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Author’s note-cum-Prologue 

 

Writing femdom tales is something that I quite obviously enjoy, and something that is so much 

easier to do here in mainland China, if just for two things.  

One, and as my readers no doubt know all my tales are usually “truth mixed in with fiction and 

the right amount of creative license”. Quotes used in the books are usually ALL true (Chinglish 

and all notwithstanding!). 

Two, there is something to be said for the sheer effect that living in a certain environment has 

upon one. Conditioning if I may (if you allow yourself to be conditioned, of course; it always has 

to be consensual), and when it comes to femdom, nothing, I repeat, nothing conditions the male 

more than being in modern day mainland China.  

Move on America. Move over Hong Kong. Move over all the other countries where ladies are 

“reputed” to be “dominant and controlling”. In fact its mainland China where “it’s all at” in 

terms of female dominance as this is, quite literally, a female led society in many ways, shapes 

and forms (although again perhaps not quite as you might “expect” upfront).  

There are of course those who debate if this is “good or bad”. I’m not going to get into that 

debate here although both sides have good arguments, and there are definitely things to be said 

for living in a truly egalitarian society … but, does that exist anywhere?  

Either way, that’s a debate for another day.  

For now, it’s on to the gorgeous Madam Cody, or, Empress Cody as I should say (and she seems 

to prefer) and her retinue of (currently consisting of TWO, but that list should grow soon!) 

faithful and devoted servants.  

Excerpted from an actual conversation,  

“Alright, Grandmother Cody!” (this sent in jest by me when she was making a hue and cry about 

“going to bed early” one night when we were chatting). 

“Grandmother??? How dare you say that, boy! I’m not old!” 

Age, of course is one of those “sensitive” issues for women in mainland China as I’ve mentioned 

many a times before. Women are under insane pressure to get married (or hitched in some way, 

shape or form) by the age of 25, or 26 tops, or risk being relegated to the status of sheng nv, 

which is not desirable (and in English this translates into “leftover woman”). 



It’s bloody ridiculous, of course. I mean, since when did age dictate anything? Furthermore, why 

should women be under this nonsensical pressure to “marry young” while the men are under no 

such pressure at all?  

From a certain standpoint, it is unfair to the nth degree. But of course, it all boils down to ONE 

thing in mainland China at the end of the day, and that, my dear reader, is the almighty RMB.  

Once we skip past all the “this is Chinese culture” stuff, the real reason women are required to 

get hitched early is so that they can “hit the jackpot” in terms of finding a man who can provide 

them (and their family) with money, and as Madam Sophia (the incomparable Sophia Bai, her of 

the three books …) once told me, “the more the better”.  

She’s 37, of course, but the point she made holds true regardless of age.  

Anyway, more on that later as we progress through the book.  

“Oh, I was joking, Madam Cody, I …” 

And here she shushed me imperiously, knowing I was joking, but not quite liking the tone of the 

joke as it were.  

“Lady Cody!” 

“Lady? Or Madam?” I queried.  

“Lady, Madam, Both ok, boy!”  

And she rattled off a few more, seemingly off the top of her head (and remember, this is a 

woman that can barely speak any English, and yet, when it comes to things she likes, and she 

wants, her English is as “letter” perfect as an Oxford scholar’s might be). 

“Empress Cody!  Queen Cody! … …..” 

“Wow! Cody, I didn’t know you knew the meaning of the word empress!” 

“Harrumph!” (and here she “looked” at me in an annoyed sort of way as if to say, what the hell 

are you on about?!) 

And so forth, and the reason I bring this up here is that I haven’t experienced this sort of “in your 

face” dominant behaviour before anywhere, and believe me, I’ve been to various Asian and 

Western countries throughout my life thus far. Haven’t yet made it to Africa at the time of 

writing this, but I have no doubt that’ll happen sometime in the near future as well.  

Chinese women are just so naturally dominant, that even the most “alpha” of male, as you’ll see 

beneath is NOT safe from the webs they weave.  



Cunning, conniving, and yet oh so appealing, oh so dominant, and at the end of the day, it’s that 

look in the eye that does it, that look that says “You may not know your place yet, boy, but I 

know it, and it’s at MY FEET!” 

A look that says, “You, and men in general exist only to serve us ladies, Chinese ladies in 

particular!”  

A look that might as well say “You know the score, boy. It’s a one way street, and it’s all about 

ME”.  

Me, me, me, and me alone …  

And though this might sound unbelievable to the casual reader that has never been to China, or, 

for that matter, the average reader that has been fed a diet of “submissive Asian (or “Oriental”) 

women”, or just about anyone for that matter (as in, how can it all be so overt and “in your face”, 

and amazingly enough, how do the men, and people in general accept it?) 

Well, it’s all about supply and demand and “practical life” (as many a Chinese person has told 

me, and while I don’t quite agree with what they say and how they think,‘tis how they think) at 

the end of the day, and it was not always this way in China.  

Chinese women in times bygone were pretty much the stereotype that you hear about TODAY, 

as in, the dutiful housewife that cooks, cleans and keeps the house in perfect order for her man, 

the housewife that waits on the tired husband to come home until all hours of the night, the 

girlfriend that puts up with her man’s cheating and excessive drinking, and so forth.  

And in ancient times (well, pre-1949 I should say) they also underwent what I’d refer to as sheer 

torture as young girls in terms of the abhorrent practice of foot binding which Chairman Mao 

quite rightly abolished in 1949 (and no, this is not a political discussion and neither am I a 

“Mao” fan; I’m just stating the facts for what they are). 

Amazingly enough it was women that inflicted this torture upon other young women. Speaks 

volumes to the effect of conditioning, my dear reader, which is something that I speak about 

repeatedly in my books and other writings.  

China’s one child policy (and again I’m not going to get into the debate of “was that right or 

wrong) also ended up ensuring that combined with the “traditional” Asian preference for males, 

there is currently a huge, huge shortage of “available women”, the number of men far 

outstripping the number of women here, and what happens when demand far outstrips supply 

anywhere in the world?  

You already know the answer to that one, my friend, or at least you should.  



And that, combined with the naturally dominant force that mainland Chinese women are in this 

day and age, answers the part about “how can this “me, me, and me alone” mentality be 

tolerated, encouraged and supported?” 

Or it should, at any rate.  

Onward! 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 1 

Meeting the Empress 

 

How was it that I first met her, first met the lady that so expertly and yet very directly and 

honestly “drew me into her snare”? 

A snare that was blatantly evident from the word go. No “pitfalls” here. It was all obvious from 

day one, and yet, like a fool I ignored the signs … or was it that I really ignored the signs?  

Consciously, yes, but subconsciously, and now that I think about it, no, no, and no.  

But first, a little about me.  

I’m what most folks would consider to be (outwardly, at least) an alpha male and a fairly 

successful one at that. That last bit depends upon your definition of “success”, of course, but at 

the end of the day the reason I use the word “fairly” is because success is a never ending 

mountain that one keeps climbing in my opinion.  

You never reach the peak; and once you reach one peak, you immediately conquer, or set out to 

do so, another. 

Anyway, I’m a writer first and foremost, and do a variety of other things as well. I currently live 

in Suzhou China, the Chinese equivalent to Venice, that being the city of canals in Italy. I used to 

live in a different area of China a couple of months ago, of course, and that, my dear reader, is 

when I met the lovely Cody, or Empress Cody as I am required to refer to her at ALL TIMES 

now.  

I was browsing idly through my WeChat contact list, and was getting rid of a lot of contacts that 

I don’t chat with any more, and those that are “always too busy to get back to you”.  

You know those types of people, don’t you? The people who will pester you up and down when 

they need something, but when you need something … they are usually the type that ignore you 

for days, nay, months on end with the oft trotted out “I’m too busy” excuse (when the reality is 

the actual opposite).  

(Unless you count time spent goggling at the antics on the “boob tube”, commonly known as the 

television as being “busy”, of course!)  

Anyway, I was clearing up a lot of junk, and was getting rid of a lot of the groups that had 

somehow shown on my list as well (WeChat has this annoying feature wherein it allows users to 

“auto-add” friends to groups, which are essentially online communities similar to, but with far 

less functionalities than on Facebook). 



And as I was doing this, I saw an “add” on my list, which basically means another user has 

added you on WeChat.  

It was from a person named “Cody”, and the profile picture didn’t show anything, but upon 

scrolling through her “moments” I saw it was a woman, a fairly lovely woman in certain regards 

if I might say so, somewhat overweight, but not in a “bad” way if you get my drift, and a woman 

that was quite obviously married judging by the Chinese man by her side.  

By her side being the keyword here (I should say that though he was “by her side”, the sheer 

dynamic of the picture was one of a “Queen with a court jester by her side” as it were), though, 

and when I say the snare was evident from the word go, it wasn’t just the picture itself that did it.  

No, it was the sheer way in which she said it, and all she said initially was a simple “Hi”.  

Now, I generally do NOT accept random “adds” from strangers, male or female. It seems to have 

currently become a practice for folks to “randomly” add you on WeChat and chat you up … idle 

conversation and banter as it were, and I have no time for this nonsense. A sheer and utter waste 

of time, and takes time away from doing what (for me, at least) is important in my life.  

But there was something different from this lady, something different about how she said the 

word, the sheer vibes emanating from her message as it were …  

“Hi! Do we know each other?” and to this date I don’t know (well, actually I do, but whatever!) I 

sent over a “joyful” emoticon to her, which in China seems to signify “close online friends”, or 

even “I’m happy with what you, the other person is saying”.  

Makes no sense to me, but that’s how they interpret a simply “joyful” emoticon! 

“No, we don’t. I’m Cody”, she introduced herself.  

“Oh, Ok …” 

And she then peppered me with questions about where I was from, what I did here, what my job 

was … and of course, ahem, the most important question, that being one of “how much money 

do you earn?” 

All this from a “stranger” as it were, mind you, and while it may come across as utter 

boorishness (and it is to me!) amazingly enough this is the norm for women in China!  

I think I mentioned the uber-practical and ultra-materialistic nature of Chinese ladies (that last 

one being taken to giddy limits by the way) above? Even if I haven’t mentioned it above, and I 

believe I have, I’ve certainly mentioned in my other writings.  



China, and Chinese ladies in particular take the concept of “the man is required to provide” to 

giddy and sometimes unreasonable limits that are as  unrealistic as they are unreasonable, and 

servitude, believe me, is just one of the requirements.  

Here, in no particular order at that, are the questions that are asked: -  

How much money do you have? Do you own a house, car (and/or) land? Do you have a stable 

job, and if so, what is your income?  

And these questions determine the eligibility of said male even before the fourth, and often 

unasked question is brought up, that being “Do you know the score, boy? You better! From here 

on in, it’s a one way street, and it’s ALL ABOUT ME, and always WILL BE in every way!”  

Of course, this is assuming the couple in question are dating, but as of late, these lovely ladies 

here have become so uber-dominant that they’ll ask any man they meet these questions, and the 

social nature of conversations in this regard means the man usually ends up responding to what 

would normally be considered private questions to us in the West! 

And this was a married lady asking me these questions, and no, sex was NOT on the bucket list 

here!  

But then again, why not?    

As she so directly told me a week or so later, “I need more servants!”  

Men are but chattel to these lovely ladies, these lovely, gorgeous, and utterly dominant mainland 

Chinese ladies. And even the most alpha of us is NOT spared; in fact, the more seemingly 

unachievable the target, the more these ladies strive for, and usually end up achieving the target.  

Without even getting into the “status” of her husband at this point, again, as I said above, why 

not?  

If she could snare another man to serve her, physically and financially (and yes, that part is 

important too!) so she can relax and enjoys her life as a Queen, nay, Empress as she prefers to be 

called, served upon by a retinue of willing servants (preferably male!), then, why not?  

“Can I see your picture?” I asked her, and this despite the fact that I already saw it on her 

moments. I figured I’d ask her for one of herself, one without the man by her side as it were, 

and …  

“Sure!” And she sent over two pictures, one of herself standing by a lake in central Suzhou, and 

the other with her husband, a fairly average enough looking guy, but again, the sheer “dynamic” 

of the pictures was what really “sparked something” in me that I didn’t know was there.  



Why is a moth drawn to a flame? I write about this on my blog as well, but a moth generally 

doesn’t “think” of being attracted to a flame, does it?  

Yet, sure enough attracted it is, and attracted it WILL be regardless of whatever “conscious” 

thoughts pass through it’s “mind” as I’m sure you agree.  

And so it was with me, the pictures and the sheer vibes in the conversation attracting me to this 

woman (and Chinese women in general, even though I do NOT agree with their thought 

processes on many things) like a moth to a flame, like a deer being led to a hungry tigress as it 

were …  

Ah, Empress Cody, the lovely Empress Cody, the lovely Queen that knows her weight and looks 

aren’t important. The only look that’s important is that look in the eye, that look that speaks 

tomes, that look says “Cody is the only one that matters, boy! Down on your knees and accept 

REALITY for what it is!”  

That her marital status is not important, the “tag” of being married being enough to drive away 

any males that have thoughts of, God Forbid, actually getting the empress in bed! 

As she told me later … Famous words as they might well be referred to from here on in …  

“Empress, the slaves should certainly press your legs at night as you sleep, one slave for each 

leg, and perhaps one to fan you as well!” (the “fan” part being symbolic as you might imagine, 

given the pre-ponderance of air-conditioners in most modern day Chinese households).  

“I agree, bitch! But, only until I sleep. After I sleep, no-one can touch me!”  

“Yes, I agree! The slaves can sleep on the floor!”  

And so forth. I’m getting ahead of myself at times here, but I believe it provides an interesting 

perspective into what I’m saying in terms of the “here and now” as well.  

Anyway, that picture she sent, and it was quickly followed up with “Can I see yours?”  

(She might as well have said “be quick about it, boy”, judging from the way in which she said it) 

And I sent over a picture, the only one I have on WeChat by the way. I’m not a huge social 

media fan and hardly ever use Facebook or any other social media (I feel it’s mostly all a 

massive waste of time and energy to be honest).  

“I want to see your abs!” (and this probably because I  had told her about my business(es) one of 

which is a fitness based business).  

“My abs?” I queried, somewhat surprised. After all she was married, and why would she want to 

see a picture that most would assume would lead up to … well, you know, don’t you?  



Repeated requests for pictures of my private parts, and while I now know Empress Cody would 

never have done that, I’ve had this sort of request many times in the past on WeChat, and it’s 

almost always lead up to what I mentioned.  

And though most guys would probably be happy sending over pictures of their dick online to 

female “strangers”, I’m not! I find it to be the equivalent of a “horny old man chatting up 19 year 

old girls”, and truth be told, its probably men that end up accounting for the vast majority of 

those messages that “demand” dick pictures. 

“Why do you want to see my abs, Cody”, I asked.  

“I just do! No why!”  

And so dominant was the vibe coming from her, so “subliminally dominant” was it that I despite 

NOT being the type of person that responds well to “dominance” in the way you’d think, had no 

words left to say … except these, of course …  

“Sure! But you don’t need to show me yours. You’re a lady, of course! You don’t need to show 

me, but I should show you!”  

“Yes, you should!” 

And I’m quoting verbatim here, and believe it or not, this was on the first day I met her online, 

and such was the spell this woman cast over me with her mere words, her mere confidence, and 

the sheer vibes emanating from her that I sent over the picture she wanted.  

“Is it OK for you, Madam Cody?” I queried, throwing in the “Madam” in there for fun, but also 

because it seemed like the right thing to say, the right way to address her …  

And of course she didn’t respond directly. Chinese ladies in general (and this has been my 

experience) for the most part have a very annoying habit of ignoring direct questions, and in all 

my thirteen years in China I’ve never once come across a Chinese person that answers questions 

directly without beating about the bush (no puns intended, of course!).    

Curiously enough they expect direct answer to their questions, and they seem to expect them 

pronto as well, and many a foreigner I know has got frustrated trying to do business with, or even 

be in relationships with mainland Chinese ladies.   

But again, such was the vibe coming from her that I felt sort of excited, sort of as if something 

“new was on the way”, sort of like, well, sort of like she was a Queen of sorts. Despite her 

average looks and despite her “not too shapely build” if I might say so, for whatever reason I’d 

probably have jumped if she so much at flicked a finger at me (even online!), so strong were the 

dominant vibes emanating from her. 



And a bit on the average looks part. I find her to be gorgeous in many ways despite her figure, 

especially those lovely (if a little “chubby”) legs of hers! She’s tall as well, about my height, and 

it of course means those legs are never ending …  

God, those lovely legs that Empress Cody has, that smooth, soft (baby soft) fair Chinese skin 

which contrasts so well with my own tanned skin …   

That voluptuous ass, which was voluptuous without being “obese”. I cannot yet say what the 

status of that one will be in the future given the Empress enjoys her food, but for now, it (for me) 

was absolutely delectable, even though I had only seen a couple of pictures and hadn’t actually 

“met her” in person as it were.  

And for whatever reason, the picture she sent with her husband smacked of sheer confidence, as 

if to say “Here you go, boy! I’m married, but I still expect YOU to serve me and pander to my 

whims anyway – and why? Because I said so, boy!”  

All this, of course combined together with that vibe made me give off  my own subconscious 

“submissive vibes”, and what I was saying online at that point not just surprised me from a 

“logical” standpoint. It downright amazed me, to be honest.  

“Madam Cody is more important. Of course, you want something, so you should get it!” 

And here I timidly asked for pictures of her showing her legs, and the answer was a very firm 

“No”.  

“I don’t want to show you!” and there the matter rested for a while.  

“Madam Cody (and it amazed me how my fingers despite “not wanting to” would constantly 

type out the word “Madam” at that point), may I ask you a question?” 

“You may”, came the response a few minutes later.  

“Why did you add me on WeChat?” 

“I like to add foreign friends …” she said, and paused meaningfully, and here, of course I could 

guess as to what she was hinting at.  

The Chinese love the concept of “getting something for nothing”, or, to put it bluntly free things.  

Of course, we all love free things, but the Chinese (much like with their obsession with money 

and material things) take it to giddy extremes if I might say so, and about 90% of the “adds” I get 

on WeChat are from people, usually women that demand (literally demand!) for “the foreigner to 

teach them English for free under the guise of what they term as friendship”.  

That is one of the things I thought of when I saw Cody’s ad initially, but well, after that initial 

“Hi”, all that flew out of the window pretty quickly as you can tell!  



And here you might be wondering what gives in terms of such absurd and downright ludicrous 

“requests”? Why would someone “kow tow” to women they don’t even know online, sometimes 

simply upon evidence of an obviously fake looking profile picture?  

And believe you me, there are plenty of men here that DO give in terms of this, and there is 

currently a “trend” going on in certain circles of men (and here I’m not sure of ethnicity; it’s 

probably both expats and locals alike though in my opinion) to literally fork over money for 

pictures of fully clothed women … doing what, you might ask?  

Fully clothed women, fully “made up” women as it were, doing nothing other than … drum 

roll … holding a banana in their mouths with their lips enticingly around the “tip of the 

banana”.  

Now I know the connotation of course. I’m not that stupid, and I do understand these men get 

turned on by it … but first off, there’s plenty of actual porn (unclothed women as well!) available 

both online and offline (it’s a little hard to find in China, of course, but it’s all there if you know 

where to look to be frank with you).  

Second, there’s plenty of pictures of women actually doing what these women are doing online, 

and again easily accessible and all for free.  

Why then, you might ask? What price the desperation?  

Well, it happens because the men “hope” that the women (or those that appear to be women and 

yes, a lot of them are actually women, but perhaps not the same woman as you see in the profile 

picture if you get my drift!) will actually “relent” and “allow” them to take them on dates, and so 

forth.  

Yes, you read the words ‘relent’ and ‘allow’ right; such is the desperation of men here that this 

happens on a regular basis.  

The logical answer to this, of course would be what I just  mentioned above i.e. the Chinese 

mainland having an acute paucity of available females, and scores of “desperate” men literally 

hankering after every available female, either trying to (put it crudely, but bluntly and in a 

“matter of fact” way as well) get laid, or get married, or simply to trying to set up a date in the 

“vain” hope that “he’ll be the one she chooses from the male fishbowl” as it were.  

That’s one thing about me by the way that you might notice throughout this book and the rest 

I’ve authored thus far. I’m brutally honest by nature, and whatever I say, write, or even do in life 

all stems from this philosophy of saying it like it is in a very direct and honest manner, without 

beating about any “rose bushes” as it were, with nary a care or concern for “offended 

sensibilities” or being politically correct, or any of that nonsense doing the rounds these days.  



Saying it like it is and state your opinion in a candid and forthright manner without 

worrying about what others think, say, or do has always been the bottom line for me. 

The only thing I do make sure to do though is to base what I say and write on fact as far as 

possible, and that shines through in my writings as well.  

Hey, what can I say?! I’m unapologetically brutally honest, and I think that’s one of the reasons I 

hit it off with the soon-to-be Empress as well, simply because we’re both very brutally (and 

you’ll see plenty of evidence of that later on in the book and in future Volumes as well!) honest 

and direct people. 

But I don’t buy the reason entirely, even though I gave it myself and even though it fits logically.  

India, for one (one amongst other Asian countries) has an even more acute shortage of women 

and though I have not lived in India for as long as I have China, there’s certainly nothing like 

that going on there.  

Sure, there’s plenty of desperation there as well, but and (unfortunately enough) it manifests 

itself in the form of very unfortunate crimes and such as you might expect to happen in any other 

country. Rapes, and so forth, and while I’m NOT stereotyping the entire country, all I’m saying 

is that this “woman worship” doesn’t seem to be a theme either in India or other Asian nations 

I’ve had the good fortune of living in. 

Personally speaking I’ve never been the sort that has gotten “quite that desperate”, but then 

again, “hooking the next available bird” has never ever been on my list of things to do. I’m not a 

huge believer of “notching up numbers on the bedpost” as it were. 

Sure, it’s happened, and I’ve been with plenty of women (until the time of writing this, of course, 

and I doubt I’ll ever be with a woman in any which way again given I’m literally owned, hook, 

line and sinker by the lovely Empress!) but I’ve always been a huge believer in quality over 

quantity, and NOT a fan of the “wham bang” thank you Ma’am mentality that appears to be a 

huge motivator for a lot of guys that I know.  

All about the right connection for me, the right vibes as it were, and that’s not that easy to find if 

you get my drift! 

And therein lies the reason in my opinion. It’s not so much the paucity of females. It’s the sheer 

and overpowering, almost magnetic “dominant” vibes these ladies give off, and they’ll draw 

even the most “alpha” of males to them using any means possible.  

It might be done directly, it might be done in a “roundabout matter”, or it might be extremely 

insidious, but believe me, once a Chinese lady has got her hooks into you, it’ll happen somehow, 

and it’ll happen for HER benefit at that.  

And not just that. You’ll THANK her for doing so.  



As I better do right away.  

Thank you, Empress Cody! If you were awake at the time of writing this, I’d happily kiss, nay, 

smooch your perfect asshole fifty times and thank you from the bottom of my heart each time (as 

you once made me to do, of course!).  

I’ve never of course taught anyone online for free. It used to be one of the things I did for a 

living “way back in the day” and quickly stopped doing it since I absolutely hated it.  

“Sure, it’s my pleasure, Madam Cody!”  

And she responded accordingly.  

“I’m a translator! I need to learn English better, and I don’t want to pay to learn! You are a 

foreigner, and you can teach me!”  

And all this said so matter of fact, said in such a brutally honest manner (and of course, 

combined with the “sly yet direct” look in the eyes in those pictures of hers),said in such a tone, 

so to speak, that she might have well said “That’s it, boy! You’re HOOKED! Get USED to it, 

and quickly at that!”  

She’d often practice her English with me after that, and amazingly enough though I’m usually 

always busy, I always made time for her, and (not so amazingly enough!) these requests just 

increased over time and were not limited to just teaching. 

What do I mean?  

“Michael!” came the message one morning, and being I checked it a few hours later, there were 

two more after it.  

I’m a late riser, and the Empress (as of then, at least) needed to go to work at an hour I wouldn’t 

even consider waking up at … well, not then I wouldn’t at least. I don’t have much of a choice 

now though! 

I checked what she had sent, and it was a two page document typed in typical “Chinglish” 

(Chinese English as I like to put it).  

“Fix the errors for me, Michael! I need to submit this by the end of the day, and I don’t want to 

look through this myself!”  

And here of course her obvious lack of disregard for the English language shone through, but I 

wasn’t surprised one darn bit at that, of course.  

Most Chinese hate English, and anything associated with learning English, a language they, for 

whatever reason consider to be a “necessary evil”, and yet a waste of time at that.  



And they treat it accordingly, and do their best to avoid anything to do with English or even 

learning the basics of the language.  

Madam Cody, of course wasn’t in this position, being her job was, quite literally, to translate 

Chinese documents into English!  

At this point, a lot of my readers (well, the regular readers) will probably be asking about what I 

write about all the time i.e. learning centers promising to “teach English” mushrooming, quite 

literally, right, left and center all over China, and more pertinently as to “if they really don’t want 

to learn, what gives in terms of the businesses sprouting up all over the place”? 

Fair enough question if you’re one of those not acquainted with mainland China, and if you 

aren’t, well, I completely understand.  

Those of you that are brutally frank like me and have been to the Chinese mainland for any 

length of time, however, know exactly what “learn English” equates to, that being “a dancing 

bear (or, more accurately speaking), a foreign dancing bear to entertain us for some time while 

we relax”.  

And believe you me, the dynamic in most of these learning centers is anything but catered 

towards actually learning English, or any language for that matter.  

Long story short, it’s a case of the students “tossing wads of cash” at the learning center, and 

literally “ordering the monkey” to jump as high as they can. And being both the centers and the 

“students” could actually care less about learning the language (barring a few serious actual 

students, of course; there are always those few gems amongst the rabble, but I must be honest, 

there are precious few of those in mainland China) this works well for both of them.  

As for the foreigners?  

Why would foreigners do this sort of “menial” job, a job with zero respect in the first place, a job 

that requires zero skills other than the ability to speak some English (and in many cases, believe 

it or not, those teaching English can’t speak a lick of English themselves, and if you don’t 

believe me, just take a gander at the Ukranians, Turkish, Russians, and Afghans all merrily 

teaching English here, regardless of the fact that their own English vocabulary doesn’t extend 

beyond a few words)? 

More than that, aren’t expats respected in China? Wasn’t China the “promised land” where 

expats got hefty pay packages and promotions to “lure” them to China?  

Those are all questions that are probably “boiling” in the reader’s mind as we go through this, 

and the simplest answer to all this is “one does what has to do when the shoe starts to pinch”.  

The last one is easiest to answer. Expat packages have pretty much disappeared from most 

countries these days due to the state the global economy is in, and China, though back in the day 



one of the countries where expats could, and did get decent jobs with high salaries and expat 

packages, is not an exception to this general rule.  

Those days are long gone, my friend.  

As for respect? The Chinese are by far the most insular culture I’ve ever encountered and 

foreigners at all levels have always been “tolerated”, but never really “welcomed” if you get my 

drift.  

The Mandarin term commonly used for foreigners (again, believe it or not) is “gui lao”. This, 

literally translated into English means “ghost from a foreign land”.  

In Cantonese (Canton province) it is “guai lo” which literally translated means “foreign devil”.  

Each province has it’s own twist on it, but, and here is the point; they use this term to refer to 

foreigners as casually and as “normally” as you might say “Oh, that guy with the long hair”.  

Would you ever dare to say “oh, that black foreigner” in a country like the U.S., or any other 

Western nation? Would you, and again, this is the point, even WANT to say it?  

No, and no, but to the Chinese ethnicity and skin tone (and of course the all important RMB) is 

all that matters at the end of the day, and foreigners are always lower on the “totem pole”, the 

only difference being that the “pale skinned” foreigners (or those that “appear” pale skinned) end 

up “commanding” a higher level on said totem pole.  

And hence the influx of Russians teaching English here; their “white skin and blue eyes” being 

all that is really required to “teach English”, didn’t you know?! 

Anyway, where were we before I started my own impromptu class on how things are in China?  

Ah yes, Madam Cody adding me to “learn English for free”, which of course meant she’d often 

send me “documents” to translate, all for free, as she had that morning.  

Easy enough for me, but I couldn’t help but feel a bit “cheated”. After all, it’s a “service”, and 

people actually do it for a living, and here I was, doing it for this woman I barely knew, and had 

never met in person, a woman that was probably laughing at me as I did it …  

“Ha, ha!” was her response the first time I sent it.  

“Good boy! I need many friends like you!”  

And there was no “thank you”, or anything of that nature, of course! 

And so it went, with our online chatting increasing in time, and I’d often chat with her and help 

with English translations, and chat with her randomly about her husband, about things happening 

in her life, and so forth.  



Curiously enough, or perhaps not so, she’s never really bothered to ask me anything about my 

life, or my marital (or otherwise) status for that matter, or anything to that effect. All she asked 

me about was how much money I earned, and what my “job” was, and that’s it.  

Nothing else, nothing until this date, and though I serve her naked along with her “other servant” 

(who we’ll get to shortly!) who is also naked at times, she’s never bothered to ask me about 

anything else.  

His duties are to serve her as a domestic maid would, and while mine are the same, they are 

carried out in a far more humiliating and obsequious manner than you might imagine.  

I’m foreign chattel, of course, and he is … well, he’s her husband. I thought I’d get to that part 

later, but I’ll get to it now! 

“He’s my servant!” she very adroitly told me one day when we were chatting, and then 

proceeded to list out a laundry list of duties that wouldn’t have seemed out of place in a mansion 

with a retinue of servants, let alone a two bedroom apartment with only one (at the time) servant.  

And I don’t know why, but this “candid” admission made me ask a question that I normally 

never would have.  

To this date, I’m not sure why I asked her this, but I did.  

“Cody (and she wasn’t an empress then), can I see your feet? 

And I said this, I felt a sudden, and “weird” sense of excitement surge inside of me, as if I had 

asked to see her breasts. I don’t know why, or, and well, I should actually say I didn’t know at 

that time, but I do now.  

The moth was but doing what came naturally to it.  

“No” 

“Why not? I’d like to …” and here I trailed off, not sure why I was asking what I did, somewhat 

embarrassed by my own question.  

“But I don’t want to show you my feet!” 

“Oh, but …” 

“But, Michael … why do you want to see my feet?” (and here she sent over a “sly” emoticon, as 

if to say “I already know, boy! Your were mine from the minute I started to chat with you, which 

is the reason I added you anyway!”) 

“Uh, no reason, I …” 



“Answer me!”  

“No why, Madam Cody!”  

“Hmm!” and by her very tone, I could tell that my “on the spur of the moment” response was the 

worst one I could have given her, and she sent an audio note shortly thereafter wherein she said 

pretty much the same thing I’m saying here, but in a different way!  

“Don’t say “no why” when I ask you a question! It’s very annoying! Be direct and answer me!”  

This, of course, given her own tendency to never answer anything directly (as we’ll get into 

later) was of course “interesting” to say the least!  

By the way “no why” is obviously “Chinglish” a.k.a. Chinese English and is a widely used term 

in mainland China, especially when talking to foreigners. And it’s something I absolutely hate, 

not simply because it is not proper English (I could care less on that particular front to be honest) 

and not because it’s more than a bit rude (well, I do care a little about that) but mostly because it 

puts a dead end to any sensible or even stimulating conversation.  

Think about it … if you received a “no why” every time you asked someone something, how 

stimulating would that conversation be? Probably about as much as talking to a steel vault in a 

bank, fiercely tight lipped and “guarded”, but yet so darn “open” when it comes to asking YOU 

questions!  

A one way street in other words.  

Does that sound familiar?  

Anyway, the “tongue lashing” she gave me resulted in me apologizing as always, and in a 

strange and perverse sort of way, I actually found myself “looking forward to apologize to her”, 

if that makes any sense at all.  

“I’m sorry, Madam Cody!”  

“You should be! I asked you something, you need tell me!”  

“Yes, I’m so sorry! I …” and at this point, for whatever reason, another thought struck me, and I 

asked her if she liked foot massages. Luckily she responded in the positive and didn’t “push” 

further on the previous aforementioned question!  

Chinese style foot massages, by the way, which are a mixture of what you might describe as 

“pain and pleasure” mixed into one hour (or more) long “package” as it were.  

“Of course I do! I love having my feet washed!”  



And for the uninitiated, it behoves me to give you a brief description of what foot massages 

generally entail in China.  

Foot massages in China are generally hour long affairs, though you can “go for as long as” two 

hours if you so choose, the second hour being usually used to massage the body instead of just 

the feet (and, in times bygone, an “invitation” for extras if you get my drift, but I’ll let that part 

slide for now!). 

You start off by sitting in a comfortable sofa-cum-recliner, and the masseuse (usually young 

women from the hinterlands in rural China) asks you to put your feet in a tub of hot water mixed 

in with “healing salts” or alternatively, and depending upon which establishment you go to, 

“medicinal” salts.  

I have my doubts on the authenticity of the salts, of course, but traditional Chinese “lore” holds 

that soaking your feet in hot water and a mixture of these salts leads to better health, a claim 

which when questioned in private, many of the massage parlor owners themselves smilingly 

refute.  

An actual quote from one of these owners being (and I do not have the exact website I read this, 

but those interested can Google “a life with no soul and little respect” and you’ll probably get to 

the article I’m talking about). “People think their health is going to improve simply by soaking 

their feet in hot water. That’s quite impossible!”  

Anyway, you sit there as the masseuses massages your head, neck and shoulders before moving 

on to the actual foot massage itself, and while all of the above fits into the “relaxing” category 

(except perhaps the upper back and trap massage where I’ve literally yelled out loud at times as 

these masseuses literally “dig” out the tension in your muscles with their thumbs in a manner not 

normally done in the West and yet with better results!), the foot massage itself fits into the 

opposite category, at least for those uninitiated.  

None of the “romance” you’d normally associated with a foot massage. Instead it’s “pain galore” 

for most people as the masseuses literally and again, DIG into the soles of your feet with their 

thumbs, knuckles and fingers.  

Traditional Chinese medicine as well as “reflexology” theories hold that each point on the sole of 

your foot (as well as the palm of your hand) corresponds to a certain part of your body, and 

believe you me, you’ll feel it if you’re in poor health and a knuckle or strong finger “digs” into 

that particular pressure point! 

Anyway, the whole atmosphere of course is set up to make the customer feel like an Emperor 

with a young woman at his feet (quite literally; they crouch on uncomfortable looking tiny stools 

as the customers relax on the sofa), or, two young women if you so choose, one for each foot, the 

cost doubling in that case.  



An Emperor, or an Empress for that matter.  

While Madam Cody said she liked her feet washed, it must have brought up visions of the girls 

actually “washing” the customer’s feet, and while they don’t go as far as actually washing the 

feet “with their bare hands”, though they do coat the feet with lotion liberally once washed and 

pre-massage, the “symbolism” of it all is what she was referring to.  

And as a lot of women in China grow richer and richer (I wonder why, eh?!) some of these 

establishments have begun to hire young men to provide this service as well for women that so 

desire it, and believe me, there is a growing and voracious customer base there!  

“I also like my legs being rubbed at night! It’s very relaxing!”  

I sent over a “giggle” emoticon.  

“Spoken like a true Queen, Madam Cody!”  

“Yes. I am a Queen” she responded, all said as a matter of fact, sort of as if I was asking her if 

Beijing was the capital of China! 

Anyway, I’ve made repeated alludes to the vibes and the “one sided” nature of this “friendship 

thus far”, and ‘twas but a matter of time before things started to “progress” as it were, and ‘twas 

all out in the open that one night …  

Here, of course, is where we get to the “grandmother” part.  

We were chatting about one thing and the other (I think about how much money she needed “her 

man” to make, sort of as if she didn’t already “have a man”!).  

Oh, something interesting I should mention in terms of exchanging pictures, and me asking for 

pictures of her feet and so forth. While the vibes will be obvious to the reader by now, something 

that may be interesting (or perhaps not, depending upon how you look at it) was that I asked her 

if she wanted to see my dick multiple times.  

Not because I’d “ask her how big it was”, or “if she wanted to sleep with me” (I would NOT 

DARE to do that!) or any nonsense of that nature.  

Simply because, well, she was so dominant that I felt completely naked in front of her from a 

mental standpoint anyway, and, well, making it even more onesided and unequal (remember, she 

had never sent over a single picture of her feet, legs, or anything else I had asked for) it just 

seemed like the right thing to do …  

And her response?  

“Do you want to see my dick, Madam?” 



“Of course not!” and this said with such a sense of finality that she might as well have been 

responding in the negative to a request to tie a couple of heavy stones around her neck and dive 

headfirst, hands and feet bound into the South China Sea as it were.  

“But, I can send it, I …” 

“Be quiet, Michael! Of course I don’t want to see your penis!” and here she literally sent over a 

“disgusted” looking emoticon (though she had never actually seen me, let alone my penis at that 

point!) and so “hooked” was I by that point that I responded meekly with an “Ok, Madam, as you 

say!” 

It was strange. She’d often pepper me with questions about sex, and various “kinky” sexual 

positions, and while it all makes sense to me now (and some of it did in a weird way back then as 

well), it still seemed strange to me that she wasn’t interested in even seeing a picture of my 

privates, that being something most Chinese ladies want to see, if just to “appraise the goods” as 

any good slave owner would want to! 

But then again, I was being appraised for an entirely different purpose altogether, as you’ll see 

below.  

Anyhow, it was back to the conversation about money after that part, and after chatting a bit 

more about it she finally said she needed to go to bed.  

Being we were in the middle of a conversation, I wanted to finish it before she went on to bed 

and I asked her a few more things.  

“Not now! It’s too late! I need my sleep. It’s almost midnight!” 

“Alright, Grandmother Cody!”  

The “grandmother” was said in jest, though; being it was already midnight and quite later. I’m a 

night owl of sorts and prefer to get my work done late at night, but the Empress has a day job, 

and needs to head on to work (for now, at least, until servant #2 can “pay more for her” as she 

puts it), and hence the need to sleep at what some might consider to be a “decent hour”.  

“Grandmother??? How dare you say that, boy! I’m not old!” 

“Oh, I was joking, Madam Cody, I …” 

And here she shushed me imperiously, knowing I was joking, but not quite liking the tone of the 

joke as it were.  

“Lady Cody!” 

“Lady? Or Madam?” I queried.  



“Lady, Madam, Both ok, boy!”  

Author’s note - (Boy??!!) Ah well. What can I say! 

And she rattled off a few more, seemingly off the top of her head (and remember, this is a 

woman that can barely speak any English, and yet, when it comes to things she likes, and she 

wants, her English is as “letter” perfect as an Oxford scholar’s might be). 

“Empress Cody!  Queen Cody! … …..” 

“Wow! Cody, I didn’t know you knew the meaning of the word empress!” 

“Harrumph!” (and here she “looked” at me in an annoyed sort of way as if to say, what the hell 

are you on about?!) 

I know I mentioned this part in the prologue, of course, but it bears mentioning here if just to 

“prime” you for what comes next.  

Anyway, she went on to bed, and I remember, for whatever reason, going to bed with a gigantic 

hard on that day, and waking up with one as well.  

And the next morning, we picked up the “threads of the conversation”.  

“Empress Cody!” 

“Yes?” 

“Last night was most interesting! Do you really like being called an Empress? I didn’t know 

that!”  

“Of course I do!” and the matter of fact tone was there again. “In fact, I AM an Empress, and my 

husband is my servant …” 

“You like your husband as your servant?” And here I sent over an “embarrassed” emoticon, 

along with several giggles, but her matter of fact tone didn’t change.  

“Sure. He IS my servant, whether he likes it or not (I hadn’t asked her, of course, whether he 

liked it, but she said it anyway!)”.  

“He does the laundry. Mops the floor. Cooks my meals. Cleans the kitchen” and that long 

“laundry” list I referred to above that wouldn’t have been out of place in a Victorian mansion 

with an entire retinue of servants at its disposal was trotted out yet again.  

And for whatever reason, that strange sense of excitement started to build in me again, and I felt 

myself drawn to her even more, especially more so that “it was out in the open” as it were 

(although to be quite frank, it was out in the open in many ways from day one!). 



“I need more servants. In fact, I need many servants!”  

“Yes, I agree. An Empress should have many servants, each with different responsibilities, and 

all with the same end goal in mind which is to make your life, Madam, more comfortable!”  

“Yes”. Again, said as if it was sheer fact, and not something she “wanted” and probably would 

never happen due to the sheer incredulity of it all (except, of course, in mainland China, where a 

Chinese woman is always a Queen first and foremost, and what seems incredulous to you and me 

is the norm for these lovely ladies!).  

I think I mentioned she peppered me with questions about sex, by the way?  

Well, when I asked her (very timidly) about if she actually did a lot of that with her husband, the 

answer came pat, and along the lines of what I expected.  

One line she said sums it up the BEST.  

“He eats me out on a regular basis, but I never, ever suck his dick for him! I never give him 

blowjobs, but he does it for ME all the time!”  

And this was said not just in her usual “matter of fact” tone, but also in a commanding,  

imperious sort of way.  

The Empress’s pleasure is all that counts, boy! 

And though I’d heard it a lot of times before, I’d experience it “practically” soon enough as 

well.  

The last thing I should mention here of course in terms of background was that despite the 

dominant and utterly one sided nature of our “friendship”, we did sometimes have arguments.  

I’d often ask her questions, and she’d never respond, and this sort of thing is something that 

annoys the “bejesus” out of me to be honest, and is something that I encounter very often with 

ladies in mainland China.  

Ask a Chinese lady a direct question, one that is a “tough question to answer” (as in, “you ask 

hard questions, don’t you, Michael!”) and it’ll be ignored, as if you never asked it, regardless of 

whether or not that question is important in terms of the overall conversation.  

I once fell in love with a Chinese lady, a good woman overall (and one that loved her foot 

massages at that!) but when it came to the topic of money, something that was obviously quite 

important to her due to reasons I have mentioned above, she’d press me for any and all details on 

my finances, and by that same token, literally ignore everything I asked her about her own 

finances, the reason given being “I’m woman! I don’t need to answer questions!”  



Amazingly enough, this lovely lady didn’t really have any money of her own. It was all given to 

her by an ex-husband who had divorced her in the past, and while I’m not going to get into the 

why’s and wherefore’s of the entire relationship here, she was actually one of the few ladies I’ve 

met her whose “feelings” extended to something more than just money.  

Of course, at the end of the day it all came down to money and we broke up due to this very 

reason (apparently I couldn’t buy her a third car, or some rot in that regard), but we remained 

“close friends”. One of those “off and on” relationships which never really ends in a way if you 

get my drift.  

And even today, every time I mention a new business, or a new venture, her first question will be 

“how much money did you make off it”? 

It’s annoying, of course, but the question in itself is NOT annoying. What is annoying is the 

attitude, and the fact that it makes nil sense to ask this question right off the bat.  

When someone tells they’re entering a new venture, or doing something new, I generally pepper 

them with questions about what they are doing. How they are doing it. Do they really enjoy it? 

And thus forth, and I’m sure the reader is on the “same page” here with me.  

Sure, we all get to the “money” question eventually, but it’s by far not the only question.  

Not so for these lovely Chinese ladies. That smile, that look in the eyes, that flick of the 

eyebrows, that “casual” way in which they toss their hair back when looking at you (well, 

looking at a “male” I should say) … it all boils down to this, and this one thing alone -  

You know the score, boy! You are OURS, from the minute we choose to “entrap” you! 

Notice the words that are bolded and italicized. There is a good reason behind bolding and 

italicizing said words. 

Your nothing but chattel, boy! You exist for our pleasure, to hand us money (as much of it as we 

we want, whenever we want!) and serve us while we relax like the Chinese Queens we are, 

deserve to be, and always WILL BE! 

 Money has never been an end goal in itself for me, the sheer enjoyment of doing the work that I 

do for a living (that being writing) being ALL that counts for me. Sure, we all need money, but 

it’s only those that “hanker” after money that never get it.  

Such as my ex, but anyway, we were talking not answering questions eh? 

In general the reasons (excuses!) given will be either “I don’t understand English!” or “we 

different culture people!”  

Why do I call these excuses?  



Well, because they are, my friend. First off, if it was truly a culture issue then it would be the 

same way when dealing with Chinese men, but curiously enough, I’ve never had an issue getting 

direct answers on anything from Chinese men.  

Second, as far as the language part goes … well, though we’ve already got into their reluctance 

to actually learn English, but, and here’s the point … they know perfect English when it suits 

them.   

Ask a Chinese lady if you could buy her a villa in the Bahamas, and ask her questions related to 

this, and you’ll see her English literally begin to flow, and amazingly enough, many times these 

same girls that speak NO English prior to mentioning money, will actually start speaking English 

at said times! 

I once met a couple of rental agents here who were trying to “help me find an apartment” as they 

put it.  

I mentioned my requirements and price range to them, which they of course ignored.  

Me - I want an apartment for 2000 RMB.  

Agent #1 (Lady #1, I should say! They are all Queens!) - Sorry, there’s nothing for that price 

range. Can you consider looking at something for 3000-3500?  

(By the way, there were plenty of apartments available for that price range, and I knew this, 

having lived in the area I was for years!)  

And 3000-3500? If I were a rental agent that sort of response in and as of itself would be 

showing sheer disrespect to the customer who had clearly mentioned an upper range of 2000 

RMB and no more! 

I thanked the lady politely for her time and said I’d look elsewhere, but of course, she kept 

peppering me with useless questions and propositions about “fancy apartments”.  

“I need make commission! You foreigner, you have many money, why you waste time!”  

And again, amazingly enough, this is the attitude you’ll encounter here with these ladies, and to 

them it’s perfectly normal. 

Chinese ladies are Queens, born to RULE, and men are but “tools” to them, foreign or not.  

Anyway, we got into an argument as you might imagine and I ended up blocking her on my 

“Wechat” but her friend added me after I did this.  

A friendly enough lady, and she added me for the same reason that Madam Cody did, but 

English wasn’t high on the bucket list of priorities for her, as I soon found out.  



 A day or so after I met her (online), her first question to me was “Can you buy me an iphone? 

I’ll return the money to you later” 

This asked as casually as you might ask the next person “Are you in line” when waiting in the 

queue at Micky D’s, for example.  

I think you can guess my answer to that question, but it didn’t deter her, and she continued 

asking me the same thing for days before finally figuring out it was an exercise in futility and 

then “abandoning the so-called friendship” and I haven’t heard from her ever since.  

Point being though, the English. This second agent could speak NO English. Not a single word. 

Nothing at all. And yet, when it came to the request of buying her an iPhone …??? 

‘Tis what it is, my friend. All true and I think I’ve got the screen shots saved somewhere as well 

on my phone (unless I deleted them during my recent “purge”). 

Anyhow, I think you get the “excuse” part now, and Empress Cody was no exception to this.  

She’d often ignore questions, and when she would deign to answer, she would answer in such a 

seemingly “foolish” manner that I’d (on the rare occasions that I dared to, of course!) call her out 

on it.  

I once had a situation with a landlady ostensibly not wanting to pay the back utilities on the 

apartment I moved into, and wouldn’t reply to my repeated messages or calls about this.  

Back utilities, by the way.  

Obviously something that was her responsibility, and the only way she finally ended up paying 

them in a “grumbling, morose” sort of manner was when I withheld the rent for a few days (as I 

said before … moneeeeeeeeeeeee being the only thing that motivates anyone to follow any sort 

of agreement here!)  

Anyway, I mentioned this to the Empress, and mentioned I had a bad gut feeling about this, said 

gut feeling literally “telling me” that I was about to be royally screwed (well, not “royally” given 

it was a small amount, but still … it’s the principle that counts in my opinion if you get my drift). 

My gut feelings are never wrong, by the way. As I mentioned, the sheer dominant vibes given off 

by this brazen Empress when I first met her “hooked” me and “drew” me into her regardless of 

whether or not I consciously wanted it, and my gut told me it wouldn’t end at online interaction.  

And it didn’t, as you’ll see below! 

“I don’t think she cheat you, Michael! We Chinese! The Chinese people follow the letter!” was 

her response, and this (when deciphered into English that you and me can understand means she 

was telling me in no uncertain terms that Chinese people by and large follow agreements).  



“I beg to differ, Empress” I texted back, and here I sent her several voice notes about how 

agreements in general in China (and this holds just as true for Chinese doing business amongst 

themselves as it does when they do business with foreigners) being little more than toilet paper.  

You can have all the agreements and contracts in the word, and often times said contracts extend 

to huge “bundles”, nay, reams of paper, but what really matters is what goes on at the dinner 

tables and “tea drinking sessions”.  

For a Western mind such as mine (and for those reading this obviously) this is no doubt highly 

annoying, as we expect agreements to be followed to the letter, but the Chinese don’t. It’s 

common to negotiate, re-negotiate, and re-negotiate yet again until the “chickens come home to 

roost”, and often times what ends up finally happening is so far removed from the terms of the 

contract itself that you end up wondering why you went to all that effort to sign the darn thing in 

the first place.  

Might as well just have drunk a couple of bottles of baiju (fiery Chinese traditional “liqor” that 

literally sears as it “goes down” and there is a reason I use the quotes. If someone were to ask me 

what it was, I’d call it engine oil, but the Chinese drink it in copious amounts regardless) and left 

it all “to the Gods” as it were, eh?! 

Of course, they’ll never say this to a foreigner.  

“Why she cheat you!”  

And here I proceeded to patiently explain the numerous cases where Chinese people themselves, 

not just expats have been screwed out of their apartment deposits and other money owed to them 

by greedy and unscrupulous landladies.  

Though the rental agents are supposed to act as intermediaries, they never do, and for those that 

have read the Madam Carrie series, you know exactly what I’m referring to. All they’re 

concerned about is making a fast buck off the customer, and the rest be damned.  

These are all uncomfortable truths about life here, stuff that is never spoken about publicly, but 

it’s all true, my friend. I know not why folks shy away from saying it like is (well, I do, actually, 

but I’m not going to expound on it here) but as far as I’m concerned and as I’ve mentioned 

above, I’ve never been the sort to be coy about saying it like it is.     

This was all ignored, of course.  

“What will she cheat you on!”  

Here I must admit I got a bit frustrated at this stupid question. I mean, what can a landlady cheat 

me on? Obviously money! 

“That’s a silly question, Empress! Of course it’s money!”  



Of course, this candid statement was met with further rebukes and far more “sternness” that 

you’d normally expect. I mean, she was the one that was ignoring facts and asking silly 

questions, right?  

Wrong.  

“I don’t like it when you call me silly, boy! I’m not your servant! I’m an Empress, and I’m not 

asking silly questions. If I don’t understand, you explain, ok?” 

Here I told her I had explained several times, but she got more irritated.  

“I’ve told you not to call me silly! China ladies no like this!”  

And so forth, and finally, I was the one that ended up apologizing!  

“Empress, I’m so sorry! I will never call you silly again! Please forgive me!”  

And she sent over a minute long audio message, and I heard the anger in her voice as she spoke.  

“You can never call me silly. You understand?? I’m not your servant!” And so forth … you get 

the drift.  

I did of course very timidly mention that I had never said she was my servant at all, but this was 

ignored too as you might expect.  

The issue, of course was never addressed, and I resolved it myself, but why do I bring it up here?  

Because despite me calling her silly, there was that something about her response.  

Illogical, unreasonable, bratty, “entitlement mentality” (which most Chinese ladies do have) call 

it what you will, but it was the same something that first drew the unwary moth to the flame.  

That sheer dominance, that sheer way in which she said it … 

Anyway, this sort of thing just continued, and we finally decided it was time to physically meet 

one fine day.  

Being I don’t work for a company or for “other people”, and work my own biz, I’m pretty much 

my own boss in terms of what I want to do and when to do it.  

Well, I should say I WAS my own boss … as of now; Empress Cody makes ALL the decisions. 

I’m allowed time to tend to my businesses, but only as much time as is required, and it’s all 

strictly monitored with a “gleam in the eye” as the paypig works.  

After all, it’s all about money. Servants are great, but servants with money are better! 



And the final “step” in the courting process came one day when I sort of  “half laughingly” as it 

were asked her the question.  

“How should I apply for a position with the Empress, Madam?” 

I didn’t expect her to respond, of course, but respond she did, and rather quickly at that as well.  

“Come to Suzhou, and serve me!”  

“Huh??!”  

“You heard me, boy! Come to  Suzhou and serve me. Let’s see you put your money where your 

mouth is!” and she said this while sending over a “in your face” emoticon (and again, you’ll 

notice the nigh perfect English here!).  

“But, but, what would your husband say, I mean …” 

“He doesn’t have a choice. Stop wasting time, Michael!”  

And so it went. It wasn’t just him that didn’t have a choice, by the way, as you can well imagine 

at this point! 

Now, I could “regale” you with the tale of how I (living in Southern China at the time) ended up 

planning on taking a “short trip”, maybe about a couple of weeks to Suzhou in Jiangsu province 

in Northern China (near Shanghai, for those that prefer a familiar “marker”) if just to meet her, 

and also to “take the sights in as a tourist”.  

Suzhou, by the way, and for those that don’t know is famous for its canals, parks and old 

buildings amongst other things, and I figured I’d get in a trip as well while I was as it. 

Remember, I’m not “bound” to a desk job and therefore have the flexibility of “travelling at 

short notice as it were”.  

But I’m not going to bore you with any more “gory” detail than necessary, and it was one fine 

day in June that I ended up making the trip and actually meeting her in person.  

They say first impressions are the ones that count the most and last the longest, and while I agree 

wholeheartedly, I’d amend that to say “initial vibes” last forever in the minds of those you meet, 

either casually or otherwise as you go through life.  

And an overall impression includes vibes, anyway! 

Ever met a person that you just “know” you can hit it off with despite not really knowing said 

person from Adam, so to say? 

Ever met someone that very quickly turned into a close friend, buddy and confidante, all this 

sometimes without actually spending much time together in person or otherwise?  



And on that, note, of course … ever met a Chinese lady that just smacked of sheer “chest out” 

arrogance (except done in an understate manner), disdain for men, confidence and inner 

dominance …? 

I bet you have, and if you haven’t, you ain’t been to mainland China, my friend.  

They’re all like that, born dominant as it were. The ONLY difference being the degree of 

dominance they choose to inflict and enjoy …  

Anyway, I know I’ve said that many times, but I say it just to reinforce what I say about vibes, 

and also to give you the “skinny” on the first impression I got when I met the Empress, and let’s 

just say that the way she looked at me that first day itself left no doubt about who would be my 

future owner.  

I wouldn’t be going home anytime soon, to be certain.  

And all this was communicated simply by looking at this tall, “statuesque-yet-not-quite-letter 

perfect” (if that makes sense) lady with the big black piercing eyes that gave me the once over 

and bored through my very being as if to say “Ah! There’s my prey! He’s been eluding me for so 

long!”  

And I did something which I never in my wildest dreams thought I’d do.  

“Hi Michael!” she said, and the tone was friendly enough, and if you didn’t catch the look in her 

eye, and the slight “sneer” to the lovely smile across her face, you’d be mistaken for thinking it 

was a couple of “old friends “ meeting after a long time.  

“Greetings, Empress!” And though I said it in a normal enough tone of voice as well, my eyes 

gave it all away, as I involuntarily lowered my eyes to her feet, and quite lovely feet they were, 

as she had ditched the shoes she normally wore and was wearing sandals.  

Large, broad feet, and in serious need of a pedicure as I noticed from the heels, and she grinned 

as she saw me looking at them.  

“So! You finally get to see my feet, don’t you!”  

And she threw her head back and laughed, the neckline lovely and inviting, and “yet so far 

away” if you get my drift.  

“They’re beautiful feet too”, I said, and on an afterthought “Empress!” 

“Hmm!” she said, and though she didn’t nod approvingly, she might as well have.  

And we chatted a bit about this and that as we walked around the park where she had asked me 

to meet her. I had a suitcase in tow of course, but it was one with wheels and a long handle, so it 

was pretty easy to move along the tiled paths in the park.  



On a side note, it behoves me to mention here that Suzhou, by the way has several beautiful 

parks, and it’s one of the cities in China that while not often visited by tourists is well worth a 

visit. Just the pagodas and the “Classical Gardens of Suzhou” are on their own well worth 

visiting for those that like to see that kind of stuff.  

It’s one of the most modern cities in China as well, and the Empress’s mindset was but indicative 

of this, indicative of the “new world order” that is slowly but surely taking place in the world as 

ladies assume more and more importance (as is their right, of course!), and most of all a blend 

between “modern and old”, as the Empress herself is (Empress … modern mindset … I’m sure 

you get it!).  

The perfect place for a dominant Chinese lady to find, train, brand, and permanently own 

chattel, but I’m getting ahead of myself on some of that, I suppose! 

Anyway, as we had dinner together at a restaurant of her choosing (guess who paid!), we chatted 

more about what we had been online, and sure enough, the conversation turned risqué before I 

knew it.  

I was sitting opposite from her, and until that point it had been a friendly enough discussion, but 

there was always the undercurrent of it “leading up to something else”, and the time of reckoning 

was now, as she stared directly at me.  

“You wanted to apply to be my slave, didn’t you, Michael?”  

This said in a quiet sort of tone, but the sort of tone that sometimes (depending upon what is 

being said) sends jitters down your spine if you get my drift. 

“Uh …yes, but … Uh, I …” 

And I hemmed and hawed as I looked into her eyes, and suddenly I yelped in pain as a sudden 

sharp pain shot through my lower abdomen, not painful enough to make me scream out loud, but 

painful enough to hurt anyway.  

She had placed one sandaled foot under the table, extending that long right leg of hers out, and 

had placed it smack on my groin, and at the time I was hemming and hawing, she literally, and 

for lack of a better term, “squished” my cock into my balls, which of course wasn’t the reason it 

hurt.  

The real reason it hurt was she squished the nuts while doing it too, but just that little bit, just 

that tiny little bit if you get my drift! 

An expert, in other words. A lady that has been doing this for a while. My God in heaven, what 

am I getting myself into, I thought, and at the same time, a strange sense of excitement flooded 

through me, that same sense of excitement I referred to before, and she made no move to move 

her foot from her groin as she asked again.  



“Not sure? There’s still time to …” and here she meaningfully tapped my groin once again with 

her sandaled foot, and I looked around nervously to make sure no-one was coming near us. They 

weren’t and likely wouldn’t look under the tablecloth anyway, but … you never know, eh!  

But my subconscious had taken over by then, and in the distance I heard a voice saying “Of 

course I’m sure! I was always sure, Empress! I was always …” and I trailed off as I realized the 

voice was mine, and she settled back in her chair with a sigh of approval.  

“I knew it too, boy”. (She didn’t say those words, but …!) 

Our food arrived, spicy noodles with beef amongst other things, and she ate hungrily, as if she 

had been starving for days.  

“My husband is out of town for two days, by the way”, she said, shovelling a stray noodle into 

her mouth, and she made no attempt to conceal the food in her mouth as she spoke, the entire 

effect being that of a boorish and perhaps drunken male doing his imitation of a pig let loose 

amongst the “mash and bangers” as it were.  

Unladylike, and yet, when you think about it, why should she be ladylike in the first place? After 

all, men behave this way all the time and get away without censure so why the heck are women 

expected to be “prim and proper” and “ladylike” at all times?  

Don’t get me wrong. I’m not saying they shouldn’t be that way if they want to, and in such case, 

more power to them, but the point being they shouldn’t be indirectly coerced into it. 

 And pat came the other foot on top of that one night and I winced as she “pushed” my cock and 

balls further back as she used the space on the chair in between my legs as a “footstool” of sorts 

(I thank my lucky stars until this date that she didn’t choose to up and plonk her feet down on my 

private parts, or else the entire restaurant would have known what was going on, and then some!) 

and I spread my legs further apart on reflex.  

“You’ll stay with me, by the way”, she said, again matter of fact. “I need to test your worthiness 

before accepting you, but I think we both know …”  (and here she looked at me directly again, 

and the unsaid was left unsaid, there being no need to actually say it).  

“Many servants, a lot of food, a lot of money, a lot of …” and she trailed off with an imperious 

raised right eyebrow, “… and while I have one, and now two, I shall have many more!” 

This said with all the authority of a “Gladiator” proclaiming in that famous movie “And revenge 

shall be mine, in this life or the next!”  

And that above descriptor bears a lot of context here, if simply because most of what happened 

after this day (which you’ll start to read about very soon in the next Chapter) smacks of revenge 

unto the entire “male of the species” for all their “tyrannies” (either real or imagined as it were!) 

upon the females … or should I say Empresses.  



 Anyway, I paid the bill, and we left the restaurant shortly thereafter, me carrying her handbag 

for her as she strolled in front of me, oblivious to everything else.  

And here it bears mentioning, by the way, that China is one of those countries where it matters 

not if men carry women’s handbags for them. In fact it’s looked upon as normal and NOT 

“girly” as it is in MOST other countries, including a lot of other Asian countries.  

Whether this is yet another testament to these naturally dominant Chinese women or whether its 

just one of those “quirks” that every nation has I know not, but the fact remains that it’s looked 

upon as normal here.  

Conversely, you’ll often see women holding umbrellas for men, although to be honest this has 

changed a lot in the last ten years, and it’s now the men that pretty much do it all.  

Don’t get me wrong. There is nothing AT ALL holding doors and heavy stuff for ladies, and all 

men should do it regardless of BDSM preferences.  

Being a gentleman has nothing to do with fetish or “imagined male chauvinism” for that matter – 

it’s NOT chauvinistic and demeaning to treat a lady like a lady, and “Nazi feminists” move 

aside; Michael, move aside; the Empress will have the final say here, and her say is … “Men 

should do it ALL!” 

Anyhow in our case it just added to the sheer excitement and dynamic of it all, and as we entered 

her apartment shortly thereafter, and though this was our first meeting, it felt like the most 

natural thing for me to do to rush in ahead of her, set her handbag down and get her a glass of 

water as she settled down in the sofa, not bothering to take her shoes off as most Chinese usually 

do before entering either their, or another person’s home.  

As I knelt at her feet, I unblocked her sandals, being careful to lift each foot with the care it 

deserved out of the sandal before placing it on the coffee table in front of her, it felt like I had 

been doing it all my life. 

And this, I think (as she looked at me, the smirk on her face clearly evident, all pretensions of 

“pure friendship” having flown out the proverbial window by now) was the moment that I 

realized it.  

I wouldn’t be going home, not anytime soon at least.  

And likely never.  

 

 



 

Chapter 2 

Serving the Empress 

 

“Serving the Empress” as the sub-heading beneath the Chapter number goes, and believe you 

me, this was most definitely an assignment (a permanent one with no signs of ending as far as I 

know at the time of writing this!) where the actual reality is nowhere near as enjoyable as the 

fantasy itself is!  

This, of course is something that bears mentioning and something that I often talk about in my 

books. It’s fine to fantasize … but by that same token be very careful what you fantasize about, 

as you might just get it and then some -  and in mainland China, when it comes to femdom, and 

femdom fantasises, you WILL get it- and THEN some, and it will most likely NOT be what you 

imagined.   

Anyway, we’ll start off with one fine Tuesday night (I think so) as I was summoned into her 

bedroom after an arduous day “at the office” as it were.  

(I’m fast forwarding a few days after I met her to get straight to the “meat” here. I may and 

probably will get into what happened the night we met and the following morning etc in future 

Volumes, but for now, enjoy the “ride”. I didn’t!) 

The empress lay on the bed in a sheer pink negligee, her “broad” legs splayed out on the bed 

without a care apparently and she was texting as she lay there.  

Or, maybe she was taking more pictures of me pressing her legs, as she often liked to and that 

one time she … ah, but I’ll get to it soon enough!  

Her lovely long luxuriant black hair was spread out on the pillow, again, seemingly without  a 

care in the world, and again, why should she have a care at that point?  

With two servants, and more on the way, who really cares about life in general? 

And I was kneeling at the foot of the bed, her broad soles in my face as it were, and I was 

dutifully massaging her feet as she liked done every night after dinner, while the other slave was 

hurriedly cleaning up after dinner, as she’d no doubt beckon him in a bit for her nightly “oral” 

servitude before she went to bed.  

I was stark naked, on my knees in front of this sheer Goddess, this Empress if I may, and my 

dong was attached by a thick clothesline to the bedpost. It was tied in a thick knot around the 



base which of course made erections which I occasionally got upon looking at those long (albeit 

un-toned) legs of hers.  

A rather long clothesline it was, and I’d often get up to massage her thighs, or her arms, or 

whatever she desired at that point.  

This was not all though, and there was another very short clothesline, red in color which was 

attached at the base of my dick, and this one went all the way around the balls, snaking it’s way 

through my perennial region and ended in a “knot” of rope which was shoved up my asshole 

rather “rudely”, much like the business end of a dildo was, and I had to hold this in place when 

serving her, or else! 

This of course, made erections that much more painful, the blood being literally “constricted” 

(and yet not fully so) from reaching the tissues of my cock and movement that much more 

cumbersome, being it was tied TIGHTLY around my balls, almost as if to say “they don’t 

deserve any blood supply at all!”  

 “Rub my ass, bitch” 

And she turned over on her stomach and continued texting, and I “carefully” and very “gingerly” 

moved into “position” as it were, this being made all the more harder by the clothesline tugging 

on my erect member and started massaging her luscious, and again, somewhat overweight 

“globes” as she lay there comfortably, texting her friend (apparently another man).  

But she wasn’t entirely happy, as I soon found out. She was annoyed with something the other 

friend was telling her, and apparently he told her “her English was poor”, or at least that is what I 

gleaned from the audio message she was replaying on her phone.  

Whack! A back handed slap from her suddenly had me “muting a shout of pain” as it were as 

she powerfully whacked me across the face, a blow that didn’t quite send me reeling, but caused 

clotheslines #1 to tug at me in a most painful manner indeed.  

“Boy! Why is my English so poor?!” she asked, glaring at me in a vicious sort of manner, those 

large black Chinese eyes boring through me as she spoke.  

“But it’s not, Empress, it …” 

Whack! “Shut up! This idiot said it was poor!”  

“Why you no teach me well, servant? I order you do this first day we meet online!”  

(Pardon the use of “Chinese English here. I believe in quoting verbatim, and that is exactly what 

she said. English as I mentioned above is NOT her first language, and …) 

Whack! Whack! Whack! 



“That guy said my English was poor, bitch! Why didn’t you teach me well before?” 

And I cringed as the blows rained down upon my head, this imperious Goddess on the bed in 

front of me smacking me around like, well, quite literally as you might chattel.  

Finally, she tired of it, and ordered me to open my mouth.  

“Open your useless mouth, boy!”  

And as I did, she leant forward and spat straight into my mouth, and slapped me once hard across 

the face.  

“That’s all you deserve, you useless good for nothing fool! Can’t even teach me English 

properly!”  

The “astute” observer might of course recall the part about it being free somewhere up there, and 

being you get what you pay for … well … but of course, these normal rules of life and 

“business” don’t apply to an Empress, do they now?! 

She turned over again on her stomach, and slapped her left butt cheek with her hand, as if to say 

“heel, doggie boy (or, more accurately, ass, doggie)!”  

And I hurriedly got up and untied my “cock leash” as it were, and prepared to get to work.  

I knew what that smack signified, of course, that being it was time for her nightly ass worship. 

She loves having her asshole rimmed and likes having it done for long periods at a stretch at that.  

But worshipping an Empress’ ass is a privilege not bestowed upon all, and she made sure I was 

well aware of this each and every time I did it! 

After untying myself, I assuming a kneeling position and bowed, my forehead touching the floor 

as it were. 

“Empress Cody, may I have the honour of worshipping your perfect ass?” 

“May I be allowed to please you, Madam, bring YOU sexual pleasure?” 

She giggled as she heard these “pleas” and didn’t look back at me, continuing to type on the 

phone.  

I remained in the kneeling position and she spoke soon enough (as I knew she would).  

“Hurry up, bitch! I don’t have all night! Don’t remain kneeling there like a fool – get that 

useless tongue of yours in my ass NOW!”  

“Thank you, Empress Cody!”  



And I hurriedly got to work, but again, I made sure I didn’t “rush” and I kissed her hamstrings 

gently as she lay there, flat on her stomach, and slowly made my way up the back of her legs and 

kissed each butt cheek with the respect and adoration it deserved, nay, demanded, this lovely 

Empress’s butt cheeks as it were … 

Muah! Muah! Muah! Muah! 

And the casual reader might be forgiven for thinking I was actually kissing a girlfriend that I 

loved a lot, with passion, devotion and heartfelt emotion, as opposed to a woman’s backside, a 

sheer Empress who lay there comfortably on her stomach, sighing with pleasure with each 

kiss …  

Slowly, steadily, but surely, I “worked up” to her ass crack, and I could smell the “musty” odor 

coming from therein, and I gently parted her cheeks to reveal the treasure, a treasure I was 

fortunate enough to put my lips to as she had told me so often in the past! 

A slave like you should count his lucky stars he’s allowed to worship a superior woman’s asshole 

and bring HER pleasure, boy!  

I probed her asshole with my tongue, gently, yet firmly, like a snake flicking it’s tongue in and 

out, and she moaned in pleasure, as she always did.  

“More, bitch! More!” 

And I continued licking, making sure to expertly “flicker” the insides of her rosebud with the 

very tip of my tongue, those gentle yet erotic flicks that felt oh-so-good and the moans emanating 

from her grew in intensity with each passing minute.  

“Stick that tongue of yours in, bitch! Savor the taste, boy!”  

And I stuck my tongue deep inside her asshole, as far as it could, sort of like I was “tongue 

fucking her” and moved my neck back and forth accordingly, my aim being to give this Empress 

as much pleasure as she deserved in terms of foreplay, and believe it or not, this was just 

foreplay for her, just a gentle warm up before the “main deal” so to speak. 

Smack! And I felt a whack to the side of my head, though not a solid one, just a reminder of sorts 

as it were …  

“Boy! Use those hands! I’ve told you not to keep any part of your body idle when servicing me, 

haven’t I?” 

And she sure had! 

“I’m so sorry, Empress Cody, I …” (but a muffled “shut up” put paid to any apologies I was 

“ministering”), and it was time for actions to speak louder than words, so to speak. 



I moved my hands up to her voluptuous breasts and flicked her nipples gently with my thumbs as 

I continued servicing her ass.  

The perfect bitch as it were. I’ve seen many a porn flick where the women do this for men, said 

woman administering a blowjob and playing with the man’s nipples at the same time, while the 

man does nothing but enjoy the pleasure he’s getting.  

And truth be told, there’s nothing at all wrong with a woman doing the exact same thing, is 

there? As they say “why should boys have all the fun?” 

Anyway, this continued for about ten minutes or so, before (and true to form; of course), she 

decided it was “time for more”.   

“Pu ren!” (“Pu Ren” means “servant” in Mandarin Chinese), she bellowed, as if calling coals. 

And as he appeared from the kitchen, his head was bowed and arms in front of me in a truly 

submissive manner and he knocked on the door before entering, it being partially ajar as it were.  

“You may enter, servant!”  

And he entered, his dong swinging as he walked, completely naked as I was, but completely 

unencumbered by the two clotheslines I mentioned.  

Something she told me a long time ago, back when I first met her in person (it wasn’t a long time 

ago, of course, but it feels like that!) came to mind here, as it often does when both of “us” (and 

I’m referring to the “hired” help by “us”!) serve the Empress “together” as we were now. 

“Different servant have different purpose, boy! He is my husband, and he can have sex with me 

when *I* want!” 

“You, on the other hand”, and here she looked at me scornfully, “are even lower on the pecking 

order! You exist solely as a pay pig, ass licker, domestic servant and … (here she giggled) 

whatever other duties I choose to assign you!”  

Higher up though on the pecking order he was; this of course didn’t mean he wasn’t a servant at 

the end of the day.  

“Untie yourself boy”, and here she imperiously flicked her fingers at me, and ordered me back to 

my “usual nightly position” which was to kneel in the center of the room (as opposed to in front 

of the bed). The first clothesline would remain attached at one end, and the second one would 

stay in my ass as before.  

The other servant meanwhile kept his eyes bowed, and since mine were as well, I saw his bare 

feet heading towards the bedroom door, where the light switch was located, and he respectfully 

leant by the bed once that was done.  



“May I have the honor of pleasing you, Empress Cody? Please, Empress?” 

She smacked him one on the head, albeit with far less force than she had backhanded me before.  

“You do it every night, don’t you, you idiot! Get to work!”  

And for those that are wondering why he asked in the first place, well, that was the rule at 

hand … always ask the Empress’s permission before doing anything!  

I always followed this to the letter and so did he. Better to be safe rather than sorry, except of 

course in this case there was always a smack of sorts to be had at the end of it all.  

And she lay there as he spread her legs carefully, and got to work “beneath” the sheer negligee, 

his skilled tongue touching areas of her body I was never ever allowed to touch with even my 

fingers, let alone my tongue! 

You exist as an ass licker for me, for Empress Cody, boy! 

Those areas being her vagina, G-spot and the inside of her thighs, and as his tongue licked back 

and forth, her moans of pleasure filled the air, and she drove his head deeper into her velvety 

wetness, literally “forcing his tongue into her “canal””, each thrust, each lick bringing more 

moans, more guttural groans, and soon enough her feet was on his back, thudding in with each 

lick.  

And this went on for a while. Women as you know can have multiple orgasms and not be sated 

as opposed to a man who “pounds away and builds to a climax”, only for the inevitable “come 

down” later.  

An orgasm? Whats that, by the way? I haven’t had one for ages, and I doubt I ever will again!  

“On your back, servant boy!”  

And her tone was hoarse as she ordered him on his back on the bed, and I watched, their outlines 

clearly visible through the moonlight that peeked in through the curtain shades, and threw off her 

negligee in my general direction while doing so.  

I picked it up, and folded it carefully and put it on one of the bedside tables by her bed.  

 She had given me a bit of a “scolding” the other day when I omitted to fold her trousers 

properly, or should I say “scalding” as what she did, quite literally was to pick up a semi-hot iron 

and apply it to my backside for a fleeting second, not that long to be honest, but long enough for 

it to SCALD me big time, and I still feel it every time I go to the toilet! 

Of course, she had mounted him by then, and was literally “fucking him” hard, and slapping him 

across the face as he did so, every thrust, every gyration literally “digging” a hole inside her with 



that not-insubstantial pole her husband has, and occasionally she’d flick his nipples when he got 

“somewhat soft and slipped out” if you get my drift.  

This was the only position in which he was allowed sex, the “cowgirl” position as it were. The 

Empress only allows sex in positions that please HER most and this is obviously a position, 

along with the “doggy” style position that allows a woman to enjoy sex the most.  

And he isn’t always allowed to cum either.  

Suddenly, she dismounted him, breathless, and panting as if she had run a race (and given her 

considerable exertions on the bed, she might well have!).  

“That’s enough for tonight, boy!”  

And though she was clearly “sated” to a degree, her face flushed, he certainly wasn’t, and his 

semi-erect dick and the frustration clearly writ across his face at not being allowed sexual release 

bearing testament to what I just said.  

That’s how it usually is with the Empress! Men exist to serve her, some lower on the totem pole 

and some higher, but all exist to serve HER! 

“Off with you now, bitch!” and she pinched his nipples hard between her index finger and 

thumb, hard, but not hard enough to hurt, and his dick rose to attention as he moaned again.  

She grinned at him in a devilish manner, a grin that by itself spoke volumes, as if to say “that 

was a good fuck, bitch! As for you … you? You don’t count anyway!”) 

And she fondled his balls, swollen with lust and cum by now.  

“Off with you now, boy” and she lay back down on the bed, naked, sweating slightly despite the 

air-conditioning and legs spread, and flicked a finger at me, and I rose and assumed position at 

her feet again, tying my own member to the bedpost before kneeling.  

I’m a well trained servant, in case you didn’t know! 

He miserably rose from the bed, erect penis in tow as it were.  

“Empress, please allow me to cum, I …” 

Whack!  

“AHHHH!” and he bellowed in pain, as this time she did backhand him hard, and square on the 

bollocks as it were! 



And as he “swayed” right there, the pain being made even more intense and excruciating due to 

the very nature of his swollen balls and un-sated lust; she pushed him on the thigh with the side 

of her foot, extending a lovely leg out as she did so.  

And he crumpled in a heap to the floor.  

“I told you servants never to disobey me!” And I recoiled, if not at the words, but due to the 

sheer rage in which it was said, and for a minute I literally felt that she would send him to “burn 

at the stake” as it were, and truth be told it if it were medieval times, she probably would have! 

“Out with you now!” she bellowed, like a true Empress, and he slunk off back to the living 

room where he would sleep and I hurriedly commenced her nightly foot and leg massage as she 

lay there, breathing heavily.  

Suddenly, she gave me a kick to the side of the face.  

“You bloody servants! Don’t you ever learn that an Empress is to be obeyed without question?!” 

I suppose I could have told her that I wasn’t the one that disobeyed her, but hey, servants have 

no rights while the Empress has all rights and then some, in case you didn’t know by now!! 

And with this, she turned over on her side abruptly, and extended one leg out in front of her, her 

lovely bare sole “staring at me”, and I pressed her legs with renewed vigor, and continued doing 

so with “vim and vigour” as it were, every bit the perfect servant, until I felt her muscles relax, 

and she drifted off to sleep.  

Which didn’t take long, by the way, and given the ass worship and everything else that happened 

after that, it shouldn’t have, eh?! 

And I didn’t ease up on the massage even after she was sleeping. Though she didn’t want 

“people touching her after she slept” as she so candidly put it once (and as I believe I mentioned 

above), what she meant was people actually “sleeping with her”, and this included the “husband” 

as well.  

Her snores filled in the room as I dutifully massaged her, and the minutes ticked by, and finally it 

was an hour after she fell asleep, and I quietly rose, being sure not to make any noise and disturb 

her.  

I untied my “rope” from the bedpost, and looked around the room to make sure the flask of warm 

water was right there by her bedside, as well as her phone which she prefers to have with her at 

all times.  

That’s something I’ve never quite understood about Chinese folks by the way, and that 

something being the sheer infatuation they have with their smart phones, it quite literally being 

as important (if not more!) than breathing is to most of us!  



And heaven forbid she woke up in the middle of the night and didn’t have her “trusty” phone 

right there by her side! 

Anyway, she was sleeping comfortably now, deep asleep, and it was safe to retreat from the 

bedroom and allow her to, as she so candidly put it once, “sleep alone” (remember the part about 

“no-one can touch me after I fall asleep!” above? Not sure if I mentioned it, but she has said this 

many a times!).  

I of course, like the other servant, wasn’t allowed to sleep in the bedroom, not even on the 

bedroom floor. He slept in the drawing room on the carpet there, and as for me? I slept on the 

hard tiled floor in the kitchen, the only “luxury” being afforded to me was a thin T-shirt which I 

could use as a “pillow”.  

You see, “different servants have different purpose”, and I was lower on the pecking order as 

well, which meant I didn’t even have the relative luxury of sleeping on the carpeted floor!  

The only “luxury” I WAS permitted, of course, was to untie myself from the bedpost which I had 

done earlier, but the other rope I mentioned, that uncomfortable “clump” inside my ass which 

moved as I walked, and I had to literally clench my butt cheeks to make sure it didn’t fall out, the 

entire effect being one of a “man squeezing and sashaying his hips as he walked, keeping the 

buttocks tight as it were”, and she loved it from the first day.  

“That’s your place, boy! The perfect bitch!”  

And as I willed myself to sleep (which wasn’t hard given I was exhausted from the “day’s 

work”), my mind floated back to what happened a few days ago.  

How one’s life can change in the space of a few days, eh? 

I slept fitfully that night, dreaming of various strange occurrences and events, people from my 

past “mysteriously” jumping out at me in my dreams, and just as quickly disappearing back into 

the dark recesses of my mind.  

And yet, though it sounds like a weird, conflicted sort of dream, it was one of those dreams 

where you end up with a strange sort of “happy” feeling regardless at the end of it all, a “happy –

cum – confused” feeling if I might say so upon waking up!  

For some reason I dreamt repeatedly about my nipples being the focal point of attention that 

night from a certain “group” of ladies, and though the Empress apparently wasn’t part of them, at 

least not in my dream, she might well have been, I thought upon waking up and sluggishly 

heading off to do my chores.  

And I shuddered internally as I thought of what she had done to my nipples a couple of days ago.  



The memory still “burns fresh” in my mind, NO puns intended there! I think I’ve mentioned her 

“semi-scalding” me with a hot clothes iron above, but that was for a fleeting second (although 

that was the precursor for far, far more to come), and the buttocks are, on the whole, a more 

“resilient” area to pain in general.  

Not so nipples though, their sheer sensitivity meaning they act both as carnal command centers 

as well as pain receptacles, if done right!  

Amazingly enough, despite their tiny size and “soft” texture, they can take an amazing amount of 

abuse, and the Empress of course used this to her advantage as you might imagine.  

It was that evening when I was alone in the house with  her, and I was pressing her legs as she 

relaxed in front of the TV watching a Chinese movie (I can’t quite remember the name) sipping 

wine, and sipping at a non-so-leisurely rate if you get the drift.  

A casual smack to the head made me look up, and while her attention was focused on the TV in 

front of her, her lovely index finger, a long, slim and fair index finger at that was pointing in a 

regal manner towards the kitchen, which combined with the empty glass of wine might as well 

have said “always keep the Empress’s glass of wine refreshed, slave!” 

I bowed my head, and kissed her hand without touching it with my own hands (slaves aren’t 

permitted to use their nasty hands to touch any part of an Empress’s body!).  

“Thank you, Empress Cody”.  

“Thank you”, I repeated, keeping my head bowed and retreating with my back towards the 

kitchen so that I was facing her as I retreated.  

Why this strange manner of retreating?  

Well, one rule amongst many in the Empress’s house states that neither slave (being there are 

just two now, I use the term “neither”, but I’m fairly sure there’ll be more to come in the future!) 

is allowed to ever, ever show their backs to the Empress.  

Head bowed, eyes firmly to the ground, a slow, respectful retreat with repeated bows at times 

depending upon the Empress’s mood, and so forth.  Long story short, subservience personified is 

the mantra here if you want to survive life as a slave.  

And life as a slave involves punishment and pain, whether deserved or not.  

I brought her glass of wine to her which she accepted wordlessly and pointed to her feet in an 

absent minded manner, and I scurried over like a rabbit to her soles, and started massaging them 

feverishly as she relaxed further and completely ignored me, watching the movie.  



Oddly enough, the movie was an old one depicting the life of an Emperor, no less, in ancient 

China, and at that particular moment I caught a fleeting glimpse of the screen before her broad, 

lovely soles occupied my entire vision.  

And that glimpse was enough to see an Emperor relaxing as two female masseuses massaged 

him, one doing shoulders and the other his feet, both in what could be considered utterly 

obsequious and even demeaning postures by today’s standards.  

Such was life back then … and of course, such is life now if you’re “lucky” enough to be owned 

by a modern day Chinese Empress! 

This section of movie apparently (and as you might imagine) didn’t please her too much, and I 

received a smack to the back of my head shortly thereafter.  

“You men! You are such animals! Look at those poor girls having to crouch in front of that fat 

Emperor!” 

“What a pig!” she continued, and smacked me once again, bending forward as she did so.  

I kissed her soles after every smack.  

“Yes, Empress Cody! You are always right. Yes, we’re such animals, chattel as it were …” and I 

stopped myself upon using the term chattel it oddly bringing back memories of  the morning 

where she had quite literally almost “branded her chattel (well, chattel #2, at any rate)” with the 

iron.  

I shivered as that memory struck me, and this feeling must have communicated itself to her and 

she parted her feet for an instant, and I saw her looking directly at me, a wicked gleam in her 

eyes, the left eyebrow raised just that bit, as if to say, “There’s more to come, boy!”  

And there was a curious sort of “anticipatory” vibe as well, at least on her part. I didn’t know it 

then, but I’d know it in a few minutes, that administering pain actually turns on this most 

demanding and sadistic of Chinese empresses I’ve had the good fortune of knowing! 

“That’s enough massaging for now, boy!”  

And she removed her feet from the table in front of me, and pushed me with her right foot on the 

chest.  

“Go iron my trousers. I need to attend an important meeting at work tomorrow, and they need to 

be done right, and the creases better be perfect, or else, boy!”  

She had a warning tone in her voice as she spoke, but the morning’s events were fresh in my 

mind, and I shivered again as I headed towards the bedroom, again keeping my face towards the 



ground and NOT turning my back to her, but as I disappeared into the vicinity of the bedroom, I 

heard another order.  

“Bring the iron and ironing board HERE, boy! They’re my trousers, and I will supervise you to 

make sure they’re done just right!”  

I did so, and plugged the iron in as I started to iron the trousers, doing one leg at a time, my hand 

slow and steady. I wasn’t about to make any mistakes this time around! 

But mistakes aren’t always necessary for the Empress to inflict pain and punishment, as 

you’ll soon see! 

As I got done with one leg, I felt her kick me in the backside (she was seated beside me, and I 

had placed the ironing board at an angle in front of her so she could relax in the sofa and 

supervise) lightly.  

“You dumb slave!”  

And she rose, and yanked the trouser straight off the ironing board and crumpled it up, and 

tossed it back at me.  

“Do it again, you fucking bitch!”  

And the tone in her voice was triumphant, the look sadistic, as if to say “ruining your hard work 

and making you do it over and over again is what turns me on”, and truth be told this probably 

does turn her on.  

Just writing this brings to mind an old Bollywood movie I’ve seen once, a “Cinderella” story of 

sorts in Hindi, and while my Hindi is rudimentary at best, the story itself was pretty clear.  

“Cinderella” here was brought up by an evil stepmother and two elder sisters who literally 

“subjugated” the young girl from the age of eleven or so (which is when her Dad, a loving and 

doting person himself passed away) and made her do all the housework, cooking and cleaning.  

Often times the movie would show the two sisters laughingly walk in with dirty tennis shoes as 

the third girl was on her hands and knees furiously scrubbing the floor, and would laugh as she 

had to do it all over again.  

The abuse didn’t stop there, of course, and carried on well into adulthood before the storyline 

changed to her meeting her “Prince Charming” who then “freed her from the evil clutches of her 

stepmom” and so forth.  

I don’t know why they made such a movie, by the way, but from what I hear a lot of this is “real 

life” in India, especially when it comes to underage labor, “household servants” etc and just 



watching that movie made me sick to my stomach, if just for the sheer “child abuse” depicted 

and I suppose this was one reason the movie was made in the first place.  

That’s one thing I’m very firm about in all my books. Nothing underage, nothing non-

consensual, and anything else is just not acceptable.  

Anyway, I was not underage, and as for non-consensual, well, no-one can rightfully argue that 

she had forced me to respond to her that first day, could they?  

A moth is always drawn to a flame, and there is nothing consensual or non-consensual about 

this occurrence. It’s just the way it is and that is ALL there is to it! 

Thank you for being that flame, Empress Cody. Thank you a million times over and over again, 

though I must admit the pain from the actual “flame” itself was … ah, but we’ll get to that soon 

enough! 

And as I proceeded to re-iron the garment, she stood up, and came up right next to me, and …  

… yanked the entire garment from me, and tossed it to the floor where it lay there, crumpled, and 

I knew who’d be doing laundry again later that night! 

There was a curious gleam in her eyes as she looked at me in a wicked manner.  

“That iron is hot, isn’t it?”, she said, this said softly, almost in a “romantic” sort of manner (well, 

at least as romantic as you might expect an Empress to get with her slave!).  

This tone changed abruptly though.  

“Well, why weren’t the creases perfect THIS time around, boy?!” she thundered.  

And she slapped me hard on the right cheek, picking the hot iron up, and looked at me again, and 

this time the gleam in the eyes was so pronounced, so wicked, that I suddenly felt my nakedness 

even more acutely, and felt my legs start to buckle despite her not physically having done 

anything at all until now (well, other than the usual, that is). 

“Empress, please, I, Empress, Empress, please” and I dropped to my knees instantly, whimpering 

like the cur I was, furiously kissing each of her toes and babbling something about “Please 

forgive me” in an incoherent, rambling manner.  

The memory of that hot iron was fresh, and …  

“Stand up, servant boy!”  

And I stood up, fearful, and even mindful, of course, of the “knot” deep in my asshole tying my 

nuts “backward” as it were. My dong was free for the moment, but if you had looked at it right 



then, all you’d see was a “prick”, quite literally so, as she sheer terror and fear of the unknown 

had caused it to shrivel up to hitherto “unplumbed” dimensions as it were.  

She picked up the iron and looked at the hot base, turning the darn thing over in it’s hand, 

grinning wickedly.  

“Hmm! Seems it’s not hot enough after all is it now, boy?!” 

And without further warning she reached forward and lightly touched the very tip of my nipple, 

no more with the center of that hot iron!  

It was done for a second at most, perhaps two, but it felt like hours, nay, an eternity and if she 

hadn’t grabbed me prior to doing this (by the ear at that, and a most painful “twisting” sort of 

grab at that!) with that strong left hand of hers, I’d have literally “ran away from her backwards” 

if that makes sense, the order to never show my back to her always foremost in my mind!” 

“OOWWWWWWWWWWWWWW!!!” I bellowed in sheer PAIN, sheer agony as my left 

nipples was well and truly quite literally “singed”, and I could almost see the “wisps of smoke” 

rising from it (not quite, but you get the photo!).  

“Empress, please, Empress, I …” 

WHACK!  

“Shut up, boy!” and though the tone was LOUD, I could also hear EXCITEMENT in her voice.  

This was turning her on!  

I couldn’t believe it … inflicting pain and torture was something that actually turned the 

Empress on sexually! 

I fidgeted furiously, ALL my instincts being to nurse my burnt (well, scalded would be a better 

descriptor as she was “skilled” enough not to do any real permanent damage, but they say the 

mental scars are the one that never really heal, and I can very firmly bear testament to that 

philosophy!) left nipple, furiously clenching my teeth and biting my lip to avoid yelling out loud 

in pain again.  

And it was agonizing to be honest. Probably not for you pain aficionados out there, but for a 

complete novice at any of this it felt like my nipple was being raked over hot coals as it were.   

She was looking at said nipple curiously and truth be told it did have a bit of a different look 

now, and …  

“YOWWWWWWWWWW!!!” and I erupted in a pain again, my screams the “lava” flowing 

from the literally “molten” volcano as it were, as she pinched the nipple with a forceful grip 



between her thumb and index fingers and twisted it clockwise, and then counter-clockwise as if 

she was searching for the right FM channel on the radio.  

As I screamed, she giggled, and even then, even in the pain I was in I could hear the sheer lust in 

her voice.  

And she almost did it again, God, she almost did it again as she brought the iron up ye close to 

my chest, about a cm or so from actually touching the singed nipple and kept it there, while 

staring at me meaningfully, eyes gleaming wickedly, enjoying the terror she was inflicting upon 

me.  

Suddenly she moved her left hand down, and “lifted” my cock (cocklet, given it’s size at that 

point!) up with her index finger and inspected it once disdainfully.  

She was holding it “at arm’s length” of course and as it were on the base of her left index finger, 

the finger on the center of my cocklet, so the head was “drooping” forward as she balanced the 

nasty thing on her finger expertly.  

And again, before my mind could process all this, she moved with the speed of a grizzly chasing 

a rabbit downhill (and that massive bear usually wins the race, by the way) her right hand moved 

down, and though it was for less than a second it felt like another eternity as she lightly singed 

the top of my cocklet, the tip of the head, what some consider the most sensitive area of the cock 

with that hot iron! 

Granted, she had unplugged the iron a while back, but it was still hot enough, and I roared out 

loud in pain as she did this.  

“AHHHHHHHH!” and my voice was hoarse by this point, so loudly was I screaming in pain! 

“Oh, poor thing! Is the little wee wee burnt?” Her own voice was soft and “sweet” in 

comparison, almost seductive, her tone heavy, and you could see all this was turning her on 

immensely.  

“AHHHHH! MADAM!!! EMPRESS, please,  PLEASE, Empress …. ” And this time I almost 

passed out from the pain as she did the exact same thing with the tip of my dick as she did with 

my left nipple, pinching it hard between her index finger and thumb! 

“Whose slave are you, boy!”  she asked, while tweaking the “sore” nipple again with that same 

hand (curiously enough the right nipple escaped punishment that day, but in a devious sort of 

way I knew later that’s what she had planned, as the complete lack of pain in the right nipple 

made the pain all the more acute in the left nipple).  

“Yours, Empress! Always yours!” And I knelt forward again, starting to kiss her toes fervently, 

and she put one foot on the top of my head, literally “grinding me into her foot” as it were.  



Well, this doesn’t encompass the events that transpired thereafter by any stretch of the 

imagination, but suffice it to say that both servants, me and her husband had a task on their 

“hands” that night as we attempted to sexually satisfy her, me with my ass worship, and him with 

his vaginal worship, that being one night he was NOT permitted sex by the way.  

So much did it turn her on, so much did the process of administering pain turn her on (as much 

as inflicting the actual pain itself) that I think it was about 3:30 at night that I finally “retired to 

bed” (the kitchen floor, and him the living room carpet), my hand clutching my sore left nipple 

as I tried to sleep.  

And that, my dear reader is where I think I’ll “call it a day” for this particular Volume. We’re 

just getting started though as you might imagine, and Volume #2 will detail my degradation and 

“enslavement” in greater and further detail.  

For now though, I’m off to prepare lunch for the Empress, and then complete the remainder of 

my chores.  

“Boy!” I can already hear her beckoning, and I’ll pick this up again in Volume #2 … 

 

Stay tuned for Empress Cody -  Volume #2; coming YOUR way 

SOON! 

 

 


