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Prologue 
 

 

I knelt silently in front of the bed, my eyes slowly getting accustomed to the darkness, 

my fingers continuing the soothing massage they were delivering.  

 

My head was still spinning with what I had just witnessed over the past couple of hours, 

and some of the services I had just rendered to the man lying comfortably in front of 

me, on my bed, with my wife in his arms! 

 

How could I have ever got myself into this, I wondered. A 35 year old man with a 

successful side business, a senior position and a great salary at my (former) job. Now 

at the foot of my wife’s bed, massaging her lover’s feet as they both slept! 

 

But deep down in the bottom of my heart, I knew that I always wanted to do this. I’ve 

always wanted to worship a woman and watch her being sexually serviced by other 

men, and I was finally in the position of living my fantasies out in real time! 

 

And Garima Ma’am was certainly the perfect lady with whom to share and actually live 

out my fantasies, dominating and using men for her own pleasure turning her on as 

much, if not more, than the actual acts turned me on. 

 

A “match made in slave heaven”, you might call it! 

 

Oh, Garima, I thought, a shudder of lust passing through my tired body.  

 

Garima Ma’am… I am Garima Ma’am’s bitch, I thought, remembering the words as 

clearly as if I had said them the other day, though it had been a few months since she 

first forced me to say them.  

 

Suddenly, the moon peeped out from between the clouds, shining in through the 

window of the fourth storey, and I could see the pair of feet I was massaging so 

assiduously; a large pair of feet, the soles rough and calloused staring me in the face, 

the smooth white soles contrasting sharply with the dark black skin on the rest of the 

foot and leg, the color contrast making the foot seem all that more masculine, but 

attractive at the same time to me. 

 

What a journey it’s been thus far, I thought.  

 

From meeting and then soon after dating Garima Ma’am, to the mind blowing orgasms, 

gradually giving up more and more control in every part of my life… and finally 

fulfilling one of my basest fantasies.  .  . 

 

What a wild ride it’s been! 

 

The soles were attached to a pair of powerful calves, the muscles standing out in stark 

relief on the lower leg, and were complemented rather well by a pair of smaller female 

feet laid on them, with toes painted red, the soles maintained so well that you’d think 

their owner never walked on them.  

 



  

They’re Garima Ma’am’s soles, I thought. All those hours spent giving her pedicures, 

paying for her beauty treatments, all so she could look pretty as she always wanted to, 

and enjoy a few precious hours of lust every so often with her lovers!  

 

My eyes travelled up their legs as I massaged Jerome’s feet, partially obscured by the 

covers. Jerome was snoring loudly, while my wife was on her side, one slim leg over 

Jerome’s powerful thighs, grabbing his waist with one hand.  

 

I could see the faint outline of Jerome’s balls from under the covers, a thick clump of 

his pubic hair somewhat visible; as well as the tip of his black cock, finally spent from 

its exertions, laying comfortably on the set of large black balls it was attached to.  

 

I looked at the two of them fast asleep, a powerful erection beginning to build, my dick 

furiously trying to break free of my underwear as I relived the events of the evening.  

 

Garima was uppermost in my mind, her taunts and sexy legs coming to mind every time 

I looked at the two of them, but so were the memories of Jerome’s long, thick curved 

penis, the underside of the head clearly visible when erect, the long hot black shaft 

attached to a pair of large, hairy balls.  

 

Balls that seemingly contained endless amount of hot, sticky cum.  

 

Balls that slapped invitingly against her pert ass when he entered her from behind, 

causing her to scream with pleasure, as I watched breathlessly.  

 

I remembered slobbering all over Jerome’s cock head, begging him to cum in my 

mouth, a desire that was granted to me not once, but twice that night.   

 

I furiously wanted to masturbate at that point, my hands almost straying to my cock 

involuntarily.  

 

But I stopped myself in the nick of time.  

 

There’s no use, I thought.  

 

Jacking off never really satisfies me fully unless I’m ordered to do so by Garima 

Ma’am! 

 

Oh Garima, I thought.  

 

I massaged Jerome’s feet with renewed vigour, Jerome completely relaxed and spread 

eagled on the bed, me trying to channel my energies into massaging his feet.  

 

And as I did so, the moon disappeared behind the clouds again.  

 

I started to think about how it all started. That one day in April, when Garima had joined 

the office… 

 

 



  

Chapter One 
 

The Job Interview 

 

“Mike, yes, your team has been working hard, but the bottom line is that we need more 

sales coming in”, said Ross, the owner of the web development company that I was a 

Vice President of Sales in.   

 

Ross was nothing spectacular to look at. Physically, he was diminutive with a pot belly 

and a receding hairline, and he had a tired, harried look about him that belied what he 

really was: a successful business man with multiple businesses across the globe; the 

web development company I was working for at the time being his first venture in India.  

 

He was the guy that had recruited me away from my previous role at a company in the 

U.K. - offering me a leadership role in this company, and a salary that worked out to 

more than double of what I was making in the U.K. 

 

Along with very generous perks.  

 

I wasn’t too keen on working in India with all its problems (infrastructure, rampant 

crime, poor governance, and so forth), but the financial benefits on offer finally 

convinced me.  

 

After all, I can do this for a few years, and then return to the U.K on a much more solid 

financial base, I told myself.  

 

And truth be told, I enjoyed my expat life in India. My salary ensured that I lived pretty 

well - high on the hog actually you might say in terms of living standards - and also 

allowed me to save a fair bit. And India wasn’t one of those expat locations you really 

hated either.  

 

Sure, the country has way more than its fair share of problems, and I’ll be the first one 

to say it, but again, the salary ensured I didn’t have to face a lot of the issues plaguing 

the locals.  

 

And, plus, I rather enjoyed the spicy food, and the beautiful Indian girls all around me.  

 

In respect of the above, however, my love life was rather staid at the time and I had 

mostly all but given up on finding the sort of lady I so desperately wanted to be with in 

a relationship.  

 

What sort of lady, you ask? 

 

Well, to be quite frank – and though I’m sure you’re ahead of me at this point - a 

dominant lady.  

 

A lady who would not be shy about humiliating me and making me serve her like a 

Princess.  

 



  

Someone who would have no trouble ordering me to wait on her hand and foot while 

controlling every decision of mine, and so forth.  

 

In other words, someone who would not only be quite happy taking control of our lives 

but be happy about it as well. 

 

Ecstatically happy, in fact.   

 

Normal “vanilla” relationships have never interested me, to be honest. And while I’ve 

had my fair share of experiences with pro-Dominas in the U.K. which I’ve enjoyed 

thoroughly, it’s always been a fantasy of mine to serve a lady from a different culture, 

as well as to experience and live the lifestyle in “real time” as opposed to an hour or 

two of “play” during a “session”.  

 

As you might know though, Indian society is notoriously conservative and, 

consequently, I had all but given up hope of finding what I wanted in terms of a 

relationship here.  

 

Anyway, this particular meeting (for which the big boss had actually flown in from the 

U.K.) was basically about the company’s bottom line. 

 

There were two pressing issues at play: - one being that our operations team 

(programmers, designers etc.) was not doing their job well. We just weren’t managing 

to get projects out the door on time, or sometimes not at all, despite the sales team 

bringing in projects on a regular basis until a few months ago.  

 

And the other issue was sales itself. New sales had fallen drastically in the past three 

months. One of my star salesmen had got an offer with another company that he 

couldn’t refuse, and that left me with a team of four “average” sales people, along with 

myself.  

 

Of course, the four average people were basically not doing a whole lot before either, 

but they worked hard, and my star guy’s sales combined with the sales I myself brought 

in partially obscured their shortcomings - at least enough for us to keep them on as 

employees.  

 

But that wasn’t the case any longer.  

 

Now, only the sales I generated myself (on a personal level) were keeping things 

“afloat”, so to speak. Which clearly wasn’t a long term solution. What we needed were 

more sales coming in together with the operations team to perform to optimum if the 

company was to continue being profitable.  

 

Knowing him as I did, I was well aware that Ross wouldn’t hesitate too long to stop 

funding this venture if he decided it was causing him a net loss. He was a patient, but 

pragmatic business man, and naturally his patience would only last so long.  

 

And so, here we were, myself, the head of operations and the head of H.R., all sitting 

there looking at our fingers, listening to what Ross had to say.  

 



  

Some might think that I’d be extremely worried the company would shut down. Of 

losing the salary and perks that I was getting here in India. But that wasn’t the case. 

Mostly because of a successful side business I’d worked at hard for a few years in the 

U.K, which was finally beginning to take off in a big way.  

 

This doesn’t mean I wasn’t working hard at my full time job. Quite the contrary, 

actually. But I had the satisfaction of knowing I had something solid to fall back upon 

if it didn’t work out.  

 

“Repeat business and new sales on an ongoing basis are the foundations of any 

successful venture” Ross went on.  

 

“And to put it quite simply, we’re failing in both those areas. Do whatever it takes guys. 

Hire new people, get our current people to perform better, but whatever it takes, the 

bottom line must improve”, he finished, looking at his watch.  

 

“Ok, I’ve got a flight to catch”, he said standing up, grabbing his laptop. “I’ve got to 

fly over to Tokyo, going to be a long flight, that one”.  

 

“It was great seeing you guys”, he said as he made his way to the door, all of us echoing 

the same sentiment. “And I hope we can turn things around here!” 

 

And on that note, he left; the three of collectively, but silently, breathing a sigh of relief. 

Ross was a nice enough guy but the boss is the boss is the boss, and we were glad to 

get some time to ourselves to figure out how to best solve the omnipresent issues.  

 

Over the next few days, I mulled over how to get my team to increase their sales 

numbers, and made some tough decisions.  

 

Two of the current team members would have to go as they simply did not have the 

“spark” that is required of most workers at a start-up, or small company. They’d do just 

fine in a large organization, but our company was a 23 people venture at that stage, and 

I knew I’d need to find some talented sales people fast to get sales going again.  

 

The other two would probably stay for now, as I didn’t want a completely new team all 

at once for obvious reasons.  

 

So started the hunt for new sales people.  

 

The HR head sent me resumes on a regular basis, and I sorted through them, figuring 

out which ones might be a good fit, setting up interviews, and so forth.  

 

We must have interviewed over fifty candidates, but we finally whittled it down to two 

people, neither one of them the “perfect” fit, but close enough for me to hire them.  

And then, one Monday in April, just as I was going to issue them both offer letters and 

close the interview process, Raman, a genial Indian guy and also the head of H.R. 

walked into my room.  

 

“Hey, Mike” 

 



  

“Hey Raman, how’s it going? I think I’ve finally figured out the guys I want. Amar and 

Rakesh… Oh, but we already spoke about that, didn’t we?” I said, remembering we had 

already had that particular discussion before with Raman OK with my choice of new 

hires.  

 

“Yeah, yeah, it’s actually about this girl”, he responded, handing over a resume.  

 

“She’s been after me for an interview for over a week now, and I’ve been putting her 

off. I didn’t think her education was good enough, and her work experience, is, well 

mediocre as far as I can tell”, he continued.  

 

“For the sales position?” I queried.  

 

“Yep” 

 

“Well, just tell her the positions have been filed, and that’s that”, I said, not even 

bothering to look at the resume he had handed me.  

 

“Yeah, well, but…” he hesitated.  

 

“What’s the matter, Raman?” 

 

“Well, I had actually put her off the first couple of days saying that we were located in 

Gurgaon, and being she’s from Lucknow, it might not be a good match since we wanted 

local candidates for this position”, he said.  

 

It was true, I thought. We’d had problems before with employees taking long breaks to 

visit their families, and we figured it’d work best if we hired locally, so employees 

could be close to their families as well as the office.  

 

Family and traditional values are still huge in Indian culture, and companies here need 

to consider that aspect as well when hiring new employees, unlike in the West.  

 

Actually, I should say traditional values are SHOWN to be huge in Indian culture. What 

goes on behind closed doors is another story altogether. But of course, that part of the 

story comes later! 

 

“Ok, and..?” I pressed, not sure what he was on about. The position was closed, and to 

me it seemed the simplest thing to simply be honest about it with the candidate, and 

that would be that.  

 

“Well, she sounds really...” he hesitated, and then continued: “eager to work, you know. 

And I sort of told her that we might consider interviewing her if she moved here on a 

permanent basis...” 

He looked a little sheepish: 

 

“And… Well, I didn’t expect her to take me at my word, but she took the train here, 

and, well, she’s here in Gurgaon now”, he finished.  

 

“And you don’t want to tell her no because…” my own voice trailing off knowingly.  



  

 

For the uninitiated, the reason he didn’t want to tell her was “face” - something which 

is of utmost importance in Indian (and other Asian) culture(s).  

 

This girl had taken his word, and made it all the way over here. And now, the ball was 

in his court. If didn’t at least get her the interview he would not look good.  

 

I shrugged resignedly.  

 

“Ok, let’s call her in then”, I said. “But this is just going to be a formality at our end”, 

I continued, hoping he knew that.  

 

“Sure, I’m not sure she’d be a good match for the company anyway”, smiled Raman. 

“But, it’ll only take half an hour or so to interview her here, and we can then give her a 

reason for not hiring her later with no real harm done”.  

 

“Ok, call her in tomorrow morning then”, I said.  

 

“Thanks, Mike!” 

 

“No problem buddy” I responded, not quite understanding the logic of it all, despite 

being in India for over five months now, but going with the flow, so to speak.  

 

After he left, I took a look at the resume in front of me, scanning it quickly.  

 

Garima Singh, it said in bold letters, along with a cell number and email address beside 

it. There was a small photograph attached to the resume (a lot of resumes in India come 

with a picture attached), and it showed a young, olive skinned Indian girl staring 

defiantly into the camera.  

 

Actually, a bit of Chinese about her, I thought.  

 

At least as far as I could tell from the picture.  

 

Even if I was wrong about the Chinese part though, she still didn’t look completely 

Indian to me.  

 

Whatever, I thought, not giving the matter much thought.  

 

She was 24 years of age, and had three years of experience in sales in different verticals, 

but none in I.T.  

 

And she hadn’t completed college but had dropped out after the second year.  

 

Whatever, I thought again, already thinking about how to train the other two guys to do 

their job well, the after that day flying past as I busied myself with other affairs.  

 

***** 

 



  

Tuesday was a dark, damp rainy morning, the kind that makes you wonder if it’s still 

night when you wake up.  

 

I made it into the office around 8:45, the inevitable traffic snarl-ups that seem to occur 

in India every time it rains even the slightest bit delaying me by over half an hour.  

 

I actually lived in Delhi, the Indian capital, which was right next to Gurgaon, and my 

one way commute was a little more than an hour in good traffic conditions, and the sky 

was literally the “limit” when there was bad weather. 

 

I walked into my office, not in the best of moods, and took a few deep breaths before 

firing the laptop up, and checking emails etc.  

 

Raman called me around nine A.M.  

 

“Mike, Garima’s here”, he said.  

 

Garima?  

 

Oh, that’s right; I had to interview this girl just for the sake of it! 

 

“Yeah, okay, send her in Raman, thanks”, I responded.  

 

And a short while later, Garima was there, announcing herself with a loud knock on the 

door on my office.  

 

Garima Ji, as I’d be calling her later. Princess Garima, as she’d laughingly order me to 

address her at times… 

  

But again, I’m getting ahead of myself here! 

 

I looked up, and saw a slim Indian girl standing there in a salwar-kameez (loose 

traditional Indian attire for women), hair untidy and wet from the rain, a small black 

handbag slung on her shoulder, and white high heeled, open toed sandals that seemed 

to have seen better days.  

 

She looked better than she did in the picture, though I was right about her facial features. 

Perhaps 70% Indian, and 30% Chinese (or some other Asian country), was my first 

thought.  

 

But what I noticed most, even before she stepped in confidently into my office with a 

smile without waiting for me to ask her to enter, were her eyes.  

 

Greyish black eyes that were looking directly at me, and dissecting me as confidently 

as a butcher would a piece of meat.  

Eyes that glinted with hidden malice occasionally.  

 

Eyes that were all knowing, confident, and, for lack of a better term, dominant, 

projecting confidence and attitude in the way a woman does when she knows the effect 

she’s having on a man.  



  

 

And though it had only been a few seconds, she was having an effect on me! 

 

She wasn’t the prettiest Indian girl I had seen by far, but I felt myself sprouting an 

erection as she stood there looking at me, all sorts of “forbidden” fantasies passing 

through my mind.  

 

Embarrassed, I hurriedly stood, asking her to sit down.  

 

“Good morning! You must be Garima!” I asked, extending my hand to her.  

 

“Yes, sir”, she responded, shaking my hand confidently, and smiling in a demure sort 

of way as she sat down.  

 

“I hope I’m not too early, sir”, she continued, her voice meek, one leg crossed over the 

other.  

 

And while this might sound like a normal exchange between an employer and potential 

candidate, her eyes gave it away even at that time. I still remember the half malicious, 

half wicked glint in those eyes, that sort of said: 

 

“Let’s cut out the horseshit, I know you’ll interview me even if I’m a few hours late!” 

 

“Oh, no, not at all” I managed, my voice sounding normal to me at the time, though my 

heart was pounding furiously as she continued to make eye contact.  

 

And I then commenced the interview, asking her first about work experience, then sales 

specific experience, and finally her educational and family background.  

 

She was from Lucknow, as Raman had already informed me, the only child of a lower 

middle class (I guessed) Indian couple. Her education (insofar as she had completed it) 

was nothing much to speak of, and her work experience, while adequate, wasn’t what 

we were really looking for.  

 

But experience on paper sometimes counts for far less than the impression a person 

makes upon you, and such was the case with Garima that day.  

 

Despite her background, she spoke decent English, and I could sense a sense of burning 

ambition within her. Her eyes also betrayed a ruthless streak, a propensity to do what it 

takes to get the job done, and these are all attributes that can be valuable to a small 

organization looking to grow. 

 

And truth be told, if this was face-to-face sales, I’d probably have had second thoughts 

about the people I was already in the hiring and would have probably taken the process 

further with her.  

But, we had already made a decision, and plus, most of our sales were made over the 

Internet and phone, not in person.  

  

“Ok, thanks a lot for coming over Garima”, I said, finishing up the interview after a 

while, genuinely glad she had arrived to spice my morning up.  



  

 

“When might I expect to hear back from you, Sir”, she asked, making sure to attach the 

word “Sir” after every sentence.  

 

That’s another thing about India, and Indian culture. The terms “Sir” and “Ma’am” are 

very widely used, and not just for one’s superiors. It’s again one of those “face” things, 

the old British expressions signifying respect, even if the words are used flippantly.  

 

“Probably by the end of this week”, I lied, knowing full well that I wouldn’t be hiring 

her, but not wanting to tell her upfront.  

 

“Oh, but, Sir… she said, a disappointed tone coming into her voice. “I can’t stay here 

that long, as I really don’t have that much money on me. Can you make a decision on 

this earlier?” she asked, a touch too knowingly I thought, even at that time.  

 

“Uh, I’m not sure…” I said, caught off guard. “We have other candidates to interview 

as well”, I went on to lie, the easiest and most convenient excuse jumping to mind at 

just the right time.  

 

“Please, Sir?” Garima asked me again, in a beseeching sort of voice.  

 

Upon hearing her voice, no-one could accuse her of being anything but polite.  

 

But as is often said, the eyes are a window unto one’s soul, and those greyish black orbs 

of hers never flickered for a minute, the glint in them constant, twin pools of malice 

and manipulation.  

 

“Oh, OK”, I mumbled, annoyed at the effect this young girl was having on me. “We’ll 

let you know by tomorrow afternoon. How does that sound?” 

 

“Sounds good, Sir”, she said, the voice grateful and eyes triumphant.  

 

And we concluded the interview, Garima walking away, her sandals leaving faint 

muddy imprints on my office floor, the heels of her feet making a “clap” noise with the 

sandal every time she took a step.  

 

I attempted to focus on my to-do list for the day again, shaking my head vigorously to 

clear it of the effect Garima had on me.  

 

But, and as you might expect, it was futile.  

 

Try as I might, I could only focus half-heartedly on my tasks. 

 

Garima was, so to speak, firmly on my mind.  

Those eyes, I thought. Those imperious, commanding eyes. Eyes with that glint of 

hidden malice that could just have easily as belonged to a professional Dominatrix as 

opposed to a casual job seeker! 

 

And the young girl’s English skills had made an impact on me as well, especially 

considering her background.  



  

 

It made me wonder where she had learned such good English.  

 

I’d sure hire this girl in a jiffy if it was in person-sales, I thought.  

 

I’d sure get down on my knees and kiss her feet if she asked me to.  

 

I’d sure... 

 

Damn! I chided myself. I need to stop thinking this way. She’s just another interviewee. 

And we’re not hiring her anyway! 

 

But all in vain, as I couldn’t stop thinking about her on the long drive back home, my 

fingers drumming restless on the steering wheel as the rain pounded down about me, 

traffic stalled for kilometres all around.  

 

When I finally got back home that night, I was too tired to cook, and ordered takeaway 

from a nearby Chinese (Indian version of Chinese) food van near where I live.  

 

I ate dinner, and crashed, thinking I’d make it an early night for a change. My Internet 

connection was a bit unreliable due to the rain anyway, so I figured I’d give work a 

miss for the night, although I had a couple of potential clients lined up, ready for the 

taking.  

 

And slowly, but surely, her eyes started to bore into my subconscious, even though she 

was physically not there.  

 

Restlessly, I opened the laptop and, despite the haphazard connection, managed to 

navigate to one of my favourite cuckold websites where I had a membership. 

 

Pretty soon, I was browsing through the videos and getting a hard on as I did so. 

 

I was also finding myself replacing the ladies in the videos with images of Garima.  

 

Being cuckolded has also always been a fantasy with me, though again, you’d never 

imagine it by looking at me. Common fantasies normally portray cuckolds as being fat 

and out of shape, or old and “not able to get it up”, but none of that was true for me, as 

I was actually in decent shape and quite a handsome guy from what others told me, not 

to mention successful in my career.  

 

Of course, appearances can be deceiving, and my varied fantasies and fetishes bear 

testament to that! 

 

One particularly hot video showed a sexy young brunette cuckolding her older husband. 

The stud in the video was a slim young black guy with a nice shapely ass, and a long, 

deliciously black dick that the brunette was obviously taking great pride in pleasuring, 

using her full red lips to suck the shiny, cut head like a lollipop while looking at the 

husband, her every movement brings approving grunts of pleasure from the stud.  

 



  

And like clockwork, I imagined Garima sucking that black cock, gripping the hot, 

pulsating shaft with her slim brown fingers, all the while looking at me with that 

expression in her eyes.  

 

Oh, crap, I thought. This is getting to be too much. I don’t even know the girl for 

Christ’s sake! 

 

I ended up staying online until about 2AM or so, all thoughts of an early night banished. 

And when I did finally go to sleep, I kept waking up at odd moments, fingers 

subconsciously playing with my penis, thinking of Garima.  

 

That long, black mane of hers, windswept and wet from the rain, I thought. Did she 

have anyone to comb it out for her?  

 

That faded salwar-kameez, concealing slim, shapely legs. A dancer’s legs, if I might 

say so.  

 

Those heels of her, dirty from the rain. Oh, how I wish she’d order me to clean them!  

 

Did she have a boyfriend, I wondered. A car, or did she use the unreliable and 

sometimes non-existent Indian public transport systems? Was she married? Did she 

have a large cock to service her sexually every night? 

 

And so forth.  

 

Finally, the alarm clock rang, and I crawled out of bed, feeling like I had hardly slept 

at all.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two  
 

Garima Joins the Office 

 

 

The rain had only intensified over the night, and from what the weather guys were 

saying, it would rain the entire week.  



  

 

That’s just wonderful, I thought irritably, the lack of sleep and unfulfilled arousal 

making me grumpy.  

 

I dressed, and made my way to the office, and dove into my work, trying to get her off 

my mind if only for the nonce.  

 

And it worked for a while, at least.   

 

After lunch, I got a call from Raman. It was around 2:30 P.M. or so, lunch hours being 

rather delayed in India as opposed to the usual 12 noon - 1P.M. lunch hour in most 

Western countries.   

 

I was leaning back in my chair at the time, trying to get rid of the throbbing headache 

that was slowly, but surely building up. The weather wasn’t helping, and skipping lunch 

to take care of extra work obviously hadn’t helped either.  

 

“Hi Mike” 

 

“Hi Raman”, I responded, hoping there were no issues with my team.  

 

“Mike, that girl...”  

 

“Garima?” I responded, somehow knowing it was she he was referring to.  

 

“Yes. She called today wanting to know our decision, and I told her we couldn’t hire 

her because we’ve closed the position already, but she claims you’ve told her 

otherwise”, he said, speaking in a tone of voice that suggested he wasn’t really sure 

what was going on.  

 

My first instinct was to disagree, and I almost did so.  

 

“N...” I started, but then stopped mid-word.  

 

I just couldn’t bring myself to disagree with what she had said even though it wasn’t 

true. I saw her in my mind’s eye again, oh so quietly confident and sure of herself, as I 

went on.  

 

“Yeah, I, uh, think we might just take a punt on this girl, Raman”, I said, not believing 

I was actually saying this.  

 

 “Her?? Why her?? We’ve already hired two guys for the position, Mike” blurted out 

Raman, confused.  

“I think she might make a good addition to the team, Raman”, I said, trying to sound 

serious, my mind racing, trying to find a reasonable reason to give him.  

 

“Are you serious? She doesn’t even have a decent educational background!” he 

responded with amusement.  

 



  

“So what? That doesn’t mean she can’t be a good worker!” I riposted, shocked at the 

sudden ferocity in my words. Here I am, standing up for a girl I don’t even know, I 

thought. If this isn’t crazy, I don’t know what is! 

 

And to cut a long story short, I somehow managed to convince him to take her on board; 

in effect creating a new position for her (our initial plan was to hire two people as 

opposed to three).  

 

“Ask her to give me a call”, I concluded. “I’ll speak to her directly and let her know her 

starting date, salary etc.”  

 

And a short while later, my cell phone buzzed.  

 

“Hello”, I answered, my heart thumping, a small lump forming in my throat, sort of as 

it might for a gawky teenager on a date with the school prom queen. 

 

“Michael Sir?” the low and sexy voice on the other one responded, using that funny 

and cute Indian habit of appending a “Sir” or “Ma’am” after the name of the person.  

 

“Hi Garima”, I responded, my mouth suddenly dry, not sure what to say.  

 

“Sir, what is your final decision?” Garima continued. Was there a hint of derision in 

her voice? 

 

“Garima, I’m glad to inform you that we’ve decided to hire you, and take a chance with 

you, even though your experience wasn’t exactly what was required”, I said.  

 

At that point, I half expected her to burst out in joy, thanking me profusely. After all, a 

job with a company owned by an expat (Ross) was prime picking for most locals, and 

especially considering she had very little actual experience related to the position.  

 

But of course, that didn’t happen.  

 

“That is so nice of you, Michael”, she responded, sort of like an absent minded ‘yeah, 

whatever, I knew it’, the ‘Sir’ noticeably absent this time around.  

 

“Well, uh…” I stammered, wondering what to say.  

 

This was preposterous. I was a Vice President of long experience and had smoothly 

handled deals worth many thousands of pounds. Yet I was nervous on the phone with 

a poorly educated and qualified Indian girl. A young Indian girl several years my junior 

I barely knew! 

 

But as I was soon to discover, my prior life experience counted for exactly nil when it 

came to Garima.  

 

“You can start tomorrow”, I continued. “Be here at, uh 8 A.M. sharp”, I said, 

inexplicably trying to make myself sound docile and submissive instead of the one that 

was in charge.  

 



  

She giggled, as if she was enjoying the humour in the situation.  

 

“Ok, see you tomorrow Sir”, she responded. “Thank you again!” she added, as if as an 

afterthought, before hanging up, leaving me somewhat irritated at the effect she was 

having on me, a feeling that was soon eclipsed by a rush of blood to my loins as I 

remembered what she looked like.  

 

The rest of the day passed by pretty quickly, and I left the office around 6:30 P.M., 

mentally preparing myself for the long battle through traffic as I left.  

 

Finally, I reached home, and turned on the TV in an attempt to chill out and forget the 

day gone by. I had picked up a six pack of beer on the way, and drank a few beers as 

well to try and relax.  

 

The beers had the desired effect, and I finally dozed off, wondering what lay ahead. 

 

And before I knew it, Wednesday dawned, cloudy and overcast as usual.  

 

I woke up earlier than usual, brushed my teeth, and got ready, taking care to choose my 

clothing with greater care than I normally would. I knew this was stupid, but I didn’t 

care to be honest, such was the impact this girl was having on me already! 

 

I made it into the office early and prepared myself mentally to meet Garima, already 

wondering how I’d be introducing her to her colleagues. Most of them had some sort 

of relevant experience, but she had none. This I knew, and understandably so, would 

make the initial introductions all that more awkward.  

 

But she never showed up.  

 

The clock ticked by, striking 15 minutes on the hour. 

 

Then 30 minutes. 

 

Nine A.M. arrived and still there was no sign of her.  

 

Oh well, I thought. She’s probably found another position, or decided not to join, I 

thought, a small sigh of relief escaping my lips at not having to deal with an, um, 

uncomfortable situation again.  

 

But that sigh of relief was closely followed by a somewhat flat feeling as well, a let-

down if you would. I was so looking forward to meet this girl again, I realized.  

 

Forget her, Mike, an inner voice told me; she’s trouble just waiting to happen! 

And for once I heeded my inner voice, turning to my work, forcing myself to put her 

out of my mind.  

 

But it wasn’t to be, at least not for any length of time.  

 

The clock struck 10 A.M, and just like that, she walked into the office, looking sexy 

and confident in a pair of shirt and trousers, whistling a tune under her breath.  



  

 

She was also wearing new high heels today, which looked shiny and polished, the heels 

making that distinctive “click” on the floor as she walked.  

 

I gulped inwardly as she walked into my office straightaway not bothering to knock 

before entering.  

 

“Well, good morning, Garima”, I started, trying to insert a little pique into my voice. 

After all, she was two hours late on her first day, and the logical part of me was urging 

me to say more than just that.  

 

But I didn’t, and a funny sort of silence ensued in the room, as we looked at each other, 

her flopping into the chair in front of me comfortably, and me looking at her, every 

logical thought coming to mind dashed to the floor by the sheer sexual impact this lady 

was having on me.  

 

“Well, sir?” she asked after a bit, looking at me funnily, almost as she was stopping 

herself from laughing.  

 

“Aren’t you going to introduce me?” she continued.  

 

And with that, she stood up, and walked to the door, and opened it, as if about to head 

out, but then stood by it, looking at me as if she expected me to follow her.  

 

No words were required to explain what she meant - she clearly wanted me to introduce 

her, and I rose to do exactly that, just  like an obedient puppy would rush upon 

summoned by its owner.  

 

I introduced her to the entire office, and then the sales team in particular - finally leaving 

her with one of the old team members, Ravi, to train her.  

 

I really hope this’ll work out, I thought. Or I’ll have the big boss on my ass for hiring 

someone that’s clearly not a good match for the organization! 

 

And just as that thought passed through my mind, my inner voice piped up, asking me 

if I really cared what the boss thought of Garima.  

 

Flustered, I returned to work, not sure what to tell myself. One thing was for sure, I 

couldn’t get those new high heels of hers out of my mind.  

 

I wonder who buys them for her, I found myself thinking before correcting myself:  

 

I wonder who’s lucky enough to buy them for her... 

And so, to cut a long story short, that was her first day in the office. I didn’t see her 

much for the next few days except brief hello’s every so often, but I sat down with Ravi 

a week later to find out how she was doing.  

 

And as expected, she wasn’t doing that well. One of the reasons was her lack of I.T. 

knowledge, but while I could overlook that part of things for a bit, there were other 

reasons as well.  



  

 

“She’s just too arrogant”, complained Ravi. “She doesn’t want to learn. It was only 

yesterday that I was asking her to be polite to a particularly difficult, but potentially 

lucrative, customer that we got to know through a lead from our website.” 

 

“And what did she do? In fact, what was her “original” way of dealing with this guy?” 

I asked, sort of knowing the answers to my own questions, but still hoping I was wrong.   

 

“Well, she was just too brusque and abrupt, basically telling him to take it or leave it”, 

said Ravi, clearly annoyed. 

 

“And when I asked her to be more polite, she wouldn’t, and, uh…” his voice trailed off 

in embarrassment.  

 

“What’s wrong?” I asked, not sure why he was so reticent to tell me what she had said.  

 

“Well, Sir, she…” he stopped again.  

 

“Ok, you can tell me Ravi”, I said again, wishing he’d just tell me and get it over with.  

 

“Sir, she called him things that made even the guys over there blush. She has, uh, an 

extensive vocabulary, Sir”, said Ravi, flushing.  

 

And then, he repeated several words in Hindi which she had used, and I sat back 

stunned, never having heard Indian women use that sort of language even when angry 

or upset! 

 

Walk into a sailor’s bar around an hour before closing time, and listen in a bit to the 

conversation, and you’ll start to understand the type of language she used.  

 

And more than the language, it was just the fact that Garima had actually said those 

words, in front of an entire team! 

 

Indian ladies are notoriously conservative with their tone and language in public, 

especially with men around, and this language would make even the most hardened 

sailor sit up, let alone a young Indian girl! 

 

I finished up the meeting, and told Ravi I’d speak with her at once, but I knew I probably 

wouldn’t have the balls to do it.  

 

Ok, I’ll let it go one time, I thought uncertainly.  

 

But with a naturally dominant lady like Garima, letting it go even one time wasn’t wise, 

and I soon found that out.  

 

She soon started coming in late to the office, showing up well after 9A.M. most days, 

and leaving before quitting time as well sometimes.  

 

I tried to ignore this too for a few days. Perhaps there is a genuine reason she’s late, I 

thought, trying to convince myself, albeit unsuccessfully.  



  

 

But these things are noticed far more in a small company than a large one, and I soon 

heard murmurs of discontent around the office, basically wondering how a person that 

had just joined the office could behave so casually.  

 

Finally, I decided that enough was enough, and I’d just have to call her in for a meeting 

to let her know this wasn’t acceptable. This sort of thing can be contagious, and I really 

didn’t want to deal with discipline issues amongst the staff what with everything else 

going on.  

 

It was Wednesday, two weeks from when she started, and I called her to my office 

around 9:30 A.M.  

 

She walked in, confident as ever, wearing a brand new salwar-kameez. The “kameez” 

(the loose, flowing garment that made up the upper portion of this attire) was sleeveless, 

and it exposed her toned arms to maximum effect.  

 

And as I looked at her, whatever little resolve I had mustered up to be stern with her 

evaporated, but I figured I’d try anyway.  

 

“Garima, this won’t do”, I said, getting straight to the point. “I’m sure you know why 

I’ve called you in for a meeting” I continued. 

 

The greyish black eyes flickered for a second.  

 

Anger, perhaps I thought, looking into them with fascination, one part of me wishing 

she’d slap me right there and then for being such a prick, the other, more logical part of 

me reminding myself to be firm with this girl.  

 

“No sir, I don’t”, she responded.  

 

“Well, it’s about you coming in late every morning, and sometimes leaving early. I have 

no real problems with your work so far and it’s too early to take any sort of call in that 

regard, but the timings are getting to be an issue, Garima”, I finished weakly.   

 

“Oh, really?”, she responded, raising her eyebrows quizzically, crocking her head and 

looking at me as if I had just asked her to jump off the face of the planet, her expression 

doing my already flagging confidence no good at all.  

 

She suddenly drew her chair up real close to the desk. Her small, but bouncy breasts 

touched the tip of the desk, her bare, polished arms on the desk. 

 

Now, just so you understand, my desk was a simple design, with no fancy furnishings 

etc. I’ve always been the sort of guy who’s been more worried about my actual pay 

check than flaunting the accessories that come with a senior position, and my office 

furnishings reflected this as well.  

 

I had asked Raman to order me a simple sort of desk for my room, my only requirement 

being that it would have plenty of room underneath it for me to stretch my legs out 

comfortably.  



  

 

And as I stared at Garima’s arms, wanting to feel them, massage them, kiss them, she 

leant back in the chair with a smirk, and I felt a foot on my right knee.  

 

Yes, that’s right. 

 

Garima’s foot!  

 

She had casually put her foot on my knee underneath the desk, as if my knee was a 

footstool specially placed there for her.  

 

Oh no, I thought! If someone sees this, I’ll be the laughing stock of the entire office, I 

thought, instantly looking around to see if anyone was around.  

 

But luckily my blinds were drawn, and the door was closed, so I was spared immediate 

embarrassment.  

 

In the meantime, Garima was looking upon me with amusement, a cunning and crafty 

expression in her eyes.  

   

“So, Michael”, she said, waggling her foot on my knee so that her mud splattered sandal 

fell off, gently landing on my crotch, staining my cream colored trousers.  

 

At that point, I’d have done anything to kiss that foot, so near, but yet so far, obscured 

by the desk, the sandal providing a tantalizing glimpse of what “could be”.  

 

I swallowed hard; the desire clearly evident on my face, my hard on raging in my pants.  

 

“Garima…” I started, but was cut short abruptly.  

 

“So I’m coming late, huh? What are you going to do about it, Michael Sir?” she asked 

in the most derisive tone she could muster up, looking at me contemptuously as one 

might look at a drunk passed out on the sidewalk.  

 

“Garima…” I attempted to respond hoarsely.  

 

“Kya bat hai, Sir”, she continued, leaning back comfortably in the chair, and putting 

her other foot on my vacant left knee.  

She was speaking in Hindi to me at that point, basically saying “What’s the matter, 

Sir?” making sure to emphasize the honorific.  

 

I don’t speak a lot of Hindi, but I understand quite a bit, especially simple stuff, and 

I’ve often heard native girls speaking their local language, giggling amongst 

themselves, something that I find extremely sexy, despite not understanding the 

language fully.  

 

And Garima seemed to know this instinctively.  

 

“Garima… Garima, are you comfortable in that chair”, I felt myself blurting out, feeling 

like a complete idiot for saying this.  



  

 

“Sure, but I could do with a foot wash”, she continued. “It’s a pity I don’t have a car, 

and have to travel by bus on the slush filled streets here”.  

 

She looked at me for a minute, and then continued.  

 

“And where are your manners, Michael? I don’t like being referred to by my first name 

alone!” she went on, looking at me meaningfully.  

 

“I’m sorry, Garima Ma’am”, I responded instantly, knowing what she was referring to, 

all pretence having flown out the window by then.  

 

She giggled, moving her foot slightly, and stretched in the chair, flexing her toes as she 

did so.  

 

“Well, I’m tired, Michael. I think I’ll call it a day today. Oh yeah, I have those sales 

leads to follow up, but you can get someone to do that for me, can’t you?” she said.  

 

I was about to respond, but was cut off again.  

 

“Of course you can! Or you can do it yourself” she continued, laughing.  

 

Suddenly, she removed both her feet from my knees, picking up one sandal with her 

foot as she did so, the other one having fallen by my side.  

 

“Now hurry up and put my other sandal on, Sir. I have a hot date lined up, and don’t 

want to be late!” 

 

As if in a trance, I picked up her sandal and bent to slip it on her right foot. Her feet 

were somewhat dirty and looked in good need of a pedicure, as compared to her arms, 

I noticed.  

 

Probably the result of travelling in this nasty weather, I thought.  

 

And as I bent, she moved her foot back, looking at me as she did so, pointing her right 

finger meaningfully at my vacant chair, sort of like an empress might point at her slaves 

when she wanted something.  

 

Her import was as clear as if she’d had said it out loud i.e. “sit down, bitch, I don’t want 

you touching my feet!” 

 

She put on her sandal, and headed to the door, throwing her mane of black hair 

confidently to one side as she did so.  

 

As she opened the door, she paused; looking at me for a minute again as I stated blank 

eyed at her, still under the spell she had cast upon me.  

 

“Gadha, sala”, she murmured under her breath softly, but loud enough for me to hear.  

 



  

Translated loosely into English, that basically means she was telling me I was a fucking 

idiot to my face.  

 

And then, just like that, she disappeared, leaving a faint trail of perfume behind her.  

 

I sat there, not believing what had just happened. I had called an employee into the 

office to discipline her, and all I do is end up asking her if she’s comfortable in her chair 

and fetching her shoes for her, after which she calls me a fucking idiot and just leaves 

on her own merry way! 

 

And what did I do about it?  

 

Well, the work day passed by me with me assuring Raman I had spoken to her about 

coming in late daily, and also reassuring the team that she’d be on time from now on, 

something that I knew wasn’t going to happen.  

 

I got a raging hard on every so often during the rest of the day, thinking about just how 

expertly she had dominated me to her advantage right there in the office!  

 

And as soon as I reached home, the first thing I did was to tear off my clothing and start 

masturbating frantically to her, stroking myself just the way I liked it,  as I repeated her 

name over and over again.  

 

“Garima…Garima Ma’am”, I intoned, each utterance causing my penis to stiffen even 

more.   

 

I was so horny at the time I didn’t even bother to lie down on the bed or couch to 

masturbate; I was standing in my socks right in front of the full length mirror in my 

bedroom, my clothes strewn carelessly on the bed.  

 

“May I kiss your foot Garima Ma’am”, I said, as another wave of pleasure passed 

through me, my hard on raging like never before, the slightest touch threatening to send 

me over the age, though it had just been five minutes at most since I started pulling 

myself off to her.  

 

“Garima Ma’am”, I moaned again, thinking of just how regal she looked today with her 

foot on my knee.  

 

And then I remembered her wordlessly pointing me back to my chair as I tried to slip 

on her sandal for her.  

 

And just like that, and just as suddenly, I passed the point of no-return, my balls tensing 

up just that little bit, that final surge of pleasure before an impending orgasm lasting a 

few seconds before the inevitable happened.  

 

“Ahh!”, I moaned in ecstasy as the orgasm shook through my entire body, me 

desperately trying to maintain proper balance, my toes digging hard into the floor.  

 

“Ahh, Garima Madam!”  

 



  

“Garima Madam! Garima Ma’am!”, I gasped, completely out of control as I shot 

repeated loads one after the other, as if my penis was losing control as well, my hand 

and palm covered with hot, steamy cum, a thick white layer of cum already starting to 

stain the dressing table.  

 

And finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the loads lessened in quantity, my lust 

finally beginning to abate, albeit temporarily.  

 

“Ahhhh!…Garima…” I moaned as my orgasm died down, and finally ended, leaving 

me absolutely spent.  

 

I collapsed on the bed, grabbing a tissues from the box of tissues nearby, too exhausted 

to clean the bedside table up at that point.  

 

Oh God, I thought. Wanking off has never been this pleasurable! 

 

And I just lay there, wallowing in the aftermath of my orgasm for a while.  

 

Finally, I got up and wiped the mess off the bedside table before taking a long, hot 

shower and then ordering dinner.  

 

I ate, and then browsed the Internet restlessly until it was bedtime, at which point I 

switched off the lights and shut my eyes, trying to force myself to sleep.  

 

But it wasn’t to be, another hard on building as I thought about Garima, and I reached 

for the tissue box, knowing what was going to happen.  

 

And fifteen minutes or so later, I finally fell into a deep, contended sleep, my lust finally 

under control, images of Ms. Garima flitting intermittently into my mind as I slept.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three 
 

My First Date with Garima… Ma’am 

 

 

Week after week morphed into each other, our sales figures not improving a lot, despite 

the new hires, and despite (or not) Garima joining the team.  

 

In fact, Garima’s insubordination continued unabated, as she showed up late almost 

daily, and sometimes wouldn’t even show up to the office without informing anyone in 

advance.  

 

It had gotten to the point where Raman was furious about it, and rightfully so.  



  

 

But there wasn’t much he could do in this regard except ask me to fire her, and, well, 

to inform the big boss if he wanted to.  

 

And one fine Friday, he apparently had enough, and sent the big boss a long email on 

this, keeping me copied in so I knew exactly what he had said.  

 

The email was not specifically directed at me, but at the end of the day, it did highlight 

my failure to manage Garima. I normally frown upon colleagues taking issues to the 

boss unless absolutely necessary, and in this case I knew it was necessary to do so, as 

Garima’s indiscipline was starting to create havoc amongst the already chaotic 

operations team.  

 

In fact, one of our programmers suddenly took off on Wednesday without informing 

anyone, and upon being asked on Thursday, he responded with a pat “I know I didn’t 

inform you, but neither does Garima, and she’s not being penalized for it!” 

 

And at that point, I figured enough was enough, and I had to draw a line in the sand, 

and ask her to shape up or ship out in no uncertain terms.  

 

I had called the entire sales team in on Saturday that week, mostly to have one and one 

meeting with them all. We generally never work on Saturdays (the sales guys making 

their calls from home if they really have to), but productivity and results at an all-time 

low, and the big boss was demanding more hours, and thus the unwelcome office call 

on the weekend.  

 

It was important at that point to have one on one meetings with all of them sooner rather 

than later, mostly due to the flagging sales figures, and in Garima’s case, all the other 

aforementioned issues.  

 

I figured that it would be easiest if I left her meeting for last, as the office would be 

empty by then, no-one wanting to stay one minute later than necessary on a Saturday.  

 

And in an empty office, I figured I could at least tell her what I wanted to, even though 

I knew she’d humiliate me, and I’d enjoy it.  

 

But the real reason was something quite different from the reason I just mentioned, as 

I’m sure you’ve figured out by now.  

 

That week flew by, and in a perverse sort of way, I actually found myself looking 

forward to the meeting with her on Saturday, knowing that we’d be the only ones in the 

office.  

 

What if she slaps me, I wondered.  

 

What if she wipes those dirty feet all over my face…?  

 

And so forth, these delicious thoughts passing through my mind every so often.  

 



  

Saturday rolled around soon enough, a bright and sunny day, the summer sneaking up 

on us faster than I’d like.  

 

The locals didn’t think it was that hot as yet, and it probably wasn’t, considering how 

high the temperatures get during summertime in this part of the world, but it was hot 

enough already for me, not accustomed to such extreme heat.  

 

But I didn’t really mind the weather as I wasn’t ever exposed to it too much, usually 

staying in an air-conditioned environment whether at home or in the office, something 

that wasn’t possible for most locals (at home) due to the high power tariffs.  

 

I got through most of my meetings pretty quickly, and it was around 12:30 P.M. when 

the last meeting was left.  

 

The meeting with Garima, who had shown up at 11 A.M. that day, and had busied 

herself with her makeup for an hour or so after that, only turning her computer on 

around noon.  

 

I rose to call her in for the meeting, but before I could do so, she strode in herself, just 

as I was about to stand up, making me feel like even stupider than I already was.  

 

She was looking absolutely ravishing that day, dressed casually in a figure hugging T-

shirt and shorts, her long, sexy legs bare and ending in a pair of short black boots, the 

tops of the boots showing her ankles.  

 

She waltzed into the room, and sat down comfortably in the chair.  

 

“So!” she said, looking at me with those cunning eyes, as if she was the one calling me 

in, and not the other way around.  

 

I cleared my throat, and was started to say something, trying to sound somewhat formal, 

despite my obvious arousal.  

 

“Er, Garima…”I started.  

 

“Oh shut up, you officious moron”, she cut me off irritably, leaning back, and putting 

her feet up on my table.  

Oh God! Those black boots and sexy ankles on my desk! 

 

I swallowed, my heart pounding furiously, my cock making a tent in my pants as she 

continued to look at me directly.  

 

“Garima Ma’am”, I managed to say.  

 

Thank God the office is empty, I thought. 

 

“Go get your Madam some water, Michael”, she responded curtly. “The peon is on 

holiday today, and you don’t expect me to get my own water, do you?” 

 



  

“N...No, Ma’am”, I responded. After all she was the boss and I...I was, well, whatever 

she wanted me to be at that point! 

 

“So go, na”, she said emphasizing her statement with a “na”, which literally translated 

means “no”, but can also be used to add emphasis as in this case.  

 

I think I already mentioned that I find it incredibly arousing when the local girls speak 

in their language to me, and Garima was no exception to that rule.  

 

Unsteadily, I teetered off to the tiny kitchen, filled a glass of water, and started to hurry 

back to my room where Ma’am was waiting, boots on my table.  

 

But I stopped just in the nick of time, remembering I didn’t bring her the water on a 

tray! 

 

How stupid of me, I thought. A servant always serves his superiors beverages on a tray! 

 

And I rushed back to the kitchen, finally locating a tray, washing it perfunctorily before 

placing the glass of water on it, and serving it to her.  

 

Garima took one sip of the water, and grimaced, clearly not happy.  

 

“You’re a fucking idiot”, she commented. “Does this look like cold water to you?” 

 

It wasn’t, but the only reason was because it has been my experience that folks in Asia 

mostly prefer to drink warm, or room temperature water, even in the scorching heat of 

summer.  

 

“I’m sorry Garima”, I continued. “Ma’am”, I hurriedly added on before she had the 

opportunity to comment.  

 

She took another sip of the water and made a face before tossing the glass of water at 

my face, so that the water hit me directly in the face.  

 

She then flicked her fingers silently towards the kitchen, the message clear.  

 

I went back to the kitchen, fetched her glass of chilled water from the fridge, my hard 

cock clearly evident to anyone that might have been around.  

 

She drank deeply, and put the glass on the desk, putting her feet down, and swivelling 

around in her chair so she faced me directly.  

 

“You know you’re such a goddamned loser, don’t you Michael”, she asked laughingly.  

 

“Yes, Ma…Ma’am”, I managed, not believing what I was saying.  

 

“Say it, bitch. Say it out loud after me”, she said.  

 

“Garima Ma’am is right, and I am a fucking loser”, she continued.  

 



  

Almost as if in a trance, I repeated what she said.  

 

“I act like I’m the fucking boss, but I’m really Garima Ma’am’s bitch”, she continued, 

giggling helplessly as she said it.  

 

“I act like I’m the fucking boss, but I’m really Garima Ma’am’s bitch”, I repeated red-

faced. God, could this really be happening?? 

 

“Now, go squat over there, Indian style”, she commanded, pointing towards the corner 

of the office where a small trash can lay.  

 

I hesitated just a little bit before squatting down in the uncomfortable, unfamiliar 

position.  

 

For those that don’t know, “Indian style” squatting is done on your heels as opposed to 

toes, like when you use a “squat toilet”, and for those that aren’t used to it (such as 

Westerners), the position can be quite uncomfortable initially.  

 

And to make matters worse, I was wearing a set of trousers that was tight around the 

backside, mostly because I had gained a little bit of weight while in India, the curries 

and lack of adequate physical activity starting to make its presence felt around my 

backside, though I was still in pretty good shape overall.  

 

I squatted, trying to maintain the uncomfortable position, and heard a tiny sound, as if 

my clothes had torn.  

 

And I realized they had; my trousers had split up the ass slightly.  

 

That noise didn’t go unnoticed by Garima, who smirked, and sat back in her chair, one 

sexy leg crossed over the other.  

 

“Now listen to me, you fat, foolish fuck”, she said. “I know why you wanted to speak 

to me today”.  

 

“Not just because you’re my bitch”, she said giggling again as she said it.  

“But also because you want me to either follow office rules, or resign. Right?” she 

asked pointedly.  

 

“Yes Ma’am”, I murmured, not really caring, my gaze transfixed on her lovely boots 

and swinging right foot.  

 

“Well, Michael, I’d love to discuss this with you, but not here”, she said, stretching 

luxuriously.  

 

“I’m hungry, and you’ll drive me to Gulatis’s in Khan Market”, she continued, referring 

to one of the tastiest and most exclusive Indian restaurants located in New Delhi, which 

was of course where I lived.  

 



  

“I usually don’t go there a lot, in fact not too often at all, because it’s just so fucking 

expensive, but I don’t think I need to bother about money today!”, she laughed, those 

malice laden eyes looking at me pointedly again.  

 

“Or do I?” 

 

“Of course not, Garima Ma’am”, I responded, my voice dry and hoarse. I’d have driven 

her to Timbuktu at that point if she had ordered me to! 

 

And so, off we went, me shutting down the office, while she waited outside impatiently 

by my shiny Honda Civic, given to me for the duration of my employment, as one of 

the perks I enjoyed as a senior expat in the company.  

 

I hurried down to the car hoping no-one would notice the slight tear in my pants.  

 

It was actually just a slight tear, but it was getting worse, so I had to move in a strange 

manner to avoid tearing it further, squeezing my buttocks as if a dildo was hammered 

deep inside my asshole.  

 

I opened the passenger side door for her, and she got in wordlessly, while I got in the 

driver’s seat and started the engine, making sure to turn the air conditioner on full blast.   

 

“Uh…Ma’am…May I change first? It will only take me a while, and my house is a 

short drive away from the restaurant”, I timidly ventured once we were on the highway 

that connects Delhi to Gurgaon.  

 

“Nope. Shut up and get me to the restaurant. You can squeeze those buttocks a bit 

more”, she said, laughing. “Perhaps you’ll tone them up a bit!” 

 

And suddenly, she reached over, and grabbed my swollen erection through my pants 

squeezing my swollen penis hard between her fist, causing me to swerve violently with 

the sudden pain.  

 

“Or else…” she looked at me warningly.  

 

“Yes, Garima Ma’am” I responded, as she squeezed again, only with lesser force.  

I had the distinct feeling she was “sizing” my cock up as well, and from the amused 

expression on her face, I was probably right.  

 

But I had no time to consider it further, as traffic got heavier, and Garima tipped her 

seat back, putting her boots up on the dash, while turning both louvers of the air-

conditioner towards her.  

 

She relaxed in this position as I drove her to the restaurant, which thankfully wasn’t 

packed. Probably still too early, I thought. 

 

And it probably was. Indians usually eat lunch late even on weekdays and lunch time 

can start as late as 2:30 P.M. or so on weekends, and extend until 4 P.M, and it was 

only about 1:20 P.M. at this point.  

 



  

The restaurant had two floors, the upper floor more “discreet”, and Garima chose a 

cubicle that was towards the very back of the restaurant, where the lights were dim, and 

the atmosphere was cool and relaxed, a far cry from the din outside on the streets.  

 

She was the first to sit down, and I sat down opposite of her, unsure what to say.  

 

The waiter came over, and asked us what we’d like for drinks, instinctively asking me 

first.  

 

“A chilled beer for me, and some warm water for him”, responded Garima instantly.  

 

The waiter looked at her in a funny manner, before turning to reconfirm this with me. 

After all, how could this Indian girl order for an older white man, and how on earth was 

she drinking chilled beer, and me warm water?  

 

I reconfirmed the order in an embarrassed tone of voice, and he finally left, still shaking 

his head, unable to believe what the “gora” (white guy) wanted.  

 

And as he left, Garima kicked me hard on the ankles.  

 

“You enjoyed that, didn’t you? These assholes always believe the man knows what to 

order, and ask the man first, which is something I hate about Indian culture!”, she said, 

looking at me angrily.  

 

And I had to agree. Indian culture can be patriarchal to an extreme, at least in North 

India and while this particular incident wasn’t necessarily an example of that attitude 

taken to extremes, she was right overall.  

 

“But I don’t mind you ordering for me, Garima Ma’am”, I said, making sure to 

emphasize the Ma’am in a deferential tone of voice. “I really don’t!” 

 

“Of course you don’t”, she laughed, as the waiter re-appeared with our drinks.  

 

She sipped on her beer, while I looked at the warm water, willing myself to drink it.  

 

“Ah, that feels so wonderful”, she said, a relaxed expression beginning to appear on her 

face, as she put her boots up on my lap.  

 

The boots were mostly obscured by the long, flowing tablecloths, but anyone watching 

closely would have seen them, a pair of shiny black boots and ankles perched delicately 

on my lap, making a bridge over the outline of my erect penis.  

 

“Now listen to me, Michael”, she said.  

 

“I didn’t join this job because I’m interested in sales or because I think it’s so wonderful 

to work for a foreign owned company”, she said, spitting contemptuously in the ashtray.  

 

“I took this job because I’m interested in money”, she went on.  

 



  

“But, what I’m not interested in is working hard for my money. I prefer to have losers 

like you hand over their cash to me”, she said, as I listened silently, trying to focus on 

her face and not her boots.  

 

“Actually I didn’t know I’d find a joker like you here, to be honest. But I did think the 

company would at least pay me well considering it’s a foreign owned company, but my 

salary here is even less than what it would have normally been at an Indian owned 

company.” 

 

She dug the heel of her right boot into my balls suddenly, not so hard as to really cause 

me permanent damage, but enough to cause me to yelp out loud with the pain, the 

waiters at the far end of the room looking curiously at us.  

 

“You probably know all about that, don’t you, loser?” 

 

“Yes…Ma’am”, I said foolishly, knowing she was right. I had started her off at a lower 

salary mostly because of her inexperience, but also because she was actually an “extra” 

addition to team outside the normal budget.  

 

“What a dumbass you are!” she exclaimed, taking another swig out of her Kingfisher 

beer bottle, which was half empty by now.  

 

“Anyway, Mike, I WILL leave this stupid office of yours. I don’t want to waste my 

time sifting through those goddamned leads daily, and dealing with your nasty clients 

anyway”, she said.  

 

“But, you better ensure I get THREE month’s salary paid to me this Monday itself”, 

she continued.  

 

“Huh?” I said, blinking at her, not understanding what she was saying. She was on 

probation, so all the company would give her was her wages for the days she had 

worked, minus the days she had taken off. 

 

“I don’t care how you do it, Michael”, she laughed, as if reading my thoughts, those 

eyes looking at me in a triumphant manner again.  

“You can tell them you fired me, or you can tell them I left, but either way, I want three 

months’ worth of salary in my account on Monday; else I show right back up at the 

office.” 

 

“And we don’t want that to happen, do we, little Mikey? I’ve already noticed a couple 

of the programmers taking unapproved leaves”, she giggled.  

 

“Uh…No, Ma’am” I responded.  

 

“I didn’t think so, you fool.” she sighed contentedly as she drank her beer.  

 

“May I offer a solution, Ma’am”, I asked, an idea suddenly striking me.  

 

Contemptuous eyes gave the go-ahead: 

 



  

“May I transfer the money to you RIGHT NOW, Garima Ma’am?” 

 

“Right now? How the fuck do you plan on accomplishing that?”, she asked looking at 

me suspiciously, waggling one foot as she asked me.  

 

But it was easy enough for me. A plan had just struck me. What I could do was simply 

pay her personally, and tell the office I had fired her for indiscipline, thus saving the 

office some money as well (or so I could tell Raman and the big boss).  

 

And her salary was peanuts compared to mine, so I could easily pay her three months’ 

salary out of my own account, and not even notice the money gone.  

 

I asked her for her account information, and then pulled out my I-phone, and transferred 

the money over using the new IMPS system that had just been rolled out over India, 

which allowed for money to be transferred instantly across the phone.  

 

Her cell phone buzzed shortly, no doubt to intimate her of the transfer.  

 

“Well, that’s a good boy”, she commented, looking at the message on her old Nokia 

phone.  

 

“You learn fast, bitch”, she continued approvingly. “And now, I think I’ll order lunch. 

Waiter!” she shouted out loud, clicking her fingers as she did so.  

 

A younger, and different waiter came over this time, the first one no doubt confused 

and somewhat put off by our choice of drinks.  

 

And again, Garima ordered the food, making sure to order the most expensive and 

sumptuous dishes, ordering enough food for four people.  

 

I didn’t mind as I could easily afford it, and plus anything she ordered on my dime sent 

shivers of passion rushing through me.  

 

I’m finally on a date with a real dominant lady, I thought.  

 

A lady who has her feet up on my lap drinking a beer, and ordering what she likes, 

while I meekly sit and watch, and pay for it all!!  

 

My erection raged in my pants as I sat there silently, secretly enjoying it all.  

 

Lunch arrived, the waiter snickering as he noticed Garima’s boots on my lap, but not 

saying anything outright to either one of us.  

 

He set the table, and left, the sumptuous aromas of “Mughlai” food wafting from the 

table. But hungry as I was, and much as I enjoyed Indian food, food was the last thing 

on my mind right now, as I looked at my Ma’am, so content and dominant on the other 

side of the table! 

 

Without prior warning, Garima put her feet down and tore into one of the chicken 

dishes.  



  

 

“Mmm! Heavenly!!” she said, as she proceeded to devour half of a “nan” (delicious 

Indian style flat bread) soaked in gravy.  

 

Suddenly she looked up, remembering I was still there.  

 

“And don’t eat too much, Mike. You must eat slowly”, she said, as she herself tore into 

the food, her lips smeared invitingly with gravy and pieces of nan.  

 

And so we ate, me eating slowly, admiring the view in front of me, and her eating like 

she hadn’t eaten a proper meal for the past few days.  

 

Finally, we finished, and I paid the bill on my credit card, and we walked out of the 

restaurant, me behind her, some of the waiters making knowing gestures to each other 

behind us.  

 

I opened the passenger door for her, while she got in, yawning.  

 

As I started the car, I made sure to turn the air conditioner on first, knowing how much 

she enjoyed it. She again nodded approvingly, kicking her shoes off and tilting her seat 

back as she did so.  

 

“I’m enjoying this”, she laughed out loud. “What a change from having to take those 

crummy public buses all over the place!” 

 

And as she said this, she yawned again, and ordered me to drive her back to Gurgaon 

and drop her back home, since she wanted to take a nap and enjoy the rest of the day.  

 

I did as she asked, but every fiber in my body rebelled against actually dropping her 

home.  

 

“You’ve got a chance here, Mike!” screamed my inner voice. She’s having fun 

dominating you, and the only thing left for you to do is to take it further. Give her more 

hints, bend down and lick her soles, whatever, but don’t simply “drop” her back home 

without further action! 

And as if on cue, Garima pushed her boots out of the way, and put those lovely brown 

feet of hers up on the dash, one foot over the other.   

 

“I remember you having that expression on your face the first day you met me. What a 

loser you are, Mike!” she said mockingly.  

 

And then, all of a sudden, she giggled wickedly again.  

 

“But you know what, Mike. I adore losers, especially losers that worship me like 

Queens!” 

 

Red faced, I remained silent, fiddling with the car radio, trying to avoid the curious 

stares of the locals that stared into the car as they passed by.  

 



  

Her phone suddenly buzzed again, and she looked at the caller ID, breaking out into a 

smile.  

 

“Hey Sonali! Whats up, girl?” 

 

And as she said this, she turned to me, fixing those smouldering gray eyes on me.  

 

“Let’s go, driver!” she said mockingly in Hindi to me, loud enough for the girl on the 

phone to hear. I hurriedly started to drive away, my cock leaking precum by now, a 

small stain starting to build around my crotch.  

 

“Driver?” asked her friend as Garima mischievously turned on the speaker phone so I 

could hear the girl speak.  

 

“You have a driver, Garima??” she asked again, somewhat incredulously.  

 

“Yes, I do” 

 

“I don’t believe you!” 

 

“Oh, I do, and I’ll introduce you to him sometime. He’s the Vice President of sales at 

my company... but that’s just a fake title”, giggled Garima, looking at me out of the 

corner of her eyes.  

 

“His real title is…oh, wait, I’ll let him tell you himself”, she went on, putting the phone 

within range of my face, so I could speak into it while driving.  

 

“Speak up, Mikey boy. Don’t be shy now”, she said, moving her hand to my crotch 

again, the hidden threat clear.  

 

“Uh…I’m…I’m, uh, Garima Ma’am’s bitch, Ma’am”, I spoke hoarsely into the phone, 

figuring I’d address her as Ma’am as well to be on the safe side.  

 

“Once again, bitch. She didn’t hear that right the first time around”, said Garima, 

giggling again.  

 

I repeated myself; waves of embarrassment washing over me as I heard the voice at the 

other end break into laughter as I said this.  

 

Garima turned off the speaker phone after that, but from what I could decipher (she was 

speaking entirely in Hindi now), the other girl was thrilled at having being referred to 

as “Ma’am” by an older white man.  

 

And this stayed in mind as I drove, the racial aspect of the situation providing a new, 

and incredibly erotic aspect to the entire experience.  

 

Traffic was quite heavy at this time; most people starting to venture out of the house on 

this first day of the weekend, and it took us a while before we made it back to Gurgaon, 

the car nice and cool thanks to the powerful air conditioner in the Civic.  

 



  

Garima directed me to her apartment, located in a run down and dilapidated block, the 

type of place you’d expect starving artists and junior level office employees to live in.  

 

“Well, here we are, Mike”, she said, taking her feet down from the dash, looking at me 

quizzically, as if I had forgotten something.  

 

I swallowed, not knowing what she was up to now, a gaggle of college going girls 

already looking into the car curiously, wondering what Garima was doing in a high end 

car such as this.  

 

“My boots, bitch!” she continued, smacking me lightly on the back of the head.  

 

I hurriedly bent to put her boots on, the cramped space not making it any easier for me 

as I bent over the stick shift to first locate her boots, one of them under the passenger 

seat, and then put them on, a process which Garima did nothing to assist me with, coolly 

looking out the window as if I didn’t exist.  

 

I also heard a few giggles from outside the car, and wondered if these girls knew 

Garima. Hopefully not, I thought, else I’ll really become the laughing stock of this 

entire building! 

 

I put her boots on, and settled back in my seat, wondering what would happen now, and 

was greeted with a pair of raised eyebrows, as if to say “What the hell are you doing 

sitting there?!” 

 

And I suddenly remembered what I was supposed to… I was supposed to open her door 

for her, so that she could step out and then shut it behind her. After all, these sort of 

tasks were beneath Garima Ma’am, especially when she had her bitch by her! 

 

And so, red faced, and trying to hide the growing tear in my pants, I stepped out, opened 

the door for her, and she got out finally.  

 

“So, how do you like this place, Mike”, she asked, while looking meaningfully at the 

four or five girls who were still hanging around the car, giggling amongst themselves 

and looking at us curiously.  

 

“Oh it’s, uh, ok…” I said, knowing that wasn’t the right thing to say as soon as I said 

it.  

 

“So! You think it’s OK – why don’t you live here then?” retorted Garima in a nasty 

tone of voice, the menacing glint back in those black eyes.   

 

“Oh, no, Garima…Garima Ma’am”, I stuttered, flustered and not sure what to say. “I 

meant it’s OK for uh, those who can’t afford it, not, uh… a lady like you who deserves 

the best!” 

 

“That’s better”, she replied. “And I’ll soon be out of here, sooner than you think, Mike”, 

looking at me knowingly.  

 



  

And just like that, without any warning, she slapped me, right in front of the group of 

girls, a collective “ooh” rising from them, Garima looking at me with pure disdain and 

contempt.  

 

“Now get moving, boy! Get out of here before I decide to wipe my boots with your face 

for even insinuating I should continue to live here!” she yelled, pointing towards the 

car.  

 

“Oh and…make sure you have your mobile on tomorrow, boy. I’ll be calling you!” she 

said over her shoulder, tossing her long black hair back as she made her way into the 

building.  

 

In a daze, I walked back to the car, squeezing my buttocks desperately to conceal the 

tear, but it was no use.   

 

“Striped”, I heard one of the girls giggle, a pretty little thing, something which caused 

me to redden further, the girl obviously referring to my underwear, which was clearly 

visible by now.  

 

And thus ended my first date with Garima Ma’am, me driving home in a daze, my head 

pounding with disbelief and embarrassment at what had just gone down.  

 

It’s finally happened, I thought! 

 

I’ve found what I’ve been looking for in a lady all these years, and that too in the 

unlikeliest of countries, and most unbelievable of settings.  

 

Just goes to show that you never know what’s just around the corner! 

 

The rest of the evening passed by as if in a trance, me looking at my phone every so 

often, hoping Ma’am would call, but she never did, of course.  

 

I tried watching a couple of movies to take the edge off, and to try and relax, but I 

couldn’t, Garima popping into my mind every time I tried to busy myself with 

something else.  

 

I tried to masturbate, hoping it would relieve my tension somewhat, but though I was 

horny, it just didn’t seem the same without those eyes looking at me.  

 

Without that sexy, dominant voice of hers commanding me to squat in the corner.   

 

Without those slim, strong hands slapping me... 

 

And I soon gave up, opting for a few beers instead, and finally crashed, sleep bringing 

welcome relief from the cornucopia of emotions, thoughts and desires swirling around 

inside my mind.  

 

Sunday dawned and I woke up way earlier than I’d have liked, not having slept as well 

as I’d have liked, waking up intermittently in the night and forcing myself back to sleep 

despite my raging hard on.  



  

 

I’ll try and relax today, I thought. Maybe just go for a long, long drive…Maybe I’ll take 

tomorrow off as well.  

 

And Delhi was a good enough place to do that if you had the money. The Himalayas 

were a short and relaxing drive away from the city, perhaps about seven hours total 

with a powerful car, and it was a world apart from the bustle of the city.  

 

And those of you that have been to the Himalayas during an Indian summer know what 

I’m referring to. It’s sort of like an ice cold, chilled beer after a LONG, tiring and hot 

day, except it recharges the batteries even better if that makes any sense.  

 

Yes, that’s a good idea, I thought. Work won’t be the zoo it is with Garima not coming 

in any longer, and I might just get my mind off her a bit as well.  

 

It was almost six A.M., and the roads would be pretty much empty at this time, though 

not if it were a workday. But it being a Sunday, I could probably get to my planned 

destination Kasauli in about seven hours max if I left in another half an hour.  

 

I started to throw a few essentials into my overnight bag for the trip hurriedly, firing up 

the laptop as I did so, so I could inform the office I wouldn’t be in on Monday, and 

probably a bit late on Tuesday.  

 

And just as I was ready to head out the door after a quick shower, the phone buzzed.  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four 
 

The Trip to Kasauli 

 

 

I didn’t need to look at the phone to know who it was, my heart pounding with every 

ring of the phone, all thoughts of Garima rushing back to my mind in an instant.  

 

Don’t answer the phone, a part of me said. If you answer it now, there’s literally no 

going back, Mike!  

 

She’ll have you totally hooked.  

 

And then you really will be fucked!  



  

 

But another part of me moved towards the phone, wanting to answer it, wanting to hear 

that seductive, sexy voice call me a bitch again.  

 

Wanting to kiss her boots.  

 

Wanting to buy her new things.  

 

Wanting her to… 

 

Torn in indecision, I didn’t answer the phone, the conflicting emotions wrestling 

furiously with each other, neither quite getting the upper hand.  

 

BUZZ! The phone rang again.  

 

Screw it, I thought, excitement getting the better of me. If I’ve always wanted this. Why 

am I backing down now when I’m finally getting what I want?  

 

BUZZ! 

 

I answered, not even bothering to look at the caller ID.  

 

“Good morning, Ma’am”, I meekly said.  

 

“What the hell took you so long, boy? You know your Madam doesn’t like to be kept 

waiting!” chided Garima.  

 

“Uh, Ma’am, I’m sorry, I was…uh, I was…in the bathroom”, I finished weakly.  

 

“In the bathroom, Mike?” she asked in a meaningful tone.  

 

“Yes, Garima Ma’am” 

 

“Oh, I see. Getting a bit frisky in the morning, are we, Mikey boy”, she continued, 

giggling, her voice taking on a different tone, the hidden meaning clear enough.  

 

“Oh, nothing like that, Ma’am”, I said, embarrassed at her insinuations of me 

masturbating in the bathroom. “I was just, just…getting ready”.  

 

“Getting ready?” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am” 

 

“Where are you going so early, boy”, she demanded.  

 

And it was futile to try and lie, the words gushing out of me like water out of a fireman’s 

hose.  

 

“Going with a girl, I suppose” she said, in a nasty tone of voice when I had finished.  

 



  

“Oh, no, Ma’am. I’m going alone” I replied.  

 

“Alone, Mike…?” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am” 

 

“No, you’re not”, she said, laughing out loud, not saying the inevitable, but implying it 

would happen because she wanted it to. And as my conscious mind pondered what she 

had just said, wondering how to respond, my subconscious had no such inhibitions. 

  

“Ma’am, I was actually about to, uh, invite you as well”, I started, not believing what I 

was saying, but saying it all the same.  

 

“Really?” laughed Garima, that mocking tone coming into her voice again.  

 

“Of course, Ma’am”, I said, trying to muster more conviction into my voice.  

 

“Well, hurry up then”, she said. “Be here in exactly one hour, and I’ll be waiting for 

you!” 

 

And with that, she hung up, leaving me with my head spinning. Wasn’t it only a few 

minutes ago that I had decided I was going to wean myself off what had rapidly turned 

into a major addiction?  

 

But although I did not know it (or if I did, I did not consciously acknowledge it) our 

destinies had already become intertwined from the day we met, and there was to be no 

looking back. 

 

Kismet, as they say in India.  

 

Fate, in other words.  

 

But like I said, I just didn’t know it at the time.  

 

Anyway, I ended up picking her up from her place, even though it added an extra hour 

to the drive (would have been quicker for her to just show up at my place), and off we 

went.  

 

Garima was dressed in a white T-shirt, tight blue denim shorts, casual flip-flops, and 

sunglasses, attire that set her figure off perfectly.  

 

I stood outside the passenger door as she emerged from her building, confident and 

beautiful, a sneer present on that lovely face.  

 

I also noticed she had no luggage.  

 

I held the passenger door open for her, but she ignored it, haughtily heading to the back 

door, a vegetable seller looking at us curiously as she passed by, hawking her wares.  

 



  

I held the back door open for her, and she got in wordlessly without looking at me, just 

like I was a driver ordered to drive her around. And her luggage, I wondered. Where is 

it?  

 

“Ma’am, may I get your luggage for you”, I asked timidly as I got into the car, hoping 

not to annoy her.  

 

She didn’t reply, apparently messaging someone on the phone.  

 

“Madam…” I started again.  

 

“I heard you the first time around, you bloody fool! I don’t need any luggage”, she said 

irritably. “Now drive! I don’t want to be here all day!” 

 

And with that, we were off, her occasionally issuing me commands from the back seat.  

 

We had breakfast at a McDonalds on the highway, and made excellent speed, reaching 

the foothills by about 1’ish.  

 

And as we started to ascend, Garima ordered me to stop at the last town before the hills 

started in earnest, a town which was FULL of shopping outlets.  

 

“Now you see why I didn’t need any luggage. Out with your ATM card, bitch!” she 

commanded excitedly. “And come on. Let’s see what I can buy!” 

 

And thus commenced our first shopping spree together, Garima striding ahead in front 

of me, buying up the entire market it seemed, and me trailing behind her carrying her 

shopping bags, trying to ignore the frankly curious stares of the locals.  

 

It’s amazing I still had any money left in my account, I thought ruefully, as we started 

to make our way back to the car.  

 

But things in India are still cheaper compared to back in the U.K., and the salary I 

earned, along with the money from my own business had ensured I had built up a pile 

of savings that wouldn’t be decimated so easily.  

 

We drove along to the hills, our progress becoming slower as the roads narrowed, and 

it became increasingly hard to maintain a steady speed on the ancient, winding roads 

that the British had built during colonial times.  

 

And finally, we arrived in Kasauli around 3 P.M.  

 

I already knew which hotel I wanted to stay in, as I had been to the place before, but 

Garima had other ideas.  

 

“What, me stay in that government hotel”, she exclaimed in disgust, wrinkling her nose 

in that sexy manner only a woman can.  

 



  

“That” hotel was actually a pretty comfortable hotel with excellent room service and 

drinks, but I declined to press the point, instead beginning to ask her where she wanted 

to say, when she shushed me impatiently.  

 

“Just drive, Michael”, she commanded imperiously.  

 

And she soon ordered me to stop outside what looked like a 5 star resort, named (quite 

appropriately I thought)“The Luxury Hill Resort”.  

 

Oh well, I thought. I always wanted to spend my money on a dominant Lady, and I’m 

doing it now!  

 

We parked, and I went inside and got a room, while the bell boy took my carry on to 

the room. The hotel was indeed luxurious, and from the looks of it, Garima had never 

been to such a luxurious hotel, drinking it all in with her eyes.  

 

We had a quick lunch, and she then decided she wanted to try out the spa and massage 

services offered by the hotel.  

 

“And as for you…” 

 

She dismissed me with a curt flick of her fingers.  

 

“Go back to the suite, boy. Or go for a walk, or whatever. I’ll be back after my 

treatment”, she said.  

 

And then, she disappeared into the spa, a blur of flying hair and blue shorts, as I stared 

after her for a while, rooted to the spot.  

 

I finally figured I’d go for a walk. The weather in the hills is always pleasant, and even 

more so in the summers. It was about 4P.M. at the time, and I walked up and down the 

steep trails, working up a good sweat, while enjoying the exercise and the time spent 

outside. 

 

I then returned to the suite around 5:30 P.M., took a shower, and wondered what to do 

for the rest of the evening. Perhaps a beer or two, I thought…but I wasn’t sure of what 

Ma’am had planned, so I remained in the suite, switching channels idly on the television 

set.   

 

It was about 6 P.M. or so when she returned, her face glowing, and a smell of rose petals 

emanating from her.  

 

The spa session certainly seems to have done her a world of good, I thought.  

 

She came into the main room where I was watching TV, snatched the remote from me, 

and turned the T.V. off, sinking into one of the sofas as she did so.  

 

“I had so much fun, Mike”, she said, smiling as she said it.  

 



  

I didn’t say anything, but knew what she was talking about. Spas such as this are 

expensive in India, and the average girl makes do with a trip to the neighbourhood 

beautician, rather than five star spas such as this one.  

 

She waggled her fingernails at me.   

 

“Look at these fingers, boy”, she said, displaying the fresh red coat of nail polish on 

them.  

 

“And here”, she pointed downwards, showing me a pair of soft, pedicured feet. 

 

“Oh and that body massage! It was heaven!” she finished.  

 

“You deserve it, Garima Ma’am”, I said quietly feeling a rush of blood to my loins as 

she said this. Garima being massaged, just as she deserved to be! 

 

Garima being massaged, pampered, while she relaxed… 

 

And as if she knew precisely what was going on in my mind, she stood up abruptly, 

chuckling in a knowing manner.  

 

“In here, boy”, she crocked a finger at me, while moving to the bedroom.  

 

I needed no second invitation and did as she asked. 

 

“Strip, and lie down on the bed, spreading your legs”, she commanded.  

 

I did so, and lay down naked on the bed, my cock pointing skyward, pre-cum dribbling 

from the tip as my fingers itched, wanting to relieve myself.  

 

Garima looked at me, and giggled, drawing a chair up to the bed.  

 

“Where’s your meat, boy? All length and no girth it seems”, she said, squealing with 

laughter while running her fingers nimbly along the outside of my balls, a motion that 

sent waves of pleasure running through me.  

“I’ve always been accustomed to dark, thick cocks, boy”, she continued. “But this…this 

is sort of like a long and pasty needle”, she said, giggling again.  

 

“Would you like an orgasm, Mike? Do you want me to jack you off with both my 

hands”, she said, simulating a masturbatory motion with both her hands.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am! Please, Ma’am!” I said, literally squirming on the bed in pleasure and 

anticipation.  

 

She took my cock (admittedly long and thin) in both hands, and started the up and down 

motion gently.  

 

“Aah” I moaned, as she applied extra pressure to the head of my cock.  

 



  

And suddenly, she took her hands away from my dick, harder than ever. I looked at her 

confused, and she started to rub my chest lightly.  

 

“I only do that to thick cocks, Mike. Thick, dark cocks that…” she cooed in a sexy 

voice.  

 

And with that, she bent forward, and suddenly started sucking my left nipple, something 

I’d never had done to me before, but something that felt so good I thought I was going 

to erupt in pleasure right then.  

 

And just as suddenly she started, she stopped sucking, rising from the chair, and sitting 

on the bed cross legged.  

 

“Go ahead, boy. Jack that dicklet off”, she said, laughing, extending her legs so that her 

feet were staring me directly in the face.  

 

Her soles were shining from the spa treatment, and the toenails were painted light pink, 

and she then crossed one foot over the other, which caused my already hard dick to 

stiffen further.  

 

My hands eagerly moved to my penis, but she stopped me again just as I was about grip 

the head.  

 

“Not like that, boy. Cocks like yours don’t deserve a full grip. Here, grip it like this”, 

she instructed, while making a “pinch” grip with her fingers.  

 

I pinched my cock head between all five fingers, and began to tug up and down the best 

I could, but she stopped me again.  

 

“Only your thumb and forefinger, bitch”, she giggled.  

 

I did as she asked, my humiliation increasing my arousal by leaps and bounds. At this 

point, I probably didn’t even need to touch my penis to cum, such was the level of my 

arousal! 

 

She then moved forward, placing both of those strong feet on my face, and squeezed 

my face hard with her toes, bending forward and expertly flicking my nipples with her 

thumbs as she did so.  

 

And I erupted, unable to control myself any longer, even though I hadn’t even gripped 

my cock by then, except in the thumb and forefinger position as she had instructed.  

 

She moved my fingers away from my cock as the first blast erupted, thus eliminating 

even the little bit of stimulation my two fingers were providing the head of my penis 

with.  

 

“Ahhhh”, I moaned in ecstasy, as I shot a load all over my stomach and balls.   

 



  

“Garima Madam! Ahh, Garima Madam! Garima Madam!”, I repeated, each repetition 

causing another blast of cum to shoot from my cock, as her soles pressed down steadily 

on my entire face.  

 

But there was a reason she had removed my fingers as I started to cum, and I soon 

figured out why.  

 

My orgasm ended rather quickly, and I had that feeling of “unfinished” business that 

comes with a ruined orgasm, sort of like one’s balls aren’t fully emptied.  

 

And that is precisely what has happened to me, a vague sense of frustration enveloping 

me despite my partially relaxed body.  

 

I lay there partially spent and unsatisfied, as Garima removed her feet from my face, a 

triumphant look on her face.  

 

She tossed a few tissues from the nearby tissue box at me, the tissues hitting me in the 

face.  

 

“Clean up, and join me in the living room”, she said curtly, as she swung her legs down, 

and left the room.  

 

I cleaned myself up, and joined her in the main room by the television, where she was 

drinking a bottle of the complementary wine that the hotel had provided, feet up on the 

coffee table.  

 

“Back, little man?” she asked, mockingly.  

 

“Yes Ma’am”, I said, still standing, my penis beginning to harden again at the hidden 

barb despite the orgasm a few minutes ago.  

 

“You really like being with me, don’t you, Mike? To be dominated by your Madam?” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am. I’ve always…” my voice trailed off.  

 

“Always what?” 

 

“Well, I’ve always wanted to be owned by a Lady” I began. “I’ve always…” 

 

“Oh shut up, boy”, said Garima, as if she already knew what I was about to say. “I could 

tell you were a little bitch from the day I met you. And the only question now is whether 

you want me to dominate you for good, Mike”, she continued.  

 

“A simple yes or no will do. If you back out, I’ll be with you till the end of our trip, and 

then leave, and we’ll never see each other again”, said Garima.  

 

“And if you say yes, well, then…” she smirked knowingly, crossing one beautiful 

pedicured foot over the other.  

 



  

“Yes, Garima Ma’am”, I blurted out without even thinking about it, my subconscious 

again making the decision easy for me.  

 

“Can’t stay away from your Madam, can you, little man”, she jeered.  

 

I looked away, shamefaced before this younger woman who was dominating me with 

such ease.. 

 

“Well, Mike, here’s the deal then”, she said, sipping appreciatively on her glass of wine 

as she did so, without waiting for me to respond.  

 

“If you want me to dominate you like I am now, there are a few conditions”, she 

continued as nightfall came all of a sudden as it does in the hills, bringing with a blanket 

of darkness that seemed to envelop the entire town at one shot.  

 

“First, I’m moving out of that crummy place I call home now and into YOUR place”.  

 

“Second, you will serve me financially and otherwise in every way. I will spend your 

money as I see fit, but I may or may not allow you to spend money on what you see fit. 

Understand?” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I said, shaking with excitement internally at what she saying.  

 

“Third, I might provide you with a few orgasms if I want to, but only at my discretion, 

and when I deem it necessary. But you are to pleasure me sexually any time I want it, 

no questions asked.” 

 

I nodded, too excited to frame a response. 

 

“Fourth, you will drive me around and serve me like a Queen at home as well. I will 

not cook, clean, do laundry, or any of that junk! All of that will be YOUR department”, 

she said, looking at me meaningfully as if she expected resistance to this. 

 

There was, as you might expect, none.  

 

“And fifth…? Fifth, you better keep that job of yours, Mr. Vice President”, she giggled.  

I waited. 

 

“So you can support me in the style to which I intend to become accustomed,” she 

added. 

 

There was a brief pause, then:  

 

“Got all that, boy?” she asked, eyes glinting in the darkness like a cat’s, alert and 

probing.  

 

I remained silent for a minute, while my mind processed the enormity of what she had 

just said.  

 

Garima move in with me??  



  

 

Garima controlling my orgasms??  

 

This was going to another level, I thought, a level which I hadn’t really ever 

contemplated.  

 

“Well…” Garima continued.  

 

“What’s it going to be, boy? Wake up!” she said impatiently, tossing the T.V. remote 

at me, the instrument hitting me in the chest and falling to the floor, batteries rolling 

over the floor.  

 

“Yes…Yes, Ma’am”, I stammered, as my subconscious took over yet again.  

 

I was falling, I knew, and falling hard! 

 

“Anything you say, Garima Ma’am! I’m your bitch, Ma’am”, I repeated, shocking to 

hear the words even though I was saying them.  

 

Garima clapped her hands together gleefully.  

 

“That’s what I’m talking about, you little fucking bitch! Repeat what you just said five 

more times, and slap yourself each time you say it!”, she continued, leaning back in the 

sofa comfortably.  

 

I slapped myself hard on the cheek.  

 

“I am Garima Madam’s bitch!” 

 

SLAP! 

 

“I am Garima Madam’s bitch!” 

 

And so I continued, Garima roaring with genuine amusement as I said each word.  

 

“What a fucking loser”, she guffawed, once I was done. “But I always knew that ever 

since I saw you for the first time!” 

 

And it was at that point that I finally realized that this was “made to be”, much like a 

love affair in the movies where the two protagonists are somehow “destined” to meet 

and live happily ever after.  

 

But though I realized that much, I still didn’t have an inkling of what awaited me a few 

weeks later.  

 

That night went by in a blur after that. We ate dinner, and went to bed soon after, Garima 

spreading herself comfortably on the bed, and soon snoring contently, while I lay like 

a church dormouse, crouched up in the other corner of the bed.  

 

***** 



  

 

Monday morning dawned early as mornings usually do high up in the mountains, the 

sun breaking through the dusk in a picturesque kaleidoscope of colours.  

 

I was up early to watch the sunrise, as I had planned to the night before.  

 

It was so beautiful, I thought, wondering if I should take an early morning walk while 

Ma’am slept.  

 

But it was not to be, Ma’am stirring irritably soon thereafter.  

 

“What the…” she started in a groggy and cranky manner.  

 

“You stupid fuck” she continued. “Was it really necessary to wake me up this early in 

the morning??” 

 

I cringed as she said the words, knowing that I must have inadvertently woken her up 

as I arose from the bed.  

 

She must be a light sleeper, I thought, though not going on the evidence of the snores 

last night.  

 

Garima laid back down irritably on the bed, ordering me to be silent and shut her eyes 

again as I hurriedly pulled the curtains back to their original position, blocking out the 

sun which was starting to shine brightly by now.  

 

And as she lay there, trying to go back to sleep again, an idea struck me.  

 

I quietly went over to the foot of her bed, and lowered my gaze, and started massaging 

her shins and ankles as she lay there, tenderly massaging them as if I was a devoted 

slave massaging a haughty Queen’s feet.  

 

Madam looked at me with annoyance as soon I touched her ankle, raising her foot to 

kick me off the bed, but I continued the massage on her other shin, bracing for the kick 

all the while.  

It never came, though.  

 

Slowly, Garima lowered her foot back down.  

 

“Chal, daba”, she muttered under her breath (come on, massage), as she turned over on 

her stomach, and presented her left calf to be, her left foot falling right on to my groin, 

or erect penis to be exact, the arch pronounced, and the toes tight at the base of my 

penis, almost as if she was trying to cut the blood circulation off.  

 

I ignored the discomfort, my penis rock hard despite the pressure of her foot, and bent 

to my task, intent on pleasing her.  

 

And soon, Garima was fast asleep, her foot on my lap, snoring like a baby again.  

 

I was restless to go outdoors, but I didn’t dare move, lest Ma’am arise again.  



  

 

And so I remained, until about 9 A.M. or so, massaging Garima’s feet, until she finally 

awoke.  

 

We ordered breakfast, and I wondered if we could go out for a walk now.  

 

“May we walk outdoors for a while, Ma’am”, I timidly ventured. “It’s so pretty 

outside!” 

 

“Oh, it’s so pretty, isn’t it, you idiot?” Garima looked up her toast, and mimicked me 

mockingly.  

 

“No, you may not! I’m not interested in walking outdoors right now. I walk more than 

my fair share back home, and I’m here to relax”, she continued.  

 

“I have plans for you to drive me to a few nearby places. You might not want to go to 

them, but…oh, that’s rule #6. Never argue with Garima Madam!”she chortled.  

 

“Here, look at me boy”, she suddenly said, as I remained seated on the chair opposite 

her, where she was eating comfortably with her feet up on my lap as I grabbed a few 

bites when I could.  

 

I did so, and she suddenly spat out what was in her mouth, pieces of masticated toast, 

butter and saliva all striking me with surprising force on my face.  

 

“That’s what you get for even daring to argue with Madam”, she giggled. “Now shush!” 

 

And soon thereafter, we headed off to a small town nearby, about 25 to 30 Kilometres 

drive from Kasauli, all plans of a long morning walk dashed.  

 

That’s pretty much how the rest of our day went, with me obeying Garima Ma’am’s 

every command, most of which had to do with pulling out wads of cash from the 

ATM’s.  

 

Boy, this is some trip, I thought. The entire backseat of the car will be filled with all the 

shopping she’s done, and that’s after what’s already in the trunk.  

 

Not to mention the workout I’m getting walking up and down the hills with this plethora 

of bags, I thought. No wonder Madam told me to shut up when I wanted to go for a 

walk in the morning.  

 

But, despite my increasing servitude to Garima, I also felt a sense of innate fulfilment, 

looking at this confident Indian girl spend my hard earned and well deserved money as 

if it was hers.   

 

This is it, I thought. This is what I’ve always wanted! 

 

And so sped by the vacation to Kasauli, with us doing exactly as Garima desired, and 

me pandering to her every whim, much like a devoted slave would for his owner.   

 



  

We woke up early on Tuesday morning, and reached Delhi by about 5 P.M. or so, traffic 

being heavier this time.  

 

I dropped Garima off at her place first. We had agreed the night before that I’d move 

her out of her current apartment into mine on Wednesday after work, and she made sure 

to remind me of the impending move.  

 

“Don’t forget, boy”, she said waggling her index finger she as headed into her building.  

 

She left the shopping bags in the car, which was a smart move, as it didn’t make sense 

to lug them all up to her place, and then back down into the car, and into mine again.  

 

“Might as well have you expend your energy once, boy”, she giggled. “Bye for now, 

Mikey! I had a wonderful trip!” 

 

With those words, she disappeared into the building, heels (that she purchased on the 

trip) glittering and clacking on the dirty floor, set off perfectly by the mini-skirt she was 

wearing.  

 

And I headed back to my own luxurious apartment, exhausted from the long drive, and 

still dazed by the events of the entire trip. I lugged her bags into the elevators, having 

to make three trips in all to get all the shopping in the house.  

 

And finally I was done, and I closed the door, collapsing onto the couch with a cold 

beer, something I hadn’t been able to do the entire trip, mostly because Garima didn’t 

want me drinking beer regularly.  

 

“You’re getting fat”, I remembered her mocking me on the last night we were in 

Kasauli. “Remember those trousers, Mikey?” 

 

And so forth. 

 

But I needed a beer at the time, and I got one.  

Who knows what awaits me next, I thought in an exhausted frame of mind, chugging 

the beer as I thought.  

 

Who knows if I’ll even drink beer again once she moves in, or just very occasionally, 

whenever Ma’am permits me to (a suspicion which of course proved well founded).  

 

Tomorrow’s another day, I thought sleepily. Another day! 

 

These thoughts whirling through my mind, I finally went to bed and slept like a log, 

only being woken up by the alarm clock the next morning.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five 
 

Garima Moves In 

 

 

I made it in to the office early Wednesday morning, mindful of all the work piling up, 

but also still tired from the exhaustions of the past two days.  

 

What was supposed to be a relaxing trip was quite the opposite, I thought, as I wearily 

settled down into my chair.  

 

As I thought, Raman was thrilled at the fact that Garima quit.  

 

“But doesn’t she want her salary” he asked.  

 



  

“Um, yeah, just transfer whatever due’s to her, Raman and let’s be done with the whole 

story”, I said swallowing hard. Little did he know I had already paid her three months’ 

worth of salary myself! 

 

It will provide Ma’am with a nice little surprise when she wakes up, I thought.  

 

The time was just 8:30 A.M. 

 

Too early for her.  

 

Too early, at least, for her to get up, while the person bankrolling her (me) made it in 

to work at 7:30 A.M. today, I thought.  

 

As it should be! 

 

And the day rolled on by, as I started to take care of all the issues that had piled up in 

my absence, client calls and following up with my sales team taking up a major portion 

of the day.  

 

Garima called around 11 A.M, clearly happy with the transfer of monies which had 

shown up in her account.  

 

“Well, hello, my ATM card”, she cooed invitingly. “How’s  my little bitch doing 

today?” 

 

Without waiting for me to respond, she continued.  

 

“I slept well last night. But I’ll be hungry soon, boy. Domino’s has a new style of pizza 

they’re trying to popularize here in India, a.k.a tandoori pizza, and I’d like to try it. 

Order for me, Mr. Vice President!” 

 

And with that, she slammed the phone down, still giggling.  

 

The “tandoori” pizza was a “mix” of Indian food and pizza, with tandoori flavoured 

kebabs on top of the actual pizza.  

I much prefer my food to be “either or” i.e. either Western or Indian, but these “fusions” 

are generally a bad idea, unless we’re talking cultures that have been experimenting 

with this type of food for generations, such as in Goa, for instance, where the food is 

always usually a mix of Portuguese and Indian tastes.  

 

But I clearly wasn’t in the majority here as this sort of pizza was a huge hit with the 

younger generation in India, a sort of status symbol, or a “step up”, or what have you.  

 

And it didn’t matter, I reminded myself. Ma’am ordered it, and that’s that.  

 

I ordered her pizza, waiting for her to call me later, but she never did.  

 

And as I sank back in my chair after my own rather sparse lunch, I felt an increasing of 

sense of being used, perhaps even abused.  

 



  

My rational mind kept telling me that this girl would destroy me and then move on to 

someone else once I couldn’t support her extravagances any longer. And at the rate at 

which she spent money, that might not take too long.   

 

But logic doesn’t always win out over emotion, as you might well imagine.  

 

And soon enough it was quitting time, and I headed over to Garima’s place to move her 

over, a feeling of “oh no, this is the final step” passing through me as I parked the car 

in front of her building, coupled with a strange sense of excitement coursing through 

my veins.  

 

I called her to let her know I was there, but she wouldn’t answer, leaving me wondering 

what was going on.  

 

And a few minutes later, out she strode in all her glory, dressed in denim shorts and a 

T-shirt, a huge grin on her face, hair flying behind her, eyes triumphant as usual, and a 

pair of tennis shoes on her feet (without socks, I must add).  

 

She passed by me without even bothering to say hi, tossing a pair of rusty keys at me 

as she did so.  

 

They hit me in the face, and I bent to pick them up while she got in the car.  

 

“Hurry up with the moving, boy”, she called from the car, while absently checking her 

make up in the rear view mirror, as if she was asking a servant to bring her bags down.  

 

And thinking about it, that is pretty much what I had been reduced to at that point.  

 

There wasn’t that much stuff, I noticed. At least Garima had been good enough to stuff 

her things into a bunch of bags, which lay there forlornly by the door, waiting for their 

new home.  

 

It took me a couple of trips to get all the bags in the car, but I finally made it, and we 

were on our way back to my place soon thereafter.  

We reached my place around 8P.M. or so, and I drove past the security gates, the guards 

looking at Garima curiously.  

 

Garima, meanwhile, was enjoying the entire experience.  

 

“Ah, what a nice apartment complex, Michael”, she commented. “I love the way it’s 

been set up; so well maintained, clean, and…high class”, she went on.  

 

“And that’s what I deserve, boy. Except I’m going to be living better than most of the 

women here, as my servant is more devoted to me than theirs are”, she said, giggling 

hysterically as she said so.  

 

For those that are wondering about what she meant by other ladies having servants, 

well, servants are deeply ingrained into Indian culture. For whatever reason, it is 

considered “beneath” oneself to cook, clean, or do housework, and you’ll often find 



  

that even households with incomes that can only be classified as “modest” have a 

servant to perform these tasks for them, India’s poverty making it possible.  

 

But while those servants might cook, clean, provide the occasional massage etc., they 

certainly weren’t referred to as “Madam’s bitch”.  

 

And they certainly weren’t expected to provide for the family, as I was! 

 

These thoughts in my mind, we travelled up to the tenth floor of the high rise building 

in which I lived, Garima taking the initiative by pressing the elevator buttons with her 

long, nimble fingers.  

 

Ah, those fingers, I thought as I remembered how expertly they manipulated my 

previously non-receptive nipples in Kasauli! 

 

We entered the flat soon thereafter, a massive hard on poking through my trousers, 

Garima seemingly oblivious to all of it.  

 

I got her bags, which took me a couple of more trips up and down, while she inspected 

the apartment in its entirety, evidently liking what she saw.  

 

I set the final set of bags down on the sofa gently, and closed the main door.  

 

We were home! 

 

But it wasn’t time to sit back and relax as you might think. 

 

The adventure was only just starting! 

 

“Michael, I’ve been looking at your bedroom”, said Garima. “It’s the largest and nicest 

room of all, and that’s the room I’ll use for my bedroom”.  

 

“Good idea, don’t you think?” she continued, without waiting for me to answer.  

“Lots of cupboard space, lots of closets…all perfect for my ever growing collection of 

clothes”, she giggled, obviously referring to the shopping we’d been doing thus far for 

her.  

 

“Yes...Ma’am”, I began, not sure that this was what I really wanted. I somehow had the 

impression we’d be sleeping in the same room, sort of like we had in Kasauli, but this 

wasn’t what my Madam had in mind.  

 

I must have not sounded too convinced at that point, and Garima noticed this.  

 

“Michael…” she began, raising her forefinger in a warning sort of manner, much like 

a school teacher might when instructing a pupil.  

 

“Oh yes, Ma’am”, I hurriedly blurted out. “Yes, Garima Madam, that would be great! 

I’ll, uh… I’ll sleep in that room over there” I said, pointing to the guest room, which 

was quite sparsely appointed compared to the other rooms.  

 



  

“Well, we can put your stuff in there at any rate”, giggled Garima, clearly enjoying her 

new sense of ownership. “You don’t have that many clothes anyway, do you boy?” 

 

Put my stuff over there? What did she mean? I’d still be sleeping with her on the same 

bed? 

 

Anyway, she was right. I didn’t have that many clothes, and what I did have would all 

fit into one cupboard.  

 

And so went by the evening, me helping Garima move all her clothes into the bedroom, 

arrange her shoes on the shoe rack the way she wanted it, and so forth.  

 

We had dinner around 10:30P.M, and Garima decided to call it a night.  

 

“Well, good night, Michael”, she said sleepily, collapsing on the center of the bed, 

stretching luxuriously, enjoying the soft feel of the bedding.  

 

“Oh, but before you go…” she continued.  

 

Go? Where was I to go?? 

 

“Rub my feet till I fall asleep. I enjoyed your foot massage the other morning, and I 

want another now. Do it with some lotion this time”, she continued.  

 

I grabbed a bottle of lotion from the bathroom, and made my way over to the foot of 

the bed, thinking I’d sit on it with her feet in my lap, but she impatiently waved me 

away.  

 

“Get me that pillow, boy”, she said, pointing to one of the pillows. “And put my feet 

on it!” 

 

“Actually, two pillows”, she went on.  

I got her the two pillows she wanted, and put each foot on a different pillow, and waited, 

wondering where I’d sit while massaging her feet. There was no room left at the foot 

of the bed, as she had stretched out fully.  

 

“Daba, na”, she said irritably. “And turn the light off!” 

 

I did so, and knelt in front of the large foot board at the foot of the bed, that being the 

only way I could get to both of her feet, and started the massage, Garima relaxing as I 

did so.  

 

“Oh and one more thing, boy”, I suddenly heard her say about ten minutes or so into 

the massage.  

 

“I know you’ll have to wake up early in the morning to go to work. But, make sure you 

don’t disturb me. I don’t like being woken up early!” 

 



  

“Yes, Garima Madam”, I responded obediently, her request not sounding unreasonable 

at the least. After all, why should my Madam be woken up when her servant was the 

one that had to go to work!? 

 

And so our lives settled into a similar routine over the next few days. I’d wake up every 

morning, quietly get dressed and go to work making sure not to wake Garima. I’d also 

leave a good bit of cash around so she could do as she pleased when she woke up.  

 

At night, I’d rub her feet until she slept, and then go to sleep in the room I had been 

“allotted” to.  

 

But I forgot to mention the calls in the middle of the day.  

 

Madam would often call me home in the middle of the day, sometimes around 

lunchtime, sometimes earlier; all depends on when the whim struck her, and not because 

she needed money either.  

 

And it sometimes took me hours to get back to the office, not just because Garima 

demanded my time, but also  because of the ponderous Delhi traffic that made it nigh 

impossible to get anywhere in a hurry.  

 

The office staff was curious about where I kept disappearing, but I was senior enough 

for not many people to question me directly over it. And more importantly, I usually 

ended up spending extra hours in the office to cover the “time off”, so it was generally 

overlooked for the most part.  

 

Anyhow, it was Friday morning, around 11:30 or so when she did this for the first time.  

 

I was busy in a meeting, and didn’t answer the phone until the third or fourth ring, but 

rushed to do so once I saw who was calling.  

 

“What took you so long, boy?” 

“Uh, I was busy…”, I responded, hoping she wouldn’t make me say “Ma’am” in front 

of my whole team that was sitting there annoyed at the fact I was answering my own 

phone, breaking my own rule of not tending to personal calls during meetings.  

 

“No Ma’am, huh”, giggled Garima. “You must be with those jokers”, she said, laughing 

out loud.  

 

“Be here in another hour. And don’t argue!” she said, hanging up as she said so, the 

conversation terminating as abruptly as it had started.  

 

And as if in a trance, I did as she commanded, wrapping up the meeting shortly 

thereafter, and making the long drive back to Delhi, wondering what was up.  

 

I reached home, let myself in (it was beneath Garima Ma’am to actually open doors 

unless she really needed to).  

 

My regular maid Chameli was there, finishing up her work, about to leave. She was a 

young, bored looking woman around Garima’s age, whom I had employed soon after I 



  

joined the company, mostly so I didn’t have to bother with cleaning the apartment after 

work.  

 

And she did a fairly decent job at it, and so even though I suspected she slacked off a 

lot at times, I let it go, never bothering to replace her. 

 

She’d normally greet me with the Indian equivalent of “Good Morning, Sir”, mostly a 

formality before she plodded off to spend the next couple of hours cleaning up. Nothing 

too exciting, as you might imagine.  

 

But I sensed something different about her today, though I wasn’t sure what.  

 

I didn’t have the opportunity to think about it further, though as she soon left without 

even a hurried greeting as usual.  

 

Was there a touch of scorn in her face, I wondered, as she slammed the door hard while 

leaving, something she never did.  

 

But I didn’t have too much time to think about it, as Garima called me into the bedroom.  

 

“Boy!” she bellowed, as if she was a Victorian era Queen summoning a lowly boot-

boy.  

 

I made my way to the bedroom, where Garima lay comfortably on the bed, feet crossed, 

leaning back on a large pillow, wearing a short pink negligee, which went up to her 

thighs.  

 

She was not wearing any panties, which was something I had noticed the last night 

while massaging her feet, but I didn’t think much of it at the time.  

 

“There you are, you little bitch!” she greeted me, looking at me quizzically, that steady 

stare of hers boring through my being.  

 

“I was talking to the maid today”, she continued, as if that was the most natural 

explanation to give for ordering me out of the office in the middle of the day.  

 

“Uh, yes Ma’am”, I said, not sure how to respond.  

 

“How long have you employed Chameli for, Mike?” 

 

“Uh, about five years, ever since I moved to India, Ma’am” 

 

“And you didn’t think of giving her a raise, did you”, she continued in a normal tone of 

voice.  

 

“No, Ma’am”, I responded. She was right, but I had hired her at a higher salary than 

most maids make her, and I wasn’t that impressed with her work anyway.  

 

Garima said nothing, just looking at me funnily.  

 



  

“And you’ve been sneaking glances at her feet, haven’t you boy”, she asked.  

 

“Oh, no, Ma’am”, I began, hoping she wouldn’t notice the lie.  

 

She was right; Chameli had a beautiful figure, light brown skin, and nice feet as well; 

I’d often try and catch a glimpse of her backside when she bent over to the dusting, and 

I’d often look at her upper back, so tantalizingly covered by the sari she wore to work.  

 

And of course, her feet, as Garima Madam had just pointed out!  

 

“I asked you a question, boy”, roared Garima suddenly, all thoughts of Chameli 

disappearing from my mind in an instant. “Be honest, you fucking idiot!” she continued 

angrily.  

 

“Now, did you, or did you not…” she started again.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am! I do look at Chameli’s feet every so often, Ma’am! I’m, uh, sorry Garima 

Madam”, I stammered, not sure what I was apologizing for, but saying it to be on the 

safe side anyway.  

 

“You do, do you”, she smirked knowingly. “What do you like about her feet, boy?” 

 

“They’re so rough and uncared for, Ma’am. Those cracked heels, those tired looking 

arches…” I swallowed, not believing I was actually saying all this.  

 

“She…She…Ma’am, she deserves someone at her feet daily”, I continued.  

 

“Hmm…” Garima was looking at me with a sardonic expression, but her voice belied 

her expression, sweet and welcoming.  

“And her backside…you love her tight ass, don’t you Mike?” she continued in a sweet 

tone.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I said, my erection trying to spring out of my pants.  

 

“Over here”, said Garima quietly, beckoning me over to the bed. “Off with those 

clothes!” 

 

I stripped, and she ordered me to lay down on my back much like she had done in 

Kasauli.  

 

“My little Mike likes his maid, doesn’t he”, she continued mockingly, swinging her 

legs up again so her unwashed soles were right in my face, the long legs clearly visible.  

 

Much like in Kasauli, but the difference was that I could see up to her ass here, and she 

was clearly not wearing any panties! 

 

What must be under that negligee, I thought, trying to sneak a glance beyond her thighs 

my cock so hard you could have hung a flag on it at that point.  

 

And as I did so, I felt a gentle slap on my face.  



  

 

“Not there, boy. Servants look at their owner’s feet, not their…”, said Garima in a soft, 

yet commanding tone.  

 

“Yes Ma’am”, I responded hoarsely, shivering with lust, all thoughts of the office 

forgotten by then though it must have been 1PM already.  

 

“Chameli told me all about you, boy”, continued Garima, gently touching my nipples 

as she said so.  

 

Her touch felt like a wand, causing waves of desire to pulsate through my body.  

 

“Oh Ma’am…”, I gasped, wanting nothing more than to touch my cock at that point.  

 

“Chameli ji”, continued Garima, waggling her feet in my face, “ji” being a Hindi term 

that is often used to indicate respect towards the person it is being used for.  

 

“Think about Chameli…ji”, she went on. “Those feet, boy. That slim, angular waist…” 

 

“Ahhh”, I moaned, trying to touch my cock again, but she slapped my hand away.  

 

And this must have gone on for at least seven to eight minutes more, before she finally 

motioned to my penis, a clear indication for me to jack off.  

 

I needed no more further invitation, furiously squeezing my cock head the way Madam 

had instructed me to, knowing I’d shoot a massive load soon.  

 

I reached the point of no-return shortly thereafter, my entire body arching with pleasure 

in anticipation of the coming orgasm.  

 

But it never happened, as I felt a sudden pressure in my perennial region.  

 

I furiously stroked, willing the orgasm to happen, but it never did, my cock softening, 

a dribble of cum leaking out of it, as my arousal started to die down.  

 

Madam has pressed that nerve, I thought, frustrated beyond belief at that point at the 

denial of the orgasm that had been building up for so long!  

 

There is a specific nerve ending under a man’s nuts which when pressed can halt an 

orgasm straight out, and Garima Madam obviously knew this, I thought, the pent up 

desire causing a headache to slowly build as I digested what had just happened.  

 

“Chameli ji, huh” continued Garima mockingly, swinging her legs down from the bed.   

 

Suddenly, she whacked me contemptuously across the side of the head.  

 

“What a fucking loser you are, Mike”, she exclaimed. “You know, you could have 

asked her, and she’d be more than happy to let you kiss her feet and make love to them!” 

 

“But no…” she continued in a mocking sort of way.  



  

 

“You’re such a pansy that you can’t even ask a woman permission to massage her feet. 

A maid, at that!” she said, throwing her head back and laughing.  

 

“Anyway, I’ve ordered Chameli not to come in from tomorrow, boy… or, actually, to 

come in one last time tomorrow”, said Garima.  

 

“Huh??” I said not understanding why she had fired the maid.  

 

“Because I’m tired of having another girl around the house in the mornings, especially 

one whose feet you’ve been lusting over” she said, looking at me meaningfully.  

 

“But more importantly, because I think you’ll do a far better job of it than she does. 

After all we tend to keep our own houses clean to the extreme, don’t we Mike”, she 

went on, making sure to emphasize the word “own”.  

 

“And plus, you’re my bitch, aren’t you Michael. Nothing more natural for a bitch than 

to clean the place up, is there now, Mikey boy?” she said, giggling with amusement.  

 

I started to respond, but she cut me short.  

 

“Off with you to the office now, boy!” she said curtly. “See you later…bitch!” 

 

And I showed up back at the office an hour or so later, frustrated, my head throbbing 

like a drum at a rock concert.  

What on earth have I got myself into, I wondered! 

 

But even with the orgasm denials, even with all the new ways she was coming up with 

to humiliate me, I knew fully well that I was hooked, and would do anything to keep 

this “adventure” going.  

 

It can’t last forever, Mike, I thought to myself. Enjoy it while you can.  

 

Little did I know at that point… 

 

HA! 

 

Anyway, that Friday passed by pretty fast, with me cleaning up the bathrooms, toilet 

and kitchen after work, while Garima stood behind me inspecting my every move, and 

admonishing me for missing a spot here, or neglecting a stain there.  

 

Luckily the place wasn’t that dirty, but it wasn’t that clean either; Chameli usually just 

performed a perfunctory job so as to make the place “look” clean, and I never really 

cared to tell her to put some heart into it, figuring I was getting domestic help for cheap.  

 

After that, we both took a shower, and I slipped into some comfortable pajamas, while 

Garima put on another one of those sheer negligees, with nothing at all under it.  

 

And then, we watched a movie together (a romantic comedy of Garima’s choosing that 

I’d normally never watch, being more of an action guy myself), or rather, with me at 



  

the end of the couch with Garima’s feet in my lap, as she sipped from a glass of wine, 

and I made do with water.  

 

I must admit that I could care less what the film was about at that point, as my attention 

was completely focused on her lovely bare feet and legs, sneaking glimpses of her ass 

as she occasionally shifted positions.  

 

I think she must have noticed what I was doing, as I noticed that glint come into her 

eyes once again, but she didn’t say anything at the time.  

 

Finally, we ordered Chinese takeaway for dinner, ate, and then started preparing for 

bed, Garima’s “preparation” being to flop down lazily on the bed as I busied myself 

tidying up, and doing all the little chores that need to get done in a household before 

bedtime. 

 

The wine had relaxed her quite a bit, and she was lying quietly on the bed when I came 

into the bedroom, wondering if I could get her anything.  

 

I noticed that she had a half amused, half thoughtful look on her face. Ma’am must be 

thinking about something, I thought. 

 

“Michael…you know I was thinking…” she began as I prepared to sit down on the bed 

beside her, hopeful that she would allow me to sleep in my own bed with her tonight.  

“Not there”, she giggled, pointing to her feet. “Be a good boy, and sit at the foot of the 

bed, and rub my feet as we talk”, she said, punching me playfully on the shoulder as 

she said it.  

 

I did as she asked, but turned the lights out as I got up, knowing how much she enjoyed 

getting her feet massaged in a relaxed atmosphere.  

 

“Little Michael”, she commented as I started rubbing her feet.  

 

“You really like to serve me, don’t you Michael? Being my bitch turns you on more 

than anything else in the world, doesn’t it?” 

 

She lifted one foot in the dark as she asked the question, bringing her left sole level 

with my face for a minute. And though the room was quite dark, I still thought I saw 

that glint in her eyes again, albeit for just a minute as it was replaced by sleepiness.  

 

The dim sight of her bare sole dissolved any reluctance I might have had to answer in 

less than a second.  

 

“Yes, Garima Madam! Being allowed to serve you is a great honor, Madam! And yes, 

it does turn me on, Ma’am!” I replied, gently picking up her right foot and placing a 

kiss on the center of her sole.  

 

In response, she held the other foot up, and I dutifully kissed the other sole.  

 

She giggled and continued:  

 



  

“I know that normal vanilla sex doesn’t turn you on, Mike. But I’m different. I like to 

be fucked by a real man every so often”, she continued.  

 

“By a man with a thick, hard penis that knows how to use it, and doesn’t need me to 

humiliate him to keep him hard while he fucks me”.  

 

“By a man who treats me as a woman once in a while, rather than a Goddess”, she 

continued.  

 

“Don’t get me wrong, Michael. I enjoy our current relationship very much, and 

wouldn’t switch it for all the real men in the world, but I sometimes prefer having my 

cake and eating it too”.  

 

I listened with growing apprehension, wondering what she was up to now.  

 

Surely she didn’t mean what she said about other men. Surely not…? 

 

“Oh, don’t worry boy. You’ll find out soon enough”, she laughed sleepily.  

 

“Now, rub my feet until I fall asleep after which you may sleep in this bed tonight, but 

only if you stick to the side and give me my own space”, she giggled.  

 

What she really meant is she would hog 99% of the bed, while I’d squeeze myself into 

the remaining 1%, if even that.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I responded meekly, as I massaged her feet.  

 

“Good boy”, she said, half asleep by now. “Tomorrow…” 

 

“Tomorrow…” she began again, and all I heard after that was deep, steady breathing 

from her side of the bed.  

 

Tomorrow?? What’ll happen tomorrow, I wondered while continuing the massage.  

 

What can happen that hasn’t already?!! 

 

And I massaged her feet in the darkness for a while longer as she entered a state of deep 

sleep, and once I was sure she was fast asleep, I removed her feet carefully from my 

lap and placed them on the bed reverently.  

 

I then went to the vacant side of the bed, and curled up into a ball, trying to fall asleep.  

 

Sleep eluded me for a while though, my mind busy with fear and anticipation of what 

was going to happen tomorrow.  

 

And then finally, as usually happens, I fell asleep in the early hours of the morning, 

sleep cloaking my mind like a dark, heavy, blanket, blocking out all external thoughts.  

 

And before I knew it, it was Saturday morning, and I arose early as is my wont.  

 



  

I made myself some coffee while Garima slept, being careful not to awaken her. I then 

busied myself with some chores, and took a quick shower, and sat down on the couch 

to read the morning paper, at which point the door-bell trilled loudly.  

 

Oh, crap, I thought, tossing the paper aside hastily. No-one’s due this early, the maid’s 

been fired (and even if she wasn’t, she never came in on weekends), and most of all, 

Garima Ma’am is going to get pissed off at being so rudely awakened.  

 

Cursing under my breath, I went to see who it was, checking on Garima as I went. And 

my worst fears were confirmed; she was sitting up in bed, one foot crossed over the 

other.  

 

But funnily enough, she wasn’t looking upset, or even that sleepy.  

 

Confused, I stared at her, as the door-bell rang again.  

 

“Go get the door, bitch”, Garima commanded, a hint of terseness appearing in her voice. 

“Does it have to ring the entire fucking day before you answer it?” 

 

I hurried over to the door, and unlocked it, wondering who it was.  

 

And surprise of all surprises, it was Chameli, standing there in her usual sweaty sari.  

 

“Good Morning, Chameli”, I began. 

 

She just stood there, staring at me oddly. This was definitely not the Chameli I had 

come to know over the years, subservient and meek on the outside, and most definitely 

polite to a fault.  

 

“You can come in on Monday and I’ll…” I went on; meaning to tell her that I’d pay 

her what was due her on Monday.  

 

“Chameli! Come here!” I heard Garima call from the bedroom.  

 

How does she know it’s her, I wondered, not sure what to make of this.  

 

And as I stood there wondering, Chameli literally brushed past me as if I was a fly on 

the wall, making sure to step on my bare right toe with her dirty sandal as she made her 

way to the bedroom.  

 

“Ouch”, I exclaimed in pain, as she looked back, grinning with purpose, making her 

way to the bedroom.  

 

What on earth is going on, I wondered. The Chameli I know would be down on her 

knees in a minute offering to bandage my toe, offering apologies and such…in short, 

anything, but this sort of behaviour! 

 

“Boy!” rang out Garima Madam’s voice again, much as it did when she had summoned 

Chameli to her room, except this time far more strident and commanding.  

 



  

I hurried over to the bedroom, where Chameli was standing respectfully by Garima’s 

side, as a chambermaid might by her Queen’s side.  

 

“Chameli, sit down on that chair”, commanded Garima.  

 

“Yes, Madam”, she responded shyly. Yet another arcane, mystifying and humiliating 

aspect of Indian social life is that domestic help are generally not permitted to sit on the 

same furniture as their employers do, generally expected to squat on the floors if they 

need to take a break, or otherwise rest.  

 

She sat down on the padded chair by the window, while I stood looking uncomfortably 

at the two of them, wondering what was going on.  

 

“And you, boy!” said Garima forcefully, her voice cutting through the air like a 

whiplash.  

 

“Squat over there”, she ordered me, pointing at the floor beneath the chair where 

Chameli was sitting, enjoying what was going on.  

 

 I hesitated, not sure if I wanted to debase myself in front of my maid of all people.  

 

“Mike…” Garima Madam’s voice rang out in that warning and meaningful manner, her 

eyes cutting through me like a scythe. “Do it, you fucking bitch!” 

 

And just as I had in my own office, I squatted down Indian style on the floor of my own 

bedroom, the two women smirking down at me and exchanging glances.  

 

“Chameli, I’m sorry I’m asking you to leave”, said Garima, not sounding sorry at all.  

 

“Oh no, Madam”, she responded respectfully, her attitude when talking to Garima 

markedly different from what it had been thus far with me that morning.  

 

“But I’ve got Mike as my bitch now”, continued Garima, giggling. “And he can do all 

the housework from now. After all he kept complaining he didn’t like your work, didn’t 

he?” 

 

“Oh yes, Garima Ma’am”, responded Chameli enthusiastically, launching into a 

passionate diatribe in Hindi about how tough an employer I was to work for.  

 

I could barely believe what I was hearing. I paid this girl more than what she would 

normally make elsewhere, had employed her for years, and she was this dissatisfied 

with me! 

 

“And of course, he looks at me all day”, finished Chameli, referring to the sneaky 

glances I passed her way while she worked, causing my cheeks to redden with shame 

as I squatted in the uncomfortable position Garima had ordered me to.  

 

They both glared at me for a while before Garima said something to Chameli in Hindi 

which I couldn’t fully understand.  

 



  

Chameli got up with a smile, and re-appeared with an old, stiff broom with hard bristles 

and a long handle. She used it a lot when cleaning the foyers, I remembered. What is 

she bringing it in here for?  

 

“Boy!” rang out Garima’s voice from the bed, as she lolled back comfortably on the 

pillows ordering proceedings like a Queen might in her chambers.  

 

“Get down on all fours boy, with your arse up in the air. That’s right, arse up”, as I 

raised my ass up in the air, while Chameli burst out laughing.  

 

I stayed in that position for a few minutes, grateful they couldn’t look me in the eye at 

that point, and even more grateful I had my pajamas on. At least I wasn’t butt naked in 

front of my maid servant! 

 

“Mike, here’s Chameli’s parting gift for you” giggled Garima.  

 

WHACK! I felt a stinging sensation across my ass cheeks, as if it had been whipped in 

several areas.  

 

“What…” I started to exclaim in pain and shock, but Garima stopped me.  

 

“Not a word from you, bitch!” 

 

WHACK! As the second blow landed, I realized Chameli was using the bristle end of 

the broom to whip me with. It was an old broom with the bristles made of sharp bamboo, 

and used correctly, it could really hurt a person.  

 

WHACK! The third blow landed, Chameli’s strong shoulders providing lots of power 

behind the blow. I gritted my teeth, trying to endure the pain without screaming out 

loud. This isn’t so bad, I thought. I can endure this.  

 

“AHHH!!” 

 

And just as I thought that, I screamed out aloud with genuine pain. Pain that caused the 

entire room to swim before my eyes. Pain that was way, way more excruciating than 

anything I’d ever felt before in my entire life.  

 

My arms buckled, and I collapsed on one side, the pain so overwhelming I could barely 

breathe.  

 

And as the waves of agony receded, I heard both of them giggling.  

 

“Yes, by accident Madam”, giggled Chameli. “I’m so…I’m so sorry, Madam”, she 

continued, and much like Garima, she didn’t sound sorry at all.  

 

“Oh, accidents happen”, chortled Garima. “Maybe this’ll teach him that maids are 

human too, not just robots.” 

 

And as I started to get up into a standing position, Chameli pushed me down again with 

her foot, so that I lay spread-eagled on my back on the floor, her foot on my chest.  



  

 

She then moved forward, and placed her entire left foot firmly on my face, the stench 

from her soles nauseating, a mixture of dirt, floor cleaners, detergents, and what-not.  

 

“So Mike, I think an apology is due, don’t you think?” I heard Garima say.  

 

“Yes, Madam. Yes, Garima Madam!” I said from beneath Chameli’s feet, the words 

sounding funny as Chameli pressed her foot firmly against my mouth as I spoke.  

 

“Apologize to Chameli…Chameli ji, for you, by the way”.  

 

“I’m so sorry for lusting after you, Chameli ji. I’m so sorry, Ma’am! I’m so sorry for 

not giving you a raise every six months!” I pleaded from beneath Chameli’s feet, as I 

felt, but couldn’t see her staring down at me.  

 

“I’m so…”, I continued, kissing Chameli’s dirty soles every time I said the word 

“sorry”.  

 

And after five minutes or so, she removed her foot, and placed it back on my chest, 

satisfied with my apologies.  

She spoke briefly with Garima, who pulled out a wad of cash from underneath her 

pillow, and tossed it to me, the money striking me in the chest.  

 

“Here, boy. Pay her what’s due her. Put the money at her feet, and beg her to accept it!” 

 

I crawled over to Chameli’s feet, all sense of propriety and self-respect – what was left 

of it, at least - having disappeared in the past hour, slowly being replaced by growing 

lust as the pain in my nuts abated.  

 

“Chameli ji, please accept this money as a token of my gratitude, Ma’am!! Chameli ji, 

please accept this money from your pathetic, useless employer”, I grovelled before her, 

kissing her feet as I begged her to take the money.  

 

I also noticed at the back of my mind that her nail polish was faded and cracked, the 

orange color peeling off everywhere. But that was to be expected, I thought, what with 

all the cleaning she did, mostly barefoot.  

 

Chameli giggled as I begged her to take the money.  

 

“I won’t take it, you fool” 

 

“Chameli ji, please…” 

 

“Ok, well only if…” said Chameli, grinning like a Cheshire cat about to tuck into a 

healthy dinner, looking at Garima once for approval.  

 

A slight nod from Garima, and she was sitting down on the padded chair again.  

 

“Hold my foot up, boy!” commanded Chameli, pointing to her left foot.  

 



  

I held her foot up in my hands, supporting her leg so she did not have to hold it up, her 

dirty, cracked heels and grimy soles clearly visible.  

 

“Clean!” she pointed to her foot, the intent of her command clear enough despite the 

somewhat flawed English.  

 

I bent forward to lick her foot, almost gagging at the taste, licking the dirt from between 

her toes, inside the cracks of her heel, along the arches, and wiping away specks of dust 

with my cheeks as I did so.  

 

When I was done with her foot, she wiped it on my face, and held the other one up.  

 

I repeated the process again, my hard on screaming out for attention at the humiliation 

this young Indian girl was putting me through, all pain forgotten by now.  

 

And finally, Chameli had enough.  

 

“Ok, Ma’am. I think I’ll leave now”, she giggled.  

 

She started to count her money, and suddenly stopped, blushing.  

 

“But Ma’am, this is more than…” 

 

“Take it, Chameli”, said Garima, firmly, but gently, much like a benevolent Queen 

might address her subjects while dispersing largesse.  

 

“But…” 

 

“Take it”, said Garima again.  

 

“It’s more than five times her salary, boy”, she said, looking down at me. “But she 

deserves it, having worked for a loser like you. Doesn’t she?” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am, she does”, I said, bending forward to kiss Chameli’s feet again.  

 

And Chameli finally accepted the money, rising from the chair, and touching Garima’s 

feet as she thanked her for the extra cash, completely ignoring me.  

 

I remained there on the floor, completely spell bound. Here was this girl that had 

humiliated me, her previous employer, whose money she had in her hands, and she was 

now touching Garima’s feet!  

 

But, it wasn’t really my money any longer, I thought.  

 

It was Garima Madam’s money. I was just her bitch!  

 

And as Chameli left, smacking me once on the head as she departed, all I wanted to do 

was kiss Garima’s feet over and over again as she relaxed on the bed, my lust blocking 

out all other thoughts at that point.  

 



  

The rest of that day went by in a blur, with me offering Garima a soothing massage 

after Chameli had left, and later helping her with her makeup.  

 

Apparently Garima was going out tonight, or so I figured, as she hadn’t told me 

otherwise.  

 

But she had other plans, and I only realized what those at the last minute.  

 

At around 7:30 P.M. the doorbell rang, and I rose to answer the door.  

 

It was a tall, skinny Indian dude, and from the looks of things, it looked like he worked 

as a delivery boy for one of the local pizza joints.  

 

I was about to ask what he wanted, when Garima’s voice interrupted me.  

 

“Come in, Rakesh”, called Garima.  

 

Rakesh? Did she know him? Confused, I moved aside as he entered the apartment, 

looking knowingly at me as he did so.  

Oh boy, it’s finally going to happen, I thought, a light bulb going off inside my brain.  

 

She was speaking about cuckolding me last night, and it might just happen finally, I 

thought.  

 

And I have to admit that though the fantasy turned me on, I was actually quite nervous 

at that point as I had never ever in my life thought I’d be playing this particular fantasy 

out in real life! 

 

They were relaxing in the living room as I entered, both of them feeling each other up.  

 

“Get us a couple of beers, boy”, Garima ordered, without taking her eyes off Rakesh.  

 

This can’t be actually happening, I thought! I’m standing here like a servant while this 

young Indian couple kisses and orders me around! 

 

A scene straight out one of the cuckold videos I used to watch so often, I thought at the 

same time, a rush of blood rushing to my loins, as I brought them the beers.  

 

Would I finally be cuckolded, albeit not by a man with a long black cock, but an Indian 

man? 

 

What sort of cock was it..? 

 

They had gotten more intimate in those few minutes, clearly planning on a romp in the 

sack if not several.  

 

“We have a couple of hours, don’t we honey”, asked Garima.  

 

“Yeah, a couple…” returned Rakesh, busy feeling Garima’s small bouncy breasts.  

 



  

A couple of hours before what, I wondered? Before he’s gotta go to work? 

 

“Help him off with his clothes boy”, commanded Garima, while kissing him deeply as 

he reciprocated, tossing his shirt off as he did so.  

 

He was reed thin, I noticed, but also quite strong. All steel and whalebone, I thought, 

looking at the taut muscles all over his upper body.  

 

Red faced, I knelt, and unbuckled his jeans as they fell to the floor, exposing a set of 

red Jockey underpants. He stepped out of the jeans casually, ignoring me, as I took 

down his underwear, trembling with anticipation at what was about to come.  

 

And I was soon rewarded with the sight of a thick Indian cock, hanging snugly over a 

set of jet black hair balls, the girth of his dick in stark contrast to his slim body.  

 

It was the first time I had seen an Indian cock, and I am not ashamed to admit the sight 

turned me on big time, my own penis rising to attention in less than a second, just 

looking at that juicy, uncut piece of meat.  

 

His cock was larger than mine even in a flaccid state, I thought, my gaze transfixed 

upon the head, covered by a layer of foreskin, hanging loosely yet invitingly over the 

head.  

 

And though I’d never really had any homosexual experiences or thoughts apart from 

my cuckold fantasies, a part of me desperately wanted to taste that cock.  

 

To taste it, to see what the head looked like, to touch that smooth, pulsating shaft.  

 

To kiss the cock head, smooch it, service it until the cum shot out all over my face… 

 

And as if on cue, Garima disengaged herself from Rakesh’s arms, looking down at me 

in that knowing manner I had come to recognize so well (and lust after) ever since I 

met her.  

 

“He likes your cock”, she giggled.  

 

“As he should…this is a real man’s cock, as opposed to that disgusting dribbly dicklet 

of his!”, she continued, peeling his foreskin back carefully, and then lovingly taking his 

cock head into her mouth and sucking it.  

 

“How come really slim men have the thickest cocks, Mike, while lumps of lard like you 

have, well, that. . .?” she giggled, taking a short break from sucking Rakesh’s erect 

manhood.  

 

He was enjoying the blowjob as much as any man would do, grinning down at me as 

well, while Garima looked at me as she serviced him; something she’d never ever do 

for me at any cost.  

 

I stared, my mouth dry with the reality of what was going on in front of me.  

 



  

My Madam didn’t even allow me to look at her pussy while jerking off, when she did 

allow me orgasms, and here she was, hungrily sucking this Indian guy’s cock as if she 

was addicted to it! 

 

“This seems to turn him on, baby”, laughed Rakesh, pulling his shiny hard organ out of 

Garima’s mouth, and walking over confidently to me, his strong legs and flat stomach 

accentuated even more by his manhood, which bobbed up and down as it approached 

me, the purplish head wet with pre-cum and Garima’s saliva.  

 

“You like that, you fucking slut?” he asked, knowing the answer he’d receive.  

 

And though I’d never, ever dreamt of having another man’s hard cock so close to my 

face, so aroused was I that all I could think of was servicing that shiny piece of meat 

myself.  

 

“Yes…Yes, Sir”, I said, barely managing to get the words out, my throat dry with 

anticipation.  

 

And as I said it, his cock seemed to harden and rise another inch, the sight of an older 

white man so turned on by his cock clearly pleasing Rakesh.  

 

“Kiss the head, boy”, he commanded.  

 

As if I needed any further invitation at that point! I bent forward and gently kissed the 

very tip of his penis, right at his pee hole. His penis smelt clean enough, except for the 

slight smell of piss, but that didn’t bother me one bit.  

 

I kissed his penis again, without waiting for him to ask me, this time under the helmet, 

right where the head joins the shaft, and Garima started laughing hysterically as I did 

this.  

 

“Oh, no! You’ve actually done it, you little bitch!” she remarked with genuine 

amusement.  

 

“Oh, there’s more to come, baby”, snickered Rakesh. “Here, suck the head now, boy”, 

he commanded, lifting his turgid weapon up and letting it go, sort of like a catapult, and 

it hit me right on the nose, his cock head pointing upwards between my eyes, his hairy, 

smelly balls almost on my chin.  

 

Garima slid her pretty hands forward as well, and stroked his organ, offering it to me at 

mouth level.  

 

“Come on, boy. Let’s see you sucking him off”, she sneered, her slim fingers wrapped 

around his thick shaft, the contrast sharp between her gleaming red nails and the black, 

hot, veiny shaft they were wrapped around.  

 

The blood roaring in my ears, the sight before me more erotic than anything I’d ever 

seen, I moved forward, and took the head of his organ lovingly into my mouth, sucking 

it as I would a lollipop, my lips providing most of the stimulation.  

 



  

I occasionally stopped to lick his balls once in a while, something he seemed to enjoy 

immensely as I took each sack into my mouth, being careful not to pierce the delicate 

skin with my teeth.  

 

And soon enough, Rakesh was moaning loudly with each pleasure inducing sucking 

motion, at which point I took the entirety of his penis into my mouth for a change, 

seeing how much he’d like it.  

 

“Oh, fuck yeah, you white bitch”, groaned Rakesh, stuffing his penis in even further so 

that my nose was literally touching his groin, a musty smell filling my nostrils while 

his cock plunged down my throat, causing my gag reflex to kick in involuntarily.  

 

Garima giggled as I gagged, saying something in Hindi to Rakesh.  

 

He responded by shoving his cock down my throat even further, so much so that I could 

literally feel the bulbous head against the upper part of my windpipe, while I fought to 

control my gag reflex.  

And without further ado, he started to fuck my mouth back and forth, just as if it was a 

pussy.  

 

He was so turned on at that point that I thought he’d explode any moment, and this 

without having any sort of physical sexual contact with Garima other than her sucking 

him off a little bit.  

 

“Ahhh”, he moaned, as I felt the muscles at the base of his weapon tighten that one last 

time, knowing what was coming.  

 

“Ahhh, yeah, you fucking bitch. Aah, I’ve always wanted to mouth fuck a…” he 

groaned, coming closer to the point of no-return with every powerful thrust, his balls 

slapping furiously against my chin as if they were rocking back and forth in a powerful 

wind.  

 

And without warning, a huge, sticky load of cum shot into my throat, again causing me 

to gag, but it was too late.  

 

“Oh, fuck yeah”, moaned Rakesh, as each blast of hot goo splattered down my throat, 

and started to slide down my face as I gagged, trying to control myself.  

 

“Oh yeah, you fucking bitch!” 

 

“Oh yeah! Oh YEAH!”, he gasped as his balls finally started to drain, and his erection 

began to subside, leaving my mouth filled with his tangy, bitter tasting cum, and my 

brain reeling with pure adrenaline, shock and lust at what had just gone down.  

 

Garima was no less turned on, as I could see from her eyes.  

 

Rakesh collapsed on the couch, a huge grin on his face, the sort of silly grin one often 

gets after a mind blowing orgasm, his semi-erect cock dripping with left over cum.  

 



  

“This is going to be a huge part of your sex life from here on in, boy”, commented 

Garima, pointing at the head of his cock, as Rakesh laughed.  

 

She kissed him deeply, while ordering me to go wash my mouth out with soap and 

water, which I did, accompanied by jeering comments from the two of them, sprawled 

messily on my couch.  

 

When I returned, I found then in the same position I had left them in, kissing deeply, 

Garima clearly wanting more from Rakesh.  

 

After a while, the two of them got up, and went into the bedroom, Garima ordering me 

to follow them.  

 

I did so, and Rakesh lay down on the bed with his legs spread wide apart, his penis 

beginning to stiffen again, not quite yet at the length it was when he was tearing my 

mouth apart, but getting there.  

 

“Boy!” 

“Get him hard”, ordered Madam. “I want him inside of me this time!” 

 

I eagerly moved forward to do her bidding, my own cock dripping with precum. I was 

so turned on myself that I’d have shot several loads, but I didn’t want to do so without 

Garima’s explicit permission, knowing it would have negative repercussions for me.  

 

And soon enough, he was hard again, his magnificent, jet black penis looking skyward, 

ready to claim its next victim.  

 

“Come here, baby”, crooned Garima in a way she had never had before to me. “Come 

satisfy me. Fuck me, baby!” 

 

Rakesh didn’t need much invitation at that point. He spread Garima’s legs, and entered 

her slowly, his massive organ plunging deep inside her, bringing moans of pleasure 

every time he shifted positions inside of her.  

 

“Oh God, baby” gasped Garima, as I looked on in awe at this Indian guy providing 

pleasure to my Madam in a way I never could.  

 

The large dark cock plunged in and out of Garima with varying rhythm, the balls 

striking the base of her vagina with each thrust. I could almost smell the juices on his 

cock, and “feel” how good her vagina felt, so aroused was I by this young Indian couple 

in front of me!  

 

Rakesh was experienced at this, I noticed. He’d bring both of them to the edge, then 

stop, and then re-start again.  

 

And Garima for her part had several orgasms during this session, each orgasm 

seemingly more pleasurable than the last.  

 

Finally, Rakesh could take it no longer, getting ready for the final few thrusts.  

 



  

“I can’t take it anymore, baby”, he gasped, while furiously working his dick inside 

Garima’s vagina walls, while Garima for her part only moaned louder, the orgasms thus 

far already leaving her spent.  

 

“Ahh! AHHH! AH, YEAH!”, he moaned out loud as he finally reached the point of no-

return for the second time that night, furiously pumping his large cock inside of her, a 

hot load of cum blasting from his purple cock head with each thrust, his balls 

contracting as they released each load of cum, the contractions seemingly even more 

pleasurable this time around from the moans of pleasure he was emitting.  

 

He must have not have an orgasm for days, I thought, looking at his dark, hairy balls in 

awe, not believing the amount of cum he was producing the second time around as well, 

the sticky mess dribbling down Garima’s thighs as she screamed out loud in ecstasy, 

reaching yet another orgasm.  

 

They lay there for a while, Rakesh on top of Garima, his cock sliding out of her after a 

while, after which he lay down on his back. 

He was, apparently, spent, the hair on his balls matted from leftover cum, and I watched 

the two of them with my cock about ready to spew its load as well.  

 

If only Madam would permit me, I thought! If only… 

 

Finally, Rakesh got up from the bed.  

 

“I’ve got to go, baby”, he said, a wide toothy grin all across his youthful, freckled face. 

“Shift starts soon”.  

 

“I better clean up first”, he said, heading to the bathroom.  

 

“Oh wait, Rakesh. Why bother the bathroom when he’s here”, said Garima sleepily 

pointing towards her.  

 

“Boy!” 

 

“Clean him up, bitch! Make sure to lick all the cum off his balls, and clean his cock up 

thoroughly”, commanded Garima, still lying relaxed on the bed.  

 

Red faced, but excited at the thought of doing this, I obediently crawled over to where 

he lay beside Garima, and started lapping like a dog at the mess on his balls.  

 

It was a bit hard to remove the matted cum with my tongue alone, and I ended up 

swallowing a lot of sticky pubic hair while I was it, but finally I was done, and his cock 

and balls were shiny clean, ready for another session if he wanted it.  

 

He left shortly thereafter, promising to call Garima, and soon enough, it was just the 

two of us again, Garima still lazing around on the bed.  

 

“Well, slut. You sure do suck cock well”, she finally commented, breaking the silence.  

 



  

“You’ve always wanted to suck cock, haven’t you, Mike? That’s why you had that huge 

stash of porn on your laptop before I deleted it, because those large cocks fascinate you, 

don’t they, boy?” she asked.  

 

“Uh, n…Yes, Madam”, I started first thinking of denying this, but realizing that honesty 

is the best policy, and the events of the evening left nothing to be imagined anyway.  

 

“Good! From now, you’ll only orgasm with a cock in your mouth, or…” she giggled 

“a cock up your ass”, she went on.  

 

A cock up my ass? Even in my current state of arousal, that was an idea that did NOT 

turn me on, mostly because of the pain I was certain it would cause.  

 

“You’d love a cock up your backside, wouldn’t you bitch”, Garima continued wickedly, 

her eyes glinting with excitement.  

 

“Uh…” 

 

“Oh, shut up”, she said, swinging those lovely legs off the bed, and going to a nearby 

drawer.  

 

“See what I have in store for you, Mikey”, she said, holding a long device up, something 

that wasn’t clearly visible in the dim light of the bedroom.  

 

I moved closer to take a look, and my worst fears were confirmed.  

 

Oh, no, I thought. Oh, NO! 

 

“Come on, you fucking bitch”, commanded Garima, strapping the dildo onto her pubic 

area, the long, black device poking out straight from her crotch, the head circumcised 

and curved.  

 

“Ma’am, please…” I pleaded, hoping to escape this particular situation.  

 

“Boy! Don’t you want to please your Madam?” demanded Garima, standing right in 

front of me, the cock pointing out in a sexy manner.  

 

“Look at me, boy”, she continued in a softer voice. “Look at this cock, boy. Remember 

Rakesh’s cock? Remember the head? Imagine it’s him, boy!” 

 

Remember Rakesh’s cock? How could I forget!? 

 

And slowly, but surely, I began to get turned on, and she ordered me onto the bed on 

all fours, instinctively sensing the right moment.  

 

She ordered me to spread my cheeks while she applied some Vaseline to my asshole as 

a precautionary measure.  

 

“Hmm, virgin ass”, she commented, as I yelped as she stuck a couple of fingers in too 

forcefully. “Loosen up, you fucking bitch!” 



  

 

And with those words she mounted me, her dildo almost impaling me, the pain in my 

rectum comparable to the most intense pain I’ve ever felt in my life.  

 

I screamed in agony, but that only seemed to turn Garima on more. She could have 

“broken” me in easier, but I guess she didn’t want to, rough sex being her thing, and 

plus I was just her bitch, so why should my pain mean anything at all to her?  

 

She started thrusting back and forth, the tip of the dildo hitting my prostrate, causing 

waves of pleasure to pass through me along with the pain.  

 

And slowly, but surely, I realized I was enjoying this as much as she was, moving my 

ass at exactly the right speed for her to “fuck” me as she desired.  

 

“Oh, fuck”, Garima suddenly said, panting with delight. “I think I’ve had enough, boy.” 

She must have reached yet another orgasm, I thought.  

 

But I didn’t have much time to think after that, as she abruptly rammed the dildo in as 

far as it would go, simultaneously bending forward to tweak my nipples in just the right 

manner, causing me to lose all control.  

 

The events of the night, sucking Rakesh’s cock, watching him pleasure Garima, being 

humiliated by Garima… all of it had made me so horny at that time that a simple tweak 

of the nipples was all it took for the floodgates to open.  

 

And as I orgasmed, producing copious amounts of jizz with each shot, Garima reached 

over again, and put her head down on my back, while wrapping her arms tightly around 

my chest, an unwritten bond forming between the two of us at that time.  

 

A bond that said it would always be like this sexually for us.  

 

A bond that said she owned me, forever.  

 

A bond that both of us had apparently always wanted! 

 

And finally, it was over, me cleaning the jizz up from the bedsheets and changing them, 

my asshole burning from the recent invasion, and then collapsing on to the bed beside 

Garima, who was already asleep.  

 

“I wonder how the pain will be tomorrow?” asked my thoughts.  

 

Probably even worse.  

 

I made a mental note to order some anti-haemorrhoid cream.  

 

But my orgasm and exertions of the day had exhausted me as well, and I soon fell asleep 

too.  

 

My last thought for the night was Chameli whacking me on the backside with her 

broom.  



  

 

“Chameli ji”, I thought as sleep started to consume me.  

 

“Garima Madam. Chameli ji. Rakesh…” 

 

And in a flash, I was then asleep, the characters all blurring into one another, the dark 

and healing abyss of sleep welcoming me into it with open arms.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six 
 

Marriage, and permanent slavery 

 

 

And that is how the first few weeks living together sped by, with me serving Garima 

hand and foot while she basically enjoyed her life, spending my money as if it grew on 

trees, and lounging about the entire day.  

 

She looked happy, radiant and beautiful, just like a Princess.  

 

Of course, the constant spa treatments and professional massages weren’t doing her any 

harm either! 

 

And while some folks might think that I’d tire of this after a while, I didn’t.  

 

I was happy enough in my servitude to Garima Madam, thrilled at being able to live out 

my life-long fantasies, made all the more powerful by the fact that I was getting to fulfil 

them with a lady from India, of all places! 

 

My own sex life was practically non-existent, with Garima allowing me orgasms 

occasionally, but usually ruining even those as well, while her sex life was just the 

opposite, quite active and healthy.  

 

She’d often bring over partners and have them stay the night over while I served both 

of them sexually and otherwise, taking pride in the fact that she made her white servant 

sexually service Indians in all sorts of ways.  

 

And this turned her on so much she’d often use the dildo on me later, violating my ass 

for what seemed like hours before she was satisfied. In fact she’d get so horny that 

she’d wake me up in the middle of the night sometimes and order me to strap her dildo 

on for her before she plunged into my backside.  

 

The pain from the first night was quite intense for a few days after that, requiring me to 

stay in bed for long parts of the day, but my body quickly acclimatised after that, and 

I’d enjoy the feeling of the long, black dildo plunging in and out of my backside.  



  

 

Disgusting as it might sound, all of this was actually a turn on for me, especially sucking 

her boyfriend’s off and hearing them moan as they came in my mouths, using me as a 

toy for their pleasure.  

 

But life was about to get even better. 

 

And take a more interesting turn.  

 

And one Friday night, we were watching a movie, again of Garima’s choice, and again 

with her feet in my lap, me massaging then dutifully, and her sipping on another bottle 

of wine, which seemed to be her preferred choice of drink over beer.  

 

Now, normally what would happen after a movie is that I’d either dish up some food 

for the two of us, or (and usually) we’re order out.  

 

But Garima had other things on her mind that particular night.  

 

“I’m so relaxed and happy, Mike. Ever since I moved into this house, I’ve been doing 

exactly as I please, spending money as I please…even fucking you up the arse as and 

when I see fit to do”, she said, giggling.  

 

“So why don’t we make this permanent, Michael? How about we marry?” 

 

Marriage? It took a while for the words to register, as I had long since stopped looking 

upon Garima Madam as a lady with whom I could have an actual “vanilla” relationship. 

Not that I really wanted a vanilla relationship, but I wasn’t prepared for her to bring up 

the topic of marriage at this stage.  

 

“Um, Ma’am…”I said, not sure how to respond.  

 

And as always, Garima took over in that regal way of hers.  

 

“So that’s decided then, boy”, she announced, emphasizing the ‘boy’ as she said it.  

 

“I’ll set a date next week then. Oh, and don’t worry, it won’t be one of those fancy 

Indian weddings. You won’t have to explain your slave status to anyone, boy!” she 

said, giggling.  

 

“Oh, and one more thing, Michael”, she continued.  

 

“Since we’ll be married shortly, you are to transfer your pay check over to my account 

immediately upon receipt every month. Set up an auto-transfer if you must, or 

remember to do it manually, but whatever it is, I will be the one in actual physical 

control of the cash from here on it. Understood?” 

 

Those greyish black orbs looked at me probingly, and I knew there could only be one 

answer.  

 

“Yes, Garima Madam” 



  

 

“That’s a good bitch…uh, I mean, hubby”, she giggled in response. “Nothing like the 

lady of the house having complete freedom and control over the finances in addition to 

everything else!” 

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I responded. We had already gone this far, I thought…why not take it 

all the way? After all, this is what I’ve been wanting all my life, I thought! 

 

And that was that, in a nutshell.  

 

Garima booked a slot at the local “Mandir” (temple) and we got married in a quick and 

dirty traditional Hindu style, thankfully without the usual hordes that descend upon 

weddings in this part of the world! 

And a week into our married life (though it felt like eons at that point), I was sitting 

quietly at Garima’s feet on a Thursday night, rubbing them with oil, as she relaxed, 

tired after a day out at the mall while I worked.  

 

Madam liked her feet massaged the traditional Indian way sometimes, which is to rub 

the foot thoroughly with scented oil for an hour or so until the oil is fully absorbed, and 

then wash the foot off again.  

 

And it’s actually a very effective treatment for sore and tired feet, not to mention 

cracked heels and such. Most Western lotions wear off pretty quickly, but oil once 

absorbed into the skin stays there for a while, thus preventing long term dryness, 

cracked heels, and that type of thing.  

 

Her I-phone buzzed, and she answered lazily.  

 

“Yeah…” she said in a sleepy sort of tone, almost as if she was annoyed at being 

disturbed during her massage.  

 

“Oh, Jerome!” she said her tone suddenly changing and becoming more animated.  

 

“How are you? Yes, I’m fine”, she giggled.  

 

And the conversation continued, Garima getting more and more animated during the 

talk. From what I could tell, she had met him at the mall today, and they had lunch 

together.  

 

Any other man might have got upset at this, but not me. I was so used to seeing my wife 

have sex with Indian men in front of me that a simple lunch didn’t even register with 

me.  

 

That’s how a marriage should be, I thought, happily kneading Garima Madam’s feet, 

as she spoke to Jerome, paying absolutely no attention to me, almost as if I didn’t exist.  

 

She hung up after a while, her eyes bright. I wondered what was going on; I had never 

quite seen her animated before with other men.  

 

“Boy!” the by now familiar baritone rang out.  



  

 

“Yes, Ma’am”, I responded.  

 

“Jerome’s coming over tomorrow”, she announced, as if it was the most natural thing 

in the world to say to one’s husband. “I met him at the mall today, and…”, she giggled.  

 

“Ever seen a black man fuck an Indian woman, boy?” she continued, bringing her oily 

left foot up to her nipples, gently caressing them, leaving a trail of oil across my chest.  

 

“Uh…no…Ma’am. No, Madam Garima”, I responded, my erection starting to grow by 

the second.  

Was my ultimate fantasy about to be played out tomorrow?  

 

I had already been cuckolded by a variety of Indian men at that point, but never a black 

man. And my sense of excitement grew so much that I brought Garima’s foot to my 

mouth, kissing it as I spoke.  

 

“No, Garima Madam…” 

 

“But I can see you’d like to, you little bitch”, laughed Garima, sticking her right sole 

into my groin so that her heel was firm against the base of my erect penis.  

 

“Ever seen a black cock, boy?” 

 

I didn’t respond, not knowing what to say, a slight vestige of left over pride urging me 

not to give in so quickly.  

 

But it was futile.  

 

Garima giggled again and turned on to her stomach, and I started applying oil to the 

back of her ankles and calves.  

 

“I felt him up while having lunch, Mike. He’s large…way larger than you for sure! And 

guess what…He also knows about Garima Madam’s bitch!” 

 

I could barely breathe, so great was my mix of foreboding and an even greater sense of 

anticipation for what she was describing. 

 

“I know you’re just itching to know more, aren’t you”, she continued.  

 

And she was so right.  

 

I was continually humiliated by the stream of men she brought over, but being 

cuckolded by all these different men, with cocks of different sizes and colours was a 

new experience every time it happened and a huge turn on for me, despite the ensuing 

humiliation.  

 

“Well, you better wait till tomorrow”, she laughed. “Now keep massaging those calves. 

I’m feeling sleepy,” she continued.  

 



  

And soon she fell asleep, her left leg placed firmly in my lap.  

 

Friday was a public holiday that week in India. I remember I woke up late that morning, 

probably because I had been working extra hard that week at the office, and then coming 

back to do a bunch of housework, and (sometimes) have my ass raped in the middle of 

the night by Garima.  

 

The morning turned into a hot afternoon, the temperatures seemingly high enough to 

bake bread on the sidewalk, and the afternoon slowly morphed into a hot, humid 

evening.  

 

Of course, the weather didn’t bother us that much as we had the air-conditioner on full 

blast most of the time.  

 

Garima spent most of the evening in front of the T.V, touching up her makeup, her red 

finger nails glittering.  

 

And the doorbell rang around 8:30 P.M. I rose to see who it was, but Garima stopped 

me.  

 

“You stay here, boy”, she laughed.  

 

I heard her open the door shortly thereafter, and heard a voice speak with an African 

accent. Probably one of the numerous African expats running around in India, looking 

for the next big thing, I thought.  

 

I heard them converse animatedly before they returned to the living room, Garima 

beaming as if she had won the lottery, accompanied by a slim, but tall black man 

wearing a black T-shirt, jeans, and boots.  

 

This was obviously the man my wife had met today, a tiny twinge of jealousy pinching 

me as the word “wife” registered.  

 

After all, she hadn’t had sex with other men since we were married a week ago, and 

though I fully enjoyed the past experiences, a part of me wished it was over with, that 

we could leave other men out of our lives permanently.  

 

But I knew that would never happen, I thought, with more than a degree of remorse.  

 

A degree of remorse, I might add, which was very swiftly replaced by a sense of 

extreme arousal, as the two of them slipped out of their clothing quickly, Garima out of 

her T-shirt and hot pants, wearing nothing underneath, and him down to his underwear, 

his jeans falling in a heap around his ankles.  

 

He was in good shape, I noticed, with muscles in all the right places, not overly 

muscular, but not skinny like some of the Indian guys she’d had over, I thought.  

 

But what really got my attention was the pendulum like mammoth dong making a huge 

tent in those boxers.  

 



  

Even with boxers this loose, it was clearly evident that this was the largest cock by far 

than Garima had ever taken! 

 

“Yeah, he likes cock for sure”, Garima giggled, as Jerome noticed me staring. “I told 

you, baby”, she continued, laughing, gently caressing his chest and backside as she said 

this.  

 

“Little bitch”, laughed Jerome. “Well, he’ll get to have some of this too”, he said, 

pulling his boxers down so they too fell down in heap by his ankles, revealing the 

massive, thick flagpole beneath them.  

 

His cock was massive, even not fully erect, and it was as thick as it was long, the tool 

ending in a cut, clean looking head which was already glistening with pre-cum.  

 

He’s hung like a horse as well, I thought, my throat dry as I took a look at his balls, 

huge circular globes resting snugly within his coal black ball sack, seeming to hang 

down to the middle of his thighs.  

 

This is a man, I thought. This is a real man! The sort I lust over when I look at cuckold 

videos.  

 

The sort I was meant to suck, and serve.  

 

And the sort that was meant to service my wife; to provide with the sort of exquisite 

delight that only a real man with an organ like this could! 

 

And as I stared at the head of that immense, circumcised jet black organ, making 

Garima’s fingers wrapped around it seem tiny by comparison, all thoughts of jealousy, 

and propriety (whatever little I had left) flew out the window at that point.  

 

“May I…May I help you with your clothes, Jerome”, I stuttered, the words coming out 

of my mouth in rapid spurts like water out of a broken hose pipe.  

 

“Of course you will, boy!” Garima laughed, while motioning Jerome to sit down on the 

couch.  

 

He sat down butt naked on the couch, and put his shod feet up on the coffee table, the 

dirty soles of his boots staring me in the face as I knelt, getting a bird’s eye view of his 

balls as well.  

 

“Hurry up, boy!” commanded Jerome, as I started to uncertainly unlace his boots. “We 

don’t have all day here!” 

 

And I removed his boots, and then his socks, exposing a pair of broad, sweaty and 

unwashed feet, and then finally removed the tangle of clothing from around his ankles.  

 

My wife meanwhile had taken to furiously slobbing on his meat, slurping sounds 

coming from her as she attempted to take the entirely of his manhood into her mouth, 

failing each time.  

 



  

Soon, they moved to the bedroom, and Jerome quickly mounted her doggy style, so that 

his balls slapped invitingly against Garima’s bare ass as his huge black cock plunged 

in and out of her vagina, hitting all the right spots at just that right tempo.  

 

I watched in awe, their union being interrupted only by periodic screams of pleasure 

from my wife, and deep, labored breathing from both of them.  

 

Occasionally Jerome would slap her ass as he pounded her from behind, which seemed 

to turn him on as well.  

 

After a while, he pulled out, his shiny thick rod at full mast, gleaming with a 

combination of pre-cum and Garima’s juices.  

 

“More, baby. More!” Garima pleaded, completely enmeshed in the waves of pleasure 

she was experiencing.  

 

Jerome grinned, looking knowingly at me.  

 

“Yes, baby. But I think my balls need some attention”, he commented.  

 

And as if on cue, Garima’s voice boomed from the bed, shaking me out of my trance.  

 

“Boy! Hurry up! Put his cock in me, and his balls in your fucking mouth, and suck them 

like he said!” 

 

I slowly moved over to Jerome, who had a satisfied smirk on his face.  

 

“Here, put this in your wife, bitch”, he said, pointing his tool at my nose.  

 

I slowly gripped the steaming hot organ in my hand, unsteadily guiding it into my wife’s 

uplifted vagina. And then, just as he wanted, I positioned myself underneath him so that 

his nuts were in my mouth, and I started to lovingly suck on them, as if they were a pair 

of lozenges.  

 

“You like that, bitch?” asked Jerome while increasing the intensity of his thrusts, the 

increase in tempo almost imperceptible to anyone who wasn’t at close range as I was.  

 

“Yes, Jerome” I managed to mouth as his balls swirled inside my mouth. “Yes, Jerome, 

I do!” 

 

And as soon as I said those words, Garima came, squirting her juices all over Jerome’s 

cock, most of it falling on my face.  

 

“Oh God! Ah, Mike, you fucking bitch, you fucking cocksucker!” she roared as she 

experienced one of the most powerful orgasms she ever had.  

 

“You turn me on big time, bitch!” she panted. “Oh, God! A girl CAN have the best of 

both worlds!” 

 



  

All of this was bringing Jerome close to the edge too, and soon enough, he pulled out 

of Garima, commanding me to bring my face close to his groin as he grabbed a handful 

of my hair, and tilted my head at an angle.  

 

“Stick your tongue out, you little bitch! Beg for my cum!” he moaned, himself getting 

closer and closer to a massive orgasm.  

 

And he came after that, the semen gushing out of in thick, gooey spurts, some of it 

landing on my tongue, but most of it all over my face, and some in my eye as well.  

 

His cum was thicker than any of the Indian men I had experienced, I thought, and his 

orgasm seemed to last longer as well, those large reservoirs attached to the base taking 

their own sweet time to empty.  

 

And as I took his load, I felt myself erupt as well, and a sticky mess fall all over the 

carpet. It was pure heaven, taking another man’s load in my mouth, while shooting my 

own load at the same time.  

 

And that was when I knew there was never going to be any turning back from this 

lifestyle; both Garima and I enjoyed it way too much! 

 

This is it, I thought. My destiny, my fantasies, all blended together into a mesmerizing 

cocktail of forbidden thoughts and actions!  

 

What a ride, I thought, as I licked the last bits of cum from his penis, while taking care 

to disguise my own orgasm the best I could, though I wasn’t entirely successful.  

 

What a wild, fucking, eventful ride it’s been! 

 

“Oh God, honey”, muttered Garima, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “I’ve never taken 

one so big, honey!” 

 

“I think he came too”, responded Jerome, lying down on the bed next to her, clearly 

somewhat tired from his exertions as well.  

 

And on instinct, I silently rose, and turned off the lights, sensing that they were both 

ready for a bit of rest. 

 

I then positioned myself at their feet and quickly wiped off my own cum off the carpet 

onto myself, knowing it would dry off soon.  

 

It was a dark night, the moon playing hide and seek, more hide than seek actually behind 

the mass of clouds that was building up.  

 

“Rub my feet, bitch” Jerome suddenly said, extending his legs such that I could see the 

outline of both his feet sticking out from under the covers.  

 

I hesitated, wondering whether to attend to my Madam first.  

 



  

“Boy!” the all too familiar command rang out, albeit in a relaxed and soothed tone of 

voice, sort of as you’d expect from someone who took a strong sleeping pill a while 

back.  

 

And Garima had certainly taken the best sleeping pill known to Man!  

 

“You heard him, boy!” she commanded again, the tiniest hint of annoyance struggling 

into her slurred speech.  

 

And that was that as far as I was concerned. Madam had ordered it, and I’d probably 

have sucked his toes as well if she wanted me to! 

As ordered, I knelt silently in front of the bed, feeling for, and starting to rub his feet.  

 

My eyes slowly got accustomed to the darkness, and I could start to see his toes now, 

my fingers continuing the soothing massage they were delivering.  

 

But wait…we already got into that part of it, didn’t we?... 

 

 

The End 
 

 

     
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 


