubbing her back. She had turned off the lights, with the 

only light coming from the T.V., and her light brown skin was taking on a different 

allure in the dim light.  

 

Again, a small spark of desire arose in me, only to be quickly quashed by painful 

memories of what had happened earlier. I instead focused my energies on her 

massage, squeezing every bit of tension out of her shoulders and traps.  

 

Madam finished her beer, and held her arm up, indicating me to stop the massage.  

 

“Turn the lights on” she commanded.  

 

I did so, Madam stretching as the lights came on. She was slightly drunk, as one 

might expect after a six pack, but nothing like the night before for sure.  

 



  

 

“I’m hungry, slave” she commented.  

 

So was I, starving actually, but I didn’t dare mention it.  

 

“You might as well get dinner ready now” she continued. “There are more than a few 

steaks in the freezer, along with the right sauces in the cabinet”.  

 

“Grill us - oh, I mean me (here, she giggled again) three large steaks, boy”, she 

ordered. “Oh, and a large omelette as well - - with cheese and onions, served with 

toast”.  

 

“You do know how to make an omelette, don’t you boy?” she asked.  

 

“Yes, Madam Pooja”, I responded. “Your wish is my command, Madam!” 

 

“But first…” she continued, leaning forward.  

 

She grabbed my nipple clamps, and unlocked them, pulling the clamps off, the blood 

roaring back to my nipples, sending waves of agony through them, the pain increasing 

with every second.  

 

I moaned in pain, unable to control myself. Oh, if only I could rub my nipples a bit, 

squeeze them - - anything to stop this pain! 

 

“What’s the matter, boy?” asked Madam Pooja. “Don’t those nipples make you 

horny”, she guffawed, enjoying my predicament.  

 

Suddenly, and without any prior warning, she leaned forward, and gently brushed her 

fingers against my nipples. Her touch felt like an electric wand, so sensitive were my 

nipples at that point.  

 

And then, it happened.  

 

“AAH!” I screamed in extreme agony, as Madam Pooja suddenly took both my 

nipples in her strong fingers and twisted them around twice while squeezing the tip of 

my already tortured nipples as if she trying to extract juice from them.  

 

Involuntary tears of pain formed in my eyes - this was agony such as I’d never felt 

before! 

 

Her reaction was the opposite, my pain apparently causing her to giggle 

uncontrollably, and she repeated her actions once again.  

 

“Please Ma’am!” I screamed in pain, literally falling at her feet. “Please stop, Madam 

Pooja” I begged her like a condemned man might his executioner, grabbing her ankles 

and kissing her entire foot as I begged.  

 

“I promise I won’t ever ask to cum for my own pleasure, Ma’am - but please, please 

spare my nipples, Madam!” I begged, holding her foot to my cheek as I pleaded with 

her. 



  

 

If there ever was a true picture of subservience and servility, this was it, I told myself, 

the thought registering despite the intense pain I was feeling at the time.  

 

Madam Pooja didn’t respond for a while, simply shaking one foot free and putting it 

roughly on my head as I pleaded, quite literally, with the other foot, my tortured 

nipples burning.  

 

I couldn’t see her, but I could imagine the smug expression on her face, her heavy 

legs relaxed with one foot on her grovelling slave’s head.  

 

A true Queen, I thought! 

 

“I think you might just have learned your lesson, boy”, she said thoughtfully after a 

while.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am, I have!!” I responded, desperate to put an end to the punishment.  

 

“Hmm…” 

 

“I promise, Ma’am!” 

 

“Well, OK”, she finally relented. “Go make dinner now boy - and fetch me another 

beer”, she said, sinking back down into the couch, switching the T.V. on again.  

 

I hurriedly made my way to the fridge, and brought another Corona to her.  

 

Madam sure has a high tolerance for liquor, I thought. Sure, these were small beers, 

and she had only been drinking a while. But still… . 

 

Her love of liquor (and food apparently) also explained her weight issues.  

 

But, she’s entitled to it, I thought. Most men get lazy and out of shape when they enter 

the workforce, eating and drinking what they like - expecting their wives and 

significant others to ignore their habits - - so why shouldn’t a lady be entitled to that 

same luxury as well?  

 

I managed to get dinner ready in about an hour or so, and laid the table for one person 

rather than two. In addition to the steak, I also prepared a small chicken salad, and had 

another Corona ready for her as well.  

 

After this, I went to the living room, and meekly informed Madam that dinner was 

ready.  

 

Without a word, she switched off the T.V. and headed to the kitchen, where I had set 

the dinner out on the large dining table.  

 

“Well, at least you’ve learnt something” she chortled after surveying the table. “Not 

only does dinner look appetizing, but you’ve set the table for one person only - as it 

should be” she said, looking pointedly at me, completely and utterly comfortable in 

her dominance of another human-being.  



  

 

“Now squat over there while I eat”, she commanded, pointing to the far corner of the 

kitchen. 

 

I squatted in the corner while she ate, listening to the sounds of her happily chomping 

down on the steaks and omelette I had so carefully prepared.  

 

My stomach was gnawing with hunger at that point, not having eaten all day, and 

Madam was hungry as well - after all, she hadn’t eaten either.  

 

Finally, she finished, pushing her chair back, burping as a guy might after a good 

dinner and a few beers.  

 

“That was good, slave!” she said, wiping her hands carelessly on the napkin beside 

her, before tossing it to the ground.  

 

“You may eat now” she went on. She arose, tossing a half-eaten piece of steak at me 

as she did so, along with a few pieces of omelette.  

 

The steak hit me on the nose and rolled to the floor, causing her to burst out laughing 

once again.  

 

“The floor’s clean, slave” she said, giggling. “After all, you cleaned it, didn’t you?” 

 

She then put her bare right sole on the omelette and steak, mashing them both 

forcefully into the ground. She then wiped her foot on the ground beside me, leaving 

behind a squishy mess of meat and eggs on the floor, and bits of food along with left 

over lint from her feet right beside it.  

 

“Oh, and don’t forget - no forks and knives for you, slave”, she giggled, heading to 

the bedroom, her dirty right foot leaving an imprint on the floor with every step.  

 

I looked at the mess on the floor, musing for a minute.  

 

Most people would draw the line here, but so far had I ventured in my odyssey of 

servitude that eating off the floor not only seemed natural to me at that point but the 

food actually looked appetizing! 

 

I picked up what I could off the floor, and ate quickly. Thankfully there was quite a 

bit of meat still remaining on the steak, and I relished every small, dirty morsel, 

thanking Madam Pooja for at least allowing me to eat what I was.  

 

I cleaned up after that, and then presented myself to Madam Pooja, kneeling at her 

feet. She was reading a novel, but tossed it aside as I entered.  

 

“Suck my toes, bitch” she said without preamble. “And turn the lights off!”  

 

Rather surprised at the nature of this order, I rushed to switch off the main light, and 

started to suck on her delicious, large toes.  

 



  

 

I did this for maybe ten minutes or so, while she lay on the bed, not saying a word, but 

obviously enjoying what I was doing.  

 

“What bliss!” she remarked. “I get to slap you, kick you, order you around, have you 

massage my feet, suck my toes - in other words, be more of a bitch to me than any 

women could ever be to a man. I really do feel like a Queen now!” she said, shifting 

position comfortably and shoving her toes further into my mouth, making it 

impossible for me to respond even if I had wanted to.  

 

“But I think you might get to enjoy this too much boy - and we can’t let that happen, 

can we?” she continued.  

 

She was right. I was enjoying sucking her toes, but this time not so much because of 

my own arousal. That, of course, was a factor, but the REAL reason was the relaxing 

sounds she was making as I sucked on her toes. Sort of an “in between”. Not really 

sexually aroused, but not completely relaxed either, if you get my drift.  

 

“Fetch those nipple clamps from the living room, boy!” she ordered. “I think I’m 

going to have them on every time I have you serve me - much like a dog trained to 

stay on leash and obey commands, you’ll soon learn to get aroused only when the 

lady you are lucky enough to be serving desires it”, she said laughing.  

 

Oh no, I thought. It was about to happen again! 

 

But, I did as she ordered, literally shambling back to her bedroom after that, head 

bowed, fearing and knowing what was to come next.  

 

“How I wish all men were like this”, Madam Pooja giggled behind me. “Bitches to be 

used at our whims for our pleasure, and our pleasure alone!” 

 

I returned with the clamps to find her still giggling.  

 

“Ah, there you are slave. Come here!” she motioned me to the side of the bed, 

snatching the clamps from me as I went to her side.   

 

She sat up in bed, and started to deftly swirl her fingers around my nipples, the motion 

causing waves of pleasure to pass through me, mixed with genuine terror at what 

might happen if she sensed that desire! 

 

But it was useless to try and hide it - and Madam Pooja knew this, expertly flicking 

the very tip of my nipples, hard by now, with her thumb over and over again.  

 

And once again, as I felt the pleasure override the existing pain and started to relax a 

bit, I felt the clamps being applied all of a sudden, Madam twisting the screws as she 

did so to apply the right amount of pressure.  

 

Fresh waves of pain passed through me, almost causing me to pass out, but I managed 

to block out the pain, as she laid back down, murmuring with satisfaction.  

 

But she sat back up again, grinning.  



  

 

“I’m going to have you massage my feet all night again, bitch” she continued. “And 

trust me, you won’t fall asleep this time!” she said meaningfully.  

 

She got up from the bed, her sexy feet landing on the floor with a thump, and opened 

a side drawer, taking out what looked like .a roll of thin string.  

 

“Over here, boy!” she motioned, commanding me to kneel down where I normally 

would while rubbing her feet.  

 

I did so, and she told me to remain still. She then tied a piece of string to the bed post 

by my head, looping the string over two or three times to make sure it was well 

attached, and attached the other end to my ear, the string looping around the tender 

area right near the earlobe.  

 

She repeated the process with my other ear, and stepped back to admire her 

handiwork.  

 

I could barely move my head - and every sudden movement made it feel as if the 

string was cutting into my ears, causing me a sharp pain. All I could do was kneel and 

look at what was right ahead of me, which in this case were Madam Pooja’s regal 

soles.  

 

“Now, my feet will get the attention they deserve”, Madam commented, while lying 

back down on her bed, sticking both of her soles in my face.  

 

She threw a blanket over herself, including her feet, which meant my face was now 

under the blanket, staring at her soles in the darkness, my hands fervently massaging 

them.  

 

“Have a great night, slave!” she giggled. “See you tomorrow morning - sleep well!” 

 

I continued massaging her feet silently, taking care to look straight at her soles lest the 

string cut right through my ears.  

 

As I struggled with the agony passing through my chest, I also realized that the 

clamps weren’t as tight as they were this evening.  

 

Perhaps Madam had not tightened them fully, I thought. Thank God for small 

mercies! 

 

“I forgot to lock the clamps, boy” she suddenly said, laughing out loud.  

 

“And I don’t feel like doing it now - but that’s OK. You may remove the clamps after 

I’ve fallen asleep - but only AFTER”, she said, emphasizing the  final word.  

 

“Yes, Madam Pooja. Thank you, Madam Pooja!” I responded with relief - - at least 

they wouldn’t be on all night.  

 



  

 

She then turned over on her side, exposing one sole to me. Soon afterwards, she was 

snoring loudly, contentedly sleeping in her own bed, unmindful of the servant literally 

tied to her feet.  

 

What a Queen, I thought.  

 

What a Lady! 

 

“Paye Lagu, Madam!” I said softly while rubbing her feet. “Paye Lagu!” I intoned 

reverently, looking at the contours of her sole in the darkness.  

 

I thought I heard Madam murmur something, but I wasn’t sure. I wished I knew more 

Hindi - I’d have to learn some, I thought. Ms. Priyanka would love it. 

 

As would Madam Pooja! 

 

After a while, I removed my nipple clamps, biting my tongue as I did so, willing 

myself not to scream again from the pain. And I was successful this time; the pain 

slowly ebbing away to a deep, slow burn - which would last all of tomorrow as well.  

 

And thus passed the night, a long, long night as opposed to the last night which 

literally sped by. I stared at her soles as the hours slowly ticked by, fingers massaging 

them all night as she snored comfortably, only shifting positions a couple of times.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Twelve 
 

Sunday Shopping with Madam Pooja 

 

 

Finally, Sunday dawned, and not a minute too soon either, the sun poking in through 

the thick curtains in Madam Pooja’s bedroom. 

 

I don’t know what time it was, but I was dizzy, half passed out from the pain in my 

lower back and legs in general due to excessive squatting and crouching in unfamiliar 

positions as well my nipples. 

 

And exhaustion would normally have kicked in a LONG time ago - only, I couldn’t 

sleep due to the position my neck was in.  

 

Oh, my neck - the back and sides of my neck felt like they’d been beaten to a pulp, so 

steady had I been forced to keep them during the night! 

 

It must have been about 7:30 A.M. or so when Madam Pooja arose, stretching like a 

cat, one foot catching me on the side of my head rather hard.  

 

She looked down at me, exhausted and broken, and grinned, obviously feeling on top 

of the world.  

 

“I knew I’d sleep well tonight”, she continued. “Pity I can’t keep you beyond today, 

slave, or you’d be massaging my feet all night on a damn near daily basis!” 

 

She then lay back down on the bed for a while, before saying something totally 

unexpected.  

 

“I’m horny, foot boy. Come up here and suck my nipples”, she commanded, as if it 

was a task she had someone perform every morning without fail.  

 

I remained where I was, not sure if I should remind her of my predicament, but 

fearing more punishment if I didn’t obey her orders - damned if I do, damned if I 

don’t, I thought! 

 

But as it turned out, I need not have worried on that particular occasion.  

 

“Oh, that’s right - you can’t, not unless you want your ears sliced off. Hee-hee”, she 

giggled for a bit before getting up and snapping the strings that connected my ears to 

the bed posts, the leftover string dangling from my ears.  

 

Oh, what relief, I thought, as I relaxed my neck at long last, this new motion causing 

waves of cramps to shoot through my neck muscles.  

 

Madam Pooja wasn’t that interested in my neck muscles though.  

 

She laid back on bed, flicking her fingers in that (by now) familiar way; and I knew 

that sore neck or not, I’d be servicing her in any way she desired shortly.  



  

 

I started by sucking her nipples as she had ordered, taking care not to touch the bed 

any more than I had to, my back and neck starting to complain all over again due to 

my posture.  

 

I kissed her large breasts all over, and also made sure to tend to them exactly what I’d 

want to have done to my own nipples a week or ago.  

 

She was enjoying my attentions, lying back in bed with her eyes closed, occasionally 

emitting oohs and aahs, and sometimes moving my head to the other nipple or breast, 

but for the most part, saying nothing.  

 

Suddenly she grabbed a clump of my hair, pushing my head downwards.  

 

“Down there, bitch” she said, with her eyes still closed, expecting the order to be 

carried out instantaneously.  

 

I ignored the cramps in my neck, and positioned my head between her legs, and 

started eating her out just the way she had instructed me in the shower yesterday. A 

sweet sort of “unwashed” smell was emanating from her pubic region - - but that was 

to be expected early in the morning, I thought.  

 

She was clearly getting close to orgasm, bucking her hips every now and then, 

sometimes putting her legs on my back to drive my head even deeper in between her 

legs, unmindful of the pain it was causing me.  

 

After a point, her moans started to become louder and louder, and she grabbed my 

arms, pulling my fingers up to her breasts.  

 

I kneaded the soft mounds of flesh, occasionally playing with the nipples gently as I 

licked and kissed her sweet spots - something which drove her wild with pleasure.  

 

And, finally, she came. A slow, long, draining orgasm which must have lasted at least 

a full minute and had her breathless and panting for a while thereafter.  

 

I quietly moved to her feet after her orgasm, and started massaging them while she 

rested, neither one of us saying a word.  

 

“Ah, a morning orgasm - I had almost forgotten what that feels like!” said Madam 

Pooja finally, breaking the silence.  

 

“I think it’s going to be a special Sunday for me today, slave” she continued.  

 

“I’m sure it will, Ma’am” I responded dutifully, wondering what she had planned for 

the day, but too exhausted to really ponder too much.  

 

“I’m going to go shopping today… With a servant in attendance, of course” she 

continued, as if she had been reading my mind (which she usually did pretty well!). 

 

“Open the cupboard over there, slave, and bring out the folded sari on the bottom 

shelf”, she went on.  



  

 

A “sari”? What’s that, I wondered.  

 

I opened the cupboard, greeted by piles of lazily folded skirts, jeans, airline uniforms, 

underwear and such - but where were the “saris”?  

 

“The bottom shelf”, said Madam, a tad bit impatiently.  

 

I pulled out a piece of long, embroidered silk clothing, along with a blouse on top of 

it, and realization suddenly dawned.  

 

Oh, this, I thought. How stupid of me not to have understood.  

 

For those of you that are wondering what a “sari” is, it is traditional Indian attire for 

women - basically a long, “one piece” garment which while covering the entire body, 

usually ends up leaving the stomach, back and arm exposed in parts.  

 

It is usually always worn with a blouse, and wearing it isn’t an easy as it might sound 

- there is a special technique to it of which I’m sure Madam Pooja was aware. 

 

I sure wasn’t! 

 

But mere words do not do this piece of clothing justice.  

 

The “sari” is one of the most flattering pieces of attire a lady can wear, regardless of 

her shape - in fact, it seems to have been designed keeping in mind the “curves” a lot 

of Indian ladies seem to have. 

 

And that could only be good for Madam Pooja, I thought.  

 

I looked at the red sari I held in my hand, beautifully embroidered, little star-like studs 

flashing occasionally as I ran my hands through the soft, silk material.  

 

“First time looking at a sari, boy?” chimed in Madam Pooja, her voice interrupting my 

thoughts.  

 

Actually, I had seen Ms. Priyanka wear it once - and she looked absolutely gorgeous 

in it! 

 

“No, Ma’am. I’ve seen Ms. Priyanka wear it once as well - she looked stunning in it”, 

I began enthusiastically.  

 

Madam Pooja didn’t seem to share this same infatuation with my description though.  

 

“Oh, OK”, she said, as if almost as an afterthought. “Well, this is what I’m going to 

be wearing today, boy!” she continued.  

 

“It will look awesome on you, Ma’am!” I said, trying to rein in my excitement. In my 

opinion, the sari is the perfect garment for a lady to wear while going shopping; loose 

and relaxing, behind only the even simpler T-shirt and shorts combination! 

 



  

 

“Sure it will” laughed Madam Pooja. “What doesn’t look perfect on me?” she asked 

teasingly.  

 

Caught off guard, I started to stammer a “Uh, it all does”, but was cut short.  

 

“Oh, shut up” she continued. “Help me finish my toilet, slave”. 

 

She headed to the bathroom, and I commenced my morning ritual of servitude, 

something which had now become as familiar to me as breathing, I thought, as I went 

through the familiar motions of wiping Madam Pooja’s ass when she was done.  

 

She then ordered me to make her some tea, while she relaxed on the sofa in the living 

room with the novel she had been reading last night in hand.  

 

I asked her which sort of tea she preferred, and she said she preferred her tea made 

traditional Indian style without giving me any details on how this was done, turning to 

her book after issuing the order.  

 

Thankfully though, I knew how to make Indian style tea, having observed Ms. 

Priyanka make it once before for herself.  

 

“You’ll find milk in the kitchen, boy” she called after me as I left the room. “And 

don’t forget the sugar!” 

 

She was clearly not one of those ladies who try and avoid sugared tea like the plague, 

I thought, while boiling her a hot kettle of tea just the way she had ordered me to.  

 

Once done, I brought her a cup on a tray, hoping she would like it.  

 

She sipped the tea, and nodded, going back to her book again, feet up on the coffee 

table.  

 

Uncertain as to what I should do at this point, I did what came naturally to me at that 

point, which was to set the tray down, kneel, and gently start massaging her feet.  

 

And so we remained for an hour or so, her reading her book and ordering me to bring 

her tea as and when she desired, and me on my knees rubbing her feet dutifully.  

 

She finally put the book down, pushing me away with her foot as she did so, the force 

of her push causing me to fall over.  

 

“I’m going to take a shower now” she announced casually.  

 

“Make sure to lay out the sari on the bed, along with the blouse, and appropriate 

underwear”, she said, heading off to the bathroom. “We’re going to go the mall today 

- I feel like spending some money!” 

 

Somewhat disappointed at not being able to assist Madam with her shower this 

morning, but also glad that my neck muscles (not to mention my tongue) would get a 

much needed break, I did as she asked.  



  

 

I laid out the blouse and sari on the bed, and wondered which underwear I should lay 

out for her. 

 

The pink frilly panties?  

 

The cream colored lace panties?  

 

The strapless bra? Or the one with only one hook? Or…? 

 

There were so many styles of underwear - some that I was literally seeing for the first 

time! Madam Pooja sure chooses her underwear assiduously, I thought.  

 

I couldn’t figure out which would go best with the sari, but finally decided to go with 

the “simple is best” philosophy, laying out a simple white bra and plain pink panties 

on the bed.  

 

Shortly, she stepped out, looking resplendent in a cream colored bathrobe, nodding 

with satisfaction at the items I had laid out.  

 

Almost as if on cue, I was behind her, helping her remove her bathrobe.  

 

“Lotion, Ma’am?” I asked in a respectful tone of voice, much like a conscientious 

butler might ask his employer about a nightcap before bed, wondering if I should rub 

her down with lotion before she dressed.  

 

“Not right now”, she responded. “Help me on with my clothes!” 

 

I helped her step into her panties, and strapped her bra on, after which she put on the 

blouse, which I helped button up.  

 

After that, she instructed me on how to drape the sari around here, something which I 

just said is far more complicated than it looks - and takes far more effort than one 

would think it does.  

 

It must have taken almost fifteen minutes for the sari to look “just right”, and I began 

to gain a new found respect for the average Indian woman who, if I’ve heard 

correctly, wears saris almost on a daily basis.  

 

“It doesn’t take that long normally” grunted Madam Pooja. “But I generally don’t 

wear sarees - even on that fucking airline. Thankfully they at least give us a choice 

between western and Indian attire!” 

 

I had to agree - it couldn’t be too convenient serving passengers in that sort of attire, 

one hand holding the “loose” top end of the sari in place, draped over the shoulder, 

the other serving food, drinks etc., to passengers.  

 

But again - the garment looked perfect on Madam Pooja. 

 

She looked absolutely stunning in it, and I wished I could take a picture of her at that 

point.  



  

 

She wasn’t done just as yet though, ordering me to bring over the makeup box for her, 

while she sat down at her bedside table.  

 

“Hold that while I choose my makeup” she ordered, as I stood at her side like a 

chambermaid, holding the box of makeup wide open for her convenience.  

 

She applied some eyeliner to her long, black eyelashes, and then applied red lipstick 

to her lips, making sure to coat the lips evenly.  

 

Finally, she ordered me to apply a light colored blush to her cheeks. I did so, choosing 

a light pink color, and using a sponge to apply it to the apple of her cheeks, and then 

dusting her face off carefully.  

 

She then looked at herself appreciatively in the mirror, pleased with what she saw, her 

cheeks literally glowing, and her face looking radiant and beautiful. 

 

“Now, get me the bottle of perfume from over there!” she ordered, pointing to a 

drawer.  

 

I brought her the item she desired, and was about to ask her if I could spray it on her, 

but she grabbed the bottle from me before I could do so.  

 

She sprayed perfume all over her upper body, concentrating on her wrists, neckline, 

and area in between the breasts, before handing the bottle back to me.  

 

“Sometimes we ladies do like to do things ourselves”, she giggled, leaving me feeling 

stupid, standing there with the bottle of perfume in my hand.  

 

She then ordered me to fetch a pair of red sandals from the shoe rack.  

 

“The ones with high heels”, she called after me as I made my way over to the shoe 

rack.  

 

She was right to have informed me - - there must have been at least five pairs of red 

sandals there, but only one with high heels.  

 

I brought the footwear to her, and she sat down on the lazy boy, feet pointing at me.  

 

She didn’t need to tell me what to do - I eagerly put the sandals on her bare feet, after 

which she stood up, apparently ready to leave.  

 

I took a minute to drink in the gorgeous sight in front of me.  

 

The red color of the sari and the design on it complimented. Madam Pooja’s skin tone 

off perfectly - - an effect that was only magnified by the low cut, pink blouse, 

showing off her bare, wide back in the best possible light - - covered in all the right 

parts which made the uncovered parts that much more attractive, and sexy.  

 

But more than that, it was the way in which the garment draped around Madam 

Pooja’s figure that really entranced me! 



  

 

The sari, for those who don’t know, does a fantastic job of draping up any part of the 

body that one doesn’t want visible, with the exception of the face and neck. From my 

position at her feet, I could see Madam Pooja’s arms - her neckline up to a certain 

point - and her stomach, again up to a certain point, the flabby sides and lower 

abdomen hidden rather well.  

 

Her hips moved invitingly beneath the expanse of the garment, and her feet looked 

lovely in the footwear she had chosen, heels clicking impatiently on the floor as she 

looked around for her sunglasses, moving all over the room as she did so.  

 

Every so often, the lower part of her saree would fly up just a little bit, giving an 

onlooker a brief, but seductive view of her entire foot and ankle as she walked.  

 

And of course, the seductive aroma of perfume she left behind only added to the 

overall look.  

 

I observed her silently, exhaustion forgotten. She looked like a Bollywood movie star, 

ever so attractive, yet so distant! 

 

How I wished she’d let me kiss her feet in that attire, I thought!  

 

I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t notice her grab her handbag as well as large 

black Ray-Ban’s, an impatient smack to the back of my head bringing me out of my 

reverie.  

 

“Hurry up! We don’t want to be here all day, do we?” she said, blazing out the door, 

leaving a trail of perfume and red sari behind her. 

 

I followed hurriedly, and she stopped near the shoe rack where my clothes lay, dirty 

and unwashed, probably smelling of shoes by now.  

 

She grimaced, and tossed the clothes over to me with the toe end of her sandals, 

making sure not to let the clothes touch her feet.  

 

As I hurriedly dressed she tossed her car keys at me, the keys hitting me in on the 

forehead.  

 

“That’s right”, she laughed. “You’ll be my driver today. We’re going to the mall strip 

just outside the city - I have quite a bit of shopping to do. Now hurry up, driver!” she 

said, pinching my butt as I struggled into my jeans quickly.  

 

I then put on my T-shirt, and headed to the door, the T-shirt brushing uncomfortably 

against my nipples, which were still extremely sore, causing them to burn painfully 

with each touch.  

 

I opened the passenger side door for Madam Pooja, and she got in haughtily without 

acknowledging or thanking me, after which I closed the door.  

 



  

 

I then quickly hurried over to the driver’s seat, again fervently hoping no-one had 

seen us - and this time I was probably right, it being a Sunday morning, most people 

at home at this time of day.  

 

It was a bit of a long drive to where the malls were, probably about an hour or so, 

most of which passed with Madam Pooja on the phone with her friends, giggling 

about this and that, completely oblivious to me.  

 

Once in a while she’d put her feet up on the driver’s seat so that her high heels were 

resting right near my face while I drove. This was a comfortable position for her as 

she was sitting in the passenger seat diagonally opposite mine, but it wasn’t so 

comfortable for me, with the added distraction of her feet beside my face.   

 

As we neared the mall, she put her feet up again, playfully digging the heel of her 

sandal into the bone between my ear and head.  

 

“That’s how it should be done” giggled Madam Pooja as I grunted with the pain, 

trying to focus on my driving.  

 

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” she continued, enjoying my obvious discomfort, eyes hidden 

behind large dark sunglasses, a sardonic smirk on her face, set off perfectly by red, 

inviting lips.  

 

Suddenly, and without warning, she kicked off her high heels, one of them landing 

smack on my crotch, and the other one on the dashboard.  

 

This caught me by surprise, causing me to swerve violently; a fellow driver passing 

by me giving me the finger as well.  

 

I was about to remove her sandals and put them on the passenger seat beside the 

driver but a loud command from the backseat stopped me from doing so.  

 

“Leave them there, and continue driving!” 

 

And so I did, with Madam’s bare feet by my right cheek, the sandal resting against my 

crotch, my cock bobbing up and down within its chastity device and one sandal flung 

carelessly on the dashboard.  

 

I hoped they’d have automated parking in the parking lot, but of course, my luck 

wasn’t favouring me - a young college kid (probably my age, but looking even 

younger) came over to hand me my ticket, and looked us over interestedly, Madam 

Pooja remaining in the same position she was in.  

 

“What…” he began, his voice trailing off as he caught Madam Pooja’s eye (or was it 

a glimpse of her calf, invitingly bare until mid-leg?) 

 

“Uh, here’s your ticket sir” he said in a funny sort of way, moving on quickly to the 

next car.  

 



  

 

We parked soon thereafter, me disembarking from the vehicle first to open the 

passenger door for Madam.  

 

She swung her legs carelessly from the driver’s headrest, and remained seated in the 

car, her large feet dangling invitingly outside the car door, poking out from 

underneath the sari.  

 

“My shoes, bitch” she commanded. “Who the fuck is going to put my shoes on?” 

 

“I’m sorry Ma’am”, I mumbled, hurriedly rushing to fetch her sandals, and then 

putting them on her feet. Thankfully there weren’t that many people around at this 

time of day, at least not in the parking area we were at!  

 

I then brought her bag to her, but she didn’t take it, instead tossing her sunglasses at 

me.  

 

“You hold that for me”, she snickered, making her way to the elevators while I 

followed her, holding her sunglasses in one hand, and the bag in the other.   

 

The next few hours passed by in a humiliating blur, Madam making it a point to walk 

into each store, loudly ordering me to either open her handbag for her, or to “fetch 

that pair of shorts, boy” as soon as the sales girls came over to help.  

 

When she paid the bill at the store, she’d loudly turn around and ask me to open her 

handbag for her, which I did, as she pulled out cash (Madam Pooja wasn’t much of a 

credit card aficionado, it seemed), and pay the bill as the cashiers (usually female) 

snickered knowingly.  

 

And as she moved from store to store, I moved behind her, head bowed, carrying her 

handbag along with each additional shopping bag - while she strode ahead 

confidently, never once looking back at me except to issue orders.  

 

In short; a true Queen with her slave in public. 

 

I also noticed a lot of men looking at her longingly, but Madam Pooja didn’t give any 

of them the time of day.  

 

Finally, Madam entered a lingerie store.  

 

“I’m tired, bitch” she announced as she entered, oblivious (or perhaps not) of the 

many sales girls that stood around in a bored manner at that particular store, which 

didn’t have too many customers at that time.  

 

“May I help you, Ma’am”, one of the sales girls ventured, a petite black girl, looking 

bored and disinterested.  

 

Just another person struggling through the work day, I thought.  

 

“Yes, please. I’m looking for some nice bras to go along with blouses such as I’m 

wearing”, said Madam Pooja.  



  

 

“It looks so pretty”, said the sales girl looking at her sari longingly. “Sure, Ma’am - 

please follow me.” 

 

“Oh - and one for him too”, interrupted Madam Pooja, pointing at me, laden with her 

shopping bags.  

 

Red faced, I looked at Madam with pleading eyes, literally begging her not to go any 

further with this.  

 

But Madam was enjoying herself.  

 

“For him?”, asked the sales girl, confused. I noticed her name was Tanya, a tiny 

circular badge on her uniform displaying her name.  

 

“Yes, him too Tanya” laughed Madam Pooja, grabbing my nipples and shaking my 

bitch tits, causing me to squeal in pain and drop a few bags on the floor.  

 

“Look at his tits - I think about your size, don’t you think?” snickered Madam as I 

bent to pick up the bags, nipples burning with every movement.  

 

Tanya had been looking at us, confused, but the look of confusion was soon replaced 

by amusement as realization dawned, brown eyes looking me over interestedly.  

 

“Sure” she giggled. “Hey girl!” she called out, presumably to one of her fellow sales 

girls. “Let’s find the right size of bra for this bit… uh, this, uh.  .  .”, she stopped ,not 

sure whether to say it or not.  

 

A couple of other sales girls came forward, and I felt my embarrassment increase - 

how much further could Madam Pooja take me? 

 

“Yes, this bitch”, finished Madam Pooja. “Her”, she declared, lifting up the fat on my 

chest with her palm as if it was a breast, shaking it.   

 

The girls burst into laughter, and Tanya soon re-appeared with a pink bra.  

 

“This looks to be her size”, she said. 

 

“But wait…” she suddenly giggled, whispering in my Madam’s ear.  

 

“Oh, I never thought of that, Tanya! Yes, that will be perfect - can you get it for me, 

please?” Madam responded.  

 

Tanya re-appeared soon thereafter, carrying a selection of bras, which seemed like the 

previous one upon first gaze.  

 

But they weren’t.  

 

These were actually maternity bras, which allowed for the bra to be “opened” around 

the nipple area, in theory allowing a nursing baby full access to a mother’s nipple.  

 



  

 

“Try them on, boy!” commanded Madam Pooja, all pretence of normalcy having 

disappeared from her voice by now. “And be sure and show us how they fit!” 

 

“Oh, but he can’t use the trial rooms, ladies only”, snickered Tanya. 

 

“No problem, he can try them on here! Off with your shirt, boy” responded Madam 

Pooja.  

 

I shamefacedly took my shirt off, Tanya uttering a few “ewws” as I did so. I then tried 

on one of the bras, leaving the nipple area unfastened, so that my tortured, enlarged 

nipples poked out invitingly.  

 

As if on cue, Tanya reached out and squeezed my nipples in between her strong 

fingers, scraping them with her long nails which were painted purple.  

 

“Aah!” I involuntarily screamed with pain after she purposefully scratched my nipples 

with those long fingernails of hers! 

 

“Sorry, I couldn’t resist Ma’am”, giggled Tanya, almost doubling over with 

amusement.  

 

“Not a problem at all! Feel free to tweak all you like, he’s all ours!” responded 

Madam Pooja in a friendly tone of voice, this time bending forward to tweak my 

nipples herself.  

 

This little game, combined with my oohs and aahs, brought a few other girls into the 

store, who all joined in the “game”.  

 

By the time it was over, I could stand up straight, each brush of my nipple against 

clothing sending agonizing waves of pain through me. 

 

“Well, it’s lunch time”, one of the sales girls said regretfully, looking at the clock 

which had struck 2PM by then.  

 

“But this was fun, Ma’am! Thanks for the entertainment!!” giggled Tanya.  

 

“Anytime” laughed Madam Pooja. They exchanged phone numbers, and we then 

headed out of the store - but not before we bought all ten bras Madam had asked 

Tanya to procure. 

 

And finally, Madam said she had enough.  

 

We headed back to the car, and I put her bags in the trunk, while she sat down 

wordlessly in the back seat.  

 

We drove back home in silence, my mind too pre-occupied with the pain in my 

nipples, which felt like they’d been torn off by then, to make conversation, and 

Madam Pooja apparently tired as well.  

 



  

 

We stopped on the way at a McDonalds’ drive through, and were soon home after 

that.  

 

“I’m hungry”, Madam Pooja immediately announced, making her way to the dining 

table, heels clicking across the floor as she walked.  

 

I stripped hurriedly and started to set the table, but she stopped me.  

 

“No need”, she said imperiously, flicking her fingers at me, clearly ordering me to 

assume my squatting position in the corner of the kitchen.  

 

She ate out of the take out bags, tearing each bag open and throwing the empty 

wrappers and torn bags on the floor as she ate.  

 

When she was done, she arose, the table a mess of leftover burgers, fries, and the 

occasional piece of brown paper mixed in, along with a leftover Coke.  

 

“I’m going to take a nap, boy”, she announced. “You may eat, and then you are to 

clean my collection of shoes as I sleep”, she went on.  

 

“After that, you may rest on the kitchen floor - but I don’t think you’ll have much 

time”, she giggled.  

 

“And be sure to do a good job or else…” she trailed off, looking at me menacingly, 

yet with a touch of amusement in her coal black eyes.  

 

“Of course, Ma’am!” I responded, not wanting to be physically punished any more 

than I was. “Paye Lagu, Madam”, I continued, kissing her feet, the smell of her 

sandals drifting through my nostrils as I did so.  

 

She then left for her bedroom, and I soon heard her slam the door, presumably 

collapsing on the bed after that. 

 

I ate whatever I could salvage from the mess on the table, heading off to the shoe rack 

after cleaning up. My body was crying out for a rest as well, but I knew better than to 

disobey Madam Pooja’s orders.  

 

I found all the cleaning materials I needed near the shoe rack, and began my task, 

painstakingly cleaning all the heels, sandals, and shoes themselves until they were 

shining and free of dust.  

 

It is far harder (and far more tedious) to clean a lady’s footwear than a man’s shoes – 

especially when the collection was as large and as varied as Madam Pooja’s - and I 

soon figured out I wouldn’t be getting any rest at all that afternoon.  

 

Afternoon slowly morphed into evening, the sun setting in the world outside, with me 

busy cleaning Madam’s foot wear as instructed, tiny fissions of pleasure running 

through me as I picked up each sandal, or belle, or high heels.  

 



  

 

They were Madam’s shoes, her sexy, divine feet adorning them as and when she saw 

fit - - and they should always be kept sparkling clean, as I applied myself to the task at 

hand, blocking out my exhaustion.  

 

It was almost 6:30 P.M. when I was done. I had been at it for over two hours, I 

thought!  

 

I looked over the shoes once again, feeling that glow of satisfaction inside which one 

gets upon doing a good job. A dirty toothbrush (which I used to clean the soles of her 

shoes and remove any remaining dirt), two dusty rags, and shoe polish all stared up at 

me as I rose to leave.  

 

I better get some rest, I thought, if only a few minutes.  

 

But it was not to be, Madam Pooja’s voice cutting through my thoughts like a hot 

knife through butter as I prepared to lie down on the cold kitchen floor.  

 

“Get in here, boy!” 

 

So much for rest, I thought ruefully, rushing to the bedroom.  

 

I found Madam laying on the bed comfortably, having stripped down to her bra and 

panties, the sari tossed carelessly on the floor, as were her sandals.  

 

She looked at me as I entered, locking eyes with me, a triumphant and relaxed look in 

hers, an exhausted and broken (if I might use the term) look in mine.  

 

“Well, I had a good rest indeed” she exclaimed, pointing at her feet, the unsaid orders 

clear enough.  

 

“What did you do, slave? Did you sleep well?” she mischievously asked, knowing 

fully well what I was doing.  

 

“I did as I was ordered to, Madam Pooja”, I responded, touching my head to her feet 

respectfully. “Paye Lagu, Madam!” I intoned, meaning every syllable, while kissing 

her large, soles.  

 

Her soles had some grime and dust on them, and the nail polish on the middle toe of 

her left foot needed replacing, I noticed.  

 

“May I…” I started, while intending to ask her if I could give her a pedicure, but she 

shushed me impatiently.  

 

“Let’s see the work you’ve done, slave”, she said, getting off the bed, and striding to 

the shoe rack barefoot, her magnificent ass cheeks bouncing invitingly as she walked, 

stretching her panties.  

 

She was soon surveying the footwear with more than a hint of satisfaction.  

 



  

 

“Hmm, that’s an excellent job boy!” she commented, patting me on the head like one 

might an obedient dog.  

 

“Pity you’re going back to your owner tomorrow”, she giggled. “I could really use a 

full time bitch around here!” 

 

She sighed, the prospect of “returning” me to Ms. Priyanka clearly not that attractive 

to her at this point.  

 

“Well anyway, I think I’m going to go for a little walk slave”, she continued. “You’ve 

done such a good job with my sneakers that I feel obliged to get them dirty again!” 

 

And with that, she turned around on her heel, and headed back to the bedroom, 

presumably to dress, my eyes hungrily focusing on her ass.  

 

She returned a few minutes later clad in a simple white T-shirt and running shorts -  

shorts that left her large, smooth and brown, thighs exposed to the world. Attire that 

instantly resulted in an erection trying to form. And me desperately trying to control 

myself lest I be punished by Madam again! 

 

She noticed the effect she was having on me, and laughed.  

 

“Put my shoes on, slave”, she said absently. “You may also get dinner ready while 

I’m gone. Simple stuff - grill a few burgers and prepare some steamed broccoli along 

with a simple chicken salad. And a few cold beers, of course”.  

 

“As you wish, Madam Pooja”, I said, and kissed her feet as she arose to leave.  

 

“Oh, and one more thing”, she said, grinning wickedly. She reached back, and 

grabbed both of my nipples as hard as she could for a full minute, jiggling my bitch 

tits up and down, the pain again causing me to shout out loud.  

 

“Byeeeee… slave”, she shouted as she left, making sure to delay the “slave” part until 

she was out of the door, so that people could hear her say it.  

 

And the rest of the evening then passed by pretty peacefully, Madam returning from 

her walk in a hour or so, and me getting her dinner ready as she sipped a cold beer 

afterwards.  

 

She wanted to retire early tonight, and ordered me to the bedroom for her nightly foot 

massage after she finished her dinner, leaving the leftovers for me.  

 

“Finish up, and be quick about it!” was her only order as she left for her bedroom.  

 

She was in a mellow and relaxed mood that night, and her only order after that was 

for me to massage her calves, which were sore from the evening walk, but more from 

the walking around in heels all day long.  

 

“Rub my calves until I fall asleep, slave, but don’t stop until half an hour after I fall 

asleep”, she instructed.  



  

 

“You may go to bed on the floor after that. After your Madam has fallen into a deep 

sleep”, she laughed.  

 

And so commenced our night, an early night for once, and one without too much 

stress for me (relatively speaking, at least).  

 

I massaged her calves, and she fell asleep within no time, her breathing regular and 

deep within a few minutes. But I waited for a while to make sure she wouldn’t 

awaken, and once I was sure she wouldn’t awaken, I covered her feet with the 

blanket, and stretched out on the floor myself, trying to make myself comfortable.  

 

And so passes by my first week of slavery, I thought. 

 

It was incredible - so much had happened in these six days!!  

 

Serving Ms. Priyanka, then the three ladies together, then Madam Pooja again - and 

tomorrow, I would likely be handed back to Ms. Priyanka – would be… Could I say 

the word “adventure”? 

 

Maybe?  

 

What would the coming week bring, I wondered, almost fully asleep by then. 

 

Those thoughts passing through my mind, I soon slid into a dreamless stupor, my 

body doing all it could to recover from the punishment it had taken thus far.  

 

We both slept soundly that night, Madam Pooja comfortable in her bed, and me on the 

floor like a piece of unwanted, but necessary furniture, covered by the curtain.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Thirteen 
 

All good things must come to an end 

 

It was the start of another week, the sun shining brightly, and the birds chirping as I 

finally woke up, stiff and sore from the night spent on the floor, but still feeling way 

more rested than I was the last two nights.  

 

I must have slept well, I thought, the events of yesterday flooding back to me.  

 

Madam must be as tired as I am, I thought, still half asleep, turning around, expecting 

to see the by-now familiar sight of her outstretched feet and legs, the covers thrown 

off for the most part.  

 

But, the bed was empty! 

 

I rubbed my eyes and gaped - the bed was indeed empty - Madam Pooja was already 

up, and I was sleeping! 

 

How on earth could I be this inept, I thought, genuine shame flooding over me, 

wondering how I’d be punished for this.  

 

Well, whatever it is, I deserve it, I thought.  

 

How could I be so careless, and not even hear Madam walk out of the room? 

 

And then, as I sat there on the floor in silence for a minute, I heard a few giggles, and 

a low, sexy voice that I’d recognize anywhere in the world.  

 

It was Ms. Priyanka!! 

 

I listened once again to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating, and sure enough, the voice 

came again, this time punctuated by Madam Pooja’s voice, who also appeared to be 

speaking in hushed tones.  

 

I instantly arose, forgetting my pain and exhaustion. 

 

Ms. Priyanka was back! 

 

I rushed to the living room, and entered with my head down. Madam Pooja was 

showing Ms. Priyanka the nipple clamps she had used on me, who in turn was 

nodding with satisfaction.  

 

“So, I’ve made sure that he…”, Madam Pooja’s voice broke off, as I entered the 

living room, instantly prostrating myself at Ms. Priyanka’s lovely, shapely feet.  

 

“Paye lagu Malkin!”, I said over and over again, kissing each inch of her beautiful 

foot feverishly. It had only been two days, but the sight of those lovely, shapely feet 

reminded me of what I had been missing, despite my infatuation with Madam Pooja’s 

feet.  



  

 

Ms. Priyanka, who was sitting back on the couch nodded in pleasure and placed her 

foot on my head as usual - genuinely happy to see me.  

 

“Well, you slept well didn’t you slave”, said Madam Pooja, interrupting my foot 

worship. 

 

“I figured I’d let you sleep in for a bit - and plus, that gave me the opportunity to give 

your owner a report on how you served me”, she went on, saying the words ‘your 

owner’ with a touch of pique, I thought.  

 

It must be just my imagination, I thought, while starring to apologize to Madam 

Pooja.  

 

“I’m sorry for not waking up, Madam Pooja, I really am!” I said. And I was - after all, 

she had woken up without me there to serve her, and she deserved an unconditional 

apology for that! 

 

But as I looked her in the eye, I realized I was not wrong about her mood. I noticed 

the dark eyes smouldering, and Ms. Priyanka, while relaxed, was also not in the 

chirpiest of moods.  

 

And I suddenly understood.  

 

Madam Pooja didn’t want to return me, looking upon me as her bitch now, to use as 

she pleased.  

 

And Ms. Priyanka was probably upset at her thinking that way, I reasoned.  

 

This can’t be happening, I thought, as I knelt subserviently in front of both the ladies.  

 

These two gorgeous ladies are getting jealous about a mere servant! 

 

But if the two were slightly peeved at each other, they weren’t showing it upfront.  

 

As if on cue, Ms. Priyanka arose:  

 

“Alright, Pooja, I better go home” she said, while yawing. “I’m so tired - I need to 

take a long, long nap!” 

 

“Yes, you probably do”, agreed Madam Pooja. “Doesn’t she, slave?” she asked me, 

looking at me wickedly.  

 

“Of course you do, Ms. Priyanka”, I said, mustering up as much respect as I could in 

my voice. “With me massaging your feet, Malkin!” I continued, as I kissed those 

lovely arches again.  

 

Ms. Priyanka laughed, a touch triumphantly I thought.  

 

“Well bye Pooja”, she said, while the two ladies hugged.  

 



  

 

“Bye Priyanka! Have fun!” said Madam Pooja.  

 

I respectfully kissed Madam Pooja’s feet goodbye as well. “Paye Lagu, Madam 

Pooja! Thank you so much for allowing me to worship you!” I said.  

 

And it was true; the last couple of days had certainly been - should I say - an eye 

opener for me in more ways than one.   

 

Madam Pooja didn’t respond, but I could feel her eyes staring down at me.  

 

What did those eyes contain, I wondered?  

 

Regret?  

 

Genuine emotion at having to let me go?  

 

Or… 

 

But then we left, and I didn’t ponder this until much, much later.  

 

The drive back home was uneventful, with me crouched uncomfortably on the back 

seat in Ms. Priyanka’s rental car, while she drove back to her apartment.   

 

Finally, we entered the familiar little apartment, and Ms. Priyanka headed straight for 

the bedroom, with a curt “in there quickly, boy”.  

 

I undressed, my nipples still burning, and my balls hurting from the constant tug of 

the chastity device.  

 

I then rushed to the bedroom, and assumed my usual position at her lovely feet - the 

dirty arches looking at me in a most reproachful manner, as if to say “we haven’t been 

massaged for a while, boy!” sending waves of emotion and lust through me.  

 

It was an adventure for the last two days, I thought - but I’m back where I should be - 

and that is at Ms. Priyanka’s feet. 

 

As I happily started to massage her feet, she lay back on the bed.  

 

But something was amiss I sensed, with an innate sixth sense developed over the last 

few days.  

 

Ms. Priyanka wasn’t entirely satisfied for some reason.  .   . 

 

And soon enough, she pushed me away with her feet, sitting up in bed.  

 

“You served Madam Pooja well, didn’t you boy”, she remarked haughtily.  

 

“Her apartment is shining and clean, her shoes are clean. And she told me all about 

how you served her in the shower, how she used the nipple clamps on you - 

everything”.  



  

 

“Yes, Ma’am” I responded. “But I was only following your orders Ma’am”, I said 

meekly, referring to what she had said before she had left for her trip.  

 

She kicked me on the side of the head - a Ms. Priyanka special.  

 

“Oh, stop being such a sanctimonious prick!” she remarked irritably.  

 

“My orders were basically for you to worship her as you would any superior Lady - 

and you followed my orders to the letter, that’s for sure. But the level to which she’s 

taken your servitude - which you’ve accepted as well - makes me wonder”, she 

continued.   

 

“I never thought she’d be using you sexually as well”, she continued, again with a 

touch of consternation. “I was under the impression that honor was reserved for ME, 

and ME alone!”   

 

I was feeling distinctly uneasy by this time. 

 

“Tell me, bitch”, she suddenly said sternly, leaning forward, looking me in the eye.  

 

“Who is your real owner, boy? Who is the real Queen? Would you rather serve 

Madam Pooja or me? Be honest!” she continued.  

 

And with that question, the remaining pieces of the jigsaw snapped into place, and I 

understood why she was so perturbed.  

 

I kissed her feet gently, moved by the fact that she cared enough for it to bother her.  

 

“You, Ms. Priyanka”, I said softly, lowering my gaze again. “Only you, Ma’am. I 

mean that Ma’am”, I continued.  

 

“Look me in the eye and say it”, commanded Ms. Priyanka, raising my head with her 

foot so I was looking her in the eye again.  

 

And words poured out of me suddenly like a pent up fountain -  words that strived to 

re-assure my Ms. that I truly belonged to her, and her alone.  

 

I really missed her, one part of me thought, as I babbled on. It was an adventure with 

Madam Pooja, but I’m glad to be back at my owner’s feet again! 

 

“I could never regard anyone else as my owner, Ma’am”, I continued.  

 

“I always knew my destiny, Ma’am - which is to serve at your soles, and obey your 

commands to the fullest!” I went on, as Ms. Priyanka looked on, trying to judge 

whether I really meant what I said.  

 

But true sincerity can never be faked, and so was the case with my servitude towards 

Ms. Priyanka.  

 

And soon enough, she relaxed; no longer perturbed about where my true loyalties lay. 



  

 

“But I do admit I liked some of the things Pooja did to you. Those nipple clamps”, she 

giggled, her giggled causing shivers of fear to suddenly rush through me.  

 

Was she planning on using the clamps?  

 

“And the way Pooja allowed Tanya, who I know by the way to, um, handle you”, she 

continued laughing.  

 

“But the best part was the twine around your ears as she slept, making you stare at her 

soles all night. I might just try that”, she remarked thoughtfully.  

 

“Now, off with you, boy”, she said pushing me away. “Make yourself useful - see 

what you can dish up for lunch - I’m going to take a nap.” 

 

And with that, life returned to “normalcy” for me - with me serving Ms. Priyanka 

hand and foot as I had been before.  

 

I sometimes thought about Madam Pooja over the next few days, but those thoughts 

were momentary and brief, like an adventure that was great while it lasted, but had to 

end sometime.  

 

But the sad part was, my real adventure was about to end rather abruptly - I just didn’t 

have a clue as yet.  

 

Anyway, it was just Ms. Priyanka and me for the next few days, me slaving away like 

a robot, making sure she didn’t have to lift her little finger, while she - well - relaxed, 

and enjoyed the break to the fullest extent possible.  

 

And over the next few days, our relationship slowly evolved even further, mutual 

understanding making this possible - me making sure to never disobey or disappoint 

her, and serve her hand and foot, while she did all she could to dominate me, 

constantly keeping me on my toes for her pleasure. 

 

It felt like I’d been serving her for eons, even though it had just been a little more than 

two weeks! My servitude to her became as natural as breathing is to most people. 

Something that was fully reciprocated by her complete and utter dominance over me.  

 

But, life has a way of sneaking up on you - and when it finally happened, it struck me 

like a solid punch to the balls, leaving me unable to cope with it all.  

 

I still remember the events of that day as clearly as if they had happened a few 

minutes ago.  

 

It was a rainy Friday morning, and I had just finished helping Ms. Priyanka with her 

toilet. School was due to start in a few more days, but I had already made my mind up 

to stay on as Ms. Priyanka’s slave - a “pending” question which she had brought up a 

day or so ago, to which I gladly agreed to.  

 

I’ve always been the kind who follows my heart, and have done what I truly wanted 

to, and this was no different.  



  

 

And Ms. Priyanka was genuinely enjoying life with me at her feet, always there to 

provide her with massages, sexual gratification, food, to clean the place up - in short, 

living life as her own, personal slave.  

 

So it was decided that Ms. Priyanka would continue her classes as before, with me 

there to make her life easier - a decision that worked for both of us.  

 

And so, we happily shelved the question of “until when” - not knowing what lay 

ahead - but enjoying the days as they sped past.  

 

So, we were heading to the living room, Ms. to have her coffee and read the paper, 

while I was to kneel obediently at her feet, awaiting orders. In short, a routine 

morning for both of us, at least until school started back up.  

 

Suddenly, the phone buzzed, interrupting Ms. Priyanka.  

 

“Oh, crap!” she said. “I hate to be disturbed while drinking my coffee in the morning. 

Go see who it is, boy”, she commanded.  

 

But as I arose to answer the damn thing, she changed her mind.  

 

“I’ll see to it”, she said in a resigned tone of voice. “I think it must be Melissa calling, 

trying to get a hold to me”. 

 

That made sense, since she hadn’t gone for her weekly game of tennis that week.  

 

Ms. Priyanka strode to the bedroom, slamming the door as she answered, my gaze 

fixated on each shapely foot as she went.  

 

Little did I know it would be the last time I saw this mesmerizing sight.   .    . 

 

I remained kneeling for a while before I started wondering what Ms. was doing.  

 

Was she still on the phone? It had been almost twenty minutes, and it’s unlike my Ms. 

to stay on the phone that long in the mornings.  

 

I wondered if I should check on her to see if she needed anything, but on second 

thoughts, I changed my mind. Ms. could be quite cranky in the mornings if her orders 

weren’t followed to the letter”.  

 

And finally she emerged after more than an hour, worry writ large all over her 

beautiful face. She paused as she entered the living room, looking down at me.  

 

What happened, I wondered uneasily, instantly forgetting about my aching knees.  

 

“Mike - get up from there, please, and sit down on the sofa by me”, she said.  

 

A simple enough sentence, but the “Mike” was enough to send me into shock 

momentarily.  

 



  

 

Mike?  

 

Sit by her?  

 

Her slave should sit by her?  

 

The world was spinning around me, nothing making sense.  

 

For a moment, I thought I wasn’t hearing clearly, remaining kneeling on the floor.  

 

But she repeated herself.  

 

“Mike, please. I have something important to say”, she began haltingly, that sexy 

voice cracking up as she uttered the words ever so slowly and meaningfully.  

 

“S-Sit?” I managed to say.  

 

“You heard me, Mike”, chided Ms. Priyanka gently as if she was scolding a 

recalcitrant but much adored child.  

 

I got up from the floor, and perched myself on the very tip of the sofa Ms. Priyanka 

was sitting on - the very couch, by the way, where I had massaged her feet that first 

night.  

 

That first night - it all seemed so distant now! 

 

“Mike - I just received a call from my mother back in India. My father’s had a 

recurrence of his lung cancer, and while he’s on medication and seemingly OK at this 

point, they’ve given him no more than two or three more weeks to live, four tops.  

 

“Those goddamned cigarettes!” she exclaimed with genuine emotion. “I’m glad I 

forced you to stop smoking!” she said, almost returning to her old tone and adding in 

the “boy” along with it.  

 

“But I have to leave - I have to quit school for now, and leave”, she continued.  

 

“Leave?” I queried, my mind a numbing mix of emotions, as if I was watching a 

castle I had carefully built and nurtured for years come crashing down within minutes.  

 

“And I don’t know when I can return, Mike”, she continued. “Someone has to take 

care of my father’s family business, and I’m the only child, and so…” her voice 

trailed off.  

 

“I’ll probably have to stay there at least a year” she continued. “Dad’s not doing well 

at all, and.  .  .” 

 

She looked at me, suddenly looking at my cage. And it was at that point that I felt 

acutely aware of my nakedness - which had seemed so “normal” to me at that point.  

 



  

 

She got up, fetched the key, and unlocked the cage, tossing it into a corner of the 

room. 

 

This can’t be happening, a small voice inside of me insisted. Soon enough I’ll 

awaken, and be at Ma’am feet as usual, my cock caged up like it should be.  

 

“A year?” I blankly repeated after her, my mind unable - or more accurately, 

unwilling to process what was happening.  

 

“I’m flying out tonight”, she continued. “I’ve already asked Melissa to care of my 

effects here, and she’s happy to help out, as I’m sure you would be too”.  

 

I finally found my voice, a lump building up in my throat as I spoke.  

 

“This can’t be happening, Ma’am! Please take me with you too!” I begged her.  

 

“Mike…” 

 

“Please, Ma’am”, I continued, falling at her feet again, kissing them for what would 

be the last time. It was a testament to how shattered I was that her pretty feet didn’t 

even cause me to get hard, even though I was free of the cock cage at that point.  

 

“Mike, please”, she said, lifting me by the shoulders. “Go get dressed, and come 

back”.  

 

As if in a trance, I got dressed, and returned.  

 

“We’ve both thought about when this would end, Mike”, she began gently. “And it 

has now - though it’s ended in a way I’d never have wanted it to.” 

 

“But maybe it was destined to end this way - a wonderful experience which couldn’t 

last”, she said, every word dripping with regret. 

 

“But thank you, Mike. Thank you for giving a lady an experience she’ll never, never 

forget in her whole life!” she said, suddenly moving close to me, and giving me a 

huge hug, her face buried in my chest - right next to the very same nipples that she 

mercilessly tortured at times.  

 

“You know it’s been a dream come true for me, don’t you”, she asked, still holding 

me tight.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am” I quietly uttered, hugging her back. I felt like a weight was on my 

chest at that point, crushing the very life out of me, but I tried to maintain a stiff upper 

lip, if just for my Ms’s benefit.  

 

“I’m going to get ready, Mike - there’s a lot to do. Would you help me - one last 

time” she asked.  

 

And with that, we began the long, arduous task of packing her suitcases, deciding how 

Melissa would sell her car off, how she’d tender notice to her landlord, etc., etc.  



  

 

All routine matters which got taken care of, while I mindlessly moved around the 

apartment like a robot, helping her tidy up, pack etc.  

 

And finally, it was time.  

 

The clock struck eight - Ms. Priyanka had to leave for the airport around 8:30.  

 

We both looked at each other, so much still left to say, but left unsaid.  

 

“I’ll be in touch”, she finally said. “You know my email address - stay in touch, OK, 

Mike”, she said forcefully, trying to mask the emotion in her voice.  

 

“Oh and… Wait here”, she suddenly said. 

 

She returned, handing me a sealed package.  

 

“Open it when you’re back in your room, Mike”.  

 

Suddenly, a horn buzzed outside the apartment - it was a taxi, waiting to take her to 

the airport.  

 

I helped her load her bags into the car, and opened the door for her one last time.  

 

She gave me a quick hug, and sat down in the backseat, the car speeding away fast, no 

doubt to make sure she got there on the time, what with the steady drizzle going on.  

 

And just like that - Ms. Priyanka was gone.  

 

Gone! 

 

Just like that.  

 

And I remained standing in front of the apartment for a long time after that, package 

in hand, the rain getting heavier by the minute, but it didn’t seem to matter to me.  

 

To be honest, World War III wouldn’t have mattered to me if it had broken out at that 

point.  

 

And finally, I started the long, lonely walk back to my dorm room, which I hadn’t 

seen for a lifetime, it seemed.  

 

Walking outside in normal clothes seemed strange - but that’s bound to happen, I 

thought unhappily. 

 

I had, after all,’ been serving my Ms. in the nude for weeks now.  

 

I reached my dorm room, and turned on the lights, the room seeming sparse and 

unwelcoming, the walls seeming to close in on me with every step.  

 

Ms. must have checked in, I thought. I wonder how she’s feeling… 



  

 

And then, I figured I’d open the package, which I’d been dragging along mindlessly 

with me.  

 

I cut it open listlessly - and out fell a pair of flip-flops.  

 

Oh God! 

 

Yes, they were THOSE flip-flops!  

 

The very same ones she was wearing on our first “date” together - the first night I 

massaged her feet, if you remember.  

 

There was a small piece of paper attached to the right one, hanging on loosely by a 

piece of tape.  

 

The note simply said this “Mike, I’ll be back - let’s both be strong for now”.  

 

It was simply signed, “Your owner forever, Perfect Ms. Priyanka” 

 

And I’m not ashamed to admit that the well of emotions building up inside of me the 

entire day finally burst - - me collapsing on to the bed, my head buried in the pillow, 

my head pounding with emotion, a deep, melancholy feeling washing over me with 

every sob.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Chapter Fourteen 
 

What now? 

 

 

Well, life goes on, as they say, and in my case it did, but it wasn’t the same. 

 

How could it be? 

 

I went back to school as originally planned, and I should have been having the time of 

my life, really.  

 

It was summer, and the shorts, flip-flops, sandals, and feet were on full display. 

 

But nothing seemed the same without Ms. Priyanka there.  

 

Her dad passed away the next week itself (after she left), and I didn’t hear from her 

for a while, finally getting a brief email from her a month into summer school.  

 

She was busy, she wrote. She wanted to return to school and finish her degree, but she 

wasn’t sure if she could at this point, what with the situation back home.  

 

“And someone’s got to take care of the family business” she wrote, “else I’ll never be 

able to return anyway”, she finished sardonically.  

 

School finished, and another long break started. I took up a job during the break, 

hoping to erase the ache within my heart - but the feat was beyond me. In fact, I never 

have managed it. 

 

At least not until now.  

 

Well, that’s my tale thus far - it all finished as abruptly as it had started - as it usually 

does.  

 

But hope springs eternal in the human breast, as they say, and such is the case with 

me. Perhaps I could help her return, I thought.  

 

Or maybe I can fly over to India to be with her, at her feet, I thought.  

 

These, and other such thoughts pass through my mind, along with wonderful 

memories of the break before the summer semester - memories I’ll cherish forever no 

matter what happens.  

 

I still have that pair of flip flops, preserved exactly as she left them with me and I 

often utter the words: “Paye Lagu, Malkin”, just as if the clock had turned back a few 

months, and I was there at her feet, kissing and massaging them with the reverence 

they deserved.  

 

Maybe someday, it’ll happen again, I often think.  

 



  

 

No, I must believe it WILL happen. How can it not?! 

 

Someday.  .  . Until then, I have her flip-flops, and memories - memories of a dream 

come true, and rudely shattered a few weeks later.  

 

But, as I just said, there’s always hope.  

 

Hope is ultimately what keeps us all alive and striving for more, and better - - and I’m 

no different from you in that regard.  

 

Paye Lagu, Ms. Priyanka.  

 

Paye Lagu, wherever you may be now. 

 

And until I see you again.  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

“Serving an Indian Goddess – the Sequel” 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

PROLOGUE 
 

A long and lonely Sunday night beckoned, as I stared blankly out of the window, the 

rain bucketing down in sheets again, a long and dreary night in the offing.  

 

Much like my life had been for the past couple of months, I thought.  

 

Ms. Priyanka, my owner, my Queen, my Goddess…It all ended up abruptly that I 

didn’t even have a clue as to what was coming.  

 

I still remember that Friday morning when she asked me, her servant, her slave, who 

had been allowed only to kneel at her feet until then to actually sit by her, as she 

explained how she had to leave all of a sudden, her father having experienced a 

recurrence of his lung cancer, something which would likely prove to be fatal.  

 

And she was right, as usual.  

 

Her father passed away a few days after she left, his condition rapidly worsening, and 

I hadn’t heard from her ever since, except the occasional e-mail.  

 

As the immortal P.G. Wodehouse once said in Carry on, Jeeves, “I'm not absolutely 

certain of the facts, but I rather fancy it's Shakespeare who says that it's always just 

when a fellow is feeling particularly braced with things in general that Fate sneaks up 

behind him with the bit of lead piping.” 

 

You could replace “bit of lead piping” with “a solid punch to the balls”, perhaps, but 

you get what I am trying to say.  

 

The dark night outside suddenly lit up with a burst of thunder, as the heavens opened 

up with even greater vigour. It was around 1 A.M., and I had a class tomorrow 

morning, but I didn’t care.   

 

It was my last semester of college, and I was going to be graduating in two weeks, but 

even that didn’t bring me much pleasure at that point.  

 

Nor did the fact that I had already landed a job with a small trading company, a sales 

job that offered a pretty decent salary along with good commissions, something I 

hadn’t expected straight out of college.  

 

As for Ms. Priyanka, from what I understood, she had (as she said she would) taken 

up the reins of her family business, all thoughts of a degree either forgotten or 

postponed.  

 

Of course, that by itself may not be a bad thing, I thought. I’m not sure degrees 

actually mean anything in the long run. Edison flunked classes regularly, Bill Gates 

never completed college, the list goes on and on.  

 

Successful businessmen (or women) have many qualities in common, but a degree is 

not always one of them. 

 



  

 

Anyway, life had become boring and dreary, even the sight of pretty women on 

campus passing by in shorts and colourful flip-flops, toned and tanned legs visible at 

just about every turn not interesting me.  

 

Something that I wouldn’t have imagined to be possible before the holidays, I 

thought.  

 

But then, I thought, the holidays were when it all started! 

 

Ms. Priyanka, I thought, a sudden rush of emotion causing my throat to constrict and a 

headache start to build around my temples, a headache far worse than any I’d 

experienced after having endured sleepless nights at Ms. Priyanka and Ms. Pooja’s 

feet.  

 

Ms. Pooja, I thought, my nipples involuntarily stiffening. Oh, God, those nipple 

clamps! 

 

And then, as I miserably turned away from the window of my dorm room, I saw a tiny 

metallic key at the side of my desk, somewhat “hidden away” from prying eyes, but 

safe and secure all the same.  

 

The keys to my chastity device, which Ms. Priyanka had locked me up in, I 

remember.  

 

The cage which had so suddenly been released that Friday night, with my “pencil 

dick” (as my gorgeous and commanding owner had so beautifully put it) now hanging 

freely on a set of less than sizeable “family jewels”. 

  

She was right, I thought. This cock is worthless, suitable only for Ms’s uses, when she 

sees fit to use it.  

 

Like she had one night during that party… 

 

I still remembered their feet distinctly as they mashed down on my face, Madam 

Pooja’s large soles, and Madam Mansi’s petite feet, with beautifully polished toes and 

well maintained soles… 

 

And of course, my Goddess’s feet, and my Goddess herself, in full command of the 

proceedings, every so regal… 

 

Despite my melancholy mood, an erection started to build, my “stubby” rising to 

attention, as I heard Ms. Priyanka’s voice ring out, as if she was right there (though in 

reality she was thousands of miles away in a foreign land I knew nothing about).  

 

“And do you even have any balls?? Ah, there they are, hiding behind your little 

pecker!!” 

 

The peals of laughter seemed to resound in the room, as I looked down at my balls, a 

smattering of hair on them, with a thin “pasty white” (again, copyright Ms. Priyanka) 

cock pointing skyward in a rather unattractive manner.  



  

 

And I did something I hadn’t done ever since she left me that fateful Friday night.  

 

I took the key, and rubbed the underside of my penis with it firmly, making sure to 

cause pain, as I’m sure Ms. Priyanka would have done, laughing with amusement as 

her slim fingers expertly ground the side of the key just the right amount into the 

sensitive skin on the underside of my “stubby”.  

 

And the pain felt better than anything I had experienced over the past month, 

including the sight of two ladies with their feet on the park bench yesterday (a short 

drive away from campus), enjoying the summer breeze between their perfectly shaped 

toes, their beautiful white, dirty, soles just calling out to be worshipped.  

 

But even that sight paled in comparison to the memories I had.  

 

None of them was Ms. Priyanka, Perfect Ms. Priyanka, I thought reverently, my 

arousal growing by the second, my breathing becoming heavier.  

 

And I lay down on the bed, and placed her flip flops on my face, a faint smell still 

coming from them, but nothing like the divine smell I had grown to expect, love and 

enjoy over the holidays as she rested on the sofa, her feet on my face… 

 

“Ms. Priyanka! Oh, Ms. Priyanka! Madam Priyanka! Ms. Priyanka!” I gasped.  

 

But it was a rather strange form of arousal, mixed with sadness, as I knew she wasn’t 

here, and probably never would return, and… 

 

And I abruptly stopped masturbating myself with the key, almost at the point of no-

return by then.  

 

The urge to come was great, so great that a simple touch on my dick with my hand 

would have done it.  

 

But Ms. Priyanka’s lovely soles weren’t there to benefit from my seed, I thought, and 

a true slave only cums when his Ms. allows him to! 

 

Stay true, Mike. Stay true to your one and only Goddess, your beautiful, commanding, 

and superior Indian Goddess!! 

 

And I removed the flip flops from my face, and put them by my pillow, the soles on 

the bed, and the key beside them, and then forcibly pulled my boxers up, forcing my 

“pastiness” into them, not allowing myself to orgasm.  

 

Of course I’ll stay true, I thought, as my balls ached for release which they hadn’t got 

ever since the party, more than a month ago.  

 

But I would stay true. I knew I would! 

 

And as the hours passed by, I drifted into an uneasy sleep, the drizzle outdoors 

helping somewhat.  

 



  

 

But the darkest hour, I’ll have my esteemed reader know, is usually always the 

precursor to a delightful dawn ahead – I just didn’t know it then.  

 

She came to me that night in my dreams, calling me, her tone loving and commanding 

at the same time, her eyes clear and beautiful as always, her sexy voice beckoning me 

to her feet.  

 

Other women flashed in and out of that hazy mish mash of dreams, Madam Pooja’s 

face zooming in at times, and Tanya’s fingers in front of my face at others, but Ms. 

Priyanka dominated the dream.  

 

“Paye  Lagu, Malkin” 

 

“Paye Lagu…” 

 

And I woke up abruptly, confused and disoriented as the grey morning dawned 

outside, a solitary bird chirping occasionally.  

 

I had her flip flop clutched to my chest, I noticed.  

 

“Paye Lagu, Malkin”, I repeated, my cock rising to attention almost instantly.  

 

“Paye Lagu, Ms. Priyanka!” I repeated yet again, kissing the bottom of each flip-flop 

with true passion.  

 

And I knew it was destined to happen at that point. But I didn’t know that it would 

happen as abruptly as it had all ended… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

CHAPTER ONE  
 

The e-mail that changed my life…forever! 

 

“BZZZ!” 

 

“BZZZ! BZZZ!” 

 

My cell phone buzzed incessantly, waking me up from a deep sleep.  

 

Fuck, I thought irritably.  

 

I had only gotten to bed a few hours ago, being in the midst of an important sales 

discussion with a potential client from New Zealand, the difference in time zones 

meaning I was up until about 3 A.M, and this after a long day at the office.  

 

And it was only 6:30 A.M. now, as I checked the wall clock, irritably turning over and 

hoping the phone would stop ringing.  

 

Probably Mary from Australia, I thought irritably, recalling the guitar business in 

Australia to which I had recently sold a shipment of guitars, the deal being especially 

profitable for both myself and the company I was employed at, my boss clearly 

pleased with the results his new employee had delivered just a few weeks after 

showing up.  

 

But she can wait for a few hours, I thought.  

 

And though I didn’t know it at the time, my “devotion” to Ms. Priyanka, and the 

celibacy that resulted from it had a LOT to do with the results I was getting at work. 

 

Though the urge to masturbate, or sometimes even just be with another woman 

became more and more overwhelming by the day, so did my will power.  

 

I can’t, I thought every time I stroked himself. I can’t! 

 

I didn’t know for long I’d be staying celibate, but I didn’t particularly care, more so 

since that night when she had arrived in my dreams, calling out to me, her voice 

inviting and confident as ever, those lovely black eyes beckoning me from across the 

seas.  

 

She needs me, I thought.  

 

My Goddess needs me, and… 

 

“BZZ!” the phone rang again.  

 

“Fuck!” I swore out loud, knowing I’d have to either switch the phone off or answer 

it, and the former was not an option for a sales person dealing with customers in 

different countries and time zones.  

 



  

 

Still groggy, I reached out for the phone, my hand accidentally brushing against 

something as I did so, and it fell to the floor, along with an assortment of pens on the 

side desk.  

 

Amazingly enough, the damn thing was still vibrating.  

 

“BZZZ!” 

 

Controlling an overpowering urge to pick the phone up and throw it out of the 

window, I answered, annoyance manifesting itself in my voice even though I tried to 

sound normal.  

 

“This is Michael”. 

 

Static buzzed on the other end of the line, and I could barely make out a voice amidst 

the cacophony of beeps and static, not unusual for long distance calls made via calling 

cards or Internet telephones.  

 

And this goddamned rain probably isn’t helping either, I thought, looking out at yet 

another grey day outside, the monsoon fierce and unrelenting, the rain thundering 

down as the voice attempted to speak again.  

 

“Hello”, I could barely make out a female voice on the other end.  

 

“Hello…?” it went again, as I suddenly gripped the phone tightly, my knuckles 

turning white.  

 

And for those wondering why I got alarmed all of a sudden, well, I too don’t know. 

Or at least I didn’t then.  

 

But for some reason, it seemed as if this was another call from someone far more 

important than Mary, a fact that bore home into me even more as the connection 

terminated, and I got up from the bed, staring at the caller ID on the phone.  

 

An overseas call, made using Skype (a popular means of calling other countries 

nowadays), one which I often used to call my own customers overseas.  

 

But that voice…strange feelings tingled down my spine, not entirely unpleasant 

either.  

 

Could it be…? Her?  

 

No, I thought. It can’t – she’s just too busy with her job, and in any case, she’s 

probably forgotten about me for the most part, our “owner-slave” relationship a 

pleasant memory for her, but nothing more.  

 

Our e-mails to each other had become more and more infrequent as the days went by, 

something which saddened me, but didn’t surprise me, as I knew the demands of her 

new life would occupy her for a few months at least.  

 



  

 

And it didn’t sound like her anyway, I thought, dismissing the thought from my mind.  

 

But as I drove to work, carefully navigating the flooded roads, the thought came back, 

nagging at me ever so slightly, much like the key of my chastity device against my 

cock as I masturbated it, making sure to cause pain as I did so.  

 

***** 

 

I still remember that day at the office, with my immediate boss Katherine calling me 

into her cube for a meeting an hour or so after I got in, still somewhat bothered by the 

call that morning, but the occurrence slowly having faded into the recesses of my 

mind, to be picked up again later, time permitting.  

 

“You’ve done really well, Michael”, she started. “We’ve been trying to get this client 

on board (she was referring to Mary) for a few years now, and you’ve managed to do 

it just a few weeks after you’ve joined!” 

 

“Congratulations!” 

 

She extended a slim hand, the fingers well maintained and manicured - sort of like 

Ms. Priyanka’s, I found myself thinking, except this was a white lady, and she had 

this gorgeous chocolate brown skin, and… 

 

“Michael?” said Katherine, looking at her new recruit curiously, wondering what he 

was dreaming about. He looks tired, she thought, perhaps not enough sleep?  

 

Yes, she decided, that’s probably it. Not enough sleep!  

 

And truth be told, that was the reality of life for salespeople at their company, and it 

was another reason she was so glad the company had hired another, younger 

employee to take up some of her load as the sales manager.  

 

I snapped back to the present, and shook her hand, vigorously, yet in courteous 

manner, thanking her.  

 

“Not getting enough sleep these days, I bet?” she asked, her twinkling blue eyes 

looking directly into mine, inquiring and teasing in equal measure despite her position 

as my boss at work.  

 

“Uh, no, it’s OK”, I managed, somewhat embarrassed that it was that obvious.  

 

“Don’t worry about it”, she laughed. “We’ve all been there!” 

 

And with that, the conversation moved on to newer topics, one of which pleased me 

no end.  

 

That being they had decided to raise my commission levels from 5% on every deal I 

cracked to 8%, the jump not sounding like a lot, but ending up being a substantial 

amount of money for larger orders.  

 



  

 

And, she went on; the big boss had told her that if my performance now was any 

indicator, they’d probably be giving me a salary raise after a few more months! 

 

And then, of course, it was business as usual, and she started outlining some new sales 

targets she’d drawn up for me and expected me to meet, despite the fact that the actual 

salary raise would only occur a few months later.  

 

Have you ever noticed how a company always expects more out of you after giving 

you even a slight increment (in this case a bump in commission), despite that 

increment supposedly being a reward for past accomplishments, not future 

accomplishments?  

 

But I didn’t mind, happy to take on the challenges, knowing that more financial 

reward awaited me in case of success.  

 

And as I got back to my desk, I fired up my email client, as she had just sent me some 

information on the new lead I was supposed to follow up on, and I wanted to get a 

head start on that case.  

 

The various emails started downloading at a rapid pace, and I went to get a cup of 

coffee while that process completed. I then returned to my desk and started idly 

scanning the emails the way we all do before deciding on the important ones to “take 

action on”.  

 

Vivid details, I know, but I remember things just as clearly as if they had happened 

yesterday (even though it’s been more than a year at the time of writing this) when it 

comes to her! 

 

A tiny email towards the top of the 500 or so emails that showed up in my Inbox on a 

daily basis caught my attention briefly.  

 

The subject read “Hi Michael”, and nothing else, and it was from an unknown (as yet) 

sender “Priyanka”.  

 

Now, my readers will probably be wondering why I didn’t start jumping up and down 

at that point, and they’d probably be justified in doing so. But I was used to getting a 

ton of junk emails from “Priyanka”, “Jackie”, “Honey selling Viagra”, and so forth, 

and this looked like another junk email, I thought, deleting it, and moving back to the 

Inbox, trying to clear it of unwanted clutter. 

 

Spammers seem to have a way of picking up the names of people you’ve recently 

corresponded with, in case you’ve noticed.  

 

Something to do with cookies – and plus, I was sort of strange that I used my personal 

laptop at the office, so both my personal and work emails downloaded on the same 

machine.  

 

Some may see that as silly, using personal machines for office related work, what 

with the stress the machines get put under, but I saw it as an opportunity to build a 



  

 

“client database” on my personal computer, something that is always handy for a sales 

person down the road.   

 

And as I sipped my coffee and sifted through all the stuff I’d downloaded, I 

accidentally ended up deleting my boss’s email.  

 

I clicked my tongue in annoyance as I went to the “deleted items” folder to retrieve it 

amongst about 4000 other deleted items that I had omitted to “permanently delete”.   

 

And now that I think about it, that moment was what changed my life forever from 

that point in. If I had known what the plunge into the deleted items folder would 

reveal, I’d probably be prostrating myself at Katherine’s feet and literally be begging 

her to send me more emails to “accidentally” delete! 

 

Her email had shown up before the spam “Priyanka” email I had deleted, and so the 

first email I saw was that one, the “preview” pane on the right side of the screen 

literally dropping me dead in my tracks, so to speak.  

 

Oh…my…God! 

 

It was from her. 

 

From my Goddess, no less! 

 

It was from a new Gmail account, I noticed, as the contents of the preview pane 

embedded themselves into my mind in less than a second, my heart thudding.  

 

The email itself would sound strange to the average reader, hidden insinuations 

aplenty, but in terms of grabbing my attention, it did what a steaming hot plate of 

bacon, sausages and eggs (along with the right helping of coffee) does for a cold, 

hungry and battle weary solider “in the trenches” that has been living off canned tuna 

and mouldy bread for the last few weeks, not knowing when his next square meal 

would arrive.  

 

In other words, the office could have caught fire at that point, but it would not have 

stopped me from reading and re-reading her email to me, written in a far more relaxed 

style than a lot of her previous communications had been.  

 

“Hi Michael! 

What’s up with you? It’s been a while since we last spoke, and I’m sorry for not 

writing earlier, as I’ve been extremely busy with the new business. Things are going 

fine at my end though in terms of the business, and I’m actually on a holiday in 

Hainan Island right now, enjoying a few well deserved drinks, and soaking up the 

rays! 

 

I forgot the password for my usual Gmail account, so created a new one, and – well, 

here I am, sending you this message from my cell.  

 

I miss you, Michael, more than you probably know. I remember and cherish our time 

together, and sometimes wish I could get away from it all and do an encore.  



  

 

But, I know that probably won’t ever happen again. Anyway, I tried calling you this 

morning but couldn’t get through. I’ll try again tomorrow morning after having 

breakfast.  

 

*giggle*… It’s quite a chore to complete one’s toilet oneself, Michael, did you know 

that?... *giggle*… Not to mention actually having to put my own tray away, and… 

 

Anyway, I want to speak to you at length now that I have time. I hope you still 

remember me… *giggle, giggle*… Michael. I’ll call you tomorrow, and I hope things 

are going well for you at work.  

 

Bye for now, Priyanka (“Ms.” Priyanka for you… *giggle*” 

 

(Side Note: When I mention the phrase *giggle*, here, it refers to a cute little 

“smiley” she had used in her email, an animation showing a tiny little face giggling) 

 

And thus ended her email, with me completely in a trance, the laptop screen 

eventually flickering and going to “screen saver” mode, but I didn’t care.  

 

On vacation in Hainan Island, a picturesque spot in the People’s Republic of China, a 

tropical paradise as some have called it. Sun, sand, drinks, great food, lots of parties, 

and of course the beautiful sea, azure blue and welcoming.  

 

But she might as well have said she was on a glacier in Greenland with nothing but an 

occasional hungry polar bear for company as a voice snapped out at me, the office 

fading away to a neatly maintained bathroom in a small apartment in Southern 

Alabama… 

 

“Hurry up, boy! I can’t wait here all day!” 

 

And I saw her parted ass cheeks in front of me, the soiled asshole clearly visible after 

she had used the toilet, as she ordered me to wipe her ass for her while she rested her 

elbows comfortably on the bathroom sink.  

 

Something that I did for her every morning during our time “together”, I remembered, 

excitement, nostalgia and lust flooding through my being in equal measures.  

 

Much like ancient Indian royalty used to have done, I thought, my erection furiously 

pounding against the zipper of my dress pants, as another, gentler voice floated into 

my thoughts.  

 

“Being waited upon hand and foot by a devoted slave like you, boy, reminds me of 

the ancient Roman queens that had slaves to tend to their every need, even the most 

mundane of needs.” 

 

More: 

 

“Or the feudal households in rural India, which are shown so often in the soap operas 

on T.V., where the owners of the house are waited upon hand and foot by obsequious 



  

 

and devoted servants who perform their owners (literally their owners) every 

bidding.” 

 

Paye Lagu, Malkin, my inner voice screamed at me, and it was all I could do not to 

touch myself right there and then.  

 

"Or perhaps even ancient Indian royalty, where the queens had a harem of eunuchs to 

tend to their every need”, the voice continued, relaxed and happy, a sense of 

ownership over me making itself evident in every syllable.  

 

“I might not have a eunuch to serve me, but I have you, pencil dick.” 

 

And again, that pearly giggle.  

 

Pencil dick, I thought, as my “pencil” (no puns intended) struggled with the zipper, 

threatening to poke a hole in the groin of my pants soon.  

 

That’ll never happen, I thought, the blood pounding in my ears. After all, pencil dicks 

don’t poke through anything, female vaginas included, they stay locked up, and… 

 

“Paye Lagu, Malkin”, I repeated softly, just like I had in my dream a short while ago, 

completely oblivious of the fact that I was in the office, not in bed.  

 

The voice spoke out again, mocking me, the blood roaring in my ears by now, my 

eyes as round as saucers, sort of like I had been hypnotized.  

 

“Better get that Indian accent down pat, boy!” 

 

“Malkin…Malkin…”I intoned reverently yet so softly that the words were inaudible, 

almost like a Trappist monk might while mediating in the solitude of his room.  

 

And another loud, annoying voice broke out in the background, chanting my name as 

well, a voice I tried to ignore, but… 

 

I was shaken back to reality as I felt Katherine’s small, but firm hand tapping my 

shoulder, peering curiously at the laptop, wondering what the screen saver hid. 

 

“Uh, yeah, Katherine, I’m sorry, I…” I burbled, not sure what to say, my mind still 

occupied with my Goddess at that point. Those feet, those calves, the nightly 

massages… 

 

“Michael, it really looks like you need some rest”, said Katherine, puzzlement and 

concern both evident in her voice.  

 

She had noticed me staring blanking into space for a while, and had refrained from 

intruding onto my personal space, though she knew something was up.  

 

And then, she saw me chanting, nay, reciting, nay…ah, hell, I can’t find the right 

word to describe it, perhaps “intoning” would be the right word here, some strange 

worlds in a foreign language, some Asian language by the looks of it.  



  

 

Sales at our company was an extremely demanding job, and she was worried I was 

not taking the strain too well.  

 

And being that she didn’t want to lose a sales person that had delivered results so 

soon, her next reaction was both understandable and predictable.  

 

“Michael”, she said, looking into my eyes.  

 

“Uh, yes, Kath…” 

 

“You’re taking the rest of this week off. And I mean it. No argument, Michael!”  

 

“But, Katherine, there’s a boatload of emails I have to follow up, that new client, and, 

I…” I ended off lamely, knowing that it was futile to argue with her.  

 

Katherine, for what it’s worth, could be quite stern when she wanted to, almost 

“dominant” in a way (not sexually for me, of course, but I think you get my drift).  

 

And if I hadn’t been slavishly devoted to Ms. Priyanka, she would probably not be a 

bad choice of woman to serve. An older lady in good shape, pretty, the right attitude, 

and… 

 

And as I looked into her blue eyes, Ms. Priyanka’s lovely black eyes came to the fore 

again.  

 

“Bitch!” the voice said again as an unseen hand seemed to twist my nipples forcefully.  

 

“Bitch…” 

 

“Michael, are you listening!?” Kathy’s voice broke out forcefully as she stared at me, 

not sure what was going on.  

 

“Uh, sure, Katherine, I…” 

 

“Follow your emails up at home if you must, but get some rest. You have four days 

until Sunday, and I don’t want to see you in the office until Monday morning, you 

understand?” 

 

The last bit was uttered playfully, but the command was clear nonetheless.  

 

“Yes, Katherine”, I said blankly, clearing my desk and shutting the laptop down, 

preparing to leave.  

 

A normal office worker would jump for joy at being given two extra days off, but 

such was the impact of Ms. Priyanka’s email on me, the giggles in the note, that it 

barely registered.  

 

And I felt Katherine’s eyes probing into my back as I left, idly waving goodbye to the 

pretty African American secretary we had just hired, curious to know more, but 



  

 

professionalism and respect for a colleague/subordinate’s “personal space” holding 

her back.  

 

Oh, those giggles, those pearly giggles…I thought during the drive back home, 

struggling to focus on the wet road, the rain pelting down in all its intensity, the 

windshield wipers on the Corolla whining as I adjusted the speed to the highest 

possible setting.  

 

I reached home around 1P.M, what would normally have been lunch time for me at 

the office, with me probably chomping down on a burger at my desk.  

 

A cheese laden burger, I thought, idly fingering my man boobs, which had only 

grown in size since Ms. Priyanka had left, with me reverting back to my old diet of 

beer and way too much pizza on a regular basis.  

 

Of course, it didn’t show on me that much in college, and my waistline wasn’t really  

expanding that rapidly even now, but little increments are what add up to the final 

deal.  

 

And currently, those little increments were being added on as fat around my chest and 

jowls, giving me a way more “full faced” look than I should normally have at this 

young age.  

 

Ms. Priyanka didn’t allow me any beer, I thought. Hell, she barely allowed me a 

square meal a lot of times, throwing me a scrap here and there as one might a stray 

dog, and that only added to the esteem I held her in! 

 

Suddenly, the walls of the apartment started to close in on me, the rainy weather 

outside making it impossible to go for a walk, and all I wanted to do was turn on the 

laptop, fire Skype up and call her, and ask her to take me back, to return to a slave’s 

life whose only purpose is to serve a demanding but benevolent owner, secure in the 

knowledge that his owner would always provide for him financially so long as he 

stayed true to her.  

  

But as I fired up the laptop, my fingers trembling as I punched my password in 

incorrectly twice, I remembered it was of no use.  

 

I don’t have her phone number, I thought.  

 

Hey, wait, another voice inside of me chimed in. That first email of hers did have a 

number… 

 

But that voice faded away as I knew that number no longer worked, and I had never 

asked her for another number, never really thinking we’d meet again.  

 

And to be honest, I told myself, one email from her doesn’t mean anything.  

 

She’s relaxing, enjoying the sun, enjoying being waited upon and partying, and sure, 

she remembers our time together, but none of that means those times will return, 

especially after she returns home to work.  



  

 

And the next few hours passed by slowly, the grey weather outside making it seem 

like it was dusk, when it was really just the afternoon.  

 

Around 6 P.M. or so, I drove down to the nearby 7-11 for a case of beer. Might as 

well enjoy the time off, I thought.  

 

Or try to, at least, Ms. Priyanka still upper most in my mind.  

 

The friendly Indian guy at the store waved at me as I entered, and I waved back. I was 

a regular at that store, even way back when I was in college, and he was well aware of 

my fondness for Corona (and at times other) beers.  

 

“Perfect weather for a beer or two, huh”, he said, waving my I.D. away as I 

automatically pulled it out.  

 

“Stupid rules”, he laughed. “Not like folks can’t get fake I.D.’s!” 

 

And I had to agree. Federal law in the United States mandates that alcohol (including 

wine and beer) cannot be sold to folks under 21, even though said folks are considered 

to be legal adults at the age of 18.  

 

It is one of the stupidest and most ineffectual laws ever made, at least in my opinion, 

and ranks right up there with the equally retarded “war on drugs”, and the profoundly 

moronic “war on terror in Iraq” but more on that later.  

 

“Does India card those who buy alcohol?” I inquired, admiring the actress on the T.V. 

screen he was watching, who I recognized to be none other than the vivacious 

Priyanka Chopra, one of India’s leading actresses, multi-skilled, talented, versatile, 

bubbly, and the epitome of a successful business woman anywhere in the world!  

 

Just like my Ms., I thought.  

 

Dear lord, I thought “Priyanka” seems to be the recurring topic of the day for me, 

and… 

 

My thoughts were interrupted, as he looked at me as one might a lunatic attempting to 

tear his hair out in clumps, and started to guffaw loudly, as if I had informed him that 

he had just replaced George Bush as the U.S. president (at the time).  

 

“India!” he finally spoke, the laughter dying down as the T.V. screen showed the 

gorgeous “Meghna Mathur” (Priyanka Chopra essaying the role of a model and her 

struggles to “break into” the big time) painting her fingernails, feet up on the coffee 

table, arrogance and a smug demeanour write large across her heart shaped face as she 

ignored her boss’s pleas to separate her personal and professional life.  

 

Of course this isn’t a book about Fashion and neither is it an ode to Priyanka Chopra 

(though she certainly deserves one), but it has to be said that my time with Ms. 

Priyanka (and Ms. Pooja to an extent) had got me accustomed to Bollywood flicks in 

a way I hadn’t been before.  

 



  

 

In fact, to be honest, I didn’t even know a word of Hindi before I met her! 

 

“You must be kidding me, man”, chortled the friendly Indian man behind the counter.  

 

“I’m not kidding”, I said, smiling back at him, his energy infectious. “You know us 

white folks from the South, we don’t know much about the world as it exists outside 

Alabama”,. I said, intentionally “slurring” the word Alabama. 

 

“Oh, Michael, you know far more than the rest of the clowns here”, said the store 

keeper, still smiling.  

 

“Anyway, in India the official rule is that you cannot buy liquor before 25”.  

 

He guffawed again, slamming his fist down on the counter, almost upsetting the 12 

pack of Corona that I had placed there.  

 

“Ha, ha, ha”, he laughed, his mirth so all-encompassing that I found myself 

unconsciously joining in, though not sure why.   

 

“Koi checking nahi hoti”, he said, as I laughed with him, not sure why that question 

had provoked so much hilarity.  

 

“In India, a two year old can walk in and buy all the beer, wine, vodka and whisky he 

wants, provided he has the money, and can actually carry the bottles!” 

 

“Ok, maybe not a two year old”, he said. “But certainly a six year old!” 

 

“Oh, I didn’t know that”, I said smiling back at him. “But most of the developed 

world does have a legal drinking age of 18, some 16, so our rule is certainly retarded 

and in serious need of overhaul”.  

 

And with that, we slapped palms, and I left, with him wishing me a fantastic evening.  

 

The laughter had cheered me up a bit, but only for the nonce, as thoughts of her filled 

my mind.  

I wonder if my Ms. has someone to do her nails for her, I thought, suddenly a bit 

jealous at the thought that she probably did, probably a cute little Indian girl at a 

parlour someplace in Delhi.  

 

And I restlessly popped a beer, and gulped it down, desperately wishing I had her 

number, so I could call her, ask her how she was enjoying her vacation… 

 

If she needed a foot massage as she relaxed by the sea… 

 

If she needed a cabana boy serving her drinks… 

 

And the hours passed by, as I fell asleep around 9 P.M., having polished off 7 

Corona’s and devoured a medium size pizza.  

 

***** 



  

 

I woke up groggily the next morning, earlier than I thought I would have, around 

6A.M. or so.  

 

But it was to be expected, I thought, reaching for a bottle of cold water. I think I must 

have fallen asleep around 9, sort of early for me… 

 

And it was early for me, as I never went to bed before 11 in college, and now that I 

had this sales job, I’d sometimes be up till 2 or 3 A.M. chatting, persuading, 

negotiating with and most of all “shooting the bull” with potential clients.   

 

I looked outside the window, and saw that the weather hadn’t improved, a steady 

drizzle still going on. Another dreary, damp, rainy day in the offing, I thought.  

 

And as I slowly woke up, a subtle hangover making itself felt, the phone buzzed, and 

all thoughts flew out of my mind.  

 

I answered, my voice unsteady, and my heart thumping.  

 

“Hello!” 

 

Nothing. Silence.  

 

“Hello”, I said again.  

 

And suddenly, there was a sort of “click” on the line and her voice came through, 

distant, but clear.  

 

“Hi Michael! This is Priyanka…how are you?” 

 

“I’m fine, Mal…uh, Ms…uh, Priyanka”, I finished, the words “Malkin” and “Ms.” 

being second nature to me when addressing my Goddess, but remembering just in the 

nick of time that she might not be in a mood to hear me address her as such.  

 

She laughed.  

 

Oh, that throaty laugh, I thought, as I pictured her sitting on the couch, one foot 

regally up on my shoulder and the other in my lap as I completed her pedicure, a 

perfect neckline exposed as she threw her head back… 

 

“I see you haven’t forgotten your Hindi, Michael” 

 

“How could I forget, Priyanka?” I said, surprised at how intense my voice sounded. 

“How could I…” 

 

And abruptly, I cursed myself for being so rude – or what I thought was rude at the 

time.  

 

She giggled, and I wanted her to say something to the effect of “I know you can’t 

forget, bitch! I’m your owner – forever – how can you forget!?” 

 



  

 

But she said nothing of the sort, instead satisfying herself with a “Yeah…” leaving me 

craving for more.  

 

“What time is it there, Priyanka?” I asked, wondering what time it was in China. It 

must be late, I thought.  

 

“Oh, around 8 P.M., Michael. I’m sipping on some wine and feel quite relaxed. I just 

had a nice massage, Michael. That Thai masseur sure knew how to hit all the right 

spots!” 

 

And again, jealousy cut through me like a searing hot knife through a slab of warm 

butter. Another man massaging her, I thought, a service I should be providing! 

 

But her next words caused me to forget all about the Thai guy.  

 

“I miss you, Michael. You know I enjoyed our time together…” 

 

“So did I, Malki…Priyanka”, I finished, my voice unsteady, still not comfortably with 

addressing her by her first name.  

 

“I want to talk to you about something, Michael…but I…”, she trailed off, her voice 

suddenly intense.  

 

I asked her what was up, but she wouldn’t tell me.  

 

“Oh, forget it”, she laughed, a gay tone returning to her voice as she sipped on her 

drink. “I’m being presumptuous here”, she added, almost as an afterthought.  

 

And I couldn’t control myself any longer, though I slapped myself right after I said it, 

knowing it might not be the most appropriate thing to say.  

 

“Bataiye na, Malkin”, I said, imploring her to tell me what she was thinking of, the 

“Bataiye na” a polite way of asking the other person to “tell you”.  

 

Something she had taught me one day while I licked her ass in the morning after 

Madam Pooja had “handed” me back to her, as I asked her how much she was 

enjoying it… 

 

“I’m sorry” I said immediately after. “I’m sorry Priyanka…” 

 

A bit of a silence ensued, the only sound being her breathing on the phone.  

 

Was that breathing getting heavy? Or was it just my imagination?  

 

And after what seemed like an eternity, she responded, a funny tone coming into her 

voice.  

 

“Sorry? What for, Michael?”  

 



  

 

“For, uh…”, I stammered, not sure what to say, unconsciously finger my “stubbie” as 

I stammered, her voice sounding so dominant all over again… 

 

But that was to be expected, the rational part of me reasoned, true dominance can 

never really be erased from one’s personality. Sure, one can cloak it in a veil of 

politeness if one so desires, but just like clouds hiding the sun doesn’t mean the sun 

doesn’t exist, a veneer of politeness doesn’t mean the inner dominant isn’t 

omnipresent, just waiting for the right moment to spring.  

 

“I’m on my third glass of wine”, she giggled.  

 

And again, her tone quickly took on the oddly strange note I mentioned a few words 

earlier.  

 

“Sorry for remembering, Michael?” 

 

“Uh…” 

 

“Sorry for remembering me?” 

 

“Um, Yes, no, I…” 

 

“Sorry for remembering your Ms., boy?” 

 

And there it was – out in the open now, and I saw no further point in beating around 

the bush.  

 

“I just didn’t how you’d feel about it, Malkin”, I said, my voice respectful, polite and 

subservient, just as it had been back then.  

 

She laughed.  

 

“Actually, Michael, the truth is I should be the one saying sorry, not you”, she 

continued.  

 

“You are? For what?” I blurted out, confused.  

 

“Oh, I…” 

 

And again, she paused, not wanting to tell me, and I pleaded with her once again, 

though I didn’t use the term “Malkin” this time.  

 

“Tell me, Priyanka, please.” 

 

Another one of those pregnant silences ensued the rain started to pound down outside.  

 

“It’s raining there, huh” she remarked idly, a sudden clap of thunder loud enough to 

permeate through the phone.  

 

“Please Priyanka. Please…” 



  

 

She sighed, as if having made a difficult business decision, and having to “live with 

it” now.  

 

“Michael, the truth is that with what happened to my father, and the resulting stuff 

with the funeral, relatives, and well, you know how it is India…I just didn’t have time 

to think about you – or us, for the first month or so”.  

 

This was true, I mused.  

 

Indians tend to make a big deal out of any sort of event, marriages, the birth of a child 

and funerals bringing hordes of “well-wishers”, gaggles of relatives, often those that 

have “been in the woodwork for years”, some that one barely even knows, to one’s 

doorstep, all wanting to ostensibly partake in the joy (or sadness, as applicable) of the 

situation with you even though the person in the midst of it all would rather he or she 

be left alone at that point to contemplate with their loved ones.  

 

“But I’ve always thought about you Michael. Especially when I started to handle the 

family business, and…” 

 

“Oh, shit” she suddenly said. “I feel stupid saying this! I…” 

 

And here she sighed again, breaking the most pleasurable spell she had cast me into, 

as I sat on the couch, the phone on “loudspeaker” mode, the rain forgotten, my 

hangover and a full bladder forgotten, the only thing that mattered being her beautiful 

voice coming through the phone.  

 

“Malkin, bolo na”, I pleaded again.  

 

And seemingly, this did the job, with her getting comfortable again.  

 

“Ok…”, she started uncertainly, her voice getting more confident by the second 

though.  

 

“Michael, many men have wanted to date me here, but I’ve not yet dated anyone. 

Sure, some one night stands…after all, I have my needs”.  

 

“But, no relationship of any sort, and a romp in the sack doesn’t equate to a 

relationship – and I’d wager a bet that most Indian men, or men in general would 

agree with me there”, she said, laughing scornfully.  

 

Here, as the reader has no doubt guessed, she was referring to the cartoonish (if one 

thinks about it) “wham bang thank you very much and goodbye Ma’am” mentality 

most men have, most never realizing the satisfaction that comes from being in a 

committed relationship with one person.  

 

“And…And, Michael, I have to admit it”.  

 

Here she paused, sipping her wine again, or at least that is what it sounded like.  

 



  

 

“I miss my bitch”, she blurted out, the alcohol helping to loosen her up. “I miss 

having my servant, my slave, my pencil dick (she sniggered as she said this) wait on 

me hand and foot, kiss my ass, hell, lick my ass, provide me with every service I need, 

and…” 

 

And I interrupted, saying the only thing that came to mind at that point.  

 

“Paye lagu, Malkin. Paye lagu!” 

 

And I sensed, nay, saw, her lovely soles right in front of my face as she lay down on 

the bed, me at her feet rubbing them with scented peppermint lotion, the slight crack 

on the left heel receding into the skin as I… 

 

She laughed, though I wasn’t sure why.  

 

“I know, Michael. We both miss each other. But I’m not sure we could ever…” 

 

“Why not, Priyanka? Why not?” 

 

And again, the words rushed out of me in a hurry, as I fervently wondered why we 

couldn’t go back to our old lifestyle again, albeit in India… 

 

“Because for one, life in India is way different than in the States, Michael”, she said, 

almost lovingly, sort like a mother holding a toddler taking his first steps around the 

room up by the shoulders might when cajoling him to keep on moving.  

 

“But…” 

 

“Two, I’m not sure dragging you away from your job is the best thing for you at this 

point, Michael”.  

 

“And three”, she continued, ignoring my “buts” and “but I…’s” in that sexy way she 

had, as if my protests didn’t matter, “well three, I’m not sure I’d want you to…” 

 

“To?” I asked in an uncertain manner.  

 

And it came out in a rush.  

 

“Michael, do you really want to be my slave again, nothing more than a thing to be 

used at my whim, my possession, as it were?” 

 

I was too excited to speak. 

 

“You have your own career, Michael, you’re doing quite well, and…” her voice 

trailed off into the figurative darkness, as flowers seemed to bloom outside my 

window all of a sudden despite the rain bucketing down.  

 

“It’s not right, Michael”, she finished, as I imagined her run her hand through her 

hair.  

 



  

 

“It’s just not…” 

 

“Priyanka, may I say something, Ma’am”, I interjected, using a term I hadn’t in a 

while (Ma’am).  

 

“Ms.”, she giggled back, relieving the tension of the situation, albeit just temporarily.  

 

“Yes, Ms.”, I responded. “I’m sorry, Ms.” 

 

And I continued.  

 

“If you recall, Ms., we had decided that I was not even going to finish college, Ms.” 

 

And it was true. It had been a mutually agreed upon decision that she would be the 

one finishing school while I served her as usual, waiting upon her hand and foot, 

making her life easier, the unwritten but willingly agreed upon caveat being I’d be her 

servant for the rest of my days, completely at her beck and call 24/7, as well at her 

mercy.  

 

A situation that both of us were comfortable with, and thoroughly enjoyed, by the 

way! 

 

I think I mentioned this in my earlier memoir “Serving an Indian Goddess”, but I’m 

not sure, so I’ll say it again here.  

 

I’ve always been the type that “follows his heart”, and does and have always done 

what I wanted to, as opposed to what I was expected to do.  

 

And if that meant giving up my personal dignity to a beautiful Indian woman that 

would control me the rest of my life, so be it, as long as my heart said it was the right 

thing to do! 

 

After all, we live only once. Did I really want to go to my grave thinking I hadn’t 

fulfilled most of my fantasies, even though I had found the ideal woman to do it with, 

a situation most men might give (or should give, at least) their left nut to be in? 

 

Did I really want to live out the rest of my life as a “double” life, one secretly desiring 

control, and the other one as an outwardly successful office worker earning pots of 

money?  

 

(Ok, not pots, but you get the point) 

 

And so it was decided, as she causally raised the question one day, and me agreeing 

instantly, as if there was never any question about it, her pedicure at the time being far 

more important than my schooling.  

 

 “Michael…” her voice cut into my thoughts.  

 

“I really do, Ms. I really, really do. The only question is, if you do, if it’ll work for 

you in India…” I said, without even waiting for her to ask.  



  

 

Rule number one - a Goddess should never ask, and a servant should always offer 

without being asked! 

 

A pearly laugh ensured, sending a rush of blood to my already engorged “pencil”.  

 

And she sighed happily, as if an unpleasant matter had been put to the side.  

 

“I’ll make it work, boy!” she said in a tone that left me dizzy and shaking.  

 

“And to be honest, I’ve wanted this as much as you, so I – we – better make it work, 

or else!” 

 

She sipped loudly again, making me wish I was the one there pouring it for her.  

 

“You better quit that job of yours then. Your real job beckons!” 

 

“Yes, Ms.”, I said barely able to control my excitement, sort of knowing what was 

going to come next.  

 

But I thought I knew what was going to come next.  

 

To be honest, even I, slavishly devoted to her though I was, couldn’t have been 

prepared for what was going to come next.  

 

“But, Michael…boy”, she continued. “First you have a series of tests to pass”.  

 

She giggled loudly.  

 

“Right now, you are probably thinking with that pea sized cock head of yours, 

Michael, not your brain, like most men”, she giggled, a hint of derision in her voice.  

 

“Or maybe not, but you have to admit, that toothpick of yours is hard”, she said, 

laughing out loud, the word “toothpick” causing her much amusement, her laughter 

and humiliating tone to me as breast milk is for a suckling infant.  

 

I idly noticed the wall clock at that point, almost 7. We had been chatting for almost 

an hour, I thought, and it feels like a few minutes.  

 

Just like old times.  

  

“And so, I’m going to give you a few tests, Michael, the first of which I’ve already 

thought up. Let’s see if you pass them, and if you do, you’ll be buying a plane ticket 

to New Delhi pretty soon!” 

 

“Or rather…” my Ms. continued, her tone imperious and commanding, sort like 

“Meghna Mathur” in ‘Fashion’, the movie playing on the T.V. set in the 7-11 I 

frequented telling her immediate boss to “piss off” (paraphrasing) in no uncertain 

terms while she was being attended to by the salon attendants, saying “I’m the show 

stopper” in a way that brooked no argument.  

 



  

 

“I will be buying an air ticket for you”, she continued, emphasizing the “I”.  

 

“Your owner, Michael. I will be bringing my white servant over to India to serve 

me!” 

 

“Maybe we’ll bring you over on a servant visa. Does India have such a thing, 

Michael?” she asked, her voice ringing with amusement.  

 

And the birds literally seemed to sing outside (though in reality not a single bird had 

ventured out of its nest that rainy A.M.) as the only word missing from her last 

sentence was “forever”, but it was implied in her tone nevertheless.  

 

“But listen up, boy”, she said, her tone serious, as I imagined her leaning forward, 

looking into my eyes dissecting my thoughts expertly, yet with care, like a butcher 

cutting through a slice of prime rib.  

 

“This time it’ll be for good, and there will be no going back. The business is doing 

well (and this I knew from her past emails to me), and I don’t really see myself going 

back to that silly University again, and neither will you be going back to work, Mike – 

at least not the office” 

 

And her laugh rang out again, the effects of the alcohol clearly evident now, and I 

found myself saying “Ji (Yes, in a polite way), Malkin”, agreeing with every word she 

said.  

 

“I often think about your feet, Ms”, I said suddenly, as she prepared to say something. 

“I…” 

 

“Don’t interrupt, boy!” her voice rang out, causing me to shut up instantly.  

 

And a moment later, she softened, giving her devoted servant (albeit from afar at the 

time) some much needed leeway.  

 

“It’s OK”, she laughed. “You’ll be cleaning the filth, dust and grime of India off my 

soles soon enough, don’t worry. Hell, I’ll make you eat it if you want, boy!” 

 

She laughed again, before continuing.  

 

“But first, the tests that’ll prove to me you’re really ready, Michael”.  

 

“I know your slim little pencil is hard, isn’t it, boy?” she further asked, emphasizing 

the “slim” and “little” as she said it.  

 

Was it!? I started to respond in the affirmative, but she cut me off again as was her 

wont to do.  

 

“Now, here’s what I want you to do today, boy. Go to the bathroom, and kneel in 

front of the bathroom sink, and look at the toilet as you do so.” 

 

“And as you do so, think of the first morning you helped me with my toilet, boy!” 



  

 

And the memories flooded back as they did in the office, her perfect ass cheeks 

staring at me, the asshole dirty and waiting to be cleaned, the same lovely asshole into 

which I used to stick my tongue in every morning, her moans of pleasure bringing me 

so much joy, after which she went… 

 

Gross, perhaps to some, but it was one of the activities I grew to enjoy the most as I 

served her, pleasuring her anally as she lay there, one of the most demeaning services 

one can offer, and then helping her with her toilet, wiping her ass and kissing each 

butt cheek after I was done, thanking her for the privilege.  

 

And in my case, the more she demeaned me, the more both of enjoyed it.  

 

A fair exchange, I’d say! 

 

“And then, I want you to jerk off. But only with two fingers, Michael. A pinch grip, if 

you would, grasping your cock head between your thumb and forefinger, and merely 

feeling all about, no squeezing or jerking!” 

 

Oh boy, I thought. That would be a new experience of sorts for me, but at this point, a 

simple touch would have done it to be honest! 

 

“And remember, boy! No thinking about my feet, or body, or voice, or any other part 

of me during that exercise. All you get to think about is my dirty asshole staring you 

in the face, as you are on your knees.” 

 

“And last, but not least, I want to you record the whole thing on your phone, and send 

it to me” she said, giggling helplessly.  

 

“Not that I don’t trust you, Mike, but – what a sight it’ll be, you on your knees, that 

pencil like thing vomiting it’s bile on the bathroom floor…Oh, and clean the mess up 

with your hands as well. No tissues allowed, but you may wash your hands later!” 

 

And with that, her voice grew serious.  

 

“Take these tests seriously, boy. There’ll be a couple of more before I feel you’re 

ready to resume your original position as my slave!” 

 

“Ji, Malkin”, I responded. I’d have licked my own jizz off the bathroom floor if she 

had asked me to, so aroused was I by then! 

 

She paused, before speaking again.  

 

“Michael, I am glad we are having this conversation. I really mean it”.  

 

And her voice was honest and direct as ever, her inner confidence making itself 

known, something that had attracted me to her initially, and something which seemed 

to “draw” me towards her powerfully now, the physical distance between us 

notwithstanding.  

 

“Malkin…”, I started, my voice a bit shaky, but I had to say it! 



  

 

“Yes?” 

 

“I will pass your test, Malkin. I just want to be back…back at your feet, Malkin, 

where I belong. Where I’ve always belonged and where I’ll always remain…” 

 

I broke off mid-sentence, my voice too choked with emotion to continue.  

 

“I understand, boy”, she said, her voice gentler than before, and I recognized the tone 

instantly.  

 

The same tone she had employed when hugging me tight before leaving, the same 

tone she often employed when instructing me on how to perform tasks for the first 

time… 

 

And we said our goodbyes, me wishing my Ms. a good night, her hanging up after 

that, as yet another clap of thunder resounded in the distance, test number one 

beckoning me.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

CHAPTER TWO 
      

The various “tests” 

 

And as I found out over the next few days, in retrospect, Katherine’s order to take a 

break was a great idea, not just because it would “re-energize” me for the coming 

week, but also because it gave me plenty of time to prepare for my upcoming trip to 

India and start wrapping up any “loose ends” I had here. 

 

Of course, I still had some tests to pass, but I knew I’d pass them with flying colours.  

 

I didn’t have a choice! 

 

And the first test was actually easy to do, as I knelt on the somewhat dirty bathroom 

floor, willing myself not to think of her feet, though that was the first thing that came 

to mind.  

 

I looked at the toilet, and thought of her naked, dirty asshole in front of me, and 

despite my lust, the sight of the toilet nearby caused me to waver for a bit in my 

mission, the thought of waste matter sickening me as I looked at the toilet, the same 

one which I used daily… 

 

Ugh, I thought. This test is not going to be as easy to pass as I thought, my “stubbie” 

starting to droop as I knelt on the damp bathroom floor, my knees complaining, not 

used to this position any longer.  

 

But then I thought of her voice, her commanding presence, and her orders, and I 

instantly grew hard again.  

 

“Don’t interrupt, boy!” her voice rang out in my ears, as my fingers involuntarily 

moved to my nipples, erogenous zones for me as I think I mentioned before, but 

stopped in the nick of time, remembering her instructions.  

 

And I “pinched” the tip of my penis between my thumb and forefinger, and resisted 

the urge to indulge in the back and forth motion, instead just rubbing my forefinger 

along the underside of my cock head.  

 

How humiliating, I thought, for the first time since she left me. A grown man on his 

knees on the bathroom floor, masturbating with a pinch grip, not even allowed to use 

a back and forth motion, and thinking about his woman’s soiled asshole while doing 

so! 

 

And I instantly slapped myself for calling her “my woman”. She wasn’t just “my 

woman”, she was my owner! 

 

My Malkin, I thought reverently, and I should have been glad I had the good fortune 

of being allowed to clean her ass after she used the toilet, one of the most personal 

services that I could offer with.  

 



  

 

And I got rock hard again, my cock head between thumb and forefinger, as I 

remembered kissing each of her perfectly shaped butt cheeks in the center, so near the 

ass crack I just wiped, the smell utterly revolting and a turn on at the same time, 

thanking her twice with each kiss.  

 

And I felt a massive surge of cum starting to build in my balls as I knelt there on the 

bathroom floor.  

 

“Thank you, Ms. Priyanka”, I moaned, as my cock grew harder by the second, an 

orgasm imminent anytime.  

 

Oh, those butt cheeks, that ass crack, and that perfect asshole I had the pleasure of 

serving, cleaning, and worshipping, the same ass hole that when licked brought her so 

much pleasure… 

 

And that’s what counted, I thought, gasping with desire. That Ms. Priyanka is 

pleasured the way she deserves to be! 

 

“Thank you, Malkin, for allowing me to clean what is literally the sewer of your 

perfect body!” I gasped, my cock starting to harden.  

 

And the final thought that did it was her standing with her legs apart, the dirty asshole 

staring at me as if to say “clean me, you little bitch!” 

 

“Ahhh!” I moaned, as rounds of cum just blasted out of my cock head, my tiny balls 

contracting hard.  

 

And shockingly enough, the cum just kept shooting out of my reed like dick, all the 

pent us desire of the past few months finally translating into welcome release, and I 

idly wondered as I came if she’d allow me to cum when I was in India.  

 

The last drops of semen dribbled out of my penis, dripping on to the floor, where I 

started to wipe it on my palms, disgust flooding through me at the icky task I was 

performing, but my desire to please my Ms. as fervent as ever.  

 

But I also noticed something strange.  

 

My “pencil” was still semi-erect, and as I thought of serving her in India, I began to 

get another rush of blood to my loins, and my penis started to harden yet again.  

 

Never before in my life had I had an orgasm this powerful, I thought, except perhaps 

during the party when Madam Mansi tweaked my nipples as I “mooed” like a cow, I 

remember, a humiliating, yet warm “glow” if I might call it that, washing over me.  

 

And now, here I was, with my cock starting to harden right after this orgasm, not even 

five minutes after it! 

 

And I got up, my knees, lower back and thighs screaming at me as I did so.  

 



  

 

God, I’ve got to get into better shape, I thought. Ms. is not going to be happy if I 

cannot kneel or squat for extended periods! 

 

And finally, I washed my hands off, and then unsteadily made my way to the corner 

of the bathroom, where my Smartphone was quietly, yet efficiently recording every 

minute of my humiliation.  

 

10:03 minutes, it read.  

 

And I sent that over to her via email, knowing she’d be pleased with the results, and 

eager for the next test.  

 

I can’t wait, I thought. I can’t wait! 

 

And she called me the next morning, both surprised and happy in equal measure.  

 

“God, you fucking bitch!” were her first words to me, as I greeted her respectfully 

with a “Good evening, Malkin”.  

 

“You really enjoyed that, didn’t you?  

 

And what I noticed was she was happy, all traces of hesitation having disappeared 

from her voice for good now, as opposed to yesterday morning when she was still not 

sure if she should reveal her inner most feelings.  

 

“I thought about this test I had assigned you last night, boy, and I thought you’d pass 

it. But I didn’t think you’d pass with flying colours!” 

 

She continued, clearly happy.  

 

“And yes, you were privileged to be cleaning the “sewer” of my body, boy…a 

privilege that you’ll have in India as well!” 

 

I reddened. I didn’t know my gasps were that audible, especially with the phone being 

placed a fair distance away on a stool in the corner of the bathroom! 

 

“Anyway, here’s your second test, boy. I’m sure you’ll pass this one too, but I can’t 

pass up the opportunity to see you do this, especially while I’m on vacation. I return 

to Delhi next week, by the way…” she said, giggling at first, but then becoming 

thoughtful.  

 

“But this time, it won’t be such a boring existence for me in Delhi”, she said, 

suddenly giggling again. “Am I right, boy?” 

 

“Yes, Ms. As always, you are right!” 

 

And I could almost imagine her smirking at me as I said that, looking down at me 

from her lofty and well deserved position as my owner, both literally and figuratively 

above me! 

 



  

 

“Here’s test #2, boy. You are to…Oh, shit”, she said, bursting out laughing.  

 

“What’s the matter, Ms.”, I asked, surprised at the sudden outburst of laughter.  

 

“Oh, nothing, boy. I can just imagine how stupid you’ll look while doing this!” she 

said, the peals of laughter resounding across “several seas” as it were.  

 

And despite the humiliation turning me on, I reddened slightly, as I always did when 

she made me do something especially humiliating.  

 

“Ok, here it is. Take my flip flops, and go outside, and rub them thoroughly in the 

dirt. Or rain, as it were, since it’s raining over there. Yes, in the mud – even better!” 

 

“Ji, Ms.” I responded dutifully. “Whatever you say, Ms.” 

 

“Now, pick up a pair of your used underwear from the laundry basket, boy. The 

stinkier, the better, and crumple it up into a ball, and shove it in your mouth, and lie 

face down on the floor, with your pecker resting on the soles of my flip flops”.  

 

Oh no, I thought. This is like the “sweaty sock” experience she had put me through 

once when she had got done with a game of tennis with her friend Melissa, and then 

put her socks in a Ziploc bag, before bringing them home and shoving them in my 

mouth before resting her feet on my face.  

 

But revolting though that experience was initially (I grew to love it, as I did all of her 

humiliations), at the end of the day, that was her foot dirt I was inhaling with every 

breath, the smell of her soles… 

 

But in this case, it was something quite different! 

 

“Boy!” her voice rang out. “Are you having second thoughts about this?” 

 

“N…N…No, Perfect Ms. Priyanka”, my voice responded, shaky at the thought of 

having to taste my own balls, quite literally, but willing to go to any length for my 

Ms.  

 

(Of course, I didn’t know that getting me used to the smell of my own penis and balls 

was the precursor to….but we’ll get to that part soon!) 

 

“Hmm”, she responded. “You remembered the Perfect. Very good, boy”.  

 

“And then, you must hump the soles of my flip flops, boy, while you’re prone on the 

floor. No hands allowed”, she said, laughing hysterically again. 

 

“And…don’t forget a couple of clothespins on your nipples as you hump those flip 

flops, boy. And no changing positions to relieve the strain on your nipples. If the 

clothespins tug at you, so be it! Understood?” 

 

“Ji, Malkin” 

 



  

 

“And when that nasty slime erupts from your cock (though it shouldn’t take long, she 

said, giggling again), you are to take the flip flops, and rub the mess all over your 

face, making sure to literally scrub your face with it”.  

 

“When done, take a picture of yourself with the nipple clamps still on, and send it to 

me. And of course this whole test must be recorded, Mike”, she finished.  

 

“Maybe I’ll use your cum and mud soaked face as my Skype profile, show off my 

soon-to-be-white servant boy to my friends and contacts here. How would you like 

that, boy?” 

 

Her voice was teasing, and I knew she didn’t really mean that last bit (about making it 

public), but I was scared nevertheless.  

 

“Oh, Ms. please, please don’t make my humiliation public”, I begged her in a 

snivelling tone of voice, knowing of course that it was of no use, and if she wanted to 

do it, she’d do it anyway.  

 

And an erection raged as I thought about what I had to do. Her flip flops, I thought. 

No wonder she gave them to me, and no wonder I preserved them so carefully.  

 

It was, nay, is destined to happen! 

 

And as she hung up, I prepared for the second test.  

 

I got her old flip flops out of the cupboard, and looking at them reverently, cradling 

them in my hands as if they were delicate chinaware as opposed to footwear designed 

to take the weight of the human body.  

 

My Ms’s lovely feet used to be in these, I thought, getting a massive hard on just 

thinking about her feet, perfectly formed toes, and delectable soles that were as soft as 

a baby’s skin – soles that I had once nourished with my own seed! 

 

I remembered taking those flip flops off the first night I was allowed to give her a foot 

massage, her arch looking every so sexy in my lap, the toes painted bright red.  

 

Oh God…! 

 

And for a minute I was tempted to stroke my stubbie right there and then, and cum all 

over her flip flops, but I resisted, going outside, and doing as she said.  

 

The rain had made the area around the apartment all muddy, so doing what she 

wanted done to the soles of the flip flops wasn’t hard. I rubbed them vigorously in a 

slushy puddle near my car, a couple of neighbours looking on curiously at the strange 

sight, but not saying anything.  

 

But as I passed by them hurriedly, in a rush to get home and complete my Ms. 

instructions, I heard the woman say something in hushed tones to her husband (I 

assume it was her husband).  

 



  

 

I couldn’t really make out what she was saying, but I did make out the phrase “how 

weird is that!” 

 

And though lust and desire had blanked out all my other senses by then, a part of me 

urged me to stop what I was doing for a fleeting instant.  

 

Mike, think about it. A woman that locked your cock up, that humiliates you on a 

regular basis, loans you out to her friends as a “slave” on a regular basis, that asks you 

jack off while thinking about her soiled ass hole, and…the list went on, it said.  

 

That is weird, it finished, and for a moment I did feel some amount of shame.  

 

But like I said, it was just a fleeting moment, and other, more strident voices inside 

my head quickly quashed the one little rebellion that had sprung up inside of me.  

 

After all, I was enjoying what I was doing, and so was my Ms, perhaps more so than 

me, and if I could provide a beautiful woman with all the pleasure she desired and 

deserved and be happy about it myself, so be it! 

 

In fact, it’s weird to suppress your desires all your life for fear of what “society” in 

general will say, or think, I thought.  

 

But now, the tougher part of the assignment beckoned.  

 

I reached my laundry basket, full of stinky clothes and underwear, some sweaty T-

shirts on the top of the pile making the rest of the clothes smell awful.  

 

And I almost retched when I picked up a couple of pieces of underwear as the rank 

smell that can only come from dirty, unwashed and damp linen hit my nostrils.  

 

But then, another image flashed into my mind.  

 

My Ms. resting her feet on my face after the game of tennis, those lovely feet 

blocking all vision for over an hour with her sweaty socks in my mouth! 

 

Not to mention the taunts as well…! 

 

And I put my own underwear in my mouth, willing myself not to retch.  

 

I then knelt on the floor and positioned the flip flops “sole side up”, grimacing at the 

nasty mess stuck onto the soles.  

 

Boy, I thought. I was a bit too industrious on this part of the test – no wonder the 

couple that saw me thought it was weird! 

 

I then knelt; positioning my cock right on top of the soles, knowing my Ms. would 

burst out laughing at the sight of my naked “pasty white” ass humping the dirty soles 

of her flip flops, my pecker almost hidden by the rolls of fat rapidly developing on my 

lower abdomen.  

 



  

 

But I remembered I had forgotten something.  

 

Yes, I thought. The clothespins! 

 

And I rose, and located a pair of clothespins and attached them to my nipples, feeling 

the bite almost instantly.  

 

Painful memories flooded back instantly, as I remembered the torture Madam Pooja 

had put me through that one night, when I had been stupid enough to actually ask for 

permission to cum, just because I wanted to!  

 

She had punished me manifold for that mistake, attaching a pair of steel nipple clamps 

(the type with springs attached to control how tight they got), and the pain I 

experienced when she tweaked them roughly after removing them (after they had 

been on a few hours, I might add) was unlike anything I had ever experienced before, 

and I shuddered at the memory.  

 

And I lay down so that my penis on the dirty soles of the flip flops, and started 

“humping” the soles, the mud and slush on the soles getting stuck on to my cock and 

balls, soon causing the sparse hair on my groin to matt and tug forward painfully 

every time I moved.  

 

The phone recorded it all, silent in one corner of the room, as I struggled to breathe 

through the noxious vapours floating through my nose at that point, my dirty 

underwear in my mouth the prime cause of the stench that had got settled into my 

nostrils.  

 

Is this what cock tastes like, I found myself idly wondering. Or a set of sweaty balls?  

 

And men expect women to go down on them when they’re hot and sweaty, not even 

bothering to shower and make sure they wash before requesting (and I use the term 

loosely) oral favours from their woman?  

 

Ms. was so right, I thought, so very right to punish me for the indiscretions of my 

male counterparts, as my erection grew harder by the minute, despite the mud caked 

on to my balls and the stench in my nostrils.  

 

Yet another memory flashed into my mind, as I humped her soles, my little erection 

getting tighter by the second, an orgasm imminent anytime soon.  

 

“Ms. Priyanka”, I intoned. “Ah, Ms. Priyanka!” 

 

I remembered her feet in her flip flops, the soles dirty from the grass, those perfect 

soles, that perfect aura of dominance, in short, I remembered her, from head to toe, 

looking down at her servant laughingly.  

 

Madam Mansi, yet another thought popped into my mind as they often do when we 

men masturbate to occurrences that happened in the past.  

 

And as I remembered her slim fingers tweaking my nipples expertly.  



  

 

I remembered my cum on Madam Pooja’s feet, the dry skin disappearing as did the 

cracks in her heels as I was forced to massage my own ejaculate into her soles, while 

the other ladies watched, this after being ordered to cum in the very bowl I ate from… 

 

“Now, perform the same miracle that you performed on Pooja’s soles on mine as well. 

Let’s see if you can get them even softer than they are now!”  

 

Oh, God…that disdain, her apparent disgust at the white slime on my hands, her 

dominance, and slight curiosity and eagerness to experience the same benefits her 

friends had, all mixed into her voice in just the right measures…! 

 

And I erupted, furiously grinding my dick and balls into the soles of the flip flops, 

remembering those eyes looking down at me. The clothespins were getting  bent with  

my gyrations, causing me a good bit of pain in my nipples, but I didn’t care, the 

orgasm and recording it for my Ms. viewing pleasure being the overriding thought in 

my mind! 

 

“Oh, Ms. Priyanka!” 

 

“Paye Lagu, Malkin! Paye Lagu, Perfect Ms.”! 

 

And by the time it was over, I lay there panting on the floor on my stomach, the floor 

staring at me, my entire groin a sticky mess of mud and sticky cum, the flip flops 

quite literally sticking to my balls, reality flooding back as I felt a slight sense of 

shame again.  

 

But there was no time to feel ashamed, I thought, as I remembered her instructions.  

 

I painfully took the flip flops off, and rubbed them all over my face, almost vomiting 

at the smell of the cum mixed in with the slush, the disgust somewhat apparent on my 

face even though I made every effort to mask it.  

 

And amazingly enough, just like the last time, I noticed I was getting a stiffy yet 

again, as I rubbed the cum onto my face, the disgusting act reminding me of Ms. 

Pooja’s observation at the party that cum actually had nourishing properties, and that 

idiots like me had some use after all! 

 

And I picked up the camera in my cum stained hands and took a photo of myself.  

 

Then, as I started to “end” the recording, I paused.  

 

Lust building within me yet again, I did what my instincts told me to, and I went to 

the bathroom, where I stood in front of the mirror, my groin still a mess, and stood in 

front of it, starting yet another recording on the phone.  

 

I twisted the clothespins furiously, causing myself great pain, but at that point the hard 

on I was getting, the raging, hard kind that only comes with true arousal, arousal that 

cannot be “washed away” with one orgasm alone, the sort of arousal that keeps a 

man’s cock hard enough for a long, long time  

 



  

 

I then screwed up my nose as if I were imitating a pig, making sure the recording 

captured every second.  

 

“Oink, oink!” I said, furiously using the pinch grip on my dick head, and twisting the 

clothespins, my nipples a screaming red mess by now, as my “ahs” of pain mixed in 

with the oinks.  

 

And after a minute or so of this, I went to the kitchen, and got a small plastic 

container, the sort you might use to put pickles in, or perhaps a few sugar biscuits, but 

not big enough for anything else.  

 

I put this on the bathroom counter, and positioned my stubbie on it, and continued 

pinch gripping it, another orgasm imminent despite the fact that one part of me 

reminded me continually of how utterly ridiculous I looked, standing there making 

animal like noises for my Ms. to laugh at.  

 

She’d probably be pleased with the second recording, I thought.  

 

“Moo, Moo” I switched tack on impulse, my voice hoarse, another load of cum 

building in my nuts.  

 

And finally, I put the dirty underwear I had in my mouth before on my head, sort of 

like a cap, covering my eyes and nose, the ass end of the piece of clothing on my nose 

as I literally smelt my own ass crack mixed in with that awful damp stench I referred 

to earlier.  

 

“Milk him like a cow”, I remembered Madam Pooja’s instructions to her friend, as 

she nodded knowingly, that look in her eyes, and it was enough.  

 

Oh, Ms. Priyanka!!! 

 

I came again, the orgasm even more pleasurable, causing the bathroom to sway before 

my eyes, Ms. Priyanka being the only thought in my mind right now.  

 

“Ah”, I gasped, as the second orgasm ratcheted through my body, the sheer volume of 

ejaculate less this time, but the orgasm itself even more pleasurable, the pain in my 

nipples intensifying to a crescendo by now as the orgasm receded.  

 

And as I completed the last test, debasing myself thoroughly yet again, I found myself 

marvelling at my Ms’s acumen for what seemed like the umpteenth time.  

 

She knows men think with their cocks rather than their brains, and she had expertly 

designed this set of tests to put me through a few progressively humiliating scenarios, 

even allowing me to cum after each, so that she could gauge the levels of my arousal 

for her after cumming.  

 

My cock shrunk rapidly, a tiny “stub” within the mess of mud and cum, and I 

switched off the recording breathlessly, removed the underwear from my head, and 

washed my hands, and knelt down on the bathroom floor, trying to take it all in, too 

tired to even move to the couch.  



  

 

And there I remained for a while with the somewhat dirty floor and commode for 

company, the small shower/tub combination to another side.  

 

Ms. will probably love this, I thought, despite the fact I came twice, and… 

 

And inexplicably, a small image of Priyanka Chopra, that gorgeous actress on my 

mind ever since I caught a glimpse of her in Fashion at the 7-11 (a movie Ms. 

Priyanka enjoyed, by the way, and one that I had caught glimpses of several times 

while massaging her feet) flashed into a corner of my mind, with her looking down at 

me in an aloof, yet approving manner, and yet another twinge of lust shook my 

stubbie.  

Oh, no, I thought. Not again! 

 

Now, at this point, the casual reader might wonder what exactly was it about Priyanka 

Chopra that caused me to stop and admire the woman so much, almost worship her in 

a way thought I only “knew” her from what I saw of her in a few movies. 

 

Sure, having the same name as my Ms. didn’t hurt, and neither did her absolutely drop 

dead gorgeous looks, or that mane of black hair, thrown ever so carelessly, yet 

carefully enough to create the right effect, around her face.  

 

And the sunglasses that set her thick lips off so well, the long, lovely legs that any red 

blooded male would die for, the swinging gait, the perfectly shaped ass, the lovely, 

pedicured feet, all of that didn’t hurt.  

 

But the fact was that most of the above could be applied to any modern day 

Bollywood actress, not just the lady I am referring to here.  

 

No, it’s something more than just looks, and the more I think about it, the more I am 

convinced I am right.  

 

It’s the sheer aura of superiority she projects, both on screen and off screen in 

interviews, a calm and collected confidence emanating from her, an inner knowledge 

of men apparent in her eyes, teasing and scornful in the right measures.  

 

Yes, the eyes, those are what add the real spice to an already beautiful woman - Much 

like my own Ms.! 

 

Not to mention the fact that she was successful, wildly so, and not just as a movie 

actress. She’d been all over the world in real life, travelled to many different places, 

and was in fact so prolific that Richard Branson, the well-known British billionaire 

had literally fallen to her feet in full public view at a gathering they both met at.  

 

And his next words, repeated verbatim here said it all, “You're the only woman 

worthy of being called a goddess. You’re the most beautiful woman in the world.” 

 

She was also the first Indian woman to have her feet “casted” at the Salvatore 

Ferragamo Museum in Italy (joining luminaries such as Audrey Hepburn and Marilyn 

Monroe who were also honoured in a similar manner), and later received custom  

made shoes from them, shoes especially tailor made for her lovely feet.  



  

 

The list goes on and on, but, and again, like with my own Ms, the woman’s success 

combined with her dominance was what did it for me. She could be 50 lbs overweight 

for all I cared, but it wouldn’t matter.  

 

And that is what worshipping a woman is truly about, worshipping her from the inside 

out, revering her for the dominant woman she was born as, and serving her like the 

servant I was always meant to be! 

 

I finally got up from the bathroom floor, and took a quick shower, after which I sent 

off the videos and “stills” to my Ms. and waited anxiously for her feedback.  

 

And, as I did so, I picked up the bowl of cum I had produced, looking at the sticky 

good with a degree of revulsion, intending to toss the bowl into the trash.  

 

But for some reason I couldn’t do so.  

 

“Cum nourishes, Priyanka”, Madam Pooja’s voice came flooding back to me.  

 

And inexplicable and crazy as this might sound to the reader, I didn’t toss the mess 

into the trash.  

 

Instead, I covered the bowl with some saran wrap, and placed it in a corner of the 

fridge, much as one would a food item one was trying to keep fresh! 

 

The day passed by after that, a sunny day for a change, at least sunny in parts, the sun 

breaking through the clouds at irregular intervals as I anxiously waited for next 

morning to hear my Ms’s feedback.  

 

But I didn’t have to wait that long, as she emailed me back that night itself.  

 

Shortly after the email, the call came.  

 

“Oh, Mike”, were her first words, as she sputtered with laughter at the other end of 

the phone.  

 

“I was going to wait till the night to call you but the two videos just pushed me over 

the edge as it were. Good job, cow!” 

 

And with that she laughed again, her sexy, throaty laugh just the same as I 

remembered it.   

 

“You don’t mind if I share this with a couple of friends, do you? That photo of you 

with the underwear on your face, clothespins on your nipples, oinking like the fucking 

pig you (and most men, she sneered) are…” 

 

A nameless fear shot through me at this point.  

 

I didn’t mind debasing myself for Ms. Priyanka, but I didn’t want other women, or 

whoever “friends” entailed knowing about it! 

 



  

 

And what if those friends were guys?  

 

Oh, no! A bunch of Indian men and women guffawing at the sight of an older, out of 

shape white man humiliating himself to the utmost for his pretty Indian owner – I’d 

never, ever live that down, and it seemed to be too much even for me to take as the 

whimpering, snivelling tone came back to my voice, the bitch begging “her” Mistress 

not to punish her any further.  

 

“Please, Ms., no, if you don’t mind…” 

 

“Why not, boy! Think of the respect, admiration and of course jealousy that my 

female friends will experience upon seeing me control you from continents apart, let 

alone when your pathetic ass shows up here!” 

 

“As for the men…well, I don’t have that many male friends, to be honest”, she 

giggled.  

 

“But that can wait”, she added in a mysterious tone of voice.  

 

The nameless dread soaking through me intensified.  

 

Male friends? Not too many? What can wait? It all confused me, as questions jumped 

into my mind, but all that escaped my mouth was another “Please, no, Ms…” 

 

But she had enough of the topic for now, as was made evident from her response.  

 

“Oh shut up, boy!” she responded, as if dismissing the topic from her attention.  

 

“It’s a beautiful morning here in China, and I’m going to the bathroom. But I’ll be 

calling you soon, boy, shortly after breakfast!” 

 

She giggled.  

 

“Maybe you can have your dinner as you speak to me, boy”, and here, she tittered 

again, as if some hidden thought had just struck her.  

 

And her parting words did nothing to ease the erection that had built up since she 

called.  

 

“Enough for now, boy! I’m going to the bathroom! You can, well… (Here she 

paused, an exaggerated pause as it were)…you can think of my ass, Michael. My ass 

cheeks, those perfect ass cheeks in front of my face after…” 

 

Think of her ass! Oh, God, Ms…and I involuntarily started to say something, but she 

cut me off again.  

 

“Quiet boy”, she said in a reproving manner, much like a head mistress reprimanding 

a student vainly trying to explain an unexcused and therefore unapproved absence 

from class away, and I could imagine those eyes of her looking down at me as she 

spoke! 



  

 

“Shut your mouth, and think of my perfect butt just waiting to be cleaned and 

worshipped!” 

 

And she switched tacks again, expertly and abruptly, as I took a breath, not realizing I 

had been holding my breath for a while, such was the degree of my excitement and 

arousal at that point.  

 

“Oh, for an ass wipe like you…it would have made my vacation perfect!” 

  

And with that she giggled again and hung up abruptly.  

 

I hung up too, my head pounding with lust, the urge to jerk off greater than I could 

ever recall it being ever since she left me, but I controlled myself.  

 

What a lady, I thought. What a lady!  

 

The three tests, all designed to test the levels of my “servitude” (after all, she didn’t 

want a reluctant servant flying out to her from halfway across the world!). 

 

And in my mind, I thanked Katherine involuntarily again for the “forced” vacation. 

There was absolutely no way I could have concentrated on work in this state of mind! 

 

Work, I idly thought. What was that? 

 

Emails had been piling up for me over the last couple of days, including a couple 

from the aforementioned Mary, but I didn’t care any longer - and not just because I 

knew this was an officially sanctioned break from work.  

 

No, it was more because I would be returning to my real job now, a job I could do 

better than any other man, I thought! 

 

“BZZZ!” I rushed to answer the phone almost before it buzzed, knowing who it was.  

 

“Ms…” 

 

A chomping sound came through the phone, as if the person was eating a piece of 

toast, and she probably was, I thought. 

 

And I stayed silent not wishing to disturb her until she finally spoke.  

 

“Boy! I’m glad you didn’t disturb me during my breakfast – your puny balls might 

not like my foot smashing into them the moment you get here!” she said in a 

menacing sort of way, and I imagined her staring me down, much as a tigress stares a 

helpless deer down before proceeding to mangle said prey between its jaws.  

 

“You haven’t had dinner as yet, I hope?” 

 

“No, Ms.”, I responded. “I ordered a while ago, and…” 

 



  

 

But of course, she didn’t let me complete, jumping in and interrupting in that sexy 

manner only she could. 

 

“Some nasty pizza as usual for you, I suppose, along with that God-awful beer you 

probably still drink, with no woman around to control you, boy”  

 

She said this in a matter of fact tone, almost as if she knew that is what I ate (and 

drank) on a regular basis.  

 

And she giggled.  

 

“I don’t really approve of your beer drinking, Michael, but your bitch tits are starting 

to grow out quite nicely, more than when we were together before. And of course the 

extra padding around the waist, the love handles. We all love a bitch with curves!” 

 

And she sniggered, the taunts making me redden with embarrassment but at the same 

time causing my stubbie to harden.  

 

The doorbell trilled, and I hastily grabbed the pizza, slipping the delivery guy a tip as 

he nodded, acknowledging the gesture.  

 

“Ah, slave, your food’s here, isn’t it?” trilled out Ms’s voice on the other end of the 

phone.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am…I mean, yes, Ms. but it can wait!” I said hurriedly, not wanting to get 

off the phone.  

 

“Of course it can, you fucking idiot”, she responded, laughing as she often did after a 

nice breakfast, and I found myself picturing her in her nightie, one leg splayed out 

casually on the bed, the remnants of her breakfast by her as she waited for the mess to 

be cleaned up… 

 

And suddenly, her tone became somewhat thoughtful.  

 

“Beer and pizza, bitch. Beer and pizza…you love beer, don’t you?” 

 

“Uh, yes, Ms…but…” I responded uncertainly, not sure where this was leading.  

 

“Fetch one from the fridge!” 

 

And I did as she asked, popping the tab on a can of Budweiser.  

 

“Now, look at your pizza. Open the box, you idiot!”, she said irritably, as I just looked 

blankly at the box of pizza initially, the company’s logo staring back at me equally 

blankly, the little guy with a pizza in his hand drawn at the very edge of the box 

almost asking me “What’s wrong?” as I started at the box blankly.  

 

Her voice shook me out of my tedium, and I opened the box, the aroma of the hot 

pizza wafting into my nostrils.  

 



  

 

“Leave the box open, and fetch…” 

 

And here, she inexplicably started to chortle again, and I wondered what was going 

on.  

 

But finally, the order was issued, the initial order not really surprising me.  

 

“Start a video call, boy. I want to save this one for posterity!” 

 

I did as she asked, and she could now see me, though I couldn’t see her, as she hadn’t 

turned on her own video camera, though I fervently hoped she would.  

 

“And fetch that bowl of cold cum you’ve put in there. Yes, boy, I know you’ve saved 

that slime up!” 

 

“Ms…”I whimpered, sort of knowing what was next, and dreading it.  

 

“Don’t argue, boy!” 

 

And I did as she commanded, and she then ordered me to rub the cold cum into the 

hot pizza, making sure to spread it out all over the crust and the meat on the pizza.  

 

The cheese on the pizza “sizzled” as the cum hit it, tiny bubbles forming and then 

settling into the mixture, a strange sort of smell emanating from some parts of the 

pizza as I started at it, mortified, and Ms. giggled.  

 

“Don’t forget the cheese, bitch. The cock cheese…I mean, the pizza cheese. Hee, 

hee”, she giggled in that alluring manner as I completed rubbing the cum on the pizza.  

 

“Now, pour the beer gently on it!” 

 

Oh, no. That’s the final touch, I thought, as I reluctantly started to pour the frothy 

beverage I enjoyed so much on to the pizza, watching the once appetizing pizza turn 

into a slushy mess before my hands, the cardboard box getting wet and sticking to the 

pizza, the beer seeping out from the sides onto the dining table, and of course the 

cum, which I couldn’t see, but was quite clearly in the pizza.  

 

An extra topping, if you would, and though I couldn’t taste it, I’d be tasting it a lot in 

the future.  

 

As I said, I just didn’t know the ride I was in for at that time! 

 

Neither did I know how much I’d end up enjoying it despite the levels of servitude my 

Ms. took me to, the final, ultimate test awaiting me months ahead, a test that would 

take my very manhood away that would… 

 

I know, I know. I can hear my readers chiding me yet again at this point saying “Stick 

to the script, and narrate per the script, not bits and pieces from here and there!” 

 

And I apologize – more on the “wild ride” and such later, as we get to it! 



  

 

As if on cue, she asked me to taste a slice, as if we were at a fancy Italian restaurant 

with a piping hot slice of pizza in front of me, replete with high quality cheese, black 

olives and the like.  

 

Cock cheese, I thought… 

 

“Hurry up!” 

 

And I scraped the by now revolting mixture off the table as she roared with laughter 

back in China, recording the whole call on her phone.  

 

After a few pieces, she ordered me to stop, and I did so gratefully, burping up a 

mixture of cum and beer and I almost turned green in the fact at the thought of what I 

had just done.  

 

And the depths to which I had already plunged to, though she wasn’t even here with 

me.  

 

If I’m eating my own cum by now, God only knows what she’ll have me do in India, I 

thought, as a small wave of apprehension swept over me.  

 

And as I unconsciously did my imitation of a man with ants in his pants, so to speak, 

shifting around uncomfortably in my chair, that image of the luscious, one and only, 

and ever so supreme (to me, at least) Priyanka Chopra flashed into my mind’s eye, 

dismissing her immediate boss with a causal flick of her finger, followed immediately 

by the thought of my Perfect Ms. dismissing me from her presence even more 

imperiously with a flick of a perfect forefinger, as she spoke to her friend on the 

phone.  

 

“I’m glad you enjoyed your dinner, boy”, she mischievously chimed in, as if reading 

my thoughts (which she probably was, anyway).   

 

“Anyway…Michael, that’s it with the tests”, and her voice lowered to a happy tone as 

she said this, a tone that made me sit up and take notice.  

 

I was always thrilled when she was happy, no matter what I had to do to make her 

happy, no matter what tribulations I had to put myself through.  

 

“I will say this once, Michael, and I won’t say it again…” 

 

“Yes, Ms.?” I inquired, eager to know what she was going to say.  

“I missed you. And I’m glad to have you back…as I’m glad you are to have me back, 

boy.” 

 

And it was said so fervently, emotion and honesty dripping from her words in such an 

eloquent manner that it might as well have been one lover confiding in the other, 

rather than a woman speaking to her servant.  

 



  

 

But any true power exchange and acceptance between two people is complex and 

intense, and involves more emotion on either person’s side than the causal onlooker 

would have you believe.  

 

So it’s not just about “do this, boy!”, or “jack off in there, bitch!”… 

 

It’s more about the feeling behind those words, the mutual understanding, the mutual 

acceptance of role reversals and the reasons behind those, again, mutually agreed 

upon sometimes without even explicitly referring to the reasons (as in our case), and 

many, many other things that I could probably write a book upon, but am not going to 

attempt to do so at this point.  

 

We both paused, enjoying the moment for what it was.  

 

Those that read my previous narration would know that exactly such a moment 

occurred when Ms. finally left me the first time, with her head in my chest... 

 

Moments that are brief and fleeting, yet so intense that they literally shape us, or our 

destinies if you would, moments we remember all our lives, and carry with us to our 

graves whether we want to or not.  

 

And it quickly passed, as the deal was firmly signed, inked and stamped, all by virtue 

of that last conversation we had once her tone softened.  

 

A done deal, as they say.  

 

Her tone changed as she spoke again; the imperious notes that I so craved and adored 

flooding back into it.   

 

“The next time we chat – and meet, for that matter, it’ll be at my house in Rohini”, 

she announced, sort of like a battalion commander chomping at the bit might.   

 

“Rohini?” I queried, the name unfamiliar to me, but if I had been thinking clearly, I 

would have known what she meant, which was quite obviously the name of a locality 

in New Delhi where her house was.  

 

“My house is in Rohini, New Delhi, you fool!” she said sharply, and I almost felt the 

familiar smack to my head, as well as the kick to the buttocks, all reminders of the 

fact that my Perfect Ms. didn’t just want a dumb slave.  

 

She wanted a servant that could actually think, think of better ways to serve her, think 

of better ways to make her life easier, and most certainly not ask silly questions of 

her! 

 

“I’m sorry, Ms. Priyanka! Please forgive me!” I said, fearful of incurring her wrath 

even before I landed in India.  

 

“Hmph!” 

 

She appeared to ignore this apology, instead going on off another tangent.  



  

 

“And listen up, boy!” 

 

“Yes, Ms”, I burbled, as if on auto-pilot already.  

 

“There are no more tests for you now, and that means no wanking until you get here 

and then only if I desire it! I might not be there physically, but trust me, I’ll know!” 

 

And the tone of her voice clearly indicated she would know, no matter how hard I 

tried to hide it (which I wouldn’t).  

 

One look in her eyes, and she’d know it all, and then of course the kick to the balls, or 

more deserved punishment, I thought shuddering.  

 

Hell hath no fury as a woman scorned, they say, and Ms. Priyanka wasn’t anyone to 

play around with! 

 

“That’s enough for now”, she finished, her tone again happy.  

 

“You make sure to resign from your job on Monday, boy, while I complete the rest of 

my vacation. We’ll see each other next week, slave!” 

 

And with those comforting words she hung up, a short beep signalling the end of the 

conversation.  

 

As I “replaced” the phone (figuratively speaking, of course, since I was using my 

Smartphone to talk to her as she was), the barrage of humiliating tests she had put me 

through rushed through my thoughts again; all so expertly crafted that they made my 

head spin with lust even after the tests were over, literally craving more! 

 

What else awaits me once I show up in India, I thought with bated breath! 

 

Her beautiful feet, her lovely, shapely ass, her stinging slaps to my cheeks, her nipple 

torture, all of it was like the world’s most powerful aphrodisiac to me, and so deeply 

had she enmeshed me in her web of servitude that I’d never escape from it even if I 

didn’t see her for the rest of my life!  

 

Of course, I didn’t have a clue as to what awaited me in the future, and if I did, I’d 

probably be a bit hesitant about resuming my old “job” as her servant even with desire 

flooding every fiber of my being.  

 

But a small smile of satisfaction creased my lips, as I thought about something she 

didn’t know, at least not as yet. Or perhaps she did, come to think of it, but she hasn’t 

let on.  

 

She doesn’t know that I haven’t jerked off ever since she left me, I thought. Oh, how I 

wish I had that chastity belt to give her…the same belt which tortured my balls so 

much… 

 

And on impulse, I logged on to the Internet, and purchased exactly the same model 

from an online store, paying extra to have it Fed-ex’ed overnight to me.  



  

 

A lot extra, in fact, but it didn’t matter, as it was a gift I planned on presenting my Ms. 

with! 

 

And the weekend flew by in a blur, as I prepared my resignation letter that I’d be 

handing in to Katherine on Monday morning, and called up a friend, Tom, to whom I 

entrusted my car for the time being.  

 

He was an older guy about 35 years of age, formerly an enlisted Marine, and had 

travelled extensively on duty all over the world. He was also openly gay, a fact that 

never bothered me, and something that actually made me sit up and take note in terms 

of his frankness.  

 

I mean, it’s not easy to be openly gay in a military service, especially an ultra-macho 

one like the U.S. Marine Corps!  

 

Despite all the lip service given to “one’s sexual orientation doesn’t matter”, I knew 

damn well that it did matter in reality, and a person’s got to have guts in order to 

brave the barbs and worse that he probably encountered during his service, especially 

when he was at boot camp as a rookie.  

 

“Oh, just on a vacation to India”, I responded, when my friend asked me where I was 

headed.  

 

“I might ask you to look around for buyers for my car, Tom”, I went on. “I might be 

staying in India permanently”. 

 

“India?? Oh God!” he responded, as if I was going straight to Hell.  

 

“What’s wrong with India”, I responded, my tone slightly more acerbic than before. 

“Nice country, new culture, plenty of uh, beautiful women, and, uh…” 

 

I suddenly paused, feeling stupid. Here I was, defending a country I had never been 

to, much less knew anything about, except that it was my Perfect Ms’s nation of birth.  

 

And of course the Bollywood movies, the leggy Priyanka Chopra and the rest of the 

absolutely gorgeous women that Bollywood flicks seemed to have an abundance of, 

and perhaps “chicken tikka masala” but scant else! 

 

Tom laughed.  

 

“Don’t worry, Mike”, he said. “I’ll try and find a buyer for you... And…” 

 

“And what”, I said, knowing what he was about to say.  

 

“And, um, good luck with the lady, Mike!”  

 

I could tell he was curious to know more, but he knew me long enough to know that I 

would tell him on my own terms, not the other way around.  

 

That’s one thing about me, by the way.  



  

 

I’m essentially a private person, except of course when I’m with my Ms., who quite 

literally strips away any shreds of privacy I might even pretend to have, right down to 

my little white pecker! 

 

But I’m rather reserved otherwise, not really sharing my feelings and such with 

others, including close friends, unless I really have to.  

 

 “Thanks, Tom!” 

 

And we ended the conversation on that cordial note, me feeling perfectly comfortable 

leaving my car in Tom’s trust, as he was reliable, and could be trusted.  

  

I then spent Saturday night preparing my resignation letter to Katherine, not entirely 

comfortable with walking into her office and resigning so shortly after joining, but 

Ms. Priyanka was all that mattered to me at that point.  

 

She’ll probably be pissed, I thought. But who cares!  

 

I’m never going to be working at this office again, I thought, and to be honest, I’ll 

probably be working at my “real” job from now on in, which is to keep my Ms. 

happy, serving her hand and foot in her homeland, a white servant in a brown man’s 

nation, owned by a gorgeous Indian lady! 

 

Little did I know that I was not going to be seeing the last of Katherine, or Lady 

Katherine as I thought I would, in fact I’d have the (mis)fortune of meeting her just a 

few months later, right after I was introduced to doing and even enjoying something 

I’d never, ever, and I mean, ever have thought possible in my wildest dreams, even 

given my devotion to Ms. Priyanka… 

 

But again, that part of the story can wait! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

  CHAPTER THREE 
      

Back at Ms. Priyanka’s lovely feet 

 

And so it was that on Monday morning I walked into the office, looking as tired (or 

perhaps “disoriented” would be a better term to use here) as I was the other day when 

Katherine sent me home with strict instructions to relax.  

 

And though I had experienced a very wide range of emotions that weekend, arousal 

upper most amongst all of them, it certainly hadn’t been a relaxing weekend, what 

with the daily humiliation, orgasms, and so forth…not to mention eating my own 

cum, which was something that “haunted” me long after the actual act, various 

thoughts passing through my mind, some revolting, yet turning me on in a perverted 

manner.  

 

If I could eat my own cum, I could do anything she wanted me to do! 

 

And once in the office, I wonder what Katherine is going to say, I thought nervously.  

 

For a minute, I almost balked at handing in my resignation, wondering how to broach 

the issue to her.  

 

She had quite a fiery temper, and though I certainly didn’t expect her to ask me to get 

on my knees and apologize for resigning, either literally or figuratively, I was a bit 

wary of the barbs that I knew she was perfectly capable of delivering, her tongue 

forked and snaky when it wanted to be, many an annoying customer having felt the 

brunt of it before.  

 

I mean, it’s not every day that one’s boss sends one off on a vacation, and the 

employee shows up with a huge grin on his face (which, like it or not, I couldn’t wipe 

off my own despite my worry) and a resignation letter.  

 

And as anticipated, she wasn’t happy, especially not after the weekend she had, which 

I later learnt had not been the best, her ex-husband pestering her all weekend long for 

a financial “settlement” that they had apparently negotiated upon when separating.  

 

“So!”, she said, leaning back in her chair, my resignation letter in her hands, looking 

at me in an annoyed manner, the eyes angry and curious at the same time, and I half 

expected her to lean forward and smack me in the nuts with her knuckles as my Ms. 

might, though of course I knew that wasn’t going to happen.   

 

There are many different ways of using the word “So” as a starting point to a 

conversation, some signifying surprise, some happiness, and yet others pointing to 

bad things that might lie ahead.  

 

In this case, the “So!”, sounded like a harbinger of doom to me, at least at that point, 

and I nervously shifted positions in my chair, again sort of as if I had a bad case of 

ants in my pants.  

 



  

 

“So, I send you off on a vacation, and you return looking as exhausted as you were 

before, and yet happy, and in addition, this…” 

 

I nodded, it being the best I could do at that point.  

 

“Michael!” her voice rang out sharply making me sit up.  

 

“You do know that this sudden resignation will cause me problems, don’t you? The 

big boss is going to want to know why, and more importantly, how the fuck I am 

going to find someone at such short notice.”  

 

“And...” here she looked at me meaningfully, like a nurse might at a patient stricken 

with cancer of the lung, yet insistent upon smoking “just that one fag” a day.  

 

“I hope you realize the damage this does to your career, Michael. Quitting without 

notice despite it being in your contract is not the done thing!” 

And her anger was justified, I thought uncomfortably.  

 

But I couldn’t wait any longer. I just couldn’t! 

 

My Ms. was beckoning, and I didn’t care if the world fell apart, much less my career 

at that point. After all, my true job was to serve her! 

 

And I noticed Katherine looked at me in a strange sort of manner, the gaze almost 

inquisitive, sort of as she was looking at a large “roadkill” while driving on past.  

 

“Michael”, she began again, except this time in a calmer tone of voice.  

 

“Forget what I said about it harming your career. You’ve done more than your fair 

share here, and I for my part will be more than glad to give you future, positive 

references”.  

 

“But”, and here she paused again, looking at me in that meaningful way again, 

leaning back in her chair, the expression so commanding that I could almost picture 

her crossing her feet in my mind’s eye as I spoke.  

 

Feet with freshly painted toenails, as I had noticed, the black colour looking 

especially alluring when combined with the light brown sandals she had on, and the 

delicate white skin on her feet, the heel of the sandals clacking against her slightly 

cracked bare white heels as she walked ahead of me into her office… 

 

“But”, she continued. “I want to know what’s up! It’s not like you to leave like this, 

Michael. What the heck is up?” 

 

“Oh, nothing, Katherine”, I muttered, trying to find a way to change the topic and 

dodge the uncomfortable question I knew I’d have to answer at some point.  

 

She stared at me in a way that said “Cut out the B.S., Michael”.  

 



  

 

“Is it a girl, Michael”, she asked after a brief and probing stare, reading the situation 

as only a woman can.  

 

“Uh, no…yes, oh, I mean no”, I blurted out, honesty getting the better of me, but 

prudence warning me not to “reveal” my real reason for leaving the Company I had so 

faithfully served during my brief tenure.  

 

“Huh?” 

 

“Um, yes, Katherine, it’s…well, it’s nothing like that, you know. I did speak to 

Priyanka (and here, I found myself furiously slapping myself, wondering why on 

earth I was telling her), but…” 

 

“Priyanka?” she asked, her tone curious. “Your girlfriend?” 

 

“No, my…uh, something like that”, I stammered, thankful I wasn’t honest enough to 

tell Katherine that she was Ms. Priyanka, certainly no “girlfriend”, rather, my owner 

and Mistress supreme, demanding of a title no less lofty! 

 

And at that point I could tell Katherine wanted to know more.  

 

I could well imagine her slapping me across the face and asking me to reveal all in a 

more, well, acceptable setting, but this was the office, and she had to rein in her 

curiosity, albeit unwillingly.  

 

“Well, it’s your choice”, she said, shrugging her shoulders.  

 

“Best of luck with whatever you choose to do now, Michael. I wish you all the very 

best in your future endeavours, and let me know if you need any help!” 

 

“I certainly will, Katherine, and thanks. Best of luck to you too!” 

 

And as I rose to leave, glad the conversation was over, and about to head over to the 

Human Resources department to figure out mundane details (or so they seemed to me 

then, now that Ms. Priyanka was upper most in my thoughts) such as salary, pay for 

holiday time accrued etc., etc., she spoke again.  

 

“And Michael…” 

 

“Yes, Katherine”, not sure I entirely liked the way she was looking at me at that 

instant, sort of like the stare Ms. Priyanka directed at my pecker at times, as if to say 

“even these jokers have their uses!” 

 

“Stay in touch, will you?” she said, her blue eyes looking directly at me.  

 

“Yes, Katherine, I, uh, I’ll certainly do so”, I said.  

 

And she nodded, dismissing me with a polite smile.  

 



  

 

I rushed on over to the human resources department, where I filled out all the required 

forms, etc., and it was over within another hour.  

 

And then, I rushed back home to attend to the most important task of my day, which 

was to check my Gmail account, where as expected, I saw an air ticket to New Delhi, 

India awaiting me, a “red eye” flight as most of these international flights tend to be. 

 

I was to fly out on Friday that week, Ms. already having flown back to India from 

China on Monday.  

 

She had kept her word, as she always did! 

 

It was an Air India flight, I found myself idly thinking. Air India… 

 

Air India, the very same airline for whom her friend (at least back then, I wasn’t sure 

at this point) Madam Pooja, the somewhat overweight, yet sexy in an animal like way, 

lady that I had served hand and foot for a couple of days worked… 

 

I wonder if I’ll find her on that flight, I thought a slight tingle of excitement running 

through me.  

 

But on second thoughts, I hoped not. Wouldn’t do to have tossing drinks into my face 

and pinching my nipples mercilessly (and only she knew what else!) in front of an 

entire plane full of gawking onlookers! 

 

I dismissed the thought from my mind curtly.  

 

After all, I don’t even know if she still works for that airline! 

 

And Friday night rolled around quickly, the only other piece of news being that Tom 

had apparently had found a buyer for my car, who’d be buying it in “instalments”, 

something that worked fine for me at that point.  

 

Oh, that, and I was going to lose the deposit on my apartment for not giving one 

month’s prior notice, but that another small blip on what was otherwise a sunny radar 

for me.  

 

And so it was that I found myself at Huntsville International Airport, waiting for my 

flight at 3A.M., somewhat “red eyed” having had a few beers before I left, knowing 

they might be my last for a while, but excited as well.  

 

My flight was finally called, and I stood in line, waiting to board, idly noticing three 

airhostesses hurriedly proceeding from the airline in another line. The flight was 

delayed, and they were probably getting the seats etc., in order before the passengers 

embarked.  

 

Passengers are notoriously crabby these days, and a mere complaint would be enough 

for management to complain, though of course I didn’t know if that was the way it 

worked with Air India, an airline notorious for its bureaucracy, inefficiency, 

ineptitude, and general lack of care for its customers.  



  

 

All attributes that can be associated with most “government” agencies or government 

run companies (or airlines, for that matter) in India, such as Air India.  

 

And then I saw it. Oh, no, I thought, trying to “shrink” into the line, much like my 

pecker did after orgasm, the tiny little thing disappearing into the sparse pubic hair in 

my groin, as I noticed Madam Pooja making up the rear of the line (from which the 

final set of airhostesses were disembarking), looking as regal as ever.  

 

Probably annoyed too at having to clean up after the passengers, I found myself 

thinking idly as I cast my eyes down at the ground, not wanting her to notice me.  

 

And as if on cue, my line started moving, and I moved ahead quickly, eager to get on 

the place, much to the consternation of an older Indian lady in front  of me whose toes 

I accidentally stepped on in  my hurry, and she muttered irritably, something in Hindi 

I couldn’t quite catch, but the gist of it clear enough.  

 

But hurrying through the queue didn’t help me in any way, as I soon found out.  

 

Her eyes were idly scanning the queue in a boring and uninterested manner as she was 

leaving, and suddenly stopped as she saw me, surprise registering in those black 

pools.  

 

“You!” her voice rang out, as if I had no right to be there, boarding an airline, my 

place being in the kitchen or at a woman’s feet (which it was anyway, if you think 

about it).  

 

Her fellow air hostesses looked at her surprised, as did a few passengers in the line, 

casting strange glances our way, but not interrupting, the air hostesses eager to get 

home, and the passengers eager to board the plane.  

 

“Uh, Hi Pooja!” I muttered nervously hoping she wouldn’t say anything more than 

“Hi!” 

 

She stared at me, her eyes narrowing.  

 

“You!” she said again. “I didn’t expect you to be here!” 

 

Again, a somewhat strange statement if you think about it in isolation, given that this 

woman wasn’t in a relationship or even in close contact with me, and whether or not 

she “expected” me to anywhere should be none of my concern.  

 

But this wasn’t any woman. This was Madam Pooja, who I had served naked for more 

than two days! 

 

But I quickly gathered myself, the line thinning out, the airline impatiently calling for 

the stragglers (“remaining passengers”) to “please board so we can prepare for take-

off”.  

 



  

 

“Uh, I gotta go now, Pooja. Nice seeing you, and I’ll, uh, email you, and…”  I said 

sheepishly, scooting down the aisle to the plane, knowing fully well I didn’t have her 

email address.  

   

For a moment I thought she’d step down the aisle and yank me back by the balls, 

roughly demanding to know what I was doing there.  

 

But she did nothing of the sort, and the last glimpse I caught of her before boarding 

the plane (where a lovely Indian lady in a green and gold sari welcome me aboard) 

was of her whispering something to one of her colleagues, both of then looking at me 

in a strange fashion.  

 

And then, we finally took off, and I relaxed into my seat.  

 

It had started! 

 

 

     ****  

 

The fetid air swirled around me, as did the mosquitoes from the puddle of dirty water 

nearby in the backyard, as I woke up at 5:30 A.M. as I had been instructed to.  

 

I groaned as I woke up, not having slept well the night before.  

 

But then, I was still getting used to my new accommodations…the servant’s quarters 

in my Ms’s backyard, to be precise.  

 

I had massaged her feet for a few hours last night before she irritably kicked me away 

as she woke in the middle of the night as I accidentally shifted positions one too many 

times, literally kicking me out of her comfortable, air conditioned room into my 

“own” quarters, a tin shed out in the backyard, with nothing but a tin roof on it to 

“insulate” one from the heat, and a tiny electric fan at the side of the room.  

 

A dingy attached “squat” toilet, a small, dirty and cracked mirror hanging onto the 

wall, along with a rickety wooden “bed” (a collection of planks, if one were to be 

honest) and an equally rickety “chair” made up my room, where I was to “live” when 

I was not serving her.  

 

And incredible as it might sound, that is the sort of accommodation that most 

“domestic labour” in India is forced into, the majority of them unwilling females 

being forced to work at this most menial, disgusting and hitherto unprotected by any 

“laws” assuring a basic wage, fair treatment etc., live in exactly this sort of 

accommodation. 

 

It gets boiling hot in there during the long and hot Indian summers, and colder than a 

“nun’s tit” if I might use that Southern American expression during the winter, and 

like a cauldron during the monsoon seasons, the fan so ineffectual that it might not 

even be there.  

 



  

 

Either that, or the kitchen floor, or for the very generous, perhaps the floor on the 

living room, but nothing more.  

 

And my Ms. was more generous than most, I mused, as I hurriedly waddled over to 

the squat toilet, forcing myself into the uncomfortable position as I did my business, 

my thighs and knees aching as I forcibly sat in that position, grabbing a ledge to 

balance myself. 

 

But I also realized it was a far healthier option than using a Western style toilet, as 

this position “stimulates” the bowels far more than “sitting comfortably” does, and 

thus Indians, and Asians in general (at least those not accustomed to Western habit 

and/or diets) are far less afflicted with constipation and the resultant problems than 

Asians are.  

 

As I hurried into her palatial two story house, my duties firmly on my mind, it seemed 

like I’d been doing this for years, even though I had just landed in  India a day ago, 

Sunday evening to be precise, amazingly enough not as jet lagged as I thought I’d be, 

since I slept a lot on the flight.  

 

Sunday evening…! 

 

After landing at the airport, I passed through immigration, and was soon greeted by 

the seething cauldron that was the atmosphere of New Delhi, touts, beggars and 

“fakirs” (so called holy men looking for alms) all surrounding the “rich” (right!) white 

foreigner, demanding their share of money as if it were their right.  

 

I fought through the throng and managed to get a cab finally, the taxi driver finding 

my pronunciation of the word “Rohini” hilarious, but also far more courteous to me 

than a cabbie in Alabama would be to someone who couldn’t speak English.  

 

And things just happened after that, each event blurring into the next, occurrences 

merging oh-so-perfectly into each other as if this was all a giant jigsaw puzzle just 

waiting to fall into place! 

 

Which, thinking about it now, it probably was.  

 

My Ms. greeted me with a smile at the doorstep, as I stood there, looking at her 

awkwardly.  

 

She paid the cabbie off, me not having any Indian currency on me at that point, and 

we entered her house, closing the door behind us.  

 

Just the two of us, I remember thinking. 

Just the two of us again! 

 

And strangely enough, the first thing that happened was not me getting down on my 

knees, kissing her lovely, and now dusty feet, though I did want to do that as soon as I 

saw her.  

 

No.  



  

 

She turned, and looked at me, almost lovingly, almost like one might a long lost pet, 

to put it another way, a beloved pet that had served its owner so well over the years 

(except in our case it had only been a few weeks!).  

 

She had a huge smile on her lips, her knowing eyes sparkling with the knowledge that 

her slave, her bitch, her property as Madam Pooja had once written on my back was 

back! 

 

And suddenly, she hugged me, no words necessary at that point.  

 

No long and drawn out sighs at a long flight, or inquiring about jet lag, or anything of 

that nature.  

 

No long winded explanations on my part about layovers, annoying flight timings and 

the such.  

 

Just another one of those moments, where she hugged me deeply.  

 

“Oh, Michael…” she began, but it was all I needed.  

 

I bent, and did what I had been wanting to for so long, kissing her lovely feet all over.  

 

Oh God, her feet never smelt and tasted this good! 

 

And as I kissed, I “felt”, if that makes sense, her break into an even bigger smile, a 

triumphant and knowing expression on her face as she placed one foot on my head, 

pressing down hard.  

 

“Welcome home, boy!” 

 

And then, after a while, we chatted – or rather she spoke to me, as I listened 

attentively, as she outlined the rules again, me obediently sitting on the floor rubbing 

her left calf as she sat comfortably on her recliner in the balcony.  

 

The chastity cage clicked on, the click and “bite” on my penis familiar by now.  

 

And my orgasms were of course strictly controlled, as she took pleasure in reminding 

me again.  

 

“I don’t need to remind you that you don’t and won’t cum without my prior, express, 

permission, boy, do I”, she said, looking at me warningly.  

 

“No, Ms…Malkin”, I responded, feeling that “Malkin” was a far more appropriate 

term to use for her now that we were in India.  

 

She nodded approvingly.  

 

“And you’ll be learning Hindi, boy – without that fucking accent of yours, of course!” 

 



  

 

“Ji, Malkin”, I responded, excited at the thought of learning Hindi, a foreign language 

that I’ve always wanted to learn, right from my high school days, if just to 

communicate with the numerous pretty Indian girls I saw around me.  

 

And so forth. My Ms. did say that she would “warm me” up first before really 

pushing my limits, it being a foreign land, she reasoned.  

 

“You’ll need some time to acclimatize, boy…some time spent in your new 

accommodations, for one!” 

 

She giggled.  

 

“And definitely when you use the bathroom!”  And here, she giggled again, before 

continuing.  

“Servants in India don’t use the bathrooms in the house, Michael, only the servant’s 

bathroom outside, you know, that squatter attached to your room…” 

 

It wouldn’t matter if she had asked me to shit in the jungle as many Indians actually 

did, and I kissed her feet reverently, agreeing.  

 

“Kanta bai duty pe lagi hai”, she finished, smirking at me as I massaged her feet.  

 

This confused me, the only word that I understood being “duty”, but she had grown 

tired of explaining the Hindi words to me by then, and kicked me in the ribs once, 

turning on the T.V. as I rubbed her feet.  

 

These thoughts, and more, flashed through my mind as I gently entered her bedroom 

at 6:30 A.M. sharp, which is when she woke up on weekdays, the extra half hour 

allowing her to prepare for the workday ahead, as opposed to 7 A.M. on weekends.  

 

Yes, my Ms. was still an early riser, for those who are wondering! 

 

And she lay there, asleep, as I remembered how I’d been ordered to massage her feet 

last night until she fell asleep, which must have taken a couple of hours at the very 

least.  

 

Combined with my slight jet lag, and the fact I hadn’t done this for anyone in ages, it 

was only natural to expect me to “slack off” in the middle of my duties, a fact she 

didn’t quite like, irritably poking me into the groin as I shifted positions, or paused to 

give my fingers a break.  

 

“Zor se (harder!)”, she’d command as my fingers worked her arches, desperate for a 

break, my cock raging within the cage it had been put into again,  

 

My “lund” as it was called in Hindi, feeling a strange sense of excitement run through 

me at the thought of the foreign language I was being made to learn rather rapidly, a 

word that women didn’t generally use except when with close friends as opposed to 

men who bandied it about as if it were the most natural thing to do, and a word that 

sounded especially sexy when she said it, those lovely lips pursing as she uttered the 

“lu (pronounced “lu-uh-nd”)” syllable that began the word.  



  

 

And finally she had enough, kicking me out irritably as I disturbed her as yet not 

sound sleep one times too many.  

 

And now, as I entered, tired and aching all over from the hard bed I had “slept” on for 

a few hours, the heat and humidity unlike anything I had experienced before, an 

erection built as I noticed the lovely lady in the centre of the bed, sleeping on her 

stomach just as I remembered her, one beautiful, shapely leg poking out of the 

blanket, the soles of her feet staring at me.  

 

Soles that were as beautiful as ever, soles that called out to me to get down and lick 

them until she commanded me to stop, soles that I desperately wanted to kiss, 

massage, and care for her, the pedicures she was getting in India clearly not as good 

as the ones I administered, at least from the looks of her heels which were starting to 

crack.  

 

But then again, that’s to be expected, I thought.  

 

She didn’t have her slave with her all these days, a slave whose sole job was to take 

care of her from head to toe… 

 

And I bent to the task I so enjoyed doing, my cock screaming as the spikes of the 

chastity device bit into the reed like, almost brittle, shaft of my cock, at the same time 

pulling down on my nut sack in a painful fashion, as I gently lifted the blanket off her, 

and turned the air-conditioner to a comfortable 22 degrees Celsius, up from the 20 

degrees it was at when she was covered with a thick blanket.  

 

A soft, velvety blanket that stood out in sharp contrast to the dry, ragged and torn 

blanket I had been provided with, though of course the heat meant I did not need it at 

that point.  

 

I parted the cheeks of her ass ever so gently, the smell a bit revolting even though I 

was turned on by it, and familiar as well. As I did this, I kissed each cheek gently, 

mentally thanking them for the opportunity I was getting.  

 

Her ass cheeks, those lovely, firm, well-shaped ass… 

 

Oh, Ms. I thought, as her lovely asshole, the same one that I had worshipped so often 

before beckoned me, the walls of her anal passage almost glistening, as I applied 

myself to the task I had so wanted to do ever since she had left.  

 

Oh, my lovely Goddess, my owner, I thought, as my tongue eagerly probed her 

asshole, the musty, rank smell enveloping my nostrils, as if she hadn’t cleaned the 

area well enough, but I didn’t care.  

 

I’m there to clean it, I thought. That’s my job, not hers. Those lovely fingers of her 

should never have to touch an asshole, even if it’s hers! 

 

I lapped away like a dog, as she slowly woke with moans of delight, clearly enjoying 

this.  

 



  

 

“Oh, God!” she gasped, as the familiar sensations of pleasure ran through her, as she 

reached behind and roughly shoved my face into her ass, just like old times.  

 

“Oh, you fucking bitch”, she moaned. “You don’t know how much I missed this”.  

 

And I licked her as she relaxed and writhed with pleasure for a few minutes, before it 

abruptly ended, as she farted powerfully as I licked her.   

 

The stench was overpowering and unbearable, rotten eggs being the first thing 

(amongst many) that came to mind, and I involuntarily drew my head back, expecting 

a slap to the face for doing so, but unable to help myself.  

 

And the moment was broken, as she too was surprised, finally bursting out laughing.  

 

“I should punish you for that, bitch”, she said, turning over, and lightly slapping my 

face with her foot.  

 

“But at least now you know what I meant earlier about making it easier to go after an 

ass licking from you, bitch! Sure enough remedy for constipation, as I once think I 

said!”  

 

She laughed heartily, as I stared at her lovely soles, still enveloped in the desire than 

had taken hold of me while servicing her anally, wanting to pleasure her more, 

wanting to her bring her to orgasm… 

 

But she roughly pushed me away.  

 

“Get my bottle of water, boy!” 

 

And I got her a bottle of Bisleri mineral water (the Indian equivalent of Evian) as she 

drank thirstily, and proceeded to the bathroom.  

 

“Boy!” the call rang out a short while later as I made her bed, and I knew what I had 

to do.  

 

Or at least I thought I knew what I had to do! 

 

As I entered the bathroom, I noticed something strange.  

 

My lovely Ms. was not standing there impatiently, legs spread wide and elbows on the 

bathroom sink as I might have expected her to.  

 

She was still sitting on the commode, reading a book which she had taken with her to 

the toilet (another one of those “manly” habits which I see no reason a woman 

shouldn’t adopt as well!), her painted toenails almost beckoning me to kiss them, 

and… 

 

And in a flash, it struck me, and I cursed myself for forgetting.  



  

 

When she had introduced me to my living quarters the last evening, shortly after I 

arrived at her place, I noticed there was no toilet paper in the attached bathroom (more 

like an outhouse, and a “squatting” style outhouse at that). 

 

“Indians don’t use toilet paper, boy, at least most of us don’t and certainly not the 

servants!” 

 

“Huh?” 

 

And she went on to explain that that Indians washed themselves back there “with their 

left hand”, much like I heard ancient Arabs used to, except they used to “wipe” rather 

than wash.  

 

This, to me, was the most revolting thing I could think of by far.  

 

Far, far more revolting than eating my own cum, rubbing my cock on a dirty shoe, 

even more so than wiping her dirty ass right after she “went”.  

 

What Indians, again, those not accustomed to Western habits, generally do (and this 

holds true for ALL levels of Indians) is pour a mug of water down their backsides, 

and wash with their left hand, as opposed to wiping their ass with toilet paper, and 

then immediately wash their hands with strong soap to remove all traces of germs, 

although to the Western mind, “removing germs” would be the last thing that one 

would think of after doing such a thing.  

 

But when one thinks about it, it is actually a far cleaner habit than in the West.  

 

Washing with water and one’s hand ensures there’s no “bits and pieces of toilet 

paper” sticking to one’s ass all day long, and certainly cleaner than wiping with a 

“corn cob” as is rumoured to be done in some parts of the American South, even to 

this day! 

 

It might sound more disgusting, but Indians, and Asians in general, have been doing it 

this way for centuries, the relatively modern concept of toilet paper not catching on 

here until very recently, and even then usually shunned, most Indians preferring to use 

a “shower” attached next to the toilet for that purpose, washing either solely with the 

shower, or the hand after the shower.  

 

And most poor Indians simply use a mug of water and their hands in conjunction, a 

Western style toilet with an attached shower being a luxury they just do not have.  

 

“Hurry up, boy! I don’t have all day!” the voice resounded out impatiently.  

 

And I moved to the back of the toilet, and gingerly picked up the shower, as she 

shifted position slightly to allow me to first wash her asshole with the shower alone, 

and then rub my fingers over her asshole while the water was blasting out of the 

shower, and make sure it was spotlessly clean.  

 

The task revolted me, perhaps more so than cleaning her ass with paper, but I also 

knew at the back of my mind that this resulted in a cleaner asshole for her.  



  

 

And as I did this, she put her book down, grinning with delight when I was done, and 

going to the sink as she pointed to a small tap by the toilet, the tap over the drain in 

the bathroom actually beside which a small bar of Dettol soap lay.  

 

I washed my hands, the smell from the un-flushed toilet overpowering, and then 

hurriedly flushed the toilet, watching the waste disappear down the basin, and making 

sure the toilet was flushed properly so as to not incur further displeasure from my Ms.  

 

She laughed as she brushed her teeth, and tossed a soft hand towel at me as I knelt 

obediently by her, waiting for her to finish brushing her teeth so I could clean up after 

her, knowing she’d delight in making as much of a mess as she could.  

 

My Goddess, I thought, a powerful feeling of servility running through me, wanting to 

kiss her hamstrings, her feet, her knees, every part of her, even the asshole I had just 

cleaned… 

 

A smack to the face brought me out of my most enjoyable reverie, a voice sounding in 

the distance (which to be honest, it had before as well).  

 

“Wipe, boy! Can’t you fucking hear?”  

 

And she spread her cheeks, after which I wiped her ass with the soft towel, following 

which we spoke.  

 

“You’ll handwash those towels, boy! Nothing but the cleanest towels for your Ms, 

boy – what do you say?” 

 

“Yes, Ms.”, I said, unable to control myself any longer, planting a long kiss on her left 

ass cheek, followed by one on her right.   

 

I also noticed her asshole looked far cleaner than if I had wiped it clean with toilet 

paper, the water along with my fingers doing the job far better than even the best and 

softest of toilet paper could.  

 

Oh, Ms., Perfect Ms. Priyanka, I thought reverently.  

 

“Thank you, Ms.!”, I said, planting more kisses on her willing butt cheeks.  

 

“Thank you so much!” 

 

She laughed again, between mouthfuls of toothpaste, spitting noisily as she spoke, 

some stray drops falling on my face, tricking down the bridge of my nose.  

 

“This is how I should live, boy. Like royalty, or even better, with a servant to wash 

my ass as I read my book, and then wipe it dry!” 

 

She continued, starting to rinse her mouth.  

 

“I was going to punish you for not massaging my feet properly last night, but I’ll let it 

go – this once, boy”.  



  

 

The words “this once” hung menacingly in the air, as I kissed her ass yet again, 

apologizing for being tardy.  

 

“We’ll see”, she said, as I attempted to assure her I wouldn’t make the same mistake 

twice.  

 

And then, with those words, she smacked me once again, and headed to the living 

room with a curt “bring the coffee fast, bitch”, as I hurriedly cleaned up and then 

rushed to the kitchen where her strong black coffee was already percolating.  

 

I brought her coffee to her a short while later, along with the morning paper, and she 

threw her feet up on the coffee table, clicking her fingers, burying herself in the paper.  

 

And I massaged her feet for a while before she got up, and I served her breakfast, 

eggs and toast along with more coffee, bacon not being readily available in India.  

 

She finished, pushing the tray away with a huge smile on her lips, something that 

warmed the very cockles of my heart.  

 

My Ms. was happy again, I thought. Happy again! 

 

“Lay out the black trousers, a formal shirt, and underwear, bitch”, she said, obviously 

heading to take a shower.  

 

This was usually not what she’d wear, of course, and before I outline what she 

normally wore, some explanation is in order.  

 

Something I found to be extremely alluring in India was the way the local women 

dressed, including my Ms. most of the times (except at home, when she usually 

preferred Western clothing).  

 

Women in India dress rather “conservatively”, usually either in elegant, colourful, one 

piece garments (saris) which as I’ve stated in the previous narrations are one of the 

most flattering pieces of attire any woman can don.  

 

Or, they wear loose, and again colourful, “salwar kameez”, basically a long, loose 

flowing top and and “pajama pants” combo, exposing basically just the feet, hands 

and maybe a bit of back, along with the face, of course.  

 

But much like the all-encompassing “burka” in the Arab world, which only draws the 

men’s attention to those “pivotal” parts of a lady, the eyes, the ankles (albeit a quick 

flash), the feet, and the hands, the so called conservative traditional Indian attire did 

just the same for me, except on a far deeper level.  

 

And Ms. enjoyed this as well, noting that though I could barely see her legs most of 

the time, the mere sight of her feet poking out from her “salwar” (bottom portion of 

the salways kameez) would set me off, causing me to fall at her feet and literally lick 

the dust and grime of India’s streets (and believe there’s a lot of that in India!) of her 

lovely feet as she kicked them up carelessly at the end of a long day.  

 



  

 

Sometimes, she’d kick her sandals or high heels off, and lay face down on the bed, 

demanding a back (and then more) massage, her sari showing off just the right 

amount of back as I lovely kneaded the tired back muscles as she relaxed, ignoring me 

for the most part.  

 

Her favourite footwear in India was actually “jootis”, an ethnic shoe reminiscent of 

the type of footwear ancient Royalty and nobles in India used to wear, soft and 

comfortable, showing very little of the foot except the sole.  

 

Of course, the soft material used in this “jootis” meant two things.  

 

One, way stinkier and dirtier feet than if the normal high heels or business shoes were 

worn.  

 

And two, the dirt and grime just stuck to the soles a lot more than they would for 

normal shoes.  

 

I remember many a Sunday afternoon (even after the first week) spent squatting, 

Indian style on haunches in the hot balcony on her second floor, while she lay behind 

me on a recliner, a powerful electric fan behind her, her lovely hair billowing in the 

breeze, one leg lazily poised outside the recliner.  

 

A leg that would deliver idle kicks to my ass as I squatted in the uncomfortable 

position, as I scrubbed each speak of dirt off her shoes, including the jooti’s with an 

old toothbrush, as she either idly supervised me, sipping on some chilled wine, or 

spoke with friends.  

 

Friends that included… 

 

Oh, Ok, I know – I’ll get to that part later! 

 

She emerged from the shower, looking radiant and  beautiful, and I helped her on with 

her underwear, carefully holding the garment loose so all she had to do was step into 

it, and assisted her with the shirt as well, holding the sleeves out for her as a personal 

servant might for her Queen.  

 

And then, the pants, and the socks, and the usual kiss to her lovely feet, after which 

she ordered me to fetch her shoes, in this case high heels, as well as her briefcase.  

 

I carried her briefcase out to her car after that, and handed it to the driver, who took it 

from curiously, wondering why this white foreigner was carrying “Madam’s” 

briefcase, something that is associated with servility in India, but not knowing me 

well enough to ask.  

 

And that was our normal morning routine on weekdays.  

 

She’d leave for work after that, usually immersed in a phone call or the morning paper 

as either the driver or me would hold the back door open for her, and shut it after she 

got in, following which the car would roar off in a haze of fumes into the crazy 

morning traffic in New Delhi.  



  

 

I’d busy myself with household chores during the day, making sure the house was in 

perfect order for my owner when she arrived in the evenings, tired, hungry and 

irritable from the day’s stresses.  

 

At night, I’d rub her feet, or wash them as she instructed, and have dinner waiting for 

her when she arrived home, following which she’d eat first, and then retire to the 

living room or the bedroom depending upon her preference.  

 

I’d hurriedly stuff a few morsels down my throat before heading to her room again. 

She usually went to bed around 9 P.M., and I’d hear the command, uttered oh so 

regally… 

 

“Per daba! (rub my feet!)”, and nothing more, other than a few curt instructions as she 

turned over to her favourite positions and wrapped her blanket around her, the air-

conditioning full blast around her, and me kneeling at the foot of her bed with only 

her soles (or one sole, depending) for company and a bottle of lotion.  

 

“Mere sone ke bad tu bhi ja kar so jaiyo!” would generally be her final command, 

basically a rude way of saying “you can get the fuck to sleep only once and after I fall 

into a deep sleep!) 

 

I’d massage her feet as she lay there, completely ignoring me for the most part until 

she fell asleep, after which I’d tidy up, and then head out on tip toes to my own 

“room”.  

 

Some nights, she’d order me to sleep on the floor by her, at her beck and call the 

entire night, with her slippers by my head as I slept.  

 

And that was exactly how our first week together passed by, with me waiting on her 

hand and foot like I did back in the States, and like I was meant to, the only difference 

here being it was India, and that she was now a successful business woman in her own 

right, as opposed to an ambitious college student.  

 

Her success turned me on, not just because it allowed her many luxuries of life that 

ordinary Indians couldn’t afford (such as expensive wine, eating out, her own two 

storied house in a prime location of Delhi, where real estate prices, if not the services 

gotten for those prices rival those in New York, a personal driver, etc etc).  

 

No, that was NOT the main reason!  

 

The main reason was the power, the sheer sense of control that emanated from her 

now.  

 

It was visible in every sphere of life, right down to her dealings with her driver, who, 

though she never raised her voice at him, always jumped up from whatever it was he 

was doing, addressing her as “Madam” (as is the custom in India) and rushing to her 

service, carrying her briefcase when I wasn’t, and so forth.  

 

She was in control of her life, FULL control, a young, 23 year old woman with the 

world literally at her feet, and she enjoyed it.  



  

 

As it should be! 

 

Now don’t get me wrong, this dominant streak and control was always there within 

her, finally unleashed that one “fateful” night when I mustered up the guts to ask if I 

could massage her feet, but it was way more pronounced now, and in a subtle, “you 

know it’s there” manner rather than an “in your face” way, which made it all the more 

alluring.  

 

And life went on as if in a dream, as if I had never left my Ms. (or more accurately, as 

if she had never left me).  

 

And it was only going to get better! 

 
 

 

 

 

 



  

 

   CHAPTER FOUR 
      

Kanta Bai 

 

It was a hot Friday evening as I adjusted my ill-fitting, faded sari, as well as my 

blouse (all cast offs from Ms. Priyanka, of course!) and slipped my plain white 

“chappals” (Hindi for flip flops) on. 

 

The “chappals” actually did belong to a previous maid of Madam’s, a lady she had 

employed for a white, but who had left after a few months for her hometown, unable 

to bear the heat and pollution of Delhi, and apparently preferring to work her fields at 

home rather than clean people’s homes in Delhi.  

 

And thinking about it, I couldn’t blame her, I thought.  

 

Hard manual labour is not something everyone enjoys, of course, but there is dignity 

in hard manual labour, be it construction work, farming, or merely heavy lifting and 

unloading such as done on docks.  

 

Not to mention the physical stamina and fitness developed from doing such work, as 

opposed to doing housework, which admittedly does give the hips and back a 

somewhat good workout, not to mention the legs, the constant squatting required in 

most households in India either while mopping the floor or just sitting around, 

domestic help in India not being allowed to use the family furniture in most cases.  

 

But it’s a mundane, boring and most of all, humiliating existence, and the “benefits” 

of the staid exercise quickly grow old, as does the work, repetitive cleaning and 

mopping, sweeping, and generally treating one’s owners like Kings (or Queens, as the 

case might be).  

 

Mundane and boring for most, I should I say… but apparently not a crazy American 

with a desire to serve Indian women as if they were Goddesses meant to be served, 

revered, admired and worshipped, their every whim being a command for said person 

– me! 

 

My Ms. had recently grown tired of me walking around the house in a t-shirt and 

jeans (albeit old, faded ones), and had ordered me to revert to wearing a bra and 

nothing else other than the chastity belt, as I outlined in the previous narration.  

 

And while this kept her interest for a while, easy access to my nipples, red and 

swollen by now from her constant tweaks and turns being the major turn on for her, 

she quickly desired a more…shall we say, traditional form of servitude, right down to 

the clothing.  

 

Given that we were in India physically with maids all around us, it was only a matter 

of time before she decided I’d have to dress up as a maid, and stay that way unless 

otherwise ordered to by my Ms.  

 

And not a French maid either, as you might imagine.  

 



  

 

No, a bona-fide Indian maid-cum-bitch, replete with – yes, you guessed it – a garish 

red colour of nail polish on my fingers and toes, and lipstick on my lips, but not much 

in the way of “attractive clothing”.  

 

Much like a prostitute abandoned on the streets, and my Ms. delighted in this attire.  

 

In fact she was so happy at the sight of a sari clad man serving her at her feet, a white 

boy submissive to her every desires, a quick flick of his fingers sending him running 

to the kitchen, sari billowing behind him as she guffawed, that she even ordered him 

not to wear any footwear in the house, just like a traditional maid in India is expected 

to.  

 

And I fervently thank my lucky stars every day without fail that she at least allows me 

to wear my old T-shirt and jeans when I leave the house – I can just imagine what 

would happen if she didn’t! 

 

And that Friday evening, she called me into her living room where she was working 

on her laptop, feet up on the coffee table, a lovely green nail polish on her toes, polish 

that I had painstakingly applied the night before.  

 

“Kanta bai!” 

 

The call echoed across the hall into the kitchen, and I hurriedly wiped my hands on 

my apron, and made my way to the living room.  

 

And here, I can almost see some of my readers reproachfully shaking their heads, 

wondering what the term means, and why I responded to that term, and tut-tutting at 

my tardiness in terms of tangible explanation, no doubt.  

 

Mei culpa, dear reader.  

 

“Bai” is a crude term for “maid” (either a live in or day maid) in India, and “Kanta” is 

a common, “lower class” name in India for women. Sort of like saying “plain Jane” in 

English, except her the “Kanta” had derogatory connotations, and anyone that’s lived 

in India for any length of time will know what I am saying.  

 

In short, calling someone a “bai” is somewhat, if not extremely humiliating, even if 

the person (being called) is named Kanta in reality, and one which a lot of maids in 

India hear on a daily basis, growing immune to the humiliation and going about their 

work in their usual stony faced manner, inwardly cursing their Mistresses.  

 

I entered, and bowed respectfully as I had been taught to.  

  

“Ji, Malkin. Hukm kijiye, Malkin (“hukm kijiye” roughly translated into English 

means order me).  

 

“Hmm”, she nodded approvingly, running a calculating eye over me. “Your Hindi has 

improved, boy!”, she continued in English.  

 



  

 

And it had, as I made a conscious effort to learn the language on a daily basis. And it 

wasn’t really that hard, I thought, once one put one’s mind to it, except for the darn 

accent, which was something I thought I’d never master, and… 

 

“Except for the accent, of course!” giggled Ms. 

 

“Paye Lagu, Malkin”, she continued doing her best imitation of my accent, looking 

straight into my eyes, as I reddened, and she cracked up, knowing the effect she was 

having on me.  

 

And she changed tacks abruptly, as was her wont.  

 

“Idha aa! (Come here, said rudely)” 

 

I knelt by her and squatted in the by-now familiar position, holding my sari up like I’d 

seen the Indian maids squatting in the nearby park do, and she burst out laughing 

again.  

 

“God, I can’t get enough of this shit!” 

 

And she clicked a picture of me, one of the dozens she had on her phone, in various 

humiliating positions and attires.  

 

“Now listen to me, boy…Kanta (here she sniggered briefly)”.  

 

“Ji, Malkin”, I said, all ears.  

 

“You’ve heard me talk about Jyoti, haven’t you?” 

 

I certainly had, I thought. Jyoti was her secretary, her “official” Man Friday if you 

would, a loyal and efficient employee, and I often felt the two women shared a 

personal, somewhat friendly relationship as well in addition to the boss-employee 

dynamic at the office.  

 

“Han Ji, Malkin ji”, I responded, my voice low and respectful as always.  

 

“Well, she’s been having trouble at the home lately. Her asshole husband is giving her 

a hard time about things, and his drinking has increased to the point where it’s getting 

to be nigh intolerable”, she continued.  

 

“You know how Indian men can be, bitch”, she continued.  

 

Again, I nodded in the affirmative.  

 

“Men in general, Ms.” I said, a vague sense of unease building within me. Where was 

this going? Hopefully not… 

 

“Right” 

 



  

 

“And so”, she continued, “I’ve invited her over tomorrow for snacks and a few drinks, 

boy. So she can have a relaxing evening for a change, which she deserves”.  

 

“And…” here she looked at me, her lovely eyes mocking me, daring me to respond, 

but of course I didn’t! 

 

“And”, she continued, giggling again, “so she can enjoy being served by Kanta bai 

here, who she knows about”.  

 

Oh no, I thought inwardly. Not another “party”! 

 

Though I must admit I had enjoyed the last party in parts, a lot of it was stuff I did not 

enjoy, especially that kick to the nuts which Madam Mansi had administered, and 

especially not the part where I was massaging my own cum into the ladies’ feet, not 

once, but twice! 

 

In fact, the orgasm had been the only pleasurable part of it, and that too fleetingly, as 

Ms. locked me up instantly after each orgasm.  

 

“Boy!” her voice rang out. “Pay attention, you fucking idiot!” 

 

I bent halfway, and kissed her soles, crossed over each other on the coffee table.  

 

“Maf kijiye Malkin (Maf Kijiye roughly translates to a polite version of “pardon 

me”). I’m very sorry, Ms. I…” 

 

She impatiently pushed me away from her divine soles, a sweet and alluring smell of 

peppermint coming from them, the skin now as soft as a baby’s backside.  

 

“Make sure there are plenty of samosas and kachoris for us” she continued hurriedly, 

as if wanting to get back to her work.  

 

“And wine aplenty, of course”, she said as if as an add-on, something that I should 

already know by now.  

 

“Of course, I don’t have to tell you how to address her, do I boy?”, she finished, her 

tone implying she didn’t.  

 

“No, of course not Ms. She is Madam Jyoti to me, my superior as all women are, but 

only you are my owner, Ms!” I said, bending forward and kissing her lovely soles 

again.  

 

“Her wish will be my command, Ms.” I continued, inhaling the divine smell of her 

feet as if were rare French perfume.  

 

And suddenly, I felt a rush of extreme devotion, and I prostrated myself fully on the 

floor in front of her, and this surprised her, though she didn’t say anything initially.  

 

“I’m your bitch, Ms. Priyanka, Perfect Ms. Priyanka’s worthless bai”, I babbled, as 

she put her foot on my back, the words just flowing out of me, as emotion overtook 



  

 

me and I could feel a sense of approval on her face, though again of course, I couldn’t 

actually see her.  

 

“Your servant, your slave, your devoted footboy…”, I went on, as she gently pressed 

her foot on my neck, indicating she was pleased, but that enough was enough.  

 

“Off with you now, bitch!” 

 

She turned back to her work as I got up to leave, kissing her soles again as I left, and 

as I did so, I saw her looking at me out of the corner of her eye, a satisfied expression 

on her face.  

 

And energised by my Ms’s loving, yet stern look, I went about my tasks, and Saturday 

evening approached before I knew it, me barefoot in my sari, and Ms. in a pair of 

shorts and T-shirt, attire that showed off her toned and tanned figure to full effect.  

 

The doorbell rang around 5:30 P.M, and I went to open it. 

 

A somewhat stout Indian woman, probably around the same age as Ms. Priyanka 

stood in front of me, dressed in a sari, the type where the arms are completely visible 

and so is the stomach (revealing a little extra padding around her waist), but little else. 

She had high heels on from what I could tell, and as soon as I opened the door, she 

gaped at me, as if inspecting a particularly strange specimen of lizard from the forests 

of South America.  

 

And before I knew it, she was spluttering with laughter as I folded my hands and 

greeted her respectfully with a “Namaste, Madam Jyoti”, as she entered, and I bent to 

take off her footwear.  

 

She involuntarily moved her foot back, still laughing out loud.  

 

“Kya… (What)…what the fuck!”, she finally said, as I remained on my knees in front 

of her, waiting for her to extend her foot.  

 

“That’s Kanta bai, Jyoti”, Ms. called out cheerfully from the living room as if she was 

announcing the scores of the latest cricket matches on television.  

 

“To Tu hai Kanta (so you are Kanta)!” responded Madam Jyoti, looking down at me, 

contempt and derision writ large across her face, expressions that were quickly 

replaced by amusement.  

 

“Chal! Sandal utar, Kanta bai! (Come on! Take off my sandals!)” she said, her tone 

almost as imperious as Ms’s, extending a surprisingly dainty, yet dirty foot to me, as I 

removed her high heels and placed each foot in my hands, kissing the toes reverently 

as I did for all female visitors to the house.  

 

“Oh God!” she laughed again, and made her way to the living room where Ms was 

already ready to greet her, and the two women hugged, while I looked on stupidly, the 

high heels by my side giving me company, old footwear that had seen better days, I 

thought…  



  

 

“Boy! Fetch us some snacks and drinks!” roared Ms., clearly annoyed at me still there 

on my knees, and I hurriedly rose to do her bidding.  

 

And as I entered the living room with a plateful of said snacks, the two ladies were 

sitting there, engaged in animated conversation, apparently about Jyoti’s husband.  

 

“What an ass”, Ms. Priyanka was saying.  

 

“A drunken buffoon”, Madam Jyoti agreed, as I quietly placed the snacks in front of 

them and prepared to withdraw.  

 

But not so quickly, as Madam Jyoti demanded that she get a better look at me, and I 

stood in front of her, as she pointed at me and said something in rapid fire Hindi to 

my Ms. which I didn’t understand. I was clearly providing her with her amusement 

for the night though, judging by her loud squeals of laughter! 

 

“What does he look like under that sari, Ma’am?” she asked (using the term “Ma’am 

not in a submissive manner, but as a subordinate might address a superior at work, 

something which is quite normal in most Indian offices until this day).  

 

“Let’s find out” giggled my Ms. “Off with all that shit, boy!” 

 

I hesitated, but the warning look in Ms’s eyes told me resistance would not only be 

futile, it would be quite painful! 

 

And much like Drapaudi, the “unwilling wife being disrobed” by the bad guys in the 

Indian epic the Mahabharata, I undressed, ever mindful of Jyoti’s stares and constant 

giggles, something which caused my cheeks to turn bright red with sheer 

embarrassment.  

 

But unlike Draupadi, whose “sari” turned out to be a never ending one, loops and 

loops of clothing appearing out of nowhere much to the dismay of the bad guys who 

tried in vain to “disrobe” her, my sari was quickly off and so was my blouse, 

revealing me in all my “glory”, chastity device in full view.  

 

“Oh, lord!” spluttered Madam Jyoti again. “What the…” 

 

“It’s actually something you should do to your dumb arse husband, Jyoti”, responded 

my Ms. “Here, boy, come here”, she said, crocking a finger at me.  

 

I went over to her, and she tweaked my nipples expertly, causing my dick to harden, 

and an involuntary gasp of pain to escape my lips as the prongs on the chastity device 

did their job.  

 

Ms. giggled.  

 

“See, it’s so easy to control him. These are the “controllers”, and this”, she said, 

pointing to my cock head “is his little pea sized brain, and…” 

 



  

 

And they both burst out laughing as Ms. dismissed me, and I went to the fridge to 

fetch the wine, my “tail” literally between my legs as I left.  

 

The evening wound on, as both ladies chatted, comfortably ensconced in the couches 

in the living room, as I squatted on my haunches the next to them, the obsequious 

servile maid, or “bai” as I had gotten used to being called at their service! 

 

This “vantage” position allowed me to get a great look at Madam Jyoti’s feet, which 

while obviously having seen a pedicurist in recent times, could do with some 

attention, the cracked heels in particular holding my attention.  

 

There was something stuck on to her sole as well, something that seemed like a smear 

of… 

 

And I felt a soft “thing” hit my face, instantly realizing it was a samosa that Ms. had 

thrown at me from the couch, her aim perfect as usual, hot potato (the main ingredient 

in samosas) all over my face instantly.  

 

“Pallu se poch le, Kanta”, giggled Madam Jyoti, which literally translates means “use 

the “sash” of the sari to wipe your face off!” 

 

And then she said something to Ms. who smiled and agreed, though I wasn’t sure 

what she had agreed to.  

 

“Idhar aa, Kanta”, said Madam Jyoti in a playful tone.  

 

“Talwe chat! (Lick my soles)”, she continued, as Ms. looked on approvingly.  

 

Now, normally this would have been a routine task for me, but as I got closer to her 

pretty feet, dusty and careworn, I noticed it was anything but, as I noticed specks of 

cow dung on both her soles, no doubt from India’s dirty roads where animals of every 

nature piss and shit as if it were the jungle – something which didn’t surprise me 

considering a lot of Indian men pissed openly in the street as well, sometimes right 

outside public bathrooms at that! 

 

And I hesitated, obviously NOT wanting to get the nasty sludge on her feet anywhere 

near my mouth! 

 

Ms. noticed my hesitation and frowned, but she soon understand what the issue was, 

as she looked at her friend’s heels.  

 

“You heard her, boy!” she said, giggling helplessly, but in a manner that understood 

she understood my predicament, and didn’t actually want me to lick cow dung! 

 

That’s the thing about a truly dominant woman by the way, one that actually cares 

about her “property”. She knows where to draw the line, and my Ms. drew the line at 

“scat play” of any nature, knowing the inherent risks of indulging in said activities.   

 

And I knew she’d never do anything to harm me permanently, so I trusted her 

implicitly as well.  



  

 

In short, that is what separates the “experts” from the “wannabes” in this field, if I 

might term it as that... 

 

And while I started at her friend’s soles, Madam Jyoti roughly pulled my face near to 

her feet, and I felt a sharp pressure on the bridge of my feet as she wiped her heels on 

hair, the cowdung sticking to every bit of my hair, my hair matting instantly.  

 

Now, for those that don’t know, here’s another “disgusting” fact about India. Cow 

dung is literally used to “make” things in India, including walls of houses that people 

live in, and you’ll find people actually moulding fresh cow dung as if it were clay, as 

part of their regular jobs in India! 

 

Gross, I know, but apparently not to folks here, who are so used to it they just walk 

past without batting an eyelid! 

 

And the smell of dried cow dung is something that never goes away fast, something I 

realized with a sinking heart.  

 

“Ab chat! (Lick it now!)”, she ordered, laughing. “And make sure your fucking hair 

doesn’t get near my feet!”, she followed up in English.  

 

I licked her petite soles thoroughly, the grime sticking to her feet smelling like sweet 

roses to me compared to the stench from my hair, even though it was just a little bit of 

cow dung that she had wiped on to my hair, sort of like a door mat.  

 

And as I did this, she leant back in the couch, closing her eyes and spoke after what 

seemed like an eternity.  

 

“God, this feels so good!” 

 

“It does, doesn’t it”, giggled Ms, playfully delivering a kick to my backside as she 

spoke.  

 

“But what Kanta can do for your feet goes far beyond licking…” and here, she 

paused, looking at me meaningfully, and I knew from experience what was expected 

of me, not wanting to do it, but having little choice.  

 

Madam Jyoti of course didn’t, looking inquiringly at Ms. with a “huh?” on her lips, 

and she was quickly shushed by Ms.  

 

“Patience, Jyoti, patience”.  

 

“Boy! Go wash your hair, and make sure to take your time about it”, she ordered me.  

 

“But first, another bottle of wine” broke in Madam Jyoti, gesturing to the empty 

bottle, looking at me.  

 

“Jaldi kar (Hurry up about it!)”, said Ms., agreeing with her friend, and I brought 

them the bottle of wine, and left to my “room”, soaking my head in the tiny, cracked 



  

 

washbasin in the toilet, rinsing over and over again with Dettol soap, the crude, 

antiseptic like smell far more preferable over the smell of cow dung to me! 

 

And a short while later, I was back in the living room, but the ladies mood had 

changed somewhat.  

 

“I wish I didn’t have to…”, Madam Jyoti was saying. “I wanted to have fun with him 

for a little while longer!” 

 

“Oh well, there’s always another time”, said Ms. resignedly. From what I could tell, 

Madam Jyoti had to leave, though I didn’t quite understand why at the time. 

 

“That fucking asshole…” said her friend, a black expression on her face as she 

referred to her husband.  

 

And then she saw me. 

 

“Gobar utar gaya?” she asked me, grinning from ear to ear like a naughty Cheshire 

cat, the black expression being replaced by one of amusement.  

 

(Gobar utar gaya meaning “have you got the cow dung off?”) 

 

“Even if he hasn’t, well, cows produce dung, and…”, Ms. broke off as they both 

tittered, the meaningless statement apparently making them both laugh.  

 

But as I thought about it, it wasn’t that meaningless.  

 

What if Ms. had told her about the last “party”?  

 

And as I looked at her looking into my eyes, I knew she had told Madam Jyoti about 

the party, and the mooing that went on there! 

 

She tossed the keys to my device at me, and I unwillingly unlocked myself, her friend 

making some unkind (to say the least) comments about my manhood, comments that 

caused my “stubbie” to shrink even further, looking more and more like an enlarged 

clitoris to me than an actual penis.  

 

“Bitch! Madam ko ghar jana hai. Chalu kar! (Madam needs to go home. Start 

quickly!”, Ms.’s voice rang out as she saw me staring at my “cock”.  

 

“And get the fucking dish first”, she said, referring to a small bowl she often made me 

jack off, and slurp from later, the disgusted expression on my face as I drank my own 

cum amusing her no end.  

 

I did as I was asked, moving quickly.  

 

I then got into position, but the problem was evident to all of us – my pecker was not 

even half erect by then, the “cow dung” episode a short while ago not being one I 

particularly enjoyed.  

 



  

 

“What’s the matter, boy” sneered my Ms. “Cat got your cocklet?”  

 

And as I got into position, she expertly tweaked my nipples, and looked at me 

meaningfully.  

 

“Moo boy, moo! Dudh nikal Madam ke liye (produce some milk for Madam!)” 

 

And the humiliation coming from my Ms, her voice sounding every so sexy while 

humiliating to the same degree turning me on.  

 

And I quickly grew hard, and started to jack off, Jyoti not believing what was going 

on as I humped the bowl in front of me.  

 

But unknown to her and even my Ms. it wasn’t the sight of Madam Jyoti’s petite soles 

that got me going, attractive though I found them.  

 

No, I was doing this for my Ms., much like I completed her “tests” a century or so ago 

(or what seemed like it, at least, though it had only been little more than a month!).  

 

“Malkin” I intoned reverently, as Madam Jyoti pressed down on my back with her 

feet. “Malkin!” 

 

“Moo, Malkin! Moo!”, I said rapidly, coming close to the point of no-release as the 

two ladies giggled helplessly, Jyoti more so than my Ms. who was obviously used to 

it (to a degree, at least).  

 

“Dudh nikal!” my Ms.’s voice rang out as I furiously humped my pecker against the 

bowl and that was enough.  

 

I came in great gushing spurts, huge gobs of cum spurting from my dick as I 

wondered where it was stored. Surely not in my little balls, I thought, the thought 

turning me on more as more spurts of cum shot into the bowl.  

 

And as I rose after orgasm, the bowl in my hands, delaying the inevitable as long as 

possible, Ms. expertly locked me shut again, and laughed, smacking me hard on the 

head.  

 

“Chalu kar (Start, said, as you might guess, in an extremely impolite and commanding 

tone)!” 

 

I smeared the cum all over my hands, and made as if to rub Madam Jyoti’s soles with 

it, but she moved her feet away in disgust.  

 

“Ewww!” 

 

“Oh, it’s not that bad at all, Jyoti” laughed my Ms. “I felt the same way about it when 

I first experienced it, but one of my friends (here she winked mischievously at me) 

opened my eyes to what I’d been missing”.  

 



  

 

“This disgusting slime has some use, Jyoti, besides giving life of course”, she 

continued. “Just try it!” 

 

And she agreed, as I massaged my own ejaculate all over her soles, making sure the 

cracked heels got plenty of attention, rubbing my jizz into the small lines along her 

arches as well, and in between her toes too.  

 

Madam Jyoti watched me with a strange expression on her face, occasionally 

giggling, but saying little else. It was clear she was starting to enjoy this.  

 

And finally, she spoke, her voice sort of as if she were in awe.  

 

“My feet feel, so…soft”, she said, rubbing one idly on my face. “And, the cracks in 

my heels are almost gone!” 

 

Ms. said nothing, and just looked at her with an “I told you so” expression.  

 

“Oh, God, Ma’am, you were right!” 

 

“Of course I was, Jyoti”, said Ms. laughing out loud. “It’s not for nothing that I have 

this white cow… I mean boy, for a slave!” 

 

And Madam Jyoti’s phone rang again as she spoke, and she hit the red “disconnect” 

button with a muffled “fuck you!”, and stood up, ready to leave, not because she 

wanted to, but because she apparently had to.  

 

“Thank you so much for a most entertaining evening, Ma’am!” she said, genuinely 

having enjoyed the events of the evening.  

 

“Oh, anytime, Jyoti. We’ll do this again”, said Ms. winking at her.  

 

“Joote pahna”, Ms. ordered me (put on her shoes), as we moved to the door, where 

Madam Jyoti’s high heels lay.  

 

And she left shortly, a rush of sari and pretty ankles, but not before delivering a kick 

to my head (albeit not a powerful one) as I put her shoes on, and kissed her feet 

goodbye, thanking her for the opportunity to serve her.  

 

And I was alone with my Ms. again.  

 

Ms. was not that hungry tonight, having had more than her fill of snacks (Indian 

snacks can be quite filling), and she soon retired to bed, the snacks and wine having 

filled her up, and lay on her large bed comfortably as I massaged her feet silently, 

sitting at the edge of the bed, something she allowed me to do on occasion.  

 

She murmured instructions sleepily once in a while, but the room was silent other 

than that, and I was grateful for the relative tedium, the events of the evening, while 

not entirely new to me of course, being sort of tiring for me as well! 

 

“My little bitch”, she said suddenly, almost asleep. “Come here, bitch!” 



  

 

And she drew my head to her pussy, ordering me to pleasure her, and I did so with 

gay abandon as I so often did, requesting her to turn over at regular intervals so I 

could tongue her ass as well, providing her with a “double dose of pleasure” if I might 

put it that way.  

 

Her orgasm, when it came, was long and prolonged, and she was exhausted when it 

was done, ordering me to rub her back after a while.  

 

“You know, Kanta (a soft giggle here), you’re actually a shining example of what a 

man ought to be like!” 

 

She shifted positions, ordering me to go back to her feet, and I massaged her feet 

again as she spoke, voice slurred with sleep.  

 

“A man dedicated to his lady, a man that treats his woman like the Queen she is, a 

servant that exists solely for her pleasure!” 

 

“I’m proud of you, boy” she said, lightly digging her toes into my crotch.  

 

And a warm sense of accomplishment and pride washed over me as she said this, and 

on impulse, I removed her feet from my lap and knelt on the floor so that her feet 

were at face level, and starting kissing each foot while massaging it.  

 

“Thank you, Ms. Thank you so much for your kind words, Ms!” 

 

And I meant every word! 

 

She said nothing, her lovely calves visible to me, and my cock ached out for release, 

despite the orgasm I had a short while ago, but I was used to the pain by now, and 

didn’t even flinch.  

 

“Ab chup kar. Sone de. (Now shut up. Let me sleep)”, she suddenly said, and I 

complied, resuming my original position with her foot on my lap.  

 

I massaged each of them dutifully, paying attention to her calf muscles as well, and 

also around the shin, at least as far as I could reach, and my efforts paid off. Soon, she 

was snoring gently, a snore than turned into a deep, rhythmic sound as she fell into a 

deep sleep.  

 

And when I finally arose, I made sure not to disturb her like I had the first night after 

coming to India, and tiptoed out to my dingy “hovel like” room, the hot night hitting 

me like a slap across the face, a sharp contrast to the air conditioning I had been in all 

evening long.  

 

But that was a servant’s station in life, I thought happily, as I tried to grab a few winks 

on the hard cot, the incessant buzz of mosquitoes bothering me somewhat.  

 

And finally I fell asleep, dreaming of Madam Jyoti’s feet, and both my Ms and her 

paid me a visit in my dreams that night, this time with both sets of feet caked in cow 

dung. 



  

 

“Moo!” called out a female voice.  

 

“Moo!” called out Madam Pooja, inexplicably materializing out of nowhere in my 

dream, looking tired and annoyed.  

 

But I slept it through it all, only to be awakened by the alarm the next morning, and a 

few drops of rain escaping through the tin “roof” of my shed (an appropriate term 

given all the references thus far to cows and cow dung).  

 

The monsoon had started in India, and I got up from the bed, stretching my “creaky” 

joints, preparing for a new (and rainy) day ahead. Madam’s footwear will get dirty for 

sure, I thought, wiping the remnants of sleep from my eyes.  

 

What else did the new season hold for me…?! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

CHAPTER FIVE 
      

A real woman needs two types of men in her life 

 

Twas a stormy August night, as the unrelenting monsoon pelted down outside, as I 

finally withdrew my head from in between my Ms’s lovely thighs, having just 

pleasured her orally for the second time, my tongue and neck feeling as if they had 

been put through a grinder.  

 

I had been doing this quite a lot as of late, the weather for whatever reason seeming to 

have ignited the somewhat dormant (at that point) flames of sexual passion and desire 

within my Ms., and of course, her desire was nothing less than my command! 

 

But one night as she pushed me away, my tongue so exhausted I could barely talk, 

having brought my Ms. to multiple orgasms, orgasms that had tired her out as well 

from what I could tell, I got the feeling that dedicated and through though my services 

were, it just wasn’t enough.  

 

She spoke, lazily twisting my left nipple with the large toe of her right foot, and my 

cock and balls ached again, longing for release, but knowing that it wouldn’t be 

imminent anytime soon.  

 

And she spoke, her voice somewhat sleepy, yet alert.  

 

“Kanta…” she said stretching luxuriously.  

 

“Han ji”, I said, dutifully rubbing her feet in just the way she liked to have done after 

an orgasm. 

 

I couldn’t see her face at that point, being too focused on her lower legs and calves 

but I could sort of “feel” her nodding in an approving manner at the devoted slave at 

her feet.  

 

And then, she suddenly switched positions, so that her ass was facing me, and her toes 

dug into my stomach, the soft soles of her feet staring up at me in a most inviting 

manner, almost as if commanding me to… 

 

“Kanta, this feels great, but…” 

 

But, I wondered? What was wrong? Her voice had changed a little bit as well, sort of 

as she wasn’t completely satisfied.  

 

“I need more, my little bitch. More”.  

 

“More, Ms.”? 

 

“Yes, more…” she murmured, turning around and looking at me directly, her gaze 

direct, but a mysterious, yet knowing look in her eyes, a look that made me somewhat 

uncomfortable, but only because I didn’t know what she meant.  

 



  

 

And she suddenly kicked me in the chest irritably with the heel of her left foot, the 

impact taking me by surprise.  

 

“Gadhi, Sali (in short, she was calling me a fucking idiot, though that’s not the literal 

translation)! Idiot!” 

 

“Neeche beth (Sit on the floor)!” 

 

And I hurriedly moved from my earlier position (pushed up against the very foot of 

the bed) to the floor, where I knelt, as she sat up in bed, crossing her legs, her feet 

facing me directly.  

 

“Ms…” I spoke, my voice quiet. “I’m sorry, Ms.” 

 

And I kissed her feet while saying this as was my habit, even though I didn’t really 

know what I had done that I should be (or even if I should be, for that matter) sorry 

for.  

 

My Ms. was upset at me for some reason, and that is all that mattered to me! 

 

Her voice softened somewhat, as I could feel her looking at me.  

“It’s ok, boy”, she said. “I didn’t really expect you to know (and here she giggled 

mysteriously)”.  

 

“Know, Ms.?” 

 

“Oh, shut up and let me speak, boy. First off, you know how much I’m enjoying the 

oral service you provide me with, don’t you?” 

 

I started to speak, but she shushed me, laughing.  

 

“And I know how much you enjoy it, boy”, she said, pointing at my caged organ. 

“Unfortunately your stubbie isn’t getting any releases any time soon, boy, but…” 

 

I reddened, while wondering what the “but” was referring to.  

 

“But I need more, boy. And what I need is a real man to fuck me, a man with a thick 

large dick that knows how to use it. A real man, Kanta. Asli mard chahiye (I want a 

real man)!” 

 

I stared at her in horror as she continued, giggling, enjoying the look of shock on my 

face.  

 

“What’s so shocking about this, you moron? Every woman needs two men in her life, 

one to serve her, and the other to please her sexually, and the two, um, skill sets 

required can in most cases never be found in the same guy!” 

 

“I already have the bitch to serve me outside the bedroom – but now, I want a REAL 

man to serve me sexually in bed as well, boy. The best of both worlds, and I deserve 

it, don’t I?” 



  

 

And she nudged my face with her foot at that point, the tone warning.  

 

“I didn’t tell you to stop rubbing my feet, did I boy?” 

 

The spell was somewhat broken and I commenced, hurriedly apologizing and 

agreeing that she was right, as she always was, but what she had said was still 

bouncing around the walls of my mind, and I was not sure what to make of it.  

 

“And your cocklet (here she started giggling helplessly) and those tiny table tennis 

nuts of your won’t do it, Kanta. I can barely feel that thin dick in my hand, and… and, 

to be honest, I don’t want that thing inside of me, boy. That’s meant to stay there, 

locked up and frustrated until I deem that it’s…that it’s time for the cow to moo!” 

 

And here she clapped her hands in genuine mirth, and started laughing loudly.  

 

Finally, her laughter subsided, and she turned over, exposing her butt to me once 

again.  

 

“Spread ‘em, boy!” 

 

And I certainly knew what I had to do here, as I spread those lovely ass cheeks apart, 

her asshole more familiar in appearance to me than my own penis at that point, and 

started kissing it tenderly, a precursor to the pleasure she was going to experience 

shortly… 

 

But this time was to be a little different! 

 

“Beg, boy! Beg for a real man’s penis, perhaps a dark Indian penis to fuck me hard!” 

 

I was licking her asshole, my tongue almost all the way into her rectum, and she 

moaned.  

 

“Asli lora (real cock)!” 

 

And turned on though I was, I hesitated.  

 

“Mang! (“ask” in Hindi, in this case it meant beg)”, and I gasped as she kicked me in 

the side impatiently with the heel of her foot, the impact as if a mule had smashed it’s 

hoof against me. 

 

And I begged her, my own “cheeks” scarlet with embarrassment, though of course 

wedged as they were between her ass cheeks, they couldn’t be seen.  

 

“Ms., please have a cock service you, Ms.! Ms., it would be so nice to have a large, 

preferably coloured penis service you like you deserve to be, Ms.! 

 

She moaned louder, grinding her pussy into the bed. This was turning her on big time, 

I thought! 

 



  

 

And inexplicably, I found myself getting turned on at what had shocked me a while 

ago.  

 

So what if she wants another man to fuck her, I thought. My own “pencil” is way 

inadequate for that purpose, and in any case, my role in life is to serve her obediently, 

cater to her every whim, both in bed and otherwise, and this is no different.  

 

And I too started licking her with enthusiasm, my tongue serving the same asshole 

that I religiously cleaned every morning, and the combination of my words and 

tongue together were as if she actually was being fucked by a skilful cock, and she 

came soon thereafter, a fact that I still remember with surprise given she had 

orgasmed not once, but twice before that night! But that was to be the last, and most 

satisfying orgasm of the night, as she lay back in the cool room, legs spread wide 

apart, me at the foot of the bed again like the devoted servant as I was.  

 

“Chalu rakh (keep rubbing)!” she ordered sleepily, a wave of drowsiness washing 

over her rapidly, sort of like it does after a fantastic orgasm.  

 

“The cock I wanted…asli mard ka lora…” the words were incoherent, but 

understandable, as she drifted off into a deep sleep, me at her feet, and dreams of the 

cock she “wanted” causing her to smile every so often in her sleep. 

 

***** 

 

And of course, as was the way with my Ms., words were soon succeeded by prompt 

action, actions that she had obviously planned a while ago, as she called an Indian guy 

up and detailed exactly what she wanted, and I was of course forced to listen to the 

gory details as well as the financial remuneration she promised him for his “services”.  

 

He was essentially a male call guy, but only “on the side”, in addition to his regular 

job, which, if you think about it is actually a good thing as he was far less likely to 

suffer from STD’s etc.  

 

Of course, the site through which Ms. had found him had already taken care of what 

they called “pre-screening”, and one of the tests they required was a test for sexually 

transmitted diseases, so that was taken care of already.  

 

More importantly, though, those who have sex for money as a “part time job” are far, 

far more likely to enjoy it (and thus provide better “service”) than the average “full 

time” prostitute, male or female, bored out of his or her skull with the same old dreary 

routines. 

 

And so it was that I found myself greeting a broad shouldered Indian guy dressed in 

normal office attire one evening around 7:30 P.M., as he first stared at me in 

puzzlement, and then guffawed with amusement at this white man dressed up in an 

old sari, so obviously a “cast off”, and dressed up as a maidservant with the same 

cheap, gaudy make up, etc.  

 



  

 

“Yeh kaun hai (Who the hell is this, again, not a literal translation, but that was what 

he meant)”, he laughed as my Ms. greeted him, deftly tweaking my nipples 

underneath my “sari” as I moaned.  

 

“Bitch, this is Samit, the man who is going to fuck me tonight”, her tone was 

imperious and commanding; sort of like Queen Victoria’s might have been when 

issuing a command to the lowliest chambermaid.  

 

And to Samit, the tone was far more cordial and…sexy, for lack of a better word as 

she went forward and kissed him deeply.  

 

Their kiss reminded me of when my own Ms. had kissed me, but there were a couple 

of fundamental differences, I remember myself observing even as I stared aghast at 

my Ms. kissing this man so deeply.  

 

Those kisses, brief, fleeting yet oh so intense (when we kissed, that is) were not the 

sort of kisses you’d associate with burning lust, but more with raw emotion.  

 

Of course, raw emotions and lust are often one and the same thing in many aspects, 

but there can be a difference. And with Samit, there was virtually no emotion 

involved, at least not that I could see, with her entire demeanour being “fuck me, 

bitch!” 

 

Which might sound strange considering she was asking him to fuck her, but that’s my 

Ms. for you, commanding and imperious as always, men being mere tools there to be 

used for her pleasure! 

 

And that’s how it should be, for every woman who so desires it.  

 

They went to the living room, and she undressed him hungrily. It has to be said at this 

point that Samit was hardly an athlete, or a “jock” – looking at him, the term 

“ordinary guy” would come to mind.  

 

But ordinary doesn’t have to mean “drab and boring”.  

 

While he was certainly not the sort who spent all day “pumping his biceps”, one look 

at the broad shoulders, solid, powerful back and large thighs told me that this was a 

powerful man, used to doing physical labour.  

 

And maybe he had done physical labour, perhaps on a farm when young, I mused, as I 

took in the thick forearms, by themselves always a great indicator of the levels of 

strength in a man.   

 

A real man, I remembered my Ms, saying, and this certainly was a real man, rugged 

and strong, masculinity dripping from his every move.  

 

Like most Indians he was hirsute, especially on the chest, and his skin tone was a 

darkish brown, a little darker than my Ms. 

 



  

 

But it was his nipples that I really noticed even at that point, large black nipples with 

the tips pointing out so invitingly, even as my Ms. gently trailed her slim fingers over 

them, the colour contrast between her fingers and his skin so lovely that I found 

myself staring, appreciating how nipple play seemed to turn him on as well.  

 

And of course, the other sight that stood out (no pun intended here), a sight perhaps 

even more glorious than his powerful body was his large, thick cock! 

 

He was uncircumcised (and as I’d later learn many Indian men tend to be uncut), and 

his foreskin hung over his massive dong, almost as black as a black man’s cock might 

be but with just that little tinge of brown that gave his race away, though the pink 

cock head poking through the foreskin was of course common to all races, and 

colours… 

 

It was hard, all 8 inches or so of it, and had a single vein running through, and the 

large balls attached to it were far hairier than mine could ever hope to be, hot 

reservoirs of cum just waiting to erupt from that cock head, Indian cum… 

 

And finally, the hairy butt crack, hairs peeping out of his asshole, matted and dense, 

seemingly an even darker shade of black than the hair elsewhere on his manly body.  

 

And idly, I found myself wondering how hard it must be to clean that asshole, the 

waste matter sticking to the hairs on his ass.  

 

A strange thing for a man to wonder about, admittedly, but you must remember that I 

had grown so accustomed to washing my Ms’s ass by now, that my first instinct upon 

seeing any ass, male or female, was to make sure it was clean, or clean it if it wasn’t, 

though I obviously didn’t actually follow through on this instinct except in Ms’s case.  

 

No wonder the majority of Indians didn’t prefer toilet paper, I thought! 

 

And inexplicably, I found myself getting turned on looking at this sight in front of me, 

knowing the pleasure Ms. was about to experience, and I felt dizzy, as I heard a voice 

ring out (again) in the background, and I saw him walk up to me, his cock at the level 

my nose, pointing directly at me, so close that I could smell the precum on his head, 

the shaft strong and dark like the rest of him, bobbing up and down in a menacing 

manner as he looked down at me as if to say “this is what is going to impale her soon, 

bitch!” 

 

“Bitch! Beg a real man to fuck your wife! Kiss his feet!” 

 

And they both laughed as I kissed Samit’s feet, begging him to fuck Ms.  

 

“Samit ji, please pleasure my Ms! Samit ji, please insert your beautiful lund (here I 

felt a fleeting sense of shame as I wondered why I was praising his dick) into my Ms., 

Samit ji, please!” 

 

As I kissed the large toes, Ms. whispered something in Samit’s ear, and he looked at 

her, amazed.  

 



  

 

“I don’t believe it!” he said, his voice incredulous. “I mean, I understand dressing up, 

but…” 

 

“You don’t understand, Samit”, my Ms. giggled, her voice sexy yet commanding. “He 

isn’t just dressing up as a bitch. He is a bitch…MY bitch!” 

 

“As a friend of mine once painted on his back, he is “Ms. Priyanka’s property””, she 

continued, nudging me with her foot. “Aren’t you, boy?” 

 

“Yes, Ms.”, I said, dutifully kissing each of her toes as I said this, Samit looking on in 

amazement, having never a man (and certainly not a white man from the U.S.) debase 

himself so thoroughly in front of another man about to fuck his wife! 

 

Not even in the porn movies, he thought, it isn’t as intense even there! 

 

And I saw him looking at my Ms., cock bobbing skyward, respect for her in his eyes.  

 

Of course, the next command that was issued was only natural, but I still wasn’t 

prepared for it as she roughly grabbed my hair, and literally shoved my face down on 

to Samit’s member, stuffing the entire organ down my throat.  

 

“Chus! (Suck it)” 

 

And I valiantly tried to suck it, but couldn’t, his meat impaling the back of my throat 

and I gagged, and they both roared with laughter, though I noticed Samit’s “lund” was 

getting even harder at the sight of the white boy sucking his cock.  

 

“Hold on, Priyanka”, he laughed.  

 

And he pulled out, presenting his meaty tool to me again.  

 

“Suck the head, boy!” 

 

And humiliated to the extreme though I was, sucking the very cock of the real man 

that was going to use his wondrous tool to bring them both pleasure, I felt a tug on my 

nuts as a shudder of lust passed through me, and I gently took his cock head into my 

mouth, slobbering over it as I had seen done on the few porn movies I had watched.  

 

“Enough, boy”, said Ms., pushing my head away roughly. “You will have more than 

enough opportunity to get acquainted with his cock head later, but now…” 

 

And they proceeded to the bedroom where she literally threw herself on the bed, 

ordering her to make love to her, to fuck her, using terms I had never heard before! 

 

“Chod mujhe! (Fuck me)” 

 

“Ander mar use (shove it in there, and hard!)! I want to feel those balls slapping 

against my cunt!” 

 

And so forth, as I looked upon, completely forgotten. 



  

 

Now at this point, the reader is probably thinking that finally, maybe just finally, the 

humiliation was too much for me, and I’d have protested, done something…or even 

just left the room… 

 

But while a “real man” might have done all of the above (though a real man wouldn’t 

be in that situation to being with, of course), I certainly wasn’t anything of that 

nature! 

 

And as I looked at that thick Indian cock plunging in and out of my Ms’s pussy, 

rhythmically, I swallowed, a feeling of admiration for this man welling up inside of 

me.  

 

A feeling that was to be replicated for other men she’d have over the years, all of 

course “tools” to service her, but that didn’t reduce my admiration for them.  

 

I gazed on at the muscles of his haunches contracting and expanding as he grunted 

with pleasure, fucking her expertly, strands of hair poking out of his hairy ass crack 

occasionally, and I found myself wanting to part those cheeks, to lick his crack, to 

experience a man’s asshole as opposed to my Ms’s… 

 

I could never fuck a woman like this Indian man in front of me is doing in such an 

expert fashion, I thought, as his nut sack slapped against her pussy, both of them 

almost “ready”.  

 

Of course, he was a “professional”, but still… 

 

And the orgasm was imminent, for both of them, though he had expertly timed his 

orgasm, control coming from years of “experience” to coincide with hers, the hot 

blasts of cum hitting her pussy as she came as well providing both of them with 

pleasure, but her with the most exquisite, delicate, and enjoyable form of pleasure a 

man can bring a woman, if that makes sense.  

 

Pleasure that was so intense that she screamed out loud as if she was delivering a baby 

vaginally, but they weren’t screams of agony – they were screams of pure carnal 

delight, pleasure that NO other form of sex can replicate, oral or anal, the pleasure I 

provided her with my oral sex paling in comparison.  

 

And you don’t need to believe me on this. Ask any lady, and she’ll tell you that it’s 

great to reach orgasm together, but for a man to shoot his hot load inside of her 

exactly at that right point, well…there is no feeling in the world that can better that! 

 

And he used this knowledge to great advantage, as he gently slid his penis, still semi-

hard, in and out of her, the gooey mess dripping onto his hairy balls, all over her 

groin, down her thigh, copious quantities of it staining the bedsheets along with her 

own juices, and I winced, knowing I’d be the one cleaning up.  

 

But as I looked at the two of them, Samit finally disengaging his organ from her, and 

flopping down on the bed exhausted, not caring about the sticky mess on his nuts, or 

the ball juice still dribbling from his cock head, his foreskin getting stickier by the 

minute as his erection subsided.  



  

 

And my Ms. just lay there, looking skywards, eyes closed, a huge smile on her lips, as 

if she had taken a dose of the most noxious, and intoxicating drug known to Man.  

 

Which she had, of course, and her pleasure caused me to look upon the mess he had 

made with interest.  

 

What a man, I thought. What a man! 

 

So expertly conditioned was I at that point that my “bai” tendencies took over, and I 

wondered if I should fetch them new bed sheets.  

 

Or if I should check his underwear to see if it was dirty, perhaps hand wash it so that 

magnificent dark dong could rest comfortably upon the ball sack, clean clothing 

surrounding it.  

 

Of course, little did I know that I’d soon be cleaning up in more ways than one, as my 

vision blurred with lust, and I became dimly aware of the chastity device pulling on 

my own nuts.  

 

But I also noticed that Ms. was looking at me in an interested manner, her eyes 

gleaming as she looked knowingly at me, with that piercing stare of hers… 

 

And suddenly an uncomfortable feeling ran over me. She knows, I thought.  

 

And though I didn’t mind her knowing, I still wasn’t sure if I actually wanted to do 

what I thought I’d love doing.  

 

But as with my initial and somewhat reluctant servitude to her, the reluctance having 

completely disappeared ever since I came to India, the best way was to just “plunge 

into the water headfirst” without hemming and hawing, and my Ms. knew this! 

 

Samit had, at that point, got up from the bed to grab a few tissues to clean his dick off, 

but she grabbed them from him, and tossed them in my direction.  

 

And like the dutiful “bai” I was, I took the tissues, but as I went to clean him off, I 

paused and looked at my Ms., an unwritten communication passing between us, the 

words left unsaid, but both of us agreeing on it at that point.  

 

It? 

 

Well, the act of cleaning up, except here I didn’t clean him up with tissues – I took his 

hot penis in my mouth, gently swirling my tongue around it to clean the mess up, 

tasting the mixtures of juices (her juices, his left over cum and their sweat) on his 

penis, the same penis that had fucked my Ms. a while ago, a penis belonging to a real 

man.  

 

As if in a trance, dizzy with lust myself, I bent to service his balls, and painstakingly 

licked the sticky mess off them as they kissed again, Ms. getting turned on by the 

sight of her white bitch’s face buried inside her Indian lover’s groin, cleaning his 

genitals after a round of vigorous, “sloppy” sex.  



  

 

And they got into position for “round #2”, my ministrations having got his member up 

and hard again, despite the fact that it had disgorged what seemed like gallons of 

creamy jizz only a short while ago.  

 

As I started to enjoy serving this hairy Indian man with a thick dong that brought my 

Ms. so much pleasure, they, in turn, enjoyed getting me to worship both of them – in 

particular, Samit was really starting to enjoy being served by this white man, who was 

improving his cock sucking skills day by day.  

 

Asians are, in general, far less “finicky” about sexual labels and such (at least in the 

privacy of one’s bedroom), and neither my Ms. nor Samit were worried about a “gay” 

tag attached to Samit (or me, for that matter) as some in the West might be.  

 

No, it was more a case of me getting him hard, getting that thick juicy piece of meat 

ready to serve my Ms., make sure that every drop of ball juice from those hairy 

 

And those balls…oh, my, those balls of his!  

 

Large, soft balls covered with a dense thatch of soft black public hair, balls that hung 

deep below his shaft, unlike my own puny balls which seemed to cling to the base of 

my penis.  

 

Balls that produced limitless amounts of hot, sticky cum.  

 

Balls that slapped against my Ms’s vagina as they fucked, causing her to literally 

scream with pleasure every time his nuts hit her sensitive G-spot.  

 

And balls that just looked so good, in combination with that dark cock, so masculine, 

if I might say so… 

 

Had you told me a year or so ago that I’d be sucking an Indian man’s cock several 

times a week, and treating his cum with the reverence it deserved, all because a sexy, 

commanding  Indian woman made me do it, I’d have laughed at you and asked you 

what you were smoking.  

 

But fast forward to now, and I actually found myself starting to enjoy sucking Samit’s 

cock, providing him with pleasure as well, though of course because my Ms. desired 

it.  

 

And Ms. desired it not because she was in love with him, but just because of the 

physical pleasure he provided her with.  

 

I recall many a night when she’d be laying back on the bed, contended after a good 

fucking from Samit, her pussy still dripping with his cum, long after he left (when he 

did leave – he’d stay the night on occasions).  

 

One such night, she was lying back sleepily on her bed, her legs spread wide, not 

bothering to hide her nakedness from her bai.  

 



  

 

“He fucks me like a real man, boy”, she said sleepily. “Something you and Mr. 

Stubbie down there (she’d giggle without fail as she said, prodding the little thing 

through the chastity device it was encased in) could never hope to accomplish in a 

million years!” 

 

“Kya lund hai uska! (What a cock he has!)”, she’d sigh.  

 

“Yes, Ms.” I said, my own voice somewhat hoarse with excitement, my pecker 

struggling to life, battling the prongs of the device.  

 

And it was true. I had grown to enjoy the sight of his cock as much as she did, and 

looked forward to his visits, where he’d show up hot and sweaty, ordering me to get 

him a few drinks, give him a foot massage, and of course start sucking on that 

beautiful, uncircumcised cock head, the smell of sweat and cock turning me on 

though I never thought it would! 

 

“Uska lora chusne me maza ata hai. Per tera…!” 

 

(I enjoy sucking his cock…but yours?!!) 

 

And I reddened slightly, her purposefully humiliating tone clearly saying that my own 

cock was not worthy of being sucked, or even pleasured in any way, except of course 

during those infamous “parties” I’ve written extensively about! 

 

Or, for that matter, when I was shining his shoes, I thought, as she roughly pulled my 

head down into her muff, still fresh with the smell of his semen, and I eagerly started 

to lap away at her pussy, breathing the fresh, tangy smell of his semen deep into my 

lungs as if it were life giving oxygen.  

 

His shoes, I thought. His shoes… 

 

He worked at a nearby office, and one day, he came over directly from work, dressed 

in a pair of shirt and trousers, both creased from the day’s exertions.  

 

Ms. was not home as yet, but she had called in advance, ordering me to make him 

comfortable.  

 

“Boy! Treat him well, or else…!” 

 

“Yes, Ms.” 

 

And as he showed up, he curtly acknowledged me, and went straight to the living 

room where he collapsed on a sofa, clearly exhausted.  

 

He had long since gotten used to the sight of this white man dressed in an old sari, so 

there was no hilarity or laughter each time he saw me (unlike the first time).  

 

It’s their house, he probably thought. They can dress up all they like. My job is to 

pleasure the lady, and I must admit this white guy is a welcome “bonus”.  

 



  

 

And I was.  

 

Ms. generally never went down on him, preferring to have him go down on her 

instead, but having me suck him off was a definite “bonus” for him, as he said.  

 

“Joote utar!” he ordered me, slamming his feet up on the coffee table, and I complied, 

remembering my Queen’s orders.  

 

I took off his shoes, exposing a pair of large smelly feet, clad in plain black socks.  

 

“Moje bhi (the socks too)!” 

 

And I took his socks off, and was greeted by the sight of a pair of (smelly, as I already 

said) dark, and rather unattractive feet, feet that didn’t really turn me on per se, but 

feet that I felt a strange urge to serve at anyway.  

 

And a second later, I knew why.  

 

They were manly feet, the feet of a real man… 

 

“Ek beer pila (get me a beer)”, he causally ordered me, tiring of the game, and I 

brought him a beer as he threw off the rest of his clothes, enjoying the cool feel of the 

air-conditioning on his hot body.  

 

And as I brought his beer to him, still in my “sari”, he laughed, and his cock rose.  

 

I might as well get a blowjob out of the bitch while the lady is not here, he was 

thinking.  

 

And as if on cue, I knelt between his hairy legs, parting the large powerful thighs 

gently to reveal his balls and I gently massaged them, parting the thick jungle of hair 

stuck to the balls with sweat ever so carefully, letting the cool air play on his nutsack 

as he sipped on the cold Foster’s beer I had brought him.  

 

His lovely Indian dong dangled in front of my face, a single vein running through the 

side of his manhood, and the uncircumcised cock head looking so appealing to me as I 

bent forward and lovingly sucked the tip of his foreskin.  

 

And I sucked on the sensitive skin without even getting to his cock head, as he leant 

back, sipping on the whisky and soda I had brought him, enjoying the ministrations.  

 

“Chus, Kanta chus” (suck, Kanta, suck), he moaned, gradually putting my mouth to 

his cock head, which tasted of sweat.  

 

And his moans were so manly, his groans of pleasure so authentic, that I found myself 

doing something I never thought I’d do, and I took his shirt off, exposing his bare 

chest, large brown nipples poking out in stark relief from the dense black hair that 

covered his chest.  

 



  

 

Now, I had obviously seen him naked before, hell, I had sucked his cock and balls 

before as well, so this wasn’t a new sight, but somehow the dynamic of the situation 

turned me on.  

 

My Indian Ms’s lover is home, tired from work, his thick meat needing relief, as a 

real man’s does… 

 

A real man, I thought, as I gently reached my fingers up, and brushed his nipples 

gently in a way I knew he’d like.  

 

His only response was to put his beer down, close his eyes, and lean back further into 

the couch, spreading his legs, his weapon pointing up at my stomach as I took it a step 

further, gently sucking his left nipple like a little bitch might.  

 

Indian men have rather large nipples as a rule, and they seem to be as sensitive as they 

are large, I thought! 

 

“Ah, randi, Sali”, he moaned, as I serviced him (“randi” being a derogatory term for 

prostitutes in India, “Sali” having several meanings, a term that can be used in an 

insulting sense towards a woman”.  

 

And he pushed my head down towards his groin, ordering me to kiss, but not suck his 

dick all over.  

 

I kissed the cock head, and gently made my way down the thick black shaft, admiring 

the girth, the colour, the penis that had brought my Ms. so much pleasure, the strong 

buttocks that provided the power necessary to “thrust” his weapon into her repeatedly 

and with so much force… 

 

“Dekh (look)”, he said, his voice hoarse with excitement. “Ye Kala Lund dekh!”  

 

(Look at this black dick, boy!) 

 

And again, at this point you might wonder what was so unusual about this, given I’d 

already sucked him off many times before.  

 

But this time was different, sort of like a man coming back home to his bitch, ordering 

her to service him like a King as he relaxed, the alcohol flooding through his system, 

and my ministrations on his sweaty manhood sending waves of pleasure through him.  

 

And he pulled his dick back, and let it go, and it sprang back to its original position, 

slapping me on the nose as I watched on with eyes as large as saucers, taking in the 

glorious sight in front of me.  

 

And that, I think is when I really started to think about becoming a woman, as 

opposed to just pretending to be one… 

 

You see, I had already become conditioned to the fact that I was a bitch, a “thing” to 

be used as my Ms. saw fit, and that conditioning, combined with an innate desire to 



  

 

see my Ms. happy in all ways, and also combined with the fact that I personally never 

obtained release myself slowly changed my mentality into that of a woman.  

 

When I first met her, you might recall, I was more concerned about my pleasure than 

hers, even having the temerity to try and jerk off that first night as she slept, thinking 

she wouldn’t notice.  

 

Of course, she noticed, and that was the reason my chastity device was put on in the 

first place, but it really wasn’t necessary any longer.  

 

First, because I’d never dream of cumming without her explicit permission. So deeply 

had this become ingrained into my consciousness that (and strange as this might 

sound), no punishments were required to reinforce this fact.  

 

Second, because I didn’t want to cum for the most part any longer, having gotten used 

to the pain in my cock when I got aroused, and starting to enjoy the pain instead of the 

actual arousal itself.  

 

Third, my little dicklet, either from lack of use or abuse from the device seemed to 

have shrunk even more, and I didn’t care, mostly because it didn’t matter to me any 

longer. All that mattered was serving my Ms, and the giggles of delight she emitted 

upon looking at my tiny pecker, and the ensuing humiliation was more than enough 

for me.  

 

But fourth, and this is the most important, seeing a real man in front of me, with a 

thick cock that he knew how to use, a hairy chest and a deep voice, all attributes I’d 

secretly always desired myself, but never had, made me literally “want to go to the 

other side”, and do what I did best, which was to be a woman, both for my lovely 

owner, as well as any man she’d choose to service her.  

 

To put it another way, someone has to be the “woman” in the relationship! 

 

And that someone was me, I thought, as feelings of desire ran through me, and I 

wondered what it would feel like to have that cock up my ass.  

 

Do inmates in jail actually enjoy being fucked up the ass, I idly wondered.  

 

I’m not sure why that precise thought came to me right then, but thinking about it 

later, I’ve come to the conclusion that though most probably don’t enjoy it initially, 

some are conditioned to enjoy it, much the same as me, and… 

 

Shame coursed over me as I thought about this, as he looked down at me, laughing 

again at the sight of this white bitch in awe of his lund, but it quickly passed, so 

quickly that I wouldn’t even remember it, if it hadn’t been for the foot on my back, 

soft yet powerful, pushing me down onto his cock head.  

 

Ms. was back, I instantly recognized.  

 

I was so deeply engrossed at the sight of his lovely erect member that I hadn’t even 

turned around upon hearing the soft footfalls on the carpet, convincing myself they 



  

 

were a figment of my imagination, so I could focus on his Indian salami, provide this 

Indian man with pleasure…  

 

“Suck it, bitch!” she said, without further preamble, and I continued sucking, slurping 

away at his dick as if it were delicious chocolate ice cream as she said something 

rapidly in Hindi to him, something I could not quite understand, but the words “ruk 

jana (stop)” sounding familiar.  

 

Soon enough he groaned, and I knew he was about to cum. 

  

I started flicking his pee hole vigorously, knowing how much he’d enjoy that, but he 

pushed me away all of a sudden, his face flushed.  

 

“Cup your hands, boy”, rang out Ms’s voice, commanding and stern, only adding to 

my arousal, and apparently his too, but for different reasons, as his manhood stiffened 

even further.  

 

One suck would do it now, I thought! One tiny lick at the base of his head would get 

me my reward, streams of hot jizz as his heavy balls unloaded on me… 

 

And I cupped my hands as I had seen the local Indians do, as if I was a roadside 

beggar submissively begging all and sundry for alms.  

 

This appeared to turn him on even more, and he came without warning.  

 

“Ah, fuck!” he literally roared. “Ah, you white bitch!” 

 

And his semen poured into my waiting white hands, fingernails painted a crass shade 

of red as usual, the load soon spilling out of my hands and into a cup that my Ms. had 

very expertly placed underneath, without me even noticing, so engrossed was I in 

other aforementioned activities.  

 

His entire body shook with the orgasm, so powerful was the lust running through him, 

the white man in front of him submissive begging for his man juice acting like a rare 

and powerful aphrodisiac for him! 

 

And his orgasm finally subsided, with him collapsing on the sofa, Ms. watching 

silently as I (instinctively knowing it was what she wanted me to do) “poured” the 

cum from my hands into the cup beneath me, brushing away all the cum sticking to 

me.  

 

God, this man produces a lot of cum, I thought. His one orgasm had produced more 

loads than my pasty white cock could produce even during the course of three 

orgasms, let alone ONE! 

And again, I felt a sense of respect towards him, his cock, my desire to kiss his penis 

as a submissive bitch would growing by the minute, thanking a superior man for the 

chance to touch his ejaculate… 

 

“Boy! Fetch his shoes from there!” 

 



  

 

And I brought Samit’s dusty black office shoes, the soles worn out from use to him, 

along with his socks which I had so carefully taken off  

 

“Now, Samit, you’ll see Kanta polishes boots just as well as she sucks cock”, said Ms, 

looking at me meaningfully.  

 

I was confused. What did she mean?  

 

“Get those paper towels from the side table, boy, and dip them in the cup” started Ms. 

“And then start”.  

 

This said as casually as if she were asking me to dip my breadsticks in garlic sauce, 

and start eating.  

 

And Samit roared with laughter, louder than I had ever heard him laugh at me as I 

attempted to polish his large black office shoes with the sticky mixture, scrubbing 

vigorously at the leather as an industrious boot polisher might.  

 

Scarlet with embarrassment, I kept polishing his shoes as Ms. started to giggle now, 

throwing a few orders my way as she did so.  

 

“Dhang se saf kar! Malik ke joote hai! (Clean them carefully! They’re Master’s 

shoes!) 

 

(Master not being a term I actually addressed him as, but it made him feel good, as I 

could tell from his rising cock, my humiliation seeming to turn him on as well!) 

 

“Ache se (do it well)!”, chimed in Samit, enjoying the sight and the “free” shoe polish 

service he was getting from me.  

 

And of course, all this while, my Ms. was now gently playing with his large brown 

nipples, as he looked down at me, amusement and lust being the two overriding 

emotions clouding his brain at that point in time.  

 

As I polished his shoes, taking special care to clean the “hard to get to” areas around 

the heel and arch, I noticed the cum was actually making his shoes glisten far more 

than if I had scrubbed them with boot polish.  

 

And as I thought about this, embarrassment came flooding back at me having to use 

my own bodily fluids, my own seed to clean another man’s shoes.  

 

“At least it’s good for something, you know, boy?” giggled Ms. as Samit’s lund rose 

to attention again, and he moaned.  

 

“Let’s go to bed, baby”, my Ms. said, clearly turned on by the sight of his penis. “I 

want that rod inside me!” 

 

And she looked down at me.  

 



  

 

“You!” she said, reminding me of the way Madam Pooja had greeted me in the 

airport, except this “You!” was even more derisive, sort of as if my sole purpose in 

life was to nourish men’s stinky footwear with my cum.  

 

“Kiss the tip of his penis, and beg it to serve your Ms.”! 

 

And as I bent forward, taking his cock head eagerly into my mouth, swirling my 

willing tongue around the rim of his head.  

 

WHACK! 

 

My head spun, the back handed blow to the back of my head momentarily stopping 

me in my tracks, Samit looking at her, surprised as well.  

 

“I told you to kiss the tip, boy, not suck it!” 

 

“I’m sorry, Ms. I’m really sorry!” I said, that by now very familiar whiny tone coming 

into my voice, and Samit laughed.  

 

Laughter that only got louder and resounded in the room, as I kissed the tip of his 

penis repeatedly, brushing my lips against his lovely, velvety dark foreskin which 

smelt of cum and sweat.  

 

“Now kiss his feet, boy, and beg a superior man with a lund (here she bent forward 

and slightly stroked it, her pretty hand running smoothly across his lund, admiring the 

veiny contours) you can only dream you’d have to please me sexually!” 

 

And I did as she asked, kissing his unattractive feet repeatedly.  

 

“Please, Samit ji, please pleasure my Ms. the way she deserves to!” 

 

“Please, Malik ji! Please, my superior Indian Master!” 

 

And so forth, until they had enough and headed to the bedroom, Samit’s cock leading 

the way, a thick large flagpole extending from his groin, just waiting to impale my 

Ms.  

 

A real man! 

 

And thus proceeded our life, with my Ms. having completely enmeshed me in world 

of sexual servitude by now as well, as opposed to simply domestic servitude prior to 

that.  

 

Something that I was quite enjoying to be honest! 

 

She stopped calling Samit over after a while, but she soon found another stud to go to 

bed with. Anoop, a randy 19 year old college student with a penis as thick as Samit’s, 

and even longer. This one a circumcised penis, the pinkish brown head setting off the 

long thick, light brown (he wasn’t as dark down there as Samit was) penis perfectly.  

 



  

 

And of course, she thought up new humiliations for me on a regular basis, most 

involving a man’s cum after he had pleasured her to the fullest! 

 

One such case was after Anoop had brought her to orgasm, and was rapidly reaching 

orgasm himself, his long brown lund ready to explode, sending his glorious, smelly 

Indian seed deep inside my Ms’s willing vagina.  

 

But she pushed him away as he was about to cum, and he gasped, surprised.  

 

“What…?” 

 

She flicked her fingers at me, kneeling there obediently, as wide eyed as ever.  

 

“Idhar aa!” (And by now, the reader already knows what this means, so I won’t waste 

space explaining it again) 

 

“Suck his dick, boy. He’s about to cum. And make sure to keep that cum in your 

mouth until I tell you to spit it out!” 

 

Anoop looked at her, unsure, his lovely long penis pointing at me, the slit on his cock 

head so inviting to me that I involuntarily gave it a little lick.  

 

But though he groaned at the new sensation, he still hesitated, much like Samit had 

when I first cleaned his cock off.  

 

After all, he was thinking, this white fool probably enjoys dressing up as a woman, 

but is he really interested in sucking my cock?  

 

Of course, he wasn’t to know the nature of my relationship with my Ms., thinking this 

was all a “game”, as opposed to a lifestyle! 

 

But his reluctance quickly disappeared as I gobbled his lora (another term for cock) 

up hungrily, and he moaned in pleasure, enjoying the sensations of a mouth on his 

cock after he had fucked her.  

 

“Fuck his mouth, Anoop. Fuck his mouth like a pussy!” 

 

The order rang out, and he knew better than to disobey “the hand that feeds”. In any 

case, he thought, it’s all good for me, I get to cum in someone’s mouth, which I’ve 

always wanted.  

 

And he roughly plunged the length of his sword down my throat, causing me to gag, 

but he didn’t care, fucking me roughly, as I just knelt there, trying to breathe.  

 

“Ah”, he moaned after a short while.  

 

And the inevitable happened, as his nuts contracted, my reward for offering my mouth 

to be used about to splatter down my throat.  

 

“Ah, fuck! Take it, you white bitch! Look at me, you fucking bitch!” 



  

 

He grabbed a clump of my hair and pulled me head up, so we were looking into each 

other eyes, and I still remember the look of enjoyment in his eyes, the look of 

dominance at having the opportunity to fuck a white man’s mouth, to cum in his 

mouth… 

 

“Beg! Beg, you motherfucker!” he yelled as he came, and I vainly tried to beg, that 

mammoth brown Indian member in my mouth barely allowing me a breath, let alone 

speech! 

 

His seed burst out with fury and though I couldn’t see it, I knew how rapid the 

contractions were, as I had seen it before – and I was feeling each hot load smash 

against my throat anyway, causing me to gag, barely giving me time to breathe as 

another blob of steaming hot Indian goo hit my throat, and then another.  

 

In fact, I was literally breathing his cum, as he emptied the last of his load into my 

mouth, still grunting with extreme pleasure, and I choked, cum streaming down my 

nostrils, a sudden headache building at the centre of my forehead (the sort that 

happens temporarily when you breathe in water without meaning to, until it get out of 

your nose, at any rate).  

 

And he pulled out finally, the light brown dong still hard as he sat down on the soft 

bed, laughing with pleasure, a silly grin across his features, sort of like men tend to 

have after a fantastic, ball blowing (excuse the pun!) orgasm! 

 

“Ahhh”, he suddenly moaned as his balls released one last, gentle spurt of jizz, the hot 

liquid travelling up his magnificent Indian member slowly, but it got there, slowly 

dribbling out of the slit on his pink cockhead, leaking down on to his balls, as I 

watched, mesmerized, trying to hold his cum in my mouth as long as I could.  

 

And Ms. burst out laughing.  

 

“What a nice little bitch he is. How does his cum taste, Kanta?” 

 

“Acha”, I attempted to say (good), but it ended up being a case of me literally 

“burbling”, as his cum bubbled out of my mouth as I spoke, and I desperately tried to 

lick it back in.  

 

Anoop roared with amusement.  

 

“Kya thodi aur der andar rakha sakta hai ye (can he keep it in his mouth for a while 

longer?” 

 

“Of course!” responded Ms. giggling helplessly.  

 

She turned to me, and put her lovely foot on my face, smearing the remnants of cum 

all over my cheeks.  

 

“Five minute by the fucking clock, boy! And now go and fetch us both some wine!” 

 



  

 

And I don’t know how I did it, but I somehow managed to keep his load in my mouth 

for that amount of time, my jaw muscles hurting way more than if I had actually 

slobbered all over his penis.  

 

This might sound a bit strange, but if it does, just do the following.  

 

Take a glass of water, or tea, or beer, for that matter – whatever your beverage of 

choice might be, and take a large swig, and just it let swish there around your mouth 

without you swallowing it or spitting it back out.  

 

Yes, yes, I know. It’s easy, I hear you say. But do it once, and you’ll see it isn’t as 

easy as it sounds, and especially not if it’s a load of another man’s creamy, smelly ball 

juice rubbing up against your gums! 

 

But I did it somehow, and in due course I was ordered to spit it out into a bowl, cover 

it with foil so it wouldn’t “spoil”, being the precious Indian ejaculate it was, and of 

course, put it in the fridge.  

 

“God”, said Anoop, positively giggling by now, never having seen anything like this 

in his young life before.  

 

“Is my cum that fucking valuable?” 

 

“Kanta bai ko pasand hai (Kanta bai likes it)”, responded Ms. with a sly look. “Don’t 

you, boy…bai, I mean…?” 

 

And they both burst out laughing as I did as I was ordered, and then cleaned them 

both up, getting them for round #2.  

 

But the crowning indignity awaited me the next morning, as she got up, me having 

rubbed her feet all night (one of those where she slept like a baby, and I sat there with 

her feet in my lap, not daring to move any part of my body other than my fingers).  

 

She had me tongue her asshole briefly, before she decided it was time to “go”, and we 

completed our morning ritual, after which I wiped her lovely ass dry, and she started 

to brush her teeth, spitting at me occasionally, using my face as a washbasin of sorts.  

 

But she suddenly stopped.  

 

“Boy!” 

 

“Ji, Malkin” I responded, kissing her ass crack as I did so, a faint smell of waste 

matter coming from it even though the asshole was sparking clean, but I didn’t care.  

 

It was her waste, my Goddess’s waste, I thought, not parting the crack, but kissing all 

“over” it if that makes any sense.  

 

She smacked me on the head in responded.  

 



  

 

“Fetch the bowl of cum from the fridge, boy! Oh, and a twig from the neem tree in the 

garden! And hurry up!” 

 

Bemused, I rushed to do her bidding, and threw a pair of shorts on hurriedly as I 

broke off a twig from the tree in her garden.  

 

What does she want with this, I thought. A twig? She can’t even shove it up my ass as 

it’s way too brittle… 

 

But I was learning new facts about my adopted land daily, and today was to prove to 

be no exception to the rule.  

 

She was done cleaning her own teeth, I noticed, the used gobs of toothpaste carelessly 

spat out all over the sink, ready for her servant to clean.  

 

But before that… 

 

“Boy!” she smacked me on the head again, turning around to face me, as I looked at 

the basin. She was in a feisty mood today, and that wasn’t any wonder, given the 

night she had had! 

 

“Do you know how Indians traditionally cleaned their teeth, boy?” 

 

“No, Ms”, I said, planting a kiss on her feet.  

 

“With that”, she said, pointing at the twig.  

 

“Iske sath (with that)??”, I said, confused, and she giggled at my accent, which of 

course hadn’t gone away by then (and it probably never ever will).  

 

“Han, uske sath! (Yes, with that)” 

 

She continued, leaning back on the basin, her pussy so near me I could almost smell 

the remnants of Anoop’s man juice on her.  

 

But his man juice was elsewhere too, as I unwrapped the bowl carefully, grimacing at 

the cold, sticky mess the once steaming hot and bubbly cum had turned into.  

 

“It’s actually a healthy way of cleaning one’s teeth”, she continued. And upon doing 

some research later, I found out she was right, as she usually always was.  

 

Neem apparently has medicinal properties, the leaves and bark of the mighty tree, 

native to India from what I can tell having natural constituents in them that cool, 

sooth, sanitize and invigorate the gums and teeth, leading to better dental hygiene than 

is normally accomplished via commercial mouthwashes and toothpastes.  

 

But of course, it wasn’t as simple as that, as I obediently picked up the Neem twig and 

started to carefully brush my teeth with it, being careful not to hurt the gums.  

 

“Not so fast, boy” she sniggered,  



  

 

“First, take that bowl and smell it, my little bitch. Smell a real man’s cum, and 

remember that long brown cock pleasuring me, you little slut!” 

 

And I did as she asked, desire passing through me as well as I remembered Anoop’s 

lovely cockhead, his one eyed snake looking at me so invitingly, the cum just ready to 

explode out of that narrow slit… 

 

And then, she ordered to dip the twig in the mess, and brush my teeth with it.  

 

I suppose it was healthy enough, given that cum “nourishes” (as we all know so well 

by now!) and given the natural properties Neem has, but it was an icky task, given the 

sticky, cold mess the cum had turned into.  

 

And Ms. roared with laughter.  

 

“I should shove that up your ass, boy!” 

 

And suddenly, she carelessly kicked the twig away from my mouth, and pranced on 

the living room.  

 

“Coffee time, boy!” she called out in a sing song voice as I attempted to rinse my 

mouth, the taste of cum not leaving my gums no matter what I did.  

 

And there are so many such instances that I could literally write a book just about the 

sexual humiliation Perfect Ms. Priyanka delighted in putting me through, and I might 

do that someday, but for now, I’ll continue with the narration.  

 

Some might wonder why she debased me to this degree, but there is a reason for 

everything, and her reason was simple.  

 

Let him be what he really wants to be, as opposed to what he thinks he wants to be! 

 

And women have this innate knowledge of what a person’s REAL desires are, what 

he really wants, what his real skills are… 

 

And education and sales skills notwithstanding, my real skills lay in providing 

servitude of all sorts and willingly in most cases, something most people don’t have.  

A rare, if not unique in certain aspects, skill, but more important than the skill itself is 

the REASON behind that skill being honed so exceptionally well even before she 

started to condition me.  

 

To explain this better, she might order me to hold a man’s cum in my mouth, but to do 

it without failing at the first try signifies there is something else going on – not just 

acceptance of an order. Sure, that is there, but there was also a willingness deep down 

inside to be humiliated, used, abused… 

 

Like a woman.  

 

Let me repeat that part, because it’s important.  

 



  

 

Like a woman.  

 

Only, I didn’t know it at that point, but my Ms. did.  

 

A quote from the famous movie Rambo, First Blood, Part – III will explain it better 

than I ever could.  

 

The battle weary Rambo is shown standing in a Buddhist monastery, helping the 

monks out with construction and such, but his inner struggles are evident to all around 

him, even as he vainly tries to block out “who he really is”, as his mentor and superior 

in the Special Forces, “Colonel Trautman” says – to the best of my recollection, 

anyway:  

 

“A sculptor once created a famous statue and people complimented him on the 

statue’s beauty, and the sheer skill it took to create said statue. But the sculptor looked 

at them, surprised, and said he hadn’t done anything. The statue was already there, he 

said. I just chipped away the rough edges!” 

 

“You’re always going to be tearing apart at yourself until you come to terms with who 

you are. Until you come full circle”.  

 

And the movie proceeds, but I thought those two quotes explained my situation at the 

time perfectly.  

 

I obviously enjoyed serving Ms as a female maid, a female maid humiliated at every 

turn, more than my Indian counterparts ever could be. And of course, I’d been 

conditioned to suck dick and server her lovers like a woman, and I enjoyed that as 

well.  

 

But getting used to their cum was her way of making me accept that I just had to 

come full circle, not just for her, but for myself as well – though I didn’t know it at 

the time! 

 

Why cum, you might ask?  

 

Why not their dirty underwear, for instance?  

 

Well, because cum is the very embodiment of manhood, the very thing that causes life 

to sprout out of a woman’s vagina, the very “essence” of a man, it has been said. And 

for another man to take, desire (as I came to) and so deeply cherish said cum himself 

means his true calling in his life is to be a submissive female, to serve said men 

willingly!  

 

At least, that is what my theory is, and that is how it was for me.  

 

Wondrous are the ways of the glorious women that I’ve written so much about, 

women that know what’s good for a man, and make him accept it, whether he wants 

to or not, in one way or the other! 

 



  

 

But before coming “full circle”, there were a few more interesting twists and turns 

that awaited me, and I’ll detail those beneath. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

CHAPTER SIX 
      

My old boss “reappears” 

(…Or Lady Katherine reappears, should I say…) 

 

Those that have read part one of my memoir will recall that I worked in an office like 

many of my readers “once upon a time”, that “time” at that point feeling it had been 

centuries ago, though in reality it hadn’t even been a year since I had left my last job, 

more like a few months.  

 

But you know how is when things start happening, things that you enjoy, as 

occurrences blend into one another, one building upon the other as had certainly 

happened in my relationship with Ms. thus far, and you are literally “in the zone” so 

to speak, and everything else outside the zone either does not exist, or seems like a 

very distant memory.  

 

It was the same thing that had happened the last time around in the U.S. when I was at 

her feet for a few weeks straight, when the rest of the world had ceased to exist for 

me, all that mattered to me being my Ms, so deeply enmeshed was I in my servitude 

to her, as “Serving an Indian Goddess”, my previous narration on this, spread out over 

three parts details.  

 

And if you thought that level of devotion was intense, well, we had taken it to another 

level altogether ever since I arrived in India, especially once my lovely Ms. got me 

used to sucking cock, something I now feel I was born to do, suck the cocks of real 

men that fuck my Ms. and provide her with the pleasure that she so craves and 

deserves.  

 

Anyway, you probably also recall my old boss at the last job, Katherine, a white lady, 

quite a “Goddess” in her own right, and someone I might well have fantasized about 

serving if I hadn’t met my Ms., of course.  

 

I still recall the black nail polish on her feet the day I walked into her office to tender 

my resignation, slightly chipped, as if the weekend had been a rough one for her 

(which it had, my resignation not exactly brightening up an already sullen Monday 

morning).  

 

In fact, and I didn’t mention this in Part One, I had a strong feeling at the time that she 

was just itching to ask me to bend over her knee, much like a Victorian era 

headmaster might command a pupil caught skipping morning Assembly when 

administering “six of the best” with a rattan cane, while she spanked me with a 

hairbrush or other implement of her choice.  

 

“How dare you fucking leave the company just when I need you!!”, I could almost 

hear her roar, though of course she did nothing of the sort, and generally handled the 

entire issue in a professional manner as I’d expect from her.  

 

Of course when I finally did meet her again, it was in vastly different circumstances 

than when we had last met in the U.S., as you might imagine, and “finally”, my 



  

 

friend, is a relative term here, as we ended up “meeting” just a few months after I 

thought I’d never see her again.  

 

And as I readied myself for another stab of pain to my balls, she was giggling 

helplessly, taking pleasure in my pain, as she was “whipping” my tender balls with 

the “business end” of a bottle opener, the blunt metal hitting my nuts with the right 

amount of force, causing me to scream out loud with the pain.  

 

This was of course after she had rubbed Indian chilli powder on the tip of my penis, 

along with clothespins all along the shaft of my “reed”, causing pain that was 

indescribable, and I would surely have brought the house down with my screams had 

she not shoved her used panties in my mouth to shut me up, her eyes gleaming, 

enjoying the torture she was inflicting.  

 

And as the pain in my penis finally died down a “slow burn”, she concentrated on my 

balls that had been spared until now.  

 

But she was an expert at all forms of torture it seemed, both slow and instant, and the 

pain only lasted a few seconds, followed by a feeling of “wobbly knees”.  

 

And though some might breathe a sigh of relief at Watson’s nuts not being subjected 

to extreme torture, let me tell you that I’d rather have a woman slap me in the nuts 

forcefully ONCE rather than constantly experience 20% of the levels of pain I’d 

experience from that blow over and over again.  

 

It’s sort of like Chinese water torture, which in theory doesn’t sound like much, a 

drop of water constantly dripping on one’s forehead, something that by itself is barely 

noticeable, but combine it with solitude and hours of being forced to sit in the same 

position, with the water dripping down inexorably, figuratively “reshaping the rock” 

(your forehead), and you’ll soon find out it’s anything but easy to endure.  

 

And it was a similar situation with Katherine’s wrist expertly “whacking” my left nut 

in exactly the same spot as she had me bend over a chair, each howl of pain causing 

her great amusement.  

 

I certainly didn’t know about this part of her when I used to work for her, I thought, as 

I braced myself for the next blow, but only felt her smooth hands cup my balls as I 

cringed in terror thinking she’d squeeze them, but she never did.  

 

My God, I thought. I always knew she had a dominant streak, but this!  

 

And my mind flashed back to what had gone down during the last week, as she tired 

of smacking my nuts, and ordered me on the bed to please her, her white ass staring at 

me much like Ms did so often… 

 

The clock tolled 11 P.M., and I bent to my task, my tongue now seeming to 

automatically find the “sweet spots” inside the canal of a woman’s ass, so well had 

Ms. trained me in that regard without either one of us even realizing it at the time.  

Oh, Ms., I thought, as I thought of her sleeping comfortably in the next room.  

 



  

 

Oh, Ms…, I thought, as Lady Katherine’s moans of pleasure made the only noise in 

what was otherwise a silent house… 

 

***** 

 

If I recall correctly, I think this particular “saga” in the narration all started, oddly 

enough, much as my association with my Ms. had started back up, with a simple 

email of all things.  

 

A short, crisp, to the point, piece of communication which made my Ms’s initial email 

after my extended and unwillingly imposed “break” away from her look positively 

long, though in reality that was just a few lines as well, along with a generous 

sprinkling of “smileys” (most of them being giggly faces).  

 

The email showed up one night, and quite appropriately after I had finished brushing 

my teeth with yet another man’s semen (I can’t remember his name, but I do 

remember his balls as being one of the largest I’ve ever had the fortune to suck upon), 

my Ms. sometimes instructing me to brush my teeth in front of the man himself, as he, 

like many, many others before him wondered at the level a white “man” could stoop 

to for his Indian Ms.! 

 

And given the size of his nuts, comparable to a stallion’s gigantic balls, or so it 

seemed, it was no wonder that he had produced endless amounts of jizz, jizz that I 

brushed my teeth with, after which he left once he had finished gaping.  

 

That night was one of those nights where Ms. allowed me an hour off, so I could 

check my emails and respond to communication from my “other life”, of which I had 

very little left, to be honest.  

 

That hour was not granted every week, but I didn’t really care, as (and as I’ve said 

before), the outside world meant very little to me at this point in time, only Ms. did.  

 

And as I went to the desktop computer she had, and fired up Chrome, I saw the email 

I am referring to here. 

 

From my old boss, I thought, but at the time I didn’t think it was anything strange, a 

former boss staying in touch with an employee that had done good work for him (or 

her as the case might be).  

 

No, it was the contents of the email, from a different email account than the one I had 

saved for her in my address book, a one liner than made me gape even more than the 

man who had just left had.  

 

And I stared at the screen, hand almost “frozen” to the mouse, as time seemed to stand 

still and you could have driven a train (or penis) into my mouth without me even 

knowing, as my jaw literally dropped to my knees (or so it seemed). 

 

I read the one liner over and over again, wondering how the heck she knew.  

 



  

 

“So, how do them brown dicks taste, boy? Yours truly, Lady Katherine (and the word 

“brown” was literally italicized in the email, just the way I have done here” 

 

I didn’t quite understand the reason behind the “lady”, though I would have if I 

thought about it, but such was my confusion at the time that I barely paused to give it 

any thought.  

 

How the heck does she know, I wondered over and over again.  

 

And as I wondered, I felt a not-so-gentle smack to the back of my head, and I 

instantly rose off the chair and dropped to my knees, instinctively kissing her feet as 

she laughed at me.  

 

“I’ll explain, boy!” 

 

“Come to the living room” she continued. “And before you do so, make sure to put 

that bed sheet in the laundry. That was a massive load, wasn’t it? I should have asked 

you to save it, perhaps use it as toppings for…” 

 

And with those words she giggled and made her way to the living room as I gathered 

up the bed sheet hurriedly, remembering the “cum on pizza” experience she had put 

me through while still in the U.S.  

 

I arrived in the living room a minute or so after her and found her lolling comfortably 

on the recliner, as if without a care in the world, in sharp contrast to my thoughts, as I 

knew Ms. must have been the one who “told on me”.  

 

Now, my anxiety might seem strange to some here. You might think, well, a barrage 

of Indian men already know about you, and her secretary does (and therefore a large 

portion of the office as well), and so, what is the fuss all about if you add another lady 

into the mix?  

 

All very true, but the point being, most of the people that “knew” were in India, and 

hardly likely to get in touch with, or should I say even bother to get in touch with 

folks from my past life, treating me as a crazy white fuck who apparently liked to be 

used as a cum dump, a nutty expat the likes of which they had never seen before and 

would likely never see again.  

 

An expat, a foreigner, an “angrez” as they termed it (the word originally meaning 

“Britisher”, but used to refer to white people in general in India) at the end of the day, 

a person that whose actions they ended up dismissing since he wasn’t “one of theirs”, 

and his crazy and deviant sexual fetishes, while interesting them as a road kill might 

to a passer-by, not being enough to occupy their thoughts for more than a few hours.  

 

But, and here’s the point, Katherine wasn’t an Indian, and I wasn’t an expat to her, 

and… 

 

“And yes, she’d likely think about it differently, boy”, giggled Ms., as always, reading 

my thoughts.  

 



  

 

Suddenly she tossed a tiny key at me, which I recognized as the key to my chastity 

device.  

 

“Unlock yourself, dickie boy!”, she said, the term being yet another new one she 

coined for me on the spot as she often did.  

 

I stared at her, not comprehending what she said though the words had been clear 

enough.  

 

“Kanta! Khol!” (Kanta! Open it!) 

 

Much like she might have ordered an actual maid to “spread ‘em”, and I hurriedly 

complied, my pasty white cock standing to attention as soon as I was free of my 

“shackles”.  

 

She regarded my equipment contemptuously, and spat in my direction.  

 

“What a pathetic sight you make, boy!” (a dialog that she had uttered so many times 

before that it had ceased to really humiliate me, and I accepted what she said for the 

fact that it was). 

 

A cold, hard fact driven home as images of the numerous “lund’s” I had serviced as of 

late  sprang to my mind at that instant, all of them better endowed than I could ever 

hope to be, I thought… 

 

But Ms. wasn’t interested in my musings, instead she ordered me to pay attention and 

I did.  

 

“You know, boy…I actually called and told Katherine you’d be resigning from your 

job before you did on Monday”, she said, causing me stare at her in surprise, and the 

next words escaped from my mouth before I could help it.  

 

“But she didn’t know. She didn’t…” 

 

“Yes, yes, you fool. I know she didn’t know! She didn’t know who I was 

either…remember?” and here, Ms. looked at me meaningfully as if to tell me. “Use 

what’s left of your little brain!” 

 

This was true, I thought. I had never told anyone about my Ms., not even my friend 

Tom, who had so efficiently managed to sell my car off after I left it in his care, 

arranging to have the monthly payments transferred into my account in India.  

 

(An account which was my Ms’s for all practical purposes, my name just being tacked 

on to it as a “joint account holder”, or something of that nature).  

 

“No, Ms”, I said, looking down at her feet.  

 

“Well, I kept in touch with her, Kanta, and I got to know her. And I actually felt sorry 

for her, losing her star employee, who seemed to have made sales as well as he sucks 

dick!” 



  

 

Here she suddenly laughed.  

 

“Needless to say, the other clown they hired at the company couldn’t do half as good 

of a job as you did, and while that is of no concern to me, really, your old boss ended 

up feeling the ire of the big boss”.  

 

And I felt guilty as well, leaving Katherine when I did, though at the time the feeling 

of guilt was quickly swept by the sense of elation I had experienced at being able to 

see my Ms. again! 

 

But now that my Ms. was bringing it up herself… 

 

“Anyway, a month or so ago I got to know of this company that deals with watches 

requiring an experienced Sales Manager, and I recommended her candidature to 

them.” 

 

“My recommendation came with some weight, being I know the lady that owns the 

company, and one thing led to another – as you well know, boy – exactly what 

happened to you!”, she said, laughing again and nudging my cock with her foot, 

grimacing as it stood to attention just that little bit more, begging for release.  

 

“Anyway, she got hired, at a far more attractive salary than she was making in the 

U.S. and she lives here in Delhi now!” 

 

“Lives here!” I repeated after her, doing my imitation of a “stuck record”, my eyes as 

round as saucers.  

 

“Yes, you idiot”, Ms. said, pulling a strand of sparse hair on my nuts with her toes, 

making me squeal with pain. “Must you repeat everything I say?” 

 

“I’m sorry, Ms.” 

 

“You better be, you idiot!”, she responded, raising her foot as if to kick my balls into 

oblivion, and I cringed like a mangy dog, waiting for the inevitable to happen. 

 

But it didn’t, and she continued speaking.  

 

“And you’ll meet her soon too, boy! Do you want to meet Katherine, Kanta?” 

 

“Uh, no…” 

 

“Boy! How dare you! I’m anxious to show my bai off to an American woman, and 

you…” 

 

But she did not need to complete that sentence, as I realized my mistake as she was 

halfway through it, and fell at her feet, apologizing profusely, kissing her ankles as I 

did so.  

 

“I’m sorry, Ms. I really am! Please forgive me, Ms.!” 

 



  

 

And I was, as I hadn’t thought about it from that standpoint.  

 

How much Ms. would enjoy it, I thought, showing off her white servant, her white 

bitch, actually to another white woman from his country!  

 

And come to think of it, Katherine, given the dominant streak I had sensed in her 

probably wouldn’t mind it either.  

 

“We’ll see how sorry you are, boy”, giggled Ms. “Let’s see you prove it!” 

 

“Prove it?”, I was about to ask, but stopped myself in the nick of time, fearing the 

smack that might well turned me into a “broken” record instead of one that was 

merely “stuck”.  

 

“Face down on the floor, boy. Now!” 

 

“Oh, and by the way, Katherine, as you might imagine knows all about your love for 

large Indian cock…but you already know that, don’t you?” 

 

And I lay face down on the carpet, sort of expecting her to say the words, and she did.  

 

“Hump the carpet, boy! Feel that carpet on your cock! A pussy for you, as it were 

(and here she snickered in a meaningful manner, knowing I’d never get any “pussy” 

from a real woman)” 

 

And as I humped the carpet, she ordered me to get it over with quickly, thanking her 

as I rubbed my groin against the harsh carpet like a bitch in heat, for exposing some of 

the most intimate details of our “adventures” together to Katherine.  

 

“I want you to cum by the count of 10, boy!” 

 

And as she counted to 10, she titillated me further by reminding her bai of the cocks 

she had sucked.  

 

“What a nice maid, you make, bitch!” this said in a sneering tone of voice as the count 

reached “3”.  

 

At “5”, she seemed to pause forever, reminding me of Samit’s cock, and how nice I 

looked while sucking it, how large the head was, the amount of cum he produced, and 

so forth.  

 

All stuff guaranteed to get the juices flowing as it were, and I moaned, the pain caused 

by the rough surface of the carpet on the underside of my dick  far outweighed by the 

sheer pleasure her humiliation was causing me to experience.  

 

I suppose I should have expected it, but when it came, it took me by surprise.  

 

She ordered me to turn over at the count of 7, and that was the first clue, but I didn’t 

get it.  

 



  

 

And I was ready to come by the count of 8 as she deftly flicked my nipples once, 

which was enough, and I moaned loudly, the pleasure building to a climax… 

 

…and I felt a strange sensation, sort of as if a “vein” deep down had been pressed, 

sort of immobilizing my entire pubic area, followed by another strange sort of 

sensation, nothing like the pleasure I had experienced before.  

 

And I heard her saying “Pooja did this to you, too, I think”, giggling as she said this.  

 

I don’t remember, but what I do remember is this was one of the most frustrating 

feelings I’ve ever experienced, as she pressed a particular nerve under my balls 

firmly, and it literally stopped my balls from emptying, except of course for only a 

few dribbles of cum leaking out of my cock head.  

 

And she whacked me on the head hard after that, locking me deftly, a skill honed 

through months of practice.  

 

“You had the temerity to think I’d let you cum, after you answered in the negative to 

me, slave?” 

 

Whack! 

 

“No, Ma’am, I…” 

 

Whack! 

 

“Never say no to me, boy!” 

 

Whack! Whack! 

 

The slaps to the side of my head seemed to resound around the room as she got up, 

and finally delivered a kick to the ribs that had me doubled up in agony.  

 

And as she left the room, her parting words both interested and scared me.  

 

“You’ll meet her soon enough, boy! Soon enough!” 

 

***** 

 

And as I knelt on the floor of that very same living room a week or so later staring at 

Katherine’s long white soles, caked with grim from New Delhi’s streets and her 

apparent love of open heeled sandals, I realized she meant what she said at the time, 

three days having passed since then, Ms. staying true to her words as she always did.  

 

“Lick ‘em clean, boy”, a female voice said in an American accent, an accent I had not 

heard for so long, exciting me as if it were a foreign accent though the reality was just 

the opposite.  

 



  

 

“You heard her!” chimed in Ms, and I started licking Katherine’s (or Lady Katherine, 

as she preferred to be addressed) feet clean, musing on how many “get-togethers” I 

had experienced when I performed this very same service, albeit with different ladies.  

 

This get-together was sort of different though, I mused, with no real “partying” in 

terms of forced cumming, rubbing cum on to female feet, or even extra humiliation.  

 

And I remembered the events of the evening as I licked her feet, and the two ladies 

chatted.  

 

Ms. had given me no prior intimation that she was going to be visiting, and it was as 

much of a shock for me to answer the door around 6:30 P.M., and see her standing 

there in the flesh as it were, right next to Ms, who I thought was returning from her 

jog, as it must have been for her to see her old and “feminized” employee in “her” 

new avatar. 

 

Of course, no prizes for guessing who recovered more swiftly, and who was more 

amused, as I bent to kiss my Ms’s feet, and Katherine looked on, giggling as if she 

knew I did this on a regular basis.  

 

“Well trained, Priyanka, just as you said!” she said, and I found the way in which she 

pronounced my Ms’s name to be incredibly alluring, the accent pronounced, yet clear.  

 

And as I served them refreshments, I learnt that Katherine, unbeknownst to me at the 

time was actually a Domina in her spare time, or had become one after her divorce, at 

least.  

 

As she herself put it, “Though I was never ever the sort of woman a man could walk 

over and not hear about it, I wasn’t really interested in dominating men, per se.” 

 

But after her divorce, she went out on a few dates, none excepting one satisfying her, 

with a guy who apparently had a foot fetish somewhat like mine, and the ferocity of 

his orgasm (and all she did to induce it was roll her pant legs up and shove her sock 

clad feet in his face) both stunned and intrigued her, and she began to delve more 

deeply into the fetish scene, and the psyche of the men (and women of course) that 

inhabited it.  

 

And she soon learnt two things, one that she already know, that being that men 

thought with their “little brains”, especially when it came to fetishes, and these men 

often paid very well, especially if the Domina was good at what she did, the men 

literally begging her, grovelling before her to accept their hard earned cash! 

 

She found the initial experiences to be quite empowering, but the second thing she 

noticed was she herself was growing to enjoy this, more so than she had ever thought 

possible.  

 

As one of her “clients” put it, she was a “natural at it, but just didn’t know!” 

 

And so it turned out that she began to be known as “Lady Katherine”, at least after her 

regular job ended.  



  

 

And she giggled as she said she saw no reason to stop dominating men in India.  

 

“India has a paucity of white Dommes anyway”, she confidently told my Ms., who 

seemed to agree.  

 

“Yes, Katherine. The men here are into that type of thing, and believe me, there are 

many, will go ga-ga over you, a tall American women wanting to slap them around!” 

 

“Boy!” called Ms., clearly addressing me, and I looked at her, my mouth full of Lady 

Katherine’s foot dirt.  

 

“Wipe her feet off, and get dinner on the table! She’s aching to practice a bit on you”, 

and here Ms. grinned, looking at Lady Katherine.  

 

“All yours for tonight, Katherine! But make sure he still has his balls after your done 

with him”, she giggled, and they ate dinner shortly thereafter, with me standing by 

then to serve them like a menial waiter, and little more.  

 

***** 

 

“Ah, that feels good, you fucking bitch!”, moaned Lady Katherine, as I came “back to 

the present”, my tongue deeply enmeshed in her asshole, the smell of her ass sweat 

both revolting and a turn on.  

 

I wondered if she was going to cum, the ache in my nuts getting to be unbearably, a 

steady, dull pain that seemed to just get worse despite the relatively low force with 

which each blow had landed.  

 

In fact, it felt as if my nuts were swollen, to put it a better way! 

 

Suddenly, and abruptly, she ordered me to stop, and fetch the left over vanilla ice 

cream that Ms. and her had partaken off after dinner, and left on the table for me to 

clean up.  

 

I wondered why she was asking me to fetch her the ice cream which had probably 

melted by then, but she then issued a second order, ordering me to fetch am elastic 

band to the kitchen and a small bag of ice from the freezer.  

 

She grinned as I brought the by now warm ice cream to her, along with the ice, and 

deftly tied the ice pack to the base of my dick, so that the cold permeated my already 

sore balls. 

 

“And now, you fucking bitch! Spread my ass cheeks, and get some of that warm ice 

cream in there, and lick it out of my asshole!” 

 

I stared at her, not believing what she said. I was to eat ice cream – out of her 

asshole?  

 

She slapped me, her strong fingers leaving an imprint on my cheek.  

 



  

 

And as I hesitated further, she picked up the bottle opener again, and I saw the look in 

her eyes.  

 

“Yes…Yes, Lady Katherine, please allow me to…” 

 

“Shut up!” 

 

She lay down, and I spread her ass cheeks, carefully using my tongue to insert the ice 

cream into her ass, and she moaned in delight as the combination of my tongue and 

the warm ice cream at the tip of her anus drove her wild with pleasure – well, that, 

and the thought of her former employee at work literally “eating out of her ass”! 

 

And though I was somewhat revolted at doing this, the various smells making me 

sick, I had far more, shall we say, pressing concerns at the point, not the least of those 

being the ice “pressing” down on to my nuts, causing immense pain in my already 

sore testicles, the cold “seeping” in, and shooting stabs of pain passing through my 

entire ball sack.  

 

Not to mention the ice cold condensation that dripped off the pack, some on to my 

weary cock head, and the rest down the inside of my thighs, a very uncomfortable 

sensation to say the least.  

 

And as the pain quickly became unbearable, I started to wriggle around in agony, and 

so did my tongue in her butthole, both of  these turning her on so much that she came 

a short while later as she ordered me to finger her while “eating” from her asshole.  

 

And then, it happened, as the pain I experienced a short while later was like nothing I 

had ever experienced, and nothing I will ever experience in the future again.  

 

She took the half melted ice pack off, and tossed it to one side of the room, and I 

screamed loudly as my balls started to “come back to life”, the pain passing through 

them feeling like “hot” skewers through my entire lower abdomen.  

 

And I noticed her face flush as I screamed.  

 

This is turning her on, I thought.  

 

My God, she enjoys this, I thought, as she started to pinch my nipples with a small nail 

cutter on the bedside table, but I was already hurting so bad in my balls that the added 

pain didn’t really register, a small flicker of lightning during the storm of pain as it 

were.  

 

And when it came I least expected it, a loud bulb seeming to go off in my head, the 

pain as if an 18-wheeler had come to rest on my poor testicles, as Lady Katherine 

raised a stately foot, the black nail polish on her toes gleaming wickedly at me, and 

kicked me square in the nuts, those tortured twin globes that had not even started to 

recover from the steel bottle opener and the ice.  

 



  

 

All I remember before passing out cold on the floor, water dripping from my balls, 

and my penis and nipples still hurting was her laughter, and the last thought that I 

experienced was the same i.e. My God, she enjoys this! 

 

And I passed out after that, unconsciousness like a warm and welcome blanket at that 

point, a much needed break from the pain.  

 

***** 

       

So that was my first meeting with Lady Katherine in India, and a most “interesting” 

on in some regards, I must say.  

 

Needless to say, it took me a few days to recover from THAT, and the sight of me 

hobbling around, nursing my sore balls was something my Ms. enjoyed as well, and 

she’d often raise her foot as if to strike my nuts, finding the look of terror in my eyes 

hilarious.  

 

And after that first evening when I met Lady Katherine in India for the first time, it 

seemed like I had two owners instead of one, one albeit more commanding and in 

ultimate control, but the other (Lady Katherine) no less demanding when I did get to 

“spend time with her” (if I may term it as that!) 

 

The natural domme in her enjoyed inflicting pain on me, and she took every 

opportunity to indulge herself when she met, my Ms. being a smiling and willing 

accomplice, allowing my former boss full rein over me for the time we were together.  

 

And of course, the sexual humiliation continued, as she’d have me service her lovers 

much like Ms. did (the same lovers in many cases), and delighted in devising new and 

more debasing ways to make me “submit” to her, all of which she genuinely enjoyed 

doing, perhaps more than my Ms.  

 

As her “client” once told her, she was a natural at it! 

 

What ways, you ask? What can possibly be more humiliating than what Ms. had 

already made me do with Anoop, Samit and the rest?  

 

Well, imagine having to lick a man’s seed directly out of the condom he’s used, for 

one! 

 

Or have a remote controlled “butt plug” up your own butt while you suck another 

man’s cock, the “plug” sending little electric shocks up your ass every time the button 

on the remote is pressed, which Lady Katherine took pleasure in doing at random, as 

my ass wiggled in tune to her demands while I sucked cock at the same time, a bitch 

shaking her ass for her “man”, as it were! 

 

And more, many ways which are way too detailed to describe in this particular 

narration (they actually deserve a separate one!), but suffice to say that humiliation 

and enjoyment (for my former boss, not me) were the two overriding emotions at play 

here.  

 



  

 

And last, but not least, the ball torture, which she enjoyed inflicting on me every so 

often, sometimes with Ms. watching on, and sometimes even joining “in the fun”.  

 

To cut a long story short, I had actually been reduced to nothing more than a 

“specimen” for her, on which she tested new and more and more inventive ways of 

torture as well as humiliation to see my reactions before she introduced her clients to 

them, of which she already had a small, but burgeoning list, her natural dominant 

streak making a reputation for itself (and of course, India does have a paucity of 

Dommes, white or not).  

 

As Ms once told me, giggling, her foot on my shoulder as she spoke to Katherine, 

“You quit your job, boy, causing her problems. Now YOU face the consequences!” 

Fair enough, eh?  

 

And now, the reader might ask, head likely spinning with the lurid tales so far, tales 

that might seem more fantasy than reality to a degree, “what remains”?  

 

In other words, what further levels of humiliation could possibly await me?  

  

And again, a question that is well justified.  

 

Heck, I’ve read this narration several times over myself and my own head spins with 

what has been written – and if I, the author of this narration is still, after so much time 

spent with my Ms., and actually experiencing what has been written, am somewhat 

dazed upon reading it, I can well imagine the effect it might have on “the casual 

reader”.  

 

But incredible though it might sound, our “hike” down the long, twisted, wondrous 

and seemingly never ending (depending upon one’s imagination) path of servitude 

(for me) and dominance for my Ms,  was not even halfway over with.  

 

We were yet to reach the peak of the mountain, and then some… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

CHAPTER SEVEN 
      

The orgy 

 

Lady Katherine and my Ms quickly became close friends, as it turned out they shared 

many of the same likes and dislikes (apart from their common interest in me, of 

course!), and they’d often arrange to meet up after work, either going out for drinks or 

staying at home to have some “fun” (and I don’t think I need to detail what sort of 

“fun” that entailed for either one of them!).  

 

They often went out dancing together at some of the local clubs in Gurgaon (the 

“Millennium City” as they refer to it in India, a short drive away from Delhi), and 

would return late at night, often drunk, and Ms. would often “regale” me with tales of 

the various men she had spent time dancing with, either foreign or local.  

 

And by God, they made an impressive sight together – the tall, statuesque American 

lady with the white skin and blue eyes that seemed to bore straight into you, combined 

with that lovely figure and stunning smile, and of course my Ms., she of the lissom 

gait, the long legs, the lovely black hair, smooth skin…in short, the very embodiment 

of what every Indian women aspires to look like.  

 

Of course, another common trait they shared was their need to exert full dominance 

over the males they met, be that sexually or otherwise.  

 

And so, it wasn’t a surprise that they often brought men back to the house (usually 

Ms’s place, but I’ve also been taken to Lady Katherine’s place, a plush three bedroom 

apartment in a high rise in Gurgaon). 

 

ALL these men, it goes without saying would naturally get a huge kick out of the 

white male (or “Kanta”, actually) serving them, even lovingly sucking their dicks, 

cleaning their cum up, and so forth.  

 

As for me?  

 

Well, as detailed at the beginning of part-II (or Chapter Five, for those you reading 

the entire story), I actually started to enjoy sucking cock, mostly Indian cocks that Ms. 

brought over.  

 

As mentioned earlier, one can’t really ever “escape” from who one really is, deep 

down inside, and my love for cock sucking would surprise even Ms. at times, as I’d 

hungrily lick her lover’s balls as he lay there resting, literally begging him to get hard, 

so he could fuck my Ms. again, and…and, well, so I could observe the sight of his 

thick Indian lund hard again, that piece of meat literally commanding me to suck it, 

worship it, the head ever so regal, the contrast between the pink cock head and dark 

brown or black foreskin so sexy…and, well, I could go on forever here, but you get 

the point.  

 

And so, it shouldn’t have surprised me that Ms. would want to take my new found 

love of cocks and men (sexually) to the next level as it were, much like she had done 

with my levels of servitude to her.  



  

 

Complete control, as they say.  

 

My Ms. (and of course Lady Katherine) wanted complete control over me, and that 

meant every part of my body – and my psyche, as well.  

 

And that meant that what came one fine Saturday night in October was inevitable, my 

journey, or transition if you would from “man” to bitch proceeding with leaps and 

bounds with each passing day, but I would say that night took it a month or so ahead.  

 

It was Saturday night, and I heard a cab outside the house around 11 P.M. or so, 

voices conversing excitedly, Ms’s voice being the loudest and most strident amongst 

them.  

 

I could also tell from the voices that they were slightly “buzzed”, the sort of elation 

one experiences upon having a few drinks within the space of say, three hours or so, 

but none of them sounded drunk, per se.  

 

And of course, two were male voices, foreign accents from what I could tell. They 

sounded African, but I had never had Ms. (or Lady Katherine, for that matter) bring 

black men back with them, as they seemed to mostly prefer either Indians (the hung 

ones, at any rate) or the occasional white “backpacker” passing through.  

 

But it was mostly Indians they were interested in, especially Lady Katherine, who’d 

often provide lurid descriptions of the “chocolate dick” pleasuring her as I watched on 

in wonderment, usually from under the man’s perennial area, his hairy balls literally 

“slapping” me first before they hit her groin.  

 

And so I was slightly surprised to see two tall black men standing there with the two 

ladies, Ms leading the way, of course.  

 

But not amazed.   

 

Not amazed because I’d always known this was a possibility, even way back in the 

States when I had first watched Fashion with my Ms., her feet comfortably resting on 

my back as I caught bits and pieces of the movie through the corner of my eye, her 

high heels (if I recall correctly) shoved into my mouth sort of like a bit in a horse’s 

mouth.  

 

Of course, at that time I didn’t have an inkling of Ms’s eventual goals for me, or even 

that she was interested in men at that point…  

 

But she was – she just hadn’t let on, and I know why.  

 

Conditioning as you may know, any form of conditioning for that matter is a gradual 

process and one that can’t be rushed. You can be the most impatient person in the 

world, but if you complete Step A, and then impatiently skip Step B, for instance, 

reasoning that “it’s just a minor step”, and move on to C, you just won’t achieve the 

results you require.  

 



  

 

For example, getting into peak physical condition (and this is just an example, again) 

does not occur in a day. It takes months of hard work, and it’s the little things (daily 

persistence, daily gains in fitness etc.) that add up to a supremely fit body at the end 

of the long and drawn out process.  

 

Building a skyscraper, to cite yet another example, is not something that happens in 

the space of a few weeks or even months, not if you want a good, solid building.  

 

You dig, lay the foundations, make sure they’re secure, build the initial few floors, 

test again, and then keep building more floors on top of those. 

 

Neglect the foundation, and you have a shaky, and dangerous structure, to say the 

least.  

 

And so it was with my conditioning, with Ms. “easing” me into full servitude (or 

slavery, if you prefer the term) bit by bit, little by little.  

 

First came the foot worship, then the massages, then the “servant training”, if you 

recall, where I squatted on the floor as she either threw me scraps of food or 

commanded me to eat her leftovers.  

 

Then serving other ladies (Oh, Madam Pooja!) having my nipples and cock tortured 

(though now that I think about it, what Madam Pooja did to me was child’s play 

compared to what Lady Katherine meted out on a very regular basis), and so forth.  

 

And I have absolutely no doubt that I’d be sucking cock in the U.S. as well, if Fate 

hadn’t dealt us all an unfair card at the time.  

 

Anyway, getting back to the movie, I recall my Ms. murmuring approvingly as 

Priyanka Chopra (as already mentioned, the main female lead in the film) went out 

dancing with a black man, and brought him back to her apartment for, well, I don’t 

think I need to explain what for! 

 

But as she watched this part, I heard, nay, felt a slight sigh escape her, though it 

wasn’t loud, and I only felt it because I was so close to her at that point. 

 

She crossed her feet, and out of the corner of my right eye, I saw approval in her eyes, 

approval for the man she had brought back to her place, a muscular black man with 

(probably) a package to boot.  

 

She wasn’t that enamoured with the story behind this, of course, that being that the 

woman (Meghna Mathur aka: the lovely Priyanka Chopra) was on a self-destructive 

path at the time, which led to her smoking, drinking, doing drugs and engaging in 

very risky behaviour, but that’s a different story, and I merely wanted to point out the 

part about the black man with her, the black man shown fucking her (albeit not 

directly, it being a Bollywood flick where those sort of things are never shown 

directly), and Ms’s “silent” nods of approval.  

 

Of course, this was something I didn’t pay much attention to at the point, other 

matters occupying my mind (still being conditioned to accept servitude), but it stuck 



  

 

at the back of my mind for some reason, and it popped up while I sucked Samit’s cock 

that day in the living room, with her foot on my back.  

 

And I knew then that it was always only a matter of time before I was doing this, and 

enjoying it as well, but if she had made me do it initially, the enjoyment for all 

involved would be far less. I mean, really, who wants an unwilling slave, someone 

who’s sucking cock because they’re forced to, not because they enjoy it?  

 

No-one that I know of, at least, and I bet you’ll agree with what I am saying.  

 

Conditioning, done oh-so expertly…that was the key, a mental key unlike that to my 

chastity device, but one just as, if not more, empowering.  

 

And as they settled in the living room, my ears being used to the taunts and laughter 

that my “attire” (old sari and the works) and servile attitude brought on, one of the 

guys (Leroy) suddenly tugged at the sari, his grip so powerful that he tore the one 

piece garment apart with a couple of tugs, and it fell to my ankles, exposing my naked 

white body with nothing more than a pink blouse on my bitch tits and of course the 

unrelenting chastity device.  

 

And as the roars of laughter resounded around the room, I should have known this 

night was going to be different, but for some reason, I didn’t have an inkling, and 

shamefacedly went to the kitchen to fetch them drinks, hearing Ms’s voice in the 

background as I left.  

 

“Be sure to rid yourself of that blouse, bitch! Let’s see them tits bounce!” 

 

And as I returned with the drinks, I just stood there, gaping at what was going on.  

 

Normally, I’d serve the two ladies and their companions (or companion, as they 

sometimes chose only ONE man to bring back home) drinks, perhaps snacks as well, 

and they’d sit and chat for a while before things started to “hot up” as they were.  

 

But here, it was obvious there was no need for foreplay (no pun intended), and all four 

of them were thirstily (again, absolutely no pun intended!) groping each other in 

various stage of undress as the carpet quickly became a mess of footwear and clothing 

of various natures.  

 

The various accents (African it seemed for the two men), American (Lady Katherine) 

and of course my Ms’s beautiful Indian accent blended together as they conversed.  

 

The men, in case I didn’t mention were Jerry and Leroy, apparently African “traders” 

of some nature, living in the “I.N.A Market” area of New Delhi, an area where a lot of 

low income African dwellers tend to reside for whatever reason.    

 

“Bitch!” the oh-so-familiar-by-then voice rang out, and I knelt at Ms’s feet, her 

chocolate brown Indian skin blending in so nicely with Jerry’s coal black powerful 

calves by her, legs that were quickly joined by another pair of equally powerful legs, 

these of course belonging to Leroy.  

 



  

 

And then I saw Ms’s hands on their equipment, caressing their shiny black cockheads 

as she never had mine… 

 

But I better explain further, lest it seems that I was feeling jealous at that point.  

 

No, jealously was the very last thing on my mind then as I looked at Ms’s slender 

hands stroking those dicks, those black cocks, every so lovingly, flicking the tips of 

their cockheads as they moaned and felt her up, Lady Katherine looked on 

approvingly.  

 

But these men, by God, these men… 

 

They were HUGE, literally HUGE, and hung like horses to boot! 

 

“Suck it, boy”, I heard Jerry command somewhere in the distance.  

 

But I had never, ever seen anything like this before in front of me, as I knelt there 

gaping as Ms. ordered me to face the two dicks, Jerry and Leroy willingly shifting 

position so all I saw in front of me were two jet black members, erect, proudly 

pointing skywards, seeming like pieces of steel in my mouth as I started to suck on 

them as Lady Katherine forced my head down.  

 

They were both at least ten inches in length, and their cocks were thick around as 

well, especially Jerry’s, which must have been at least as wide as my wrist.  

 

Leroy wasn’t quite that thick, but he made up for it in length, his dick being curved 

and even longer than Jerry’s.  

 

And they smelt different from the Indian men I had been with, an unwashed “African” 

(I don’t know if that makes sense, but it’s the only way I can think of to describe it) 

smell coming from their equipment, especially their nuts.  

 

Their nuts… 

 

Oh, those jet black, mammoth balls, reservoirs of cum that made me gape with 

astonishment even as I sucked the heads of the cocks they were attached to, 

alternating expertly between Leroy’s circumcised cock head and Jerry’s 

uncircumcised dick, making sure both got plenty of oral attention.  

 

Each ball must have been four times the size of mine, and the musty smell emanating 

from those black bells, hairy and masculine…well, I can’t explain it – it’s one of 

those things that you have to experience for yourself, and the women reading this will 

probably nod in a sarcastic manner as if to say “well, you’re quite the willing cock 

sucker, aren’t you, boy?” 

 

And my polite answer would be that I wasn’t to begin with, at least not that I was 

aware of…but I am now, and there’s no going back, Ma’am!  

 

In the distance I heard Lady Katherine giggle as I tried to take Jerry’s member all the 

way in my mouth, but not succeeding.  



  

 

“Once you go black, you never go back, boy!” 

 

And Leroy laughed, shoving his cock head into my mouth as well so that my mouth 

was stretched as wide as it could get, the sensation extremely uncomfortable but erotic 

as well as I struggled to suck on two juicy black cockheads at once, the men 

apparently not minding their dicks “touching” each other in my mouth one bit.  

 

Oh yes, very uncomfortable, sort of like shoving a football (or soccer ball, for the 

Americans reading this) in your mouth and attempting to suck on it! 

 

But I’d soon learn that stretching that particular part of my anatomy was far more 

preferable to…  

 

And they soon made their way to the bedroom, and I was as usual allowed to follow 

them, Ms’s large double bed “crammed” to capacity with the four people cavorting 

around, the large dongs swinging around as the two men took turns being fucked by 

them, exhorting and ordering the men to pleasure them, literally screaming with pain 

and pleasure as the massive rods plunged down their vaginas, stretching the walls to 

the very limit.  

 

An orgy for the ages as it were, but as I cleaned up after them, all of them having 

ignored me after the initial suck I gave the two men, Ms. stirred lazily, and prodded 

me with her foot, and Lady Katherine giggled.  

 

And for some reason, I noticed an odd expression come on to the two African men’s 

faces as if to say “Are you sure?” 

 

“Oh yes I’m sure Leroy”, giggled Ms. “He’ll love it!” 

 

And I assumed she was referring to sucking his lovely African member, the black 

penis looking ever so sexy, still semi-erect, his cum mixed in with Ms’s pussy juice, 

and I lovely bent to slurp on it, as he moaned, starting to get hard again.  

 

“Spread your legs, boy! Do it like a bitch would!” commanded Lady Katherine, as 

Jerry started to laugh, enjoying the sight of me kneeling on the bed sucking his 

friend’s large member, my legs as far apart as they’d go.  

 

And being the fool that I was, I still didn’t have an inkling of what was to come at that 

point, even though Madam Katherine’s last order had made it abundantly clear! 

 

AAAAHHHH! 

 

I roared in agony, momentarily ceasing my ministrations as I felt my ass cheeks being 

spread and a piercing pain in my rear end, sort of like I was being “skewered” alive, 

the sensation so painful it caused my entire body to hurt, even though in reality it was 

only my asshole being scuppered at the time.  

OH, MY GOD!!  

 

It was Jerry’s massive black rod, slowly but surely entering my virgin asshole, forcing 

the walls apart, literally “impaling” me bit by bit on his massive black dong, as I 



  

 

sucked another massive black dong that was “impaling” the back of my throat by 

now, but I’d take three of those black dongs in my mouth any day, I thought, but not 

this! 

 

 “Please, Jerry!” I roared in pain.  

 

“Oh, Jerry, please don’t do this to me”, I screamed, as the unwelcome “intruder” in 

my rear end literally “ripped me a new one”, as my Ms. roughly pushed my head back 

down on Leroy’s member.  

 

“Choosta reh (Keep sucking)!” 

  

And the pain just intensified, as he continued pushing his member in until it was (I 

think) halfway in and then rhythmically starting pounding my ass, fucking me.  

 

Like a bitch.  

 

A real bitch, at this point! 

 

“Please, Jerry, I….” I literally begged him, but he moaned, saying something about 

“beg bitch, beg!”, and continued raping me, slapping my ass cheeks at times as he did 

so.  

 

“Jerry”, I moaned, sobbing by now, still sucking on Leroy’s dick, my hot tears 

running down his balls.  

 

“Malik, boy (Master)! Call him Malik! Address them both that way!” 

 

Ms’s voice rang out, and I had no choice but to obey, as Lady Katherine laughed, 

smacking me on the head once.  

 

“Malik ji, please…” I continued, sort of getting used to the pain by now, but that 

didn’t make it easier, of course.  

 

“Your black Masters, Michael!” rang out Lady Katherine’s dominant voice, and even 

amidst that pain, I recall her using my first name instead of “boy”, as if to say “this is 

real, bitch!” 

 

And suddenly the pain ceased as he pulled out my mouth, but that didn’t mean the 

agony was over, as Leroy’s even longer cock took its place, and Jerry shoved his 

member, which had just been up my own asshole into my mouth! 

 

I was literally sucking my own “ass juices” off Jerry’s jet black dick! 

 

Oh…my….God! 

 

And the pounding increased, both in my arse and my throat as the two of them were 

about to cum for the second time, and I could barely take the pain, my screams 

muffled by the huge cock in my mouth.  

 



  

 

I think Leroy came first, a nasty hot feeling of cum spreading through my butt as his 

seed spilled down the canals of my ass, the pain literally feeling worse than if I had 

been actually skewered (or so I thought) as he intensified his thrusts with each load 

that spurted out of that member, the large balls emptying slowly, his groans of 

pleasure resounding around the room… 

 

…mixing with Jerry’s primal grunts as he came in my mouth, the “fuck yeah bitch” 

ringing out as he erupted and I choked on his thick African seed, so copious were the 

quantities that I even accidently breathed it in, and the cum slowly flowed down my 

nostrils as I struggled to handle his load.  

 

And the pain, God, that unbearable pain…! 

 

But there is a limit to everything, and I had reached mine, and I soon passed out as 

Leroy pulled out of my ass, the final “pull” being the one that did it for me, stretching 

my already tortured “vagina” more than I could take, and I passed out.  

 

As I did so, I was dimly aware of Leroy wiping his dick off on my face, and then 

being pushed to the center of the bed as Jerry did the same, but nothing else.  

 

Nothing else, as a multitude of faces and voices all blended into one, welcome, dark 

black cloud as I fainted from the pain, prone on Ms’s bed, cum running down my 

face, mouth and out of my ass.  

 

A true bitch, as it were.  

 

Made to suck the very cocks that fucked “her” up the ass, the same pleasure rods that 

provided my “owner” with sexual pleasure of the sort I never could, or would be 

allowed to… 

 

Made to worship the men doing it, made to literally call them “her” Master’s, her 

black Master’s… 

 

And incredible as it might sound, there was still more to come, more than I can 

actually detail in this narration, to be quite honest! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

CHAPTER EIGHT 
      

Full circle 

 

And needless to say, much like my initial meeting with Lady Katherine after she 

travelled to India, it took me more than a while to get over that experience, both 

mentally and physically! 

 

My Ms. was kind enough to allow me some degree of rest after that episode, but only 

a degree of rest, mind you, the rest periods carefully planned out so I both 

“recovered” and made sure I took care of my duties the best I could.  

 

In fact it was one of the very few nights I actually slept on her bed (or perhaps the 

ONLY night I was allowed to do so), passed out from the sheer pain in my body as 

she quietly applied some medication to my rear end, a fact that I wasn’t aware of until 

a few days later, but a fact that I knew helped me heal faster than I normally would 

have otherwise.  

 

A dominant, yet caring lady as you can see, instinctively knowing how far to push 

things and when to “back off”, and that’s how it should be.  

 

But of course, taking both those massive poles up one’s ass is no easy task, and it still 

took me weeks to fully heal.  

 

And she’d giggle helplessly at the sight of me squeezing my butt together as I walked 

around, hobbling as if I were on crutches, wincing at the pain each movement brought 

me.  

 

As I served her, she’d often remind me of that night.  

 

“Once you go black, you never go back, boy!” 

 

And she was right, as I didn’t ever go back, so to speak… 

 

And after that particular episode, after I healed fully that is, I’d often be fucked by my 

Ms. (as well as Lady Katherine when she was present), using any object available, my 

asshole quickly becoming receptive to said treatment, much like a vagina that “gets 

used” to sex fairly quickly after the first couple of times.  

 

They’d often fuck me with dildos (this is assuming an actual male willing to fuck me 

up the ass was not “at hand”), two deviant “sisters” if you would, bound together by 

common interests if not ties of blood, the dildos pounding in and out of me 

rhythmically, the pain so unbearable at times I’d beg for mercy, tears streaming down 

my cheeks.  

 

But I got used to the pain after a while, as my asshole “opened up”, and strangely 

enough, I sometimes looked forward to the dildos, not particularly enjoying the actual 

penetration, but a vague sense of pleasure seeming to envelop me as the object rudely 

hit my prostrate.  

  



  

 

An actual cock felt a little different, of course, but that only happened if the men in 

question were willing to fuck a male white ass, which was not always the case.  

 

And as time went on, I found out that the two ladies happily encouraged and coaxed 

each other to torture and humiliate me at every turn possible, and “learn” from each 

other, so to speak.  

 

For example, she was the one who asked Jerry and Leroy how some “white booty” 

would feel, and they were receptive to the idea, and so was Lady Katherine, enjoying 

the sight of a man, a mere toy to be used for her viewing or other pleasure, being 

fucked up the rear end by two larger black males.  

 

“Just like in the porn movies”, she had giggled as I was screaming in agony. “The 

bitch is screaming. Fuck him harder, Jerry! Make sure that cock slams in all the way!” 

 

And Ms, for her part picked up tiny details from Lady Katherine as well, the “slow 

ball torture” something she apparently enjoyed. She hadn’t done it to me, but there 

were many an evening when the two of them would be together, and would alternate 

between using various “light implements” on my nuts, followed of course by sexual 

service and the final “punt” to the nuts.  

 

Ms once added an even more painful twist into this, literally twisting my balls in her 

hand after the torture, the pain horrible of course, but she then nodded at Lady 

Katherine… 

 

…who wickedly grinned back at me, and reached down, and literally pulled four or 

five hairs out of their follicles on my testicles, and then gently dropping each strand of 

“thick” groin hair on my face where it sat there as I screamed.  

 

However, even at this point, despite the two ladies sharing me so happily, it was 

abundantly clear that I only had ONE owner.  

 

And so, though I was often “lent” to Lady Katherine, either for some “innocent fun” 

(as she put it giggling in that demure manner she often put on), or for an “experiment” 

(ouch!), or perhaps just to help her clean up, cook for her etc., it was always clear that 

Ms. Priyanka was the one doing the lending, and not the other way around.  

 

Lady Katherine was more than happy with this, recognizing the fact that I only 

endured all this because of my Ms.  

 

Because my Ms. wanted me to, in other words, and that bond between us was so 

strong, so unbreakable that not even a bevy of the most gorgeous women in the world 

could have broken it (not that they would have tried, of course).  

 

And in the midst of all this, I found myself developing a strange liking for Lady 

Katherine, a sort of liking that I had often fantasized about when “working” for her 

back in the U.S., the same feelings I had detailed in part One of this narration.  

 

If you recall, I had once outlined that I might well be worshipping her full time if it 

hadn’t been for my Ms, of course, in comparison to whom ALL women, even her 



  

 

namesake, the stunningly gorgeous drop dead Indian beauty that I also spoke about 

earlier, Priyanka Chopra, the Indian film actress, failed to pass muster.  

 

But the party couldn’t last forever…it never does. 

 

And one day, I learnt with mixed emotions that Lady Katherine was returning to her 

own country (my country as well, of course, though it doesn’t seem like it at this 

point, does it?). 

 

Mixed emotions. Because, for one, I was glad that my balls would no longer be 

subject to new and progressively more painful methods of “play”. Methods she 

gleefully tested on me, using me as little other than a “lab rat”, and methods that she 

then employed on other men that actually paid her to do so.  

 

Paid her handsomely, in fact, and she was doing quite well for herself in India, what 

with the salary from her full time job, and the money she made “on the side”, which 

actually worked out to be more than her regular salary on certain months.  

 

But I had also grown to adore her, worship turning into adoration in parts as it did in 

the case of my Ms., though of course not to that degree, and I knew I’d miss the stern 

commands, the American voice, and of course the lovely long feet which she allowed 

me to massage at times.  

 

That was one key difference between Ms. and Lady Katherine, by the way, that being 

the latter didn’t particularly get turned on, or even enjoy to the extent she did other 

things, foot worship and everything associated with it.  

 

Of course, that is not to say she didn’t enjoy a good foot massage after a long day, 

most ladies do, and she was no exception to the rule, particularly enjoying it when I 

rubbed Aloe Vera gel on her tired feet, the “wonder herb” (as I refer to it as) 

providing her with a lovely cool sensation on her soles.  

 

But she was far more interested in other forms of “play”, torturing a man’s 

“equipment” (balls) being the #1 priority for her (and to my amazement, there was no 

shortage no dearth of Indian men actually willing to pay her to hurt them, bad!).  

 

I often wondered why these men simply didn’t ask their wives, downtrodden as most 

of them were to take a few kitchen implements to their bollocks – that would save 

them both money and the “hassle” of making excuses to their wives as they secretly 

snuck out to keep their appointments with their beloved and revered Lady Katherine.  

 

Of course, the wives weren’t white, and that was basically why. Asians in general 

seem to have a “white” fetish (as I’ve detailed before), and even the most beautiful 

dark skinned beauty might be spurned at times by the typical Indian male more 

enamoured with the white skin on a woman not all that pretty otherwise.  

 

And coming back to Lady Katherine, I’ve often wondered why she loved to torture 

male balls to that extent, and I’ve come to the conclusion that her unhappy marriage 

(and the pestering afterwards) had more than a little something to do with it.  

 



  

 

I’ve often heard her mutter the word “Ken” (her ex-husband’s name, which I see I’ve 

forgotten to mention thus far, and my apologies again on that front) unconsciously as 

she flicks my balls so expertly, each flick causing just the right amount of pain to 

radiate through my nutsack and groin.  

 

“Like that, Ken?” The slight murmur, all but imperceptible… 

 

“Ken, you bloody…” and nothing more, as she remembered it wasn’t “Ken” in front 

of her at the time.  

 

Anyway, where was I?  

 

Ah, foot worship, and though Lady Katherine didn’t particularly enjoy foot worship, 

she made an exception for me that last night we were together at Ms’s place, me 

kneeling on the carpet as usual, and the two ladies in a mood that can be best 

described as “pensive-cum-excited” at the same time.  

 

Excited, of course, because Lady Katherine was returning home, and both of them 

knew that India, despite the various adventures on offer, the men at her feet et al, 

wasn’t really “gelling” with her.  

 

And India doesn’t agree with a lot of people, it not being a country that is 

“traditionally welcoming” to expats (though those that are willing to accept the 

country for what it is, and deal with the glaring shortcomings and annoyances in daily 

life as I was, will find that the locals are usually far more accepting of foreigners than 

they might seem to be outwardly).  

 

The polar opposite if you would of its giant neighbour, the People’s Republic of 

China which has been a magnet for expats for years now, but that’s another story 

altogether! 

 

Anyway, she finally decided that she had saved enough money in the brief while she 

was here, and that she just missed certain things about home way too much for her to 

consider India as a long term option.  

 

“A juicy steak, for one, Priyanka”, she said that night to my Ms. who nodded 

knowingly, being a huge steak lover herself, but unable to find a decent steak in India 

due to the religious restrictions that prohibit beef from being sold at most places (and 

the quality of beef that you do get where it’s sale is permitted is so lousy you’d 

probably eat horse meat before buying that type of beef!).  

 

Ms. nodded knowingly.  

 

“And a few cold beers as well, and of course the wine…” 

 

Indian wines leave a lot to be desired, at least from a Western standpoint, and the 

beers while plentiful aren’t exactly something to write home about, as opposed to 

Chinese beer, which most expats seem to delight in guzzling by the gallon.  

But anyway, she allowed me the pleasure of rubbing her feet all night long that night, 

after it was permitted by Ms., of course.  



  

 

I still remember that night with her resting comfortably on the bed in Ms’s ‘guest’ 

room, the same room in which she had whacked my balls so many times, but this last 

night proving to be different, as she just lay there quietly with her feet in my lap, 

murmuring the occasional order.  

 

The long hours passed by as if minute by minute, as I made sure to make the most of 

her opportunity, literally using up two tubes of Aloe Vera gel on her lovely feet, 

which literally smelt “sparkling clean” (again, I don’t know if that makes sense, but 

it’s the only way I can think of to describe it) within the matter of a few hours.  

 

And my erection, which usually never bobbed up during my time with her, the pain 

being too overwhelming despite the humiliation she meted turning me on in parts, was 

furiously straining against its cage.  

 

But a surprise, a pleasant surprise awaited me as she awoke for her early morning 

flight, stretching like a cat as she did so.  

 

“I’m going with Priyanka to the airport, boy”, she said, looking at me in a strange 

manner.  

 

And a lump suddenly built in my throat as I did not know what to say, my former boss 

lying there in her nightdress staring at me, my exhausted fingers still gently rubbing 

her feet, the blue eyes looking at me with a mixture of adoration and sadness.  

 

Sad probably because she knows I’ll never come back to the U.S. again, which means 

she’ll probably never see me again, see her friend’s bitch again, never have those tiny 

balls to torture, or an ass to have raped… 

 

And adoration, well, because the “play” we partook in on a regular basis brought the 

three of us closer than any sort of “vanilla” sexual relationships ever could. 

  

The men were of course “outsiders” brought in mostly for the women’s sexual 

pleasure, and/or to fuck me up the ass, but again, only if the women desired, and they 

were usually “cast aside” after that. For instance, I had never seen Samit after Ms. 

stopped seeing me, and the same was true for Leroy, who only screwed me that ONE 

time, and I never ever saw him after that.  

 

But it was a different case for the bitch, and the two women “he” so lovingly served! 

 

And I was summoned to the living room as they had their morning coffee. It was 

almost time for them to leave for the airport, I noticed, as Ms’s driver industriously 

cleaned the car outside, ready to leave at a moment’s notice.  

 

“Bitch! At my feet!” called out Ms. Priyanka.  

 

And as I knelt at her feet, she pushed me back on the carpet, so I fell back at Lady 

Katherine’s feet, shod in a pair of sneakers.  

 



  

 

And then the surprise as she deftly unlocked my cage, and put her lovely feet on my 

face and I winced, waiting for the inevitable kick to the nuts as my pencil-slim 

erection sprang to attention in all its “glory” (and I use that term sparingly!).  

 

I could almost hear her voice ringing out as I enjoyed the feel of her feet on my face.  

 

“How dare you get hard without my permission, Kanta!” 

 

And the whacks to the head, the kicks, the… 

 

But none of that came, and I felt a soft, feminine hard grip my penis gently, stroking 

the underside of the head in a manner I hadn’t had done ever, and it was too much to 

bear for me, as I came, the spurts of cum shooting all over the place, my seed, while 

not much in comparison with the amount the other men generally produced on a 

regular basis, still being enough to drench the hand holding my dick. 

Lady Katherine’s hand.  

 

Oh God, I thought. I’ve come without permission, I’ve come, for Christ’s sake, all 

over Lady’s lovely hands.  

 

Oh, shit, I thought, as I prepared myself for one of the worst beatings I’d ever 

experience.  

 

But again, it never came as Ms. removed her feet carefully from my face (something I 

noticed at that point was she had been careful enough not to cover my mouth with her 

feet, something I found strange since she normally delighted in shoving her toes, if 

not her entire foot down my mouth, but she hadn’t this time).  

 

And I saw, again, nay, felt (though I could see everything clearly) Lady Katherine 

bend down and kiss me on the lips, her lovely red lips on mine as I just gaped at her, 

unable to process what was happening.  

 

That’s right, folks, and as to why I was not able to process what was going on, why I 

was lying stupidly on my back goggling at her wide eyes like a fish out of water, or 

like a deaf-mute, maybe? 

 

First, she jerked me off.  

 

Ok, all she had to do was hold my dick and stroke it a little before I came, but still, 

Lady Katherine actually jerking the bitch off…? In a manner that was non-

humiliating, for God’s sake…? 

 

And second, she was kissing me! 

 

“Huh”, I gurgled, not sure what to do as Ms. giggled, and Lady Katherine smiled at 

me, getting up to leave, gently placing her sneaker clad right foot on my chest.  

 

“That’s a present from me, Michael”.  

 



  

 

She looked down at me, the voice sounding stern now, but nothing like what I’d 

gotten used to over the past couple of months or thereabouts.  

 

“The perfect bitch…she deserves it…just this once!” 

 

And Ms. placed her foot on my chest as well, the two ladies looking down at me.  

 

“Goodbye, Michael…until next time! Serve your Ms well, Michael, as she deserves to 

be!” 

 

And just like that, she was gone, gone with the wind almost, as both ladies hurried out 

to the car, Ms. forgetting to lock me up in the rush to get to the airport, to beat the 

madness that is called “traffic on Indian roads”.  

 

I lay there, processing what had gone on for a while, wondering what I had done to 

deserve such pleasure.  

 

And though many thoughts sprung to mind, I dismissed them all, still too overawed 

by what had gone on, and numbly fumbled around until I found the key to my chastity 

device, and locked myself back up dutifully, placing the key on the coffee table where 

Ms. would find it when she returned.  

 

Then, I went about my daily tasks as usual, only one thought in my mind at that point, 

that being to wish Lady Katherine well. I wished I could have gone with her to the 

airport, but I recognized and appreciated the fact that the two ladies needed some time 

alone, just like Lady Katherine appreciated the fact that an orgasm was “due” me… 

 

All the best, Lady Katherine, and thank you.  

 

Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you for all the experiences, the torture, the feeling of what 

it was like to learn to “enjoy” (if I might use the term) torture once didn’t actually 

enjoy, and much, much more… 

Thank you again.  

 

And even today, as I write this, physically in a condition that is way different from 

what I was in when I met you, Lady Katherine, I wish you all the best, no matter 

where you may be and what you might be doing at this point.   

 

***** 

 

And both of us, Ms. and me that is, of course, slowly adjusted back to life without 

Lady Katherine’s presence, the adjustment not being as hard as you’d think it might 

be.  

 

After all, we still had each other, even though the lady that had almost become our 

constant companion over the past couple of months or so was no longer there, having 

settled back into her old routine and a new job back stateside, a job which didn’t quite 

pay her the wage she made in India, of course.  

 



  

 

But the satisfaction of being in one’s own country is sometimes worth more than 

money, and of course, she made more than enough money on the side to live 

comfortably, so that wasn’t an issue.  

 

As for my Ms., I did notice her in a sad and melancholy mood at times, as I attempted 

to cheer her up with foot rubs, nicely cooked Indian meals (my skills in the kitchen 

having evolved big time – for the better, that is, ever since I arrived in India) and what 

not, and though she understood and appreciated (via a few curt words or an occasional 

whack to the side of the head)  what I was trying to do, it obviously wasn’t enough at 

those times.  

 

But modern communications have made it possible to stay in touch with loved ones 

across the globe, and as I said, we soon adjusted.  

 

And something else that might bear mention here is that, at this point, I also noticed 

my relationship with Ms. started to “evolve” even further, sort of like a natural 

progression.  

 

What now, the reader will no doubt ask.  

 

You’ve been turned into a sissy, feminized, raped multiple times, usually unwillingly 

at that, used for every purpose imaginable, massaged female feet for hours, cleaned 

your Ms’s ass daily after she “went” in the mornings…in short, you’ve been treated 

worse than slaves used to be in ancient Rome, and that’s just brushing the tip of the 

iceberg (no puns intended again, for those that remember the incident with the ice on 

my nuts the first night I saw Lady Katherine in India).  

 

And yet, you say there’s more to come, more natural progression. Utter tosh! There 

can be nothing more, I hear some folks say, shaking their heads as if to say “this boy 

is plumb damn nuts!”  

 

Well, my dear reader, nuts notwithstanding, YES, there was more to come, but it 

wasn’t anywhere near as extreme as you might imagine, at least not in terms of 

physical pain.  

 

And, though you might not believe it, far less in terms of physical contact with men, 

though Ms still did bring men home on a regular basis.  

 

Perhaps my “test” was over? Of course, I didn’t know (at the time) that it was all a 

test, a test that would determine if I was comfortable with whom I really was… 

 

And perhaps aptly enough, the first step in this “new journey” that I am about to delve 

into began as Ms. was watching a Priyanka Chopra flick of all things, with me 

rubbing her back as she watched, occasionally ordering me to switch shoulders, or do 

the other hand, and so forth.  

 

For those of you that have followed this narration in detail, that should bring back 

some “pleasant” memories and for those that haven’t, well, I urge you to go back and 

read the initial “Serving an Indian Goddess” series to really get the “full scoop” on 



  

 

how I met my Ms., what I mean by “our time apart” early on in this particular 

narration and so forth.  

 

There is never such a thing as too much information, at least not when it comes to 

narrations such as this.  

 

Anyway, it certainly brought back some very pleasant memories for me at the time, 

and for the uninitiated, these were the memories of the very first night I was allowed 

to massage my Ms., as she sat there watching T.V. in the small apartment in the 

U.S…. 

 

Oh, God, I thought, feeling a strange feeling wash over me, the living room in Delhi 

suddenly morphing into a dark, small living room in an apartment in the U.S., but 

strangely enough, Priyanka Chopra continued to play on the screen as I rubbed her… 

 

What a journey, I thought, coming back to the present.  

 

What an incredible ride it’s been! 

 

“Like her, boy”, giggled my Ms., as she noticed me stare at the vivacious “on screen” 

Priyanka showing off her gorgeous suntanned legs in a pair of figure hugging shorts, 

large sunglasses setting her face off perfectly.  

 

I started to respond, but of course, she cut me off, with an absent backhanded slap to 

the chest.  

 

“You’ll never get her, boy! You know that!” 

 

“But I have you, Ms.”, I responded softly, kneading both her shoulders with vigour.  

 

“And you are all I need, Ms.!” 

 

And I meant it. Lady Katherine, Madam Pooja, even the imperious and lovely (and 

unattainable for most) Priyanka Chopra…my feelings for all these wonderful women 

all fell by the wayside when compared to my feelings for my Ms. 

 

My Ms.  

 

Perfect Ms. Priyanka, I thought, a wave of adoration passing through me as I 

continued massaging.  

 

And as she had done all those “years” ago, she suddenly switched off the T.V., and 

ordered me to face her.  

 

And I did so, and she put her feet up on the coffee table while I knelt, her lovely feet 

staring me in the face as they had done “all those years” ago, the only difference 

being that the feet were significantly better maintained now.  

 



  

 

The alert reader will no doubt notice the use of quotes here, and that is because it 

literally felt like years we had been together, although in reality it had just been a little 

less than a year when you count “the months apart”.  

 

“But, you can try and look like her, Kanta”, she giggled, picking up where she had left 

off.  

 

Look like her? Confused, I gaped at her, and she kicked me lightly.  

 

“As usual, I see your brain is not functioning like it should, boy!” 

 

“I’m sorry, Ms.” I said, planting kisses on each of her soles. And I was sorry, not 

because I didn’t understand what she said, but because I did not want to cause her the 

slightest amount of irritation, the slightest disappointment, the… 

 

“What I mean is that we can make you look like a woman, boy, in terms of your 

physique (here she snickered and said referring to my “physique” was rather like 

referring to the “physique” of a toad crouched on its hind legs, in other words, cringe 

worthy).” 

 

“Maybe we can get those bitch tits to spring out more, boy. Grow some actual 

breasts…” 

 

And here she looked at me, her expression serious.  

 

“You enjoy playing the role of Kanta bai, don’t you, boy? The ever so willing, ever so 

subservient maid…?” 

 

And from her expression I could tell I had to answer honestly, as there was no playing 

around here.  

 

“Yes, Ms., I do. It’s like…it’s like, I was, meant to be a woman, meant to serve…”, I 

said, the words tumbling out of me, the intent and meaning clear, the actual language 

and terminology I used far more confused.  

 

“Like…I don’t know, like I was meant to be your bitch, Ms.! Oh, Perfect Ms.!” 

 

And I grabbed her ankles, burying my face in her lovely feet, kissing them all over for 

what must have been at least five minutes as she lolled back on the sofa observing me 

quietly.  

 

“Well then, bitch”, she continued, her tone quiet but triumphant.  

 

“Yes, Ms”, I said, my tone sounding muffled from in between her feet.  

 

“I’ve been thinking about this for a while”, she said.  

 

She pushed my face away from her feet, and I looked into her eyes as she spoke.  

 

“Let’s do it, boy” 



  

 

Do it? What does she mean, I wondered, but she continued before I had a chance to 

ask.  

 

“Let’s turn you into an actual woman…with some actual breasts, to start with!” 

 

Here she giggled, as I tried to take in what she was saying.  

 

“Actual breasts”, I said, the stuck record playing again.  

 

“I’m sure the men I fuck (here she tittered, and added “and that fuck you at times”) 

will enjoy it, having another set of breasts to play with, bitch!” 

 

“Another set of breasts” I repeated, sounding about as intelligent as an echo, and she 

tut-tutted impatiently.  

 

“Wouldn’t you like to be a woman? Answer me, boy! Wouldn’t it be nice to actually 

have that blouse fill out a little? To have a man admire you as a woman, rather than a 

cross between the two as you look like currently (and she sniggered once again here 

as I reddened)”  

 

But as I nodded in the affirmative, at the time more out of obedience to her than 

anything else, I later realized I did like the idea…a LOT.  

 

I’ve already detailed how I started to like sucking cock, serving Ms. like a maid, 

doing all the things normally associated with the female gender, and so I won’t get 

into it again, though those interested are most welcome to scroll up to Chapter Five 

where it’s all laid out in great detail, bare bones if you would.  

 

But to turn into an actual woman? Grow breasts?  

 

Of course, simply growing breasts wouldn’t turn me into a woman, but it would 

definitely make me feel even more feminine! 

 

And so it was that Ms. and I started to research hormone replacement therapy, a form 

of “treatment” if you would, where men and women are gradually introduced to doses 

of the hormone associated with the gender they “identify” with, in my case, that being 

doses of oestrogens and later progesterone, both being hormones that are responsible 

for most common female characteristics (growth of breasts, softer skin etc.).  

 

And also, as I found out, a decrease in male traits, such as reduced beard growth, hair 

on the  body (not that I had a lot to start with, of course!), and so forth.  

We consulted with a doctor before starting this, of course, but the most striking 

change was, as you might expect in my “stubbie”, which shrank to over a quarter of 

its original “size” (which wasn’t much to begin with!).  

 

And of course my balls, which started to look like those belonging to an infant, 

shrinking in size gradually as the oestrogens started to take full effect, turning me into 

more of a “woman” every day, the size so small that Lady Katherine (if she were 

here) would be “hard pressed” (no puns intended, again!) to strike the “sweet spot” on 

my nuts with that handy bottle opener of hers!  



  

 

But none of it bothered me, in fact, I was more than happy to accept these changes in 

my body, sometimes looking down at my balls and wishing they’d go away, 

permanently!  

 

I was always a woman, I remember thinking. Always a woman “stuck” in a man’s 

body, just waiting to come out… 

 

And India, oddly enough a country known for its conservatism rather than enlightened 

thought was where this was all happening.  

 

Strange how that works, huh? Things happen in the strangest of ways and places, 

places you’d never imagine them to happen in.  

 

But as I think I stated before, what is meant to be is, well, for lack of a better term, is 

meant to be.  

 

And as I was being fucked up the ass one night, by a cock that was a lot smaller than 

the black cocks that I was so rudely introduced to that “fateful” Saturday night, I 

wondered, not unlike a woman, what it might feel like to have that cock up “my” 

vagina, instead of my ass.  

 

Anal sex is never too pleasurable for the recipient, at least “penile” anal sex isn’t, oral 

stimulation of the anus and rectum being another matter altogether.  

 

And the next morning, I brought it up to my Ms., as she sipped her coffee on the 

verandah, it being a relaxed Sunday for both of us, the guy fucking me having been 

“banished” from the house yesterday night itself, his “duties” complete.  

 

It was now December, and a chill was starting to spread across Delhi, the first signs of 

what in Delhi is commonly referred to as “Dilli ki Sardi (Delhi’s cold)”, the cold in 

Delhi being a unique kind of cold that sort of permeates into one’s bones more so than 

colder weather in other parts of the country might, despite the temperatures usually 

never dropped below 32 (or zero, should I say, degrees Centigrade being the 

commonly  used measure of temperature in most of the world as opposed to in North 

America).  

 

And I stood by her respectfully as I brought it up.  

 

“Ms., I’ve been thinking” I began.  

 

“Thinking. You?” she giggled as if rational thought was something she’d never 

associate with me, the implied but unspoken snub causing me to lose focus 

momentarily.  

 

“Uh, Yes, Perfect Ms.” I continued, unsure of my reaction.  

 

Now normally this would have been met by another one of those snubs, delivered oh-

so-expertly as only my Ms. can.  

 



  

 

Or perhaps a backhand slap, or maybe even the familiar “Boy! Shut up!” command, 

words that came as naturally to her lovely lips as breathing did for both of us.  

 

But that didn’t happen on this chilly December morning, as she looked at me, 

something in my tone telling her I was serious, just as serious as she had been a few 

months ago when we decided I’d start taking the oestrogens.  

 

And she looked in my eyes, and words were unnecessary, both knowing what the 

other thought.  

 

“Come inside, boy”, she said, standing up, and moving inside the house, drawing the 

curtains once we were in the room, ensuring that unlike so many of our past 

experiences and conversations, this one was going to be completely private.  

 

Just the two of us, me automatically bending to kneel, but she didn’t let me do so, 

leading me to the sofa.  

 

(Just as she had done a year or so ago, some of you will murmur, and I think the 

quotes are unnecessary this time around as I believe a year had passed by now).  

 

Coming full circle.  

 

Our experience together had come… full circle… and I was about to as well.  

 

And as I perched myself on the edge of the sofa, she looked at me gently.  

 

“Think about this, Mike. Think about it long and hard”.  

 

“I already have, Ms.” I said.  

 

And I meant it. I had been thinking of what it would be like to have genital 

reassignment surgery performed, a highly expensive and fraught with risk procedure, 

and usually always irreversible, at least in terms of the “original equipment, be that 

male or female” being restored, but one which I desperately wanted to have done at 

this point.  

 

I wanted to experience life as a real woman, or as close as I could get to the real thing, 

at any rate, with a vagina.  

 

That’s right.  

 

With a vagina.  

 

And Ms. was looking at me, staring at me as I said this.  

 

“That sort of thing is generally irreversible, boy (this time the boy was uttered as a 

casual afterthought, her mind being occupied with other obviously more pressing 

matters as one might imagine). And I don’t think I…” 

 



  

 

She paused, and we both knew what she saying, that she didn’t want us to take the 

risk of going beyond the point of no-return.  

 

Some of you might say that hormone replacement therapy was the first step along that 

path anyway, and while it may well be, the fact is that this sort of thing is reversible.  

 

In other words, stop taking the hormones, and most of the “female” characteristics 

start to disappear, at least for the most part, except for perhaps breast growth and fat 

deposition, which have to be tackled via other means.  

 

But that is not the case with “gender re-assignment”, which is a LONG process, 

amongst other things, and has to be done by an expert. It’s sort of like tinkering with 

the very heart of “who” a person is, and such matters are not to be trifled with.  

 

But we both knew I was serious, and we both knew we’d be comfortable with me as a 

woman. 

 

And long story cut short, it was decided one fine winter morning, actually the 25th 

December if I recall correctly, as I woke my lovely Ms. up with her morning ass lick, 

and brought her to a wondrous orgasm.  

 

She pressed my rapidly growing “boobs” (and the oestrogens had done their job well I 

thought; what were formerly man boobs were rapidly looking more and more like the 

real deal) playfully with her feet and spoke.  

 

“Dr. Aarti Sharma, bitch”.  

 

And my mouth suddenly went dry, as I knew she had found the right doctor to discuss 

the (possible) surgery with, discuss all the complications and so forth.  

 

Sure, I wasn’t getting my balls lopped off as yet, but the process had started and I 

suddenly shivered both out of fear and anticipation, though I was still sure this was 

what I wanted.  

 

“Dr Aarti Sharm…Kanta…oh, wait, I meant to say Katherine, bitch” 

 

And the memories flooded back, oh boy, did they flood back! 

 

What could be more of an honour for Ms’s friend, I thought, a man changing his 

gender and naming “herself” after the woman that had taken so much (perverse, some 

might say at this point, but that’s ok) pleasure in torturing my male genitals! 

 

Ms. giggled and I massaged her shins passionately as she lay there, relaxed.  

 

“If we do this, she won’t be able to punish your nuts, boy, because, well (and here she 

giggled again), they just won’t be there!” 

 

And I kissed her feet passionately, unable to control myself.  

 

“Paye Lagu, Malkin! Paye Lagu! Thank you, Perfect Ms.! Thank you so much!” 



  

 

As always, I felt her smile as she did during these moments. 

 

That smile, I thought. That smile! 

 

The moment passed quickly enough though, as I felt a slight kick to my head.  

 

“Katherine! Go get me my water, bitch!” 

 

And as I moved to the kitchen to bring her her Bisleri, a huge smile creased my lips, 

and I literally “whooped” in joy, unable to control myself, the noise bringing a sharp, 

yet knowing reprimand from my Ms. in the bedroom.  

 

I was finally going to come full circle, I thought.  

 

Full circle! 

 

And we commenced our morning routine as usual, and I can’t recall ever being 

happier in my life than I was at that point… 

 

Paye Lagu, Malkin.  

 

Paye Lagu! 

 

 

THE END…? 

…Or was it just the start of a “new life”…? 
 


