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Prologue 
 

 

It was a warm Tuesday night in Dongguan, China, as a man wiped the kitchen counter 

off in his apartment carefully, walking as if on tenterhooks, each step causing stabs of 

pain to radiate through his backside.  

 

Finally, he thought. Finally it’s clean! 

 

What a mess they had made, he thought. Most likely on purpose…And his fingers felt 

like they’d fall off from scrubbing the cheese off the table, and then picking up the 

sticky pieces of duck stuck to the surface.  

 

But the ache in his fingers was nothing compared to the pain in his asshole, and now 

that he thought about it, his balls were rather sore as well, especially the left nut.  

 

He glanced at the clock.  

 

12:15 A.M, he noticed, as raucous sounds emanated from the nearby bars, all the drunks 

out on the streets by now, the sounds muffled by the thick walls of the fifth floor 

apartment that they lived in.  

 

The apartment that he had rented when he first moved to Chang Ping, a “sub district”, 

if you would, of Dongguan city in China a year or so ago to set up his shoe factory, was 

a decision he never regretted from a business standpoint.  

 

Of course, the same couldn’t be said from a personal standpoint, he thought, as he wiped 

the dining table clean, making sure it was spotless with everything arranged just the 

way Payal liked it.  

 

“Payal,” he mused. “The beautiful wife I had ignored for the first three years of my 

marriage, and am now paying for it, in more ways than one.”  

 



 

 

 

“Of course, there are some benefits to my situation,” he mused, improved mental focus 

and stamina being one of the most important ones and of course his business, which 

was doing quite well at the moment, mostly because he devoted his full attention to it.  

 

“Her business,” he corrected himself.  

 

A factory that he used to own, but now merely worked in! 

 

As he cast one final eye over the living room, making sure everything was in order 

before heading to bed; he heard a sleepy, irritable voice call out from the master 

bedroom in the apartment.  

 

“Sun! (Listen up!)”, the voice called out in Hindi, sleepy and irritable in equal measure, 

the alcohol consumed the evening before no doubt contributing to the annoyance in 

good part.  

 

Sort of like the man of the house in India summoning a menial, he thought, except here 

it was the lady of the house summoning a menial…her husband.  

 

Me. 

 

But though he resented this tone of voice greatly when his wife first started to take 

control, he quickly got used to it, much as he did the aforementioned benefits.  

 

“Han… (Yes)” he started to respond, as any husband would, but stopping at the “H”, 

and instead responding with a respectful alternative.  

 

“Han Ji?”  (Yes?) 

 

Ji being an expression of respect used for one’s elders, superiors, or anyone that one 

wants to address respectfully, really, and certainly not how the typical Indian man 

addresses his wife. 

 

But then again, theirs wasn’t a typical Indian marriage.  

 

Not any more, at least! 

 

“Bartan bad me kariyo. Per dard kar rahe hai”, the voice responded, slurred yet alert, 

the sort that one tends to have upon waking up from a short and restless sleep.  

 

(Do the dishes later. My feet hurt) 

 

And though this might not seem out of the ordinary for a wife to tell her husband, it 

was again the way in which it was said.  

 

It was the sort of tone a rich, haughty housewife might use to command a subservient 

maidservant to stop doing the dishes and give her a massage, the “kariyo” (kar, meaning 

“do” in Hindi) a term used for those that one treats with disdain or nonchalance, or a 

combination of the two.  

 



 

 

 

He hurriedly washed his hands, and entered the bedroom, knowing even without her 

ordering him to do it that he was required to rub her feet for a while until she slept.  

 

“Bartan ho gaye, ji (The dishes are done)”, he responded quietly as he took his place 

up at the foot of the bed, his wife sprawled lazily on her stomach on the bed.  

 

A tiny sense of satisfaction, maybe even adoration shot through his entire body as he 

gently sat down on the edge of the bed, and put his wife’s slim pedicured left foot in 

his lap, the anklet around her ankle clearly visible.  

 

She grunted, and shifted positions slightly so that her foot carelessly dug into his groin, 

ignoring the involuntary twitch of pain almost as if he was an inanimate object at the 

foot of the bed.   

 

“Per daba de (a dismissive way of saying “rub my feet!”)”, she said, clearly not desiring 

further conversation.  

Not that ankle, he thought. The one to which my… 

 

His cock suddenly sprang to attention as he observed her nightdress, all the way up to 

her upper thighs, the brown tanned skin on her hamstrings calling out to him, her 

shapely butt tantalizingly “out of reach” for him.  

 

But erections were of no use to him unless his wife allowed him release, and he started 

massaging her foot, as she lay there comfortably, ignoring him.  

 

He massaged her soles just as she had taught him to, another small smile forming on 

his lips as he felt her start to relax a while later.  

 

Of course, my massages were terrible initially, he thought. But I’ve been trained well 

now! 

 

“Initially,” he wondered, his mind idly flicking over the recent past in the darkness.  

 

Every inch of his being called out for sleep, not surprising given the events of the 

evening that had just passed, but he knew rest wouldn’t be permitted until and unless 

his wife fell into a deep sleep.  

 

He was used to massaging her feet at night for hours without her moving a muscle, and 

he often thought of how it had all started.  

 

And when it had all started… 

 

When DID it start?  

 

When I first met Ms. Chen in the park?  

 

Or was it when she made me service Ms. Wong for the first time?  

 

Or did it really start when my wife finally showed up in China?  

 



 

 

 

Probably a combination of all three, he thought, squeezing her soles dutifully.  

 

And he massaged her feet as he heard a small snore escape from her.  

 

But he knew it would be at least an hour and a half before it would be “safe” to remove 

her feet from his lap and go to bed himself.  

 

Ms. Chen, he thought.  

 

Ms. Chen… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter One  
 

Moving to China 

 

 

Amit irritably tossed his tie on the bed, calling out to his wife.  

 

“Where’s my blue tie, Payal”, he shouted rudely, annoyance clouding his mind.  

 

She knew he had an important business meeting, but could care less, apparently! 

 

And though he called her again, she didn’t respond, and he stomped off towards the 

kitchen where she was slamming the dishes together, putting together a hasty breakfast 

for the two of them.  

 

“Didn’t you hear me”, he demanded, though he knew the answer.  

 

She didn’t answer for a second, but the vehemence with which she responded left even 

him, used to her outbursts, taken aback.  

 

“I’m putting your goddamned breakfast together! I’m not a fucking robot, Amit, I can’t 

do it all at once.” 

 

“Well, you should have prepared better last night”, said Amit in a petulant tone of voice, 

like a kid denied a favourite toy might while cajoling his mother to give him the toy.  

 

“Last night!” 

 

Her voice boomed out like a foghorn, making Amit wince.  

 

“I could barely sleep last night, Amit! You know I was having a terrible migraine, 

and…” 

 



 

 

 

And at that point he should have just shut up, but he didn’t.  

 

“I’m tired too, and you don’t see me complaining all the time, Payal…” 

 

And as he said that, rage flashed in her eyes, an ugly scowl on her pretty face, and she 

smashed a glass of orange juice on the kitchen counter, the juice splashing everywhere, 

on to his shirt as well.  

 

“Get your own fucking breakfast, Amit! I’m not your bloody maid!” 

 

And shaking with anger, she made her way out of the room, slamming the door behind 

her as she swept past.  

 

Goddamnit, she thought. God damn it! 

 

And Amit on his part stood there, orange juice dripping from his shirt, his irritating 

building to a crescendo as well.  

 

“Well, screw you too!” he yelled. “I’m out of here!” 

 

He wiped his shirt hurriedly, picked up his briefcase, and left, slamming the door behind 

him, all thoughts of the tie forgotten as Payal fumed in the bedroom they shared 

together, but barely ever made love in.  

 

And while this might seem like a lover’s tiff to some, a minor blip in an another wise 

happy relationship, the fact is that a lot of married couples go through this same drama 

daily, so used to it that anger doesn’t even register in most cases, just a resigned sort of 

annoyance.  

 

Most couples that have been forced, coerced, or otherwise persuaded into arranged 

marriages in India, a system that has been handed down for centuries, where men and 

women are randomly “matched” on the basis of caste (being the most important once) 

and other qualifications, and are “married off” as Indians like to term it.  

 

Sort of like saying “disposed of”, only in a polite way!  

 

Disposed of to live their lives together without any sort of love or companionship, both 

husband and wife usually unmindful and uncaring of their partner’s needs as you  might 

expect from a couple that barely know each other, and in a lot of cases don’t even like 

each other, let alone want to marry each other! 

 

But it’s usually the women who end up bearing the “brunt” of such a relationship, 

abusive mother in laws, uncaring husbands and an overbearing societal pressure to 

“conform”, to project the traditional “caring wife” look (despite it not being 

reciprocated), and the pressure to bear kids all taking their toll.  

 

Of course, Payal’s case was different.  

 



 

 

 

She was an educated young 22 year old woman, who had been badgered incessantly by 

her parents to marry Amit, a 25 year old successful business man originally from 

Mumbai.  

 

“Look, he’s so young, but yet so successful!” her mother went on like a stuck record, 

ignoring the fact that success in one’s chosen field of work didn’t necessarily equate to 

a happy personal life.  

 

Her father said nothing most of the time, his silence implying tacit agreement, and she 

knew why.  

 

In reality, he could care less about his wife and daughter, and usually ended up choosing 

“the path of least resistance”, which in this case was to agree with his wife, albeit in a 

silent manner lest his daughter yell at him, in which case he could and had in the past 

“wriggled” out of the situation with a readymade excuse.  

 

“I didn’t say anything”, and back to his crossword (or glass of Scotch, depending upon 

the time of day) he would go, fervently hoping the nuisance would either cease, or go 

away.  

 

And as usually happened in these cases, she was the one forced to give up her job, while 

her husband worked.  

 

Of course, that didn’t hurt them financially. Amit was, as stated, a successful 

businessman with a thriving trade business in India, a business which he was planning 

to sell off, she vaguely remembered.  

 

Or something to that effect, she thought bitterly, dwelling on how little he shared with 

her. 

 

Anyhow, Amit for his part had forgotten about the argument that morning, his mind 

occupied with work as he made his way to his meeting.  

 

He was in the process of finalizing a deal, a business deal that would allow him to scale 

even greater heights financially than he already had.  

 

He basically imported and exported items, and owned a trading company which traded 

in various items such as textiles, shoes, spices, and what have you. And the company 

was doing quite well, so well that another, large company had noticed, and wanted to 

purchase it.  

 

And that coincided nicely with Amit’s plans.  

 

Shoes were that were bringing in the most profit for him, and being the shrewd 

businessman he was, he knew that profit must be maximized whenever possible.  

 

And in this case, it meant opening a shoe factory in China, which is where most of the 

shoes were manufactured, and actually manufacturing the shoes as opposed to simply 

trading in them, which would allow him to get far larger orders than he did at the 



 

 

 

present, and that too from large multinationals such as Adidas and Reebok, to mention 

but a few.  

 

In fact, Reebok had already contacted him when he informed the company of his plans, 

the Vice President of Sales (in Asia) assuring him that they’d be booking a large order 

with him as soon as his factory was operational in China.  

 

Dongguan, China, to be specific, or as some term it, the world’s “factory floor”.  

 

But for Amit, this was more than just a business deal.  

 

It was also a chance to get away from his wife, at least temporarily.  

 

She was a beautiful woman, to be honest, but she was also feisty and (to him) had 

demanding, qualities he didn’t admire at the time in women; something making the 

plethora of easily available and submissive (so he thought!) women in China a prospect 

that was manna for heaven for him.  

“China!” he thought. “I just gotta crack this meeting, get the money…and I’m all set!” 

 

And as his elevator whizzed up the floors of the tower, finally stopping at floor 15, he 

stepped out, ready for the meeting, running over the key points he’d be speaking about 

in his mind, confident despite his less than perfect attire.  

 

He knew he’d impress them enough to buy. Results speak, and all that was required 

was the final touch, which he’d deliver now.  

 

“And then, here I come, Dongguan,” he thought happily.  

 

Little did he know at the time! 

 

In fact, the first thing he would have done if he knew what was in store for him was to 

rush back home and apologize to his wife and console her, perhaps even cook her a nice 

breakfast for a change.  

 

But of course – little did he know! 

 

     ****  

 

He walked out of the meeting, literally smiling from ear to ear, on cloud nine as it were.  

 

It had gone better than he ever thought it would, he thought.  

 

They were already impressed by his results, as he knew they would be. But it was the 

future blueprint he had outlined for the company, and the future projections and graphs 

showing only an upward rise in profits that finally cinched the deal.  

 

And he actually managed to negotiate a price that was higher than they had discussed, 

so he was feeling rather peppy! 

 



 

 

 

But as he hailed a three wheeler (a common mode of public transport in India) to head 

home, his peppy mood evaporated somewhat, quickly replaced by a somewhat sombre 

and pensive mood.  

 

He hadn’t ever really discussed his business plans with Payal, his logic being “so long 

as the money keeps flowing in, I don’t see why I should”.  

 

And that type of thing is common in arranged marriages in India, the wife preferring 

not to discuss matters of the house with the husband unless absolutely necessary, and 

the husband is usually even more reluctant to discuss the office with her, preferring a 

glass of liquor in most cases to discussion with the wife! 

 

A most stupid philosophy this last, as women can sometimes provide ideas and input 

that are practical and useful, and more importantly, an idea that the man would never 

have thought of himself, but logic doesn’t apply to a lot of things in India, not least the 

antiquated system of “arranged marriages”, certainly not suited to the modern world.  

And as he got home, he found Payal watching T.V. a sullen expression on her face, the 

house in complete disarray.  

 

As usual, she hasn’t bothered to tidy up, he thought irritably, not pausing to wonder 

why.  

 

“Hi Payal”, he said, more out of habit than an actual desire to talk to her.  

 

“Hi”, she responded back absentmindedly, lost in her soap opera, feet tucked 

underneath her on the sofa.  

 

She was bored out of her skull watching T.V. all day, and she was longing for a sensible 

chat, perhaps a hug, or maybe just a bit of romance, but she knew that was a pipe dream.  

 

“Romance, my left foot. Is this any sort of marriage?” 

 

And a sensible chat!  

 

In fact, we hardly ever chat in the first place, let alone indulge in long, sensible chats, 

she thought, her mood cloudy.  

 

“Payal, I need to talk to you”, said Amit as she ignored him.  

 

“What is it?” she said, absentmindedly again. He probably wanted to know when dinner 

would be ready, she thought, really not feeling like preparing dinner in the first place, 

far less tell him when it would be ready.  

 

“Payal…” 

 

And she sighed, switching the T.V. off knowing that he’d buzz around like an annoying 

fly and pester her until she completed the formality of appearing to listen to what he 

had to say.  

 

As she looked at him, she noticed he looked happy, rather more so than usual.  



 

 

 

 

She wondered what was up.  

 

Another woman, she idly wondered? Oh, God, I really hope he tells me loves another 

woman, and wants a divorce. I’d give it to him on bended knees, and have a readymade 

excuse to give my parents for this marriage not working – not that it was ever destined 

to work! 

 

It was being stuck in a loveless marriage that annoyed her the most, rather than the 

actual relationship itself.  

 

Goddamned Indian society, she thought. She knew she could technically walk out on 

him and file for divorce, but she’d never hear the end of it from her parents, who’d 

constantly repeat one thing.  

 

“He’s your husband, Payal. You have to make it work”.  

 

And her relatives would badger her over and over to “make up”, and all that, along with 

other annoyances had made her stay married for name’s sake, but she wasn’t too happy 

about it.  

 

Of course, it’s different for men in India, she mused sardonically.  

 

Men can end a marriage and hear very little about it, except of course if the reason was 

something sexual i.e. if they were impotent, or if they had a gay relationship, or some 

other financial reason, perhaps.  

 

But there was none of the pestering that women had to go through if they wanted a 

divorce. A man could, in 99 percent of the cases, simply walk up to his parents and say 

“She doesn’t keep me happy”, and they’d automatically pin the blame on the woman 

without even wanting to hear further details.  

 

In the distance, she was aware of a voice babbling on about China.  

 

“Payal, are you even listening”, Amit asked irritably.  

 

“Yes, damn it! I just got a bit distracted with…with something. What were you saying 

again?” 

 

And he repeated himself, and what she heard both interested and incensed her.  

 

He had sold his company, making a hefty profit in the process, and planned to move to 

Dongguan, a manufacturing hub in China where he’d open a factory that dealt 

exclusively in shoes, his (old) company’s best profit making item.  

 

The money he had got from the sale would be enough to start the company, hire 

employees, and tide them over for a few months after which he predicted sales would 

rise dramatically, and she was sure he was right.  

 

In fact, he’ll probably make a decent profit right off the bat, she thought.  



 

 

 

 

So from a business standpoint, what he had to say was interesting, to say the least.  

 

But from a personal standpoint, she was incensed, though she didn’t show her anger as 

yet, the only clue being the angry glint in her beautiful round eyes, and a slightly 

furrowed brow.  

 

“It’s a great idea,” he finished, not even asking her for her opinion. “We’ll make money, 

and…” 

 

Here he paused not sure what to say.  

 

He was about to say “the lifestyle will be great”, but he wasn’t planning on taking his 

wife with him for sure! 

 

Oh, a few months of freedom, he was thinking.  

 

Of course, he didn’t know that Payal was reading his thoughts, anger bubbling just 

beneath the surface, ready to explode at any moment.  

 

“What about me, Amit?” she asked quietly, though she knew the answer.  

 

“You?” he asked, as if she had committed a crime by even daring to ask the question.  

 

“Yes, me, Amit. Me. The very person”.  

 

“Well, you’ll have to stay here, of course.” 

 

“And pray why?” 

 

The sarcasm in her tone wasn’t lost on him this time, and he reacted to it.  

 

“Because the visa will be an issue for you until the company’s at least six months old”, 

he said, knowing it was a lie. All that was required was for a company owner to 

“sponsor” his family for a residence visa, and they’d automatically get it based upon 

his own visa, no questions asked.  

 

“Or is it because you want to get away from me, Amit?” 

 

“Nothing like that, Payal, it’s…” he looked away, unable to bear her stare.  

 

“The hell it isn’t!” she roared, startling him, causing him to upset a small vase by his 

arm.  

 

“You don’t want to live with me, and I can accept that, but I can’t accept being tossed 

aside like a rag while you cavort around with the prostitutes in China!” 

 

Irritably, he picked up the vase, his irritation stemming from the fact that she was, as 

usual, right.  

 



 

 

 

“Can’t you think of something other than sex” he retorted in a tart manner, a hidden 

barb at one of her previous complaints about not getting enough sex.  

 

“Fuck, Amit”, she responded. “I don’t know what’s wrong with you. Here I am, 

practically begging you to have sex and you…” 

 

And she was liberated enough to recognize and demand that her sexual needs be 

satisfied, and did so on a regular basis.  

 

Of course, the typical Indian male views his wife as a “one time” use item of sorts, to 

hurriedly “bang” (think wham, bang, Thank you very much and no more, Ma’am) on 

the night of the wedding or the night after, and then forget all about sex with the woman 

after that, instead lecherously looking at and lusting after other women.  

 

“I want to go with you, Amit. I’m your wife, for Christ’s sake!” 

And she did want to go, if just to experience the lifestyle in China which she heard had 

improved by leaps and bounds in recent years.  

 

The cheap massages, the different style of food, all that appealed to her as much as it 

did Amit, though for him the women were the number one attraction.  

 

But most of all, she didn’t want to be the “mug” who stayed at home, and sacrificed her 

career for her husband, who gave her practically nothing in return other than a bundle 

of cash every month, which she could earn herself to be honest.  

 

Ok, perhaps not that much cash, she thought, but enough to live comfortably for sure! 

 

“I’m sorry Payal. I can’t”, he responded, sounding like a school kid in the head 

Mistress’s room, just waiting to get away as fast as he could and curse her roundly as 

soon as she was out of sight (or hearing).  

 

And she sighed.  

 

It’s no use, she thought.  

 

“Do what you like then”, she said, getting up from the couch and heading to the 

bedroom. 

 

“I have a headache. Order out for dinner if you like. I don’t care”, she continued in a 

flat tone of voice.  

 

On that note, she really didn’t care, she thought. She had long since given up trying to 

get him to stop his incessant roadside snacking on fried items, drink less, eat less sugar, 

et al. as she knew that her words slid off him like water off a duck’s back.  

 

And with that she was gone, leaving him sitting there on the couch, the upset vase at 

his feet.  

 



 

 

 

He was more than slightly annoyed at her reluctance to accept what he said like a 

“dutiful wife” should, but he was also used to it, and was happy enough to escape from 

the argument relatively unscathed.  

 

And he was callous enough to ignore his wife the rest of that evening, instead 

“celebrating” the sale of his company with a few cans of Guinness beer.  

 

     ***  

 

The days sped by quickly, at least for Amit, what with preparing to fly out to China, 

wrapping up business matters and other such things.  

 

He was too busy to notice his wife was even more miserable than ever, and if he was, 

he neither would have understood nor cared.  

 

After all, I’m doing what I’m supposed to, he thought. I’m giving her a good lifestyle, 

and I could care less about this “lonely” crap she keeps talking about! 

He could never understand why she didn’t indulge in gossip with the women in the 

neighbourhood to pass the time, not realizing how lucky he was to have an intelligent 

woman who preferred sensible chats over idle, bitchy gossip any day of the week! 

 

And within a week, he was ready to leave for China, and they had another chat, more 

out of necessity than any real emotion on either one’s part.  

 

“We’ll keep in touch once a week”, said Amit. “Skype should work well enough…” 

 

“Yeah, let’s do that, Amit” responded Payal not really caring. At least he’ll be out of 

the house, and I won’t have to listen to his incessant bickering about how I didn’t tidy 

up, cook the right meals, and so forth.  

 

Now, just so it’s clear, Payal was NOT one of those women who preferred to laze 

around the house all day, and hire a maid to clean up after her.  

 

Despite her “educated” status, which in India seems to sometimes almost force a 

woman into hiring a maid, if just for the “look”, she was actually the sort who loved 

getting her hands dirty around the house, keeping her house neat and clean, cooking 

nice meals for her family, etc., etc.  

 

She attempted to keep him happy during the first few months of their marriage, attempts 

that were by and large a complete failure.  

 

She initially thought she was doing something wrong, but quickly realized that he just 

didn’t care. The fault didn’t lie with her, it lay with him – except he’d of course never 

admit it! 

 

There is a limit to anyone’s patience, and hers quickly ran out.  

 

Her husband just didn’t care about her, and she quickly lost interest in trying to please 

him, or even keep up appearances of a successful marriage.  

 



 

 

 

And so, Amit left one night with little fanfare, a hired taxi taking him to the airport, 

Payal fast asleep when he left.  

 

The next day, he landed in Hong Kong, and quickly took a ferry over to Dongguan, 

where he took a cab to Changping, and checked into the hotel he had booked online.  

 

The following month passed by in a rush, what with setting his new factory up, dealing 

with various government officials, picking up bits and pieces of the language, and of 

course negotiating rent on and moving into his new place, a three bedroom apartment 

in a swanky apartment complex.  

 

He also drank way more than he had in India, the Chinese business culture of “gan bei” 

(bottoms up) appealing to him even more than he had thought it would.  

 

He drank mostly beer, as opposed to the traditional Chinese spirits, which he found to 

be positively revolting, sort of like throwing a noxious mixture of engine oil and rat 

poison down one’s throat – or so he thought! 

And soon, he started looking around for places to exercise.  

 

He wasn’t a health freak, if anything the exact opposite, but he did care about what the 

local girls thought of him, and without exception, they’d giggle and call him fat. 

 

Which he was, to be honest, looking at his rapidly expanding waistline in the mirror 

one day.  

 

Of course, I’ve got only myself to blame, as he remembered Payal’s voice, as if in a 

dream, exhorting him to drink less.  

 

But he was in luck.  

 

A park nearby his house provided the perfect place for walks, his preferred means of 

exercise, and to make things even better, the park had an extremely steep hill, about 

900 metres or so long, which one could climb all the way to the top and look out all 

over the city from there.  

 

Plenty of people climbed it daily, and even more visited the park for more moderate 

exercise, or a jog, or just to sit around chat.  

 

He climbed the hill the first day he went to the park, and the next day, he felt like a train 

had run over him.  

 

His shoulders and back were sore like he’d been lifting weights; his thighs were a 

wobbly mass of jelly, and his lower back hurt like hell.  

 

And he realized he just had to get in better shape.  

 

Otherwise, life in China was treating him well. He had already been with more than a 

dozen, beautiful, willing women (mostly prostitutes, but he didn’t care) since he was 

here.  

 



 

 

 

And of course, the beer was cheap, and flowed freely, which he took full advantage of.  

 

He rarely thought of Payal, frustrated, bored and depressed at home, desperately 

wanting her husband to reach out to her, at the same time knowing it would never 

happen.  

 

Unless she made it happen, of course.  

 

The very best thing she could have possessed at that point in time would have been a 

crystal ball in which she could gaze into, seeing the future as clearly as if it had 

happened yesterday.  

 

And then, she’d be so happy that she’d have wished Amit would have gone to China 

earlier. 

 

 But, we’re getting ahead of ourselves here! 

Chapter Two 
 

Ms. Chen 

 

As the months rolled by, his daily walk up the hill became a habit for him, not just 

because of the fitness benefits it provided him with, but also because of the various girls 

he’d meet during his walks.  

 

Even though it’s been a while since the country opened itself up to the world, a foreigner 

always attracts some degree of attention in China, especially in “second tier” (or third 

tier) cities such as Dongguan.  

 

Dongguan is basically a huge “factory city” made up from migrants all over China, the 

majority of the population not especially well educated or well-travelled as in the bigger 

cities.  

 

And the attention, sometimes unwanted, is magnified even more when the locals scent 

money on an expat.  

 

Call it opportunistic, or call it “gold digging”- call it what you will, but the Chinese are 

pragmatic above all, especially the women, many of whom are fiercely ambitious, with 

a burning desire to improve upon their station in life.   

 

And generally speaking, if a single, unmarried woman in Dongguan (and many other 

similar towns) sees a chance, even a slight chance of forming a relationship with a 

foreigner and managing to “get something out of it in the process”, then she’ll go for it, 

and use all her considerable wile to try and ensnare the man.  

 

Of course, that’s not to say the men don’t know this happens.  

 

It’s a game, one played out numerous times on a daily basis in the sprawling, polluted 

manufacturing heartland of China, and one that is usually neither “won” nor “lost”, both 

parties knowing what the other is in it for (in most cases, at least).  



 

 

 

 

And that’s where Amit met Cherry, a 22 year old petite girl from Sichuan province with 

shoulder length, streaked brown hair, and a perfect figure as most Chinese women 

(regardless of their age) tend to have.  

 

Curiously enough she was not a factory worker, as so many of her brethren from 

Sichuan were.  

 

She was a college student, studying economics, hoping to land a job in Dongguan (or 

nearby) upon graduating.  

 

Salaries in this part of China are far higher than in Northern or Western China, at least 

for the locals, and thousands of people flock to this province in search of better paying 

jobs.  

 

Not all make it, but as they say, hope springs eternal in the human breast.   

They met one day as he was trudging up the hill slowly; trying to work off the beers he 

had last night.  

 

Amit, for what it’s worth, was in fairly decent shape, but too much liquor and a poor 

diet was beginning to show its effects. Back in India, he didn’t drink too much, mostly 

because Payal would complain, but over here, he was free to do as he liked, with no 

wife to “monitor” him.  

 

And so, while he was by no means an alcoholic, he’d drink way more than he should at 

times, and feel it the next day.  

 

Their relationship started with a few dates in the park itself, walking up the hill, and 

then sometimes dinner. 

 

She knew he had a wife, as he was pretty upfront about it. And while she wasn’t upfront 

about why she was with him, he was under no illusions as to what the reason was.  

 

It certainly wasn’t his good looks, or lack thereof to be honest.  

 

No, it was his job, his position as the owner of a factory that manufactured, and exported 

shoes of every conceivable nature around the globe – a factory that had its problems to 

be sure, but was still on the path to success.  

 

She often asked him if he’d stay with his wife, to which he’d give a non-committal 

answer.  

 

And they both knew it. He wanted a woman with no strings attached until he had to go 

back to his married life, and for her, well, it was an opportunity to go out for dinners to 

nice restaurants, shop with Amit’s cash, which he was pretty generous with, and so 

forth.  

 

And it was on one of their walks one Sunday afternoon that they spotted a fruit vendor 

in the park.  

 



 

 

 

She was an older Chinese woman, Amit idly noticed as he walked past, sitting on a 

bench under the tree, a “push cart” full of assorted fruits in front of her.  

 

“Stop”, said Cherry suddenly.  

 

“What’s wrong?” 

 

“Oh, nothing. I just want to buy a few apples, and that lady seems to have some really 

nice, fresh produce!” 

 

“Hmm, ok”, Amit said, nodding. Cherry, like many other Chinese girls he’d seen had 

this habit of nibbling on something while she walked, and given she usually chose fruit, 

it was a pretty healthy habit.  

 

“As I can tell from her figure,” he thought, looking at her pretty legs as she walked over 

to the vendor, her luscious ass almost bursting out of her shorts.  

She spoke to the vendor, and beckoned him over, evidently wanting him to check out 

the fruits on display.  

 

He walked over to the vendor, not really interested in her wares, but wanting to humour 

his girlfriend anyway.  

 

The usual obligatory giggle ensued as he greeted the vendor, a giggle that any foreigner 

that has lived in China for any period is used to.  

 

“Ni hao”, he greeted her (the Mandarin equivalent of “how are you”), as she giggled 

again at the foreigner trying to speak her language.  

 

But it was a good natured giggle, one borne more out of curiosity in most cases, as well 

as tacit approval at an expat greeting her in Chinese as opposed to English, and he did 

not mind one bit, smiling back at her.  

 

For what it’s worth, the Chinese, while friendly towards foreigners in general, have a 

fierce nationalistic streak within them, and nowhere is this more apparent than in their 

choice of language.  

 

English is rarely the first language of choice for the Chinese, even amongst those who 

are fluent in the language.  

 

They have grudgingly accepted the fact that they need to learn English to communicate 

with foreigners, if just for business purposes, and to this effect, thousands and thousands 

of “training centres” and “English schools” exist in China, where the students pay big 

bucks to learn how to speak proper English.  

 

But their dislike for the language, albeit well cloaked, is quickly apparent to anyone 

that has been in China for any length of time, and speaking English is something that 

most of them look upon as a chore.   

 



 

 

 

And given China’s meteoric rise in just about every sphere, it is not a stretch to say that 

working knowledge of Mandarin will soon become a necessity for anyone wanting to 

deal with the Chinese at any level.   

 

“Her name is Ms. Chen”, said Cherry. She then introduced Amit, yet another giggle 

ensuing as she tried to pronounce his name correctly.  

 

And as Cherry picked out the fruits she wanted, the two conversed rapidly in Chinese, 

Amit understanding some of what was being said. 

 

“Does he have a wife? Any family here?” asked the older woman.  

 

“Yes”, responded Cherry. “But it doesn’t matter to me”, she giggled, as if having a 

“girlfriend” on the side was the most natural thing for a man to do.  

 

And given the number of rich businessmen who kept “Mistresses” on the side, their 

wives usually blissfully unaware of their husband’s extra marital affairs, or simply not 

caring, it probably was the most natural thing to her in that city.   

“Oh…” responded Ms. Chen thoughtfully, looking Amit over again, as she was trying 

to analyze his thought processes and/or choice in terms of a girlfriend.  

 

He didn’t think much of it at the time, of course. In fact, he hadn’t even paid much 

attention to this old lady until now.  

 

But now that she looked at him directly, intelligent eyes probing into him, he found 

himself noticing her.  

 

She’s not that old, he thought. Probably 40 at most, most likely a few years less. 

 

She was dressed in a shirt and trousers, plain attire, nothing to speak of, and a pair of 

shoes lay by the bench.  

 

Probably taken her shoes off to air her feet out, he thought, again not thinking much of 

it, noticing the dirty frayed socks she had on, and her broad feet underneath them.  

 

And she wasn’t that bad looking, actually somewhat attractive in a way, if you got past 

the tired, creased face and the frumpy hair, which could do with some attention from a 

stylist.  

 

No, she’d probably be fairly good looking given the right stylist and salon… 

 

“Guo jia”, her voice broke out again, clearly directed at Amit, who had been looking 

idly at another Chinese girl passing by as she first spoke.  

 

“Guo jia?” he automatically responded, somewhat confused, but his mind clicked into 

gear a brief moment later, remembering that “Guo Jia” was the Mandarin equivalent of 

asking which country he was originally from.  

 

“I’m from India”, he replied in English.  

 



 

 

 

“Huh??” she responded, looking at him brusquely, as if to say, “You know I don’t speak 

English!” 

 

“Uh, Yindu ren”, he responded, laughing in a self-conscious manner. (Indian person).  

 

“Oh, Yindu!” the woman responded. “You are from India!” 

 

Taken aback at her English, which was admittedly rusty and in need of improvement, 

but more than adequate to communicate, Amit hesitated, and she laughed again.  

 

“My English is not so good. But I will improve. I don’t want to sell fruits all my life!” 

she said, with a degree of confidence that might have better been suited to a successful 

business woman rather than a roadside vendor, thought Amit.  

 

But then again, a person’s current vocation isn’t necessarily an indicator of his or her 

success in coming years, thought Amit.  

 

Take the case of Steve Jobs, who started with practically nothing other than an idea, 

and look where he ended up a few years later! 

 

Or, let’s take the case of Dhirubai Ambani, he thought. Started out as a lowly gas station 

attendant, and ended up founding Reliance, a multi-billion dollar industry that made the 

current owners of the company the second richest family in the world! 

 

Of course, not everyone can achieve those dizzying levels of success, but hard work 

combined with a can do attitude often moves mountains, and Amit as a business person 

himself was well aware of this fact.  

 

And the lady spoke again, as Cherry gathered her fruits, and they prepared to walk 

away.  

 

“Do you come here daily?” 

 

“Yes, almost daily”, responded Amit.  

 

And it was true. Ever since he had found this park, he made it a point to at least walk 

around the park a couple of times daily, if not up the hill, which was actually something 

he dreaded doing (but still forced himself to do on a regular basis), as it was quite tough 

for him.  

 

And they said their goodbyes, the older lady looking at Amit strangely as he left with 

Cherry.  

 

The days passed by, and Amit saw her in the park virtually every day after that. She 

greeted him daily, and he responded with the stock “Ni hao”, moving on after that.  

 

Fairly innocuous stuff, you might say.  

 

Except…it wasn’t that innocuous.  

 



 

 

 

The lady would greet him, but “leech” on to him after that, literally exhorting him to 

buy her wares, even though he wasn’t interested in her fruits.  

 

She’d lecture him for a bit on a healthy diet, or perhaps point to his expanding waistline 

and giggle until he was irritated enough to buy something and hurriedly leave just to 

escape her presence.  

 

And this nuisance continued for a while, but what really flummoxed him was that 

Cherry (when she came with him) enjoyed speaking to the older lady every time she 

met her, a strange sort of “bond” forming between the two ladies despite the obvious 

age gap.  

 

A bond that friends have.  

 

An unwritten fact to help each other out, or even to band together as females against a 

manipulative and patriarchal society, or so it seemed to Amit at the time… 

 

Oh well, whatever, he thought, resigning himself to this nuisance. It’s just me forking 

out a few extra bucks sometimes, nothing more than that, and she’ll eventually find 

another foreigner to bore with her drivel, he thought.  

 

So he thought, but he was soon to find out that it wasn’t going to stop at “forking out a 

few bucks sometimes”!  

 

     ****  

 

A month or so passed by. It was June by now, and the humidity in the city was 

unbearable, even a short walk out of one’s air-conditioned environs causing profuse 

sweating.  

 

And so, one sultry evening in June rolled around, and he was walking out of the park 

as usual, dripping sweat as he walked, the tough hill climb having really taken it out of 

him.  

 

He passed Ms. Chen on the way back home and greeted her, the older woman nodding 

at him in her customary manner, as he politely acknowledged her, privately wishing he 

didn’t have to, but doing so out of sake of politeness to Cherry, who seemed to have 

taken a liking to the older lady.  

 

Cherry was not with him at the time, apparently having decided to go back to her 

hometown for the summer holidays.  

 

Amit didn’t know if she’d be back, or if she had really even gone back home, but he 

didn’t care. She was proving to be way harder to get in bed than he had thought, and he 

was looking for a way to dump her anyway and find another, more “willing” woman.  

 

He greeted Ms. Chen in a vague sort of manner, and started to move on, as he usually 

did (or attempted to before she collared him).  

 

But today was not going to be the usual run of the mill day, as he would soon find out.  



 

 

 

 

“Amit!” she called after him, as he walked away.  

 

“Aren’t you going to buy something?” she asked him.  

 

“Oh, no Ms. Chen”, he said, wishing this nuisance would cease. He wondered: “why 

does this woman have to pester me every time I show up here?”   

 

“Sure?” she asked, looking at him watchfully, her Chinese accent sounding cute and 

grating on his nerves at the same time.  

 

“Yes. I have to go”, he said, forcing a smile, and preparing to turn around and leave.  

 

“You will buy”, said the older lady quietly.  

 

“Huh?” responded Amit, not believing he had heard what he had.  

 

But her response shocked him, not so much at what she said, but in the way she said it.  

 

“I said you will buy it! Sit down here!” she said in a raised voice, her Chinese English 

coming to the fore, causing some onlookers to look on curiously at the older woman 

shouting at a foreigner, something they didn’t see too often.  

 

Amit looked around, and sat down irritably.  

 

So she thinks she’s going to make me buy her wares by creating a scene, he thought. 

Well, she’s got another think coming! 

 

But the next words she uttered left him agape and gasping for breath, unable to even 

respond to what she said.  

 

“Should I tell Payal about Cherry, Amit? Will she be pleased?”  

 

Payal?!! How on earth does she know about Payal, he wondered. Did Cherry tell her?  

 

And even if she did, how on earth can she tell her anything? Even Cherry doesn’t know 

anything about my wife other than her name… 

 

She was looking at him malevolently as these thoughts raced through his mind, self-

preservation upper most in his mind.  

 

“PayalKumari@gmail.com”, she continued, lowering her tone, knowing she had his 

attention now.  

 

And he just kept staring at her, wondering how she had got his wife’s email address.  

 

After all, they weren’t especially close as you might imagine and he hardly ever spoke 

to her except their usual “weekly” chat on Sunday nights after coming to China, let 

alone email her.  

 

mailto:PayalKumari@gmail.com


 

 

 

And the distance didn’t bother him for obvious reasons.  

 

But his mind was in overdrive now as this woman in front of him painstakingly 

pronounced his wife’s email address, not because he was overly concerned about his 

wife’s feelings, but because of the divorce that he knew would happen.  

 

Payal, as the reader already knows, was a headstrong, educated woman with a career of 

her own, and opinions she wasn’t shy about expressing.  

 

A far cry from the subservient, downtrodden Indian woman that we read about so often 

in books and novels thought that’s not to say those sort of women (unfortunately) 

cannot be found in India, poverty and societal pressures forcing them into a life of 

subservience they secretly hate.  

 

But that wasn’t Payal, and he knew for a fact that the divorce would end up being a 

long and drawn out battle between the two of them, with both their families getting 

involved as well. In short, it was a hassle he didn’t need at this point.  

Not to mention the financial losses, he thought. I’m sure she’ll nick me for everything 

I’ve got, and get it as well.  

 

But as these thoughts passed through his mind, another, more soothing thought crossed 

his mind.  

 

So what if she knows, he thought. I can easily pass this off as a visit to another factory. 

I can tell her that the girl is a sales person working at the new factory.  

 

And this wouldn’t necessarily alarm Payal, as she was well aware of the fact that his 

factory outsourced orders to other factories at times when they couldn’t keep up with 

the demand, and the first person he met at most of the factories he outsourced was 

usually a vivacious young Chinese woman hired for exactly that purpose, to “impress” 

potential customers.  

 

And then, just as he started to feel better, she dropped another bombshell on him, this 

one far more alarming than the previous one.  

 

Her voice dropped to a barely inaudible level as she spoke, menace dripping from each 

syllable.  

 

But though her voice was so muted at that point that even a person nearby would have 

trouble understanding it, he felt as if a bomb had exploded under his feet as she spoke.  

 

“You liked Kendrick, didn’t you?” 

 

Five words followed by a question mark, the question hanging heavily in the humid 

Dongguan air. 

 

Words that made him feel as if he had been struck on the base of the skull by a sock 

filled with wet sand.  

 



 

 

 

The experience was still fresh in his mind, the taste of Kendrick’s long black cock still 

in his mouth, the smell of his hairy balls fresh in his nostrils, almost as if it had happened 

yesterday. 

 

Even though it had been years… 

 

He had first met Kendrick, an expat from Kenya, in his third and penultimate year of 

college in India. Kendrick was a year older, in his final year, but the two had hit it off 

immediately, a deep friendship forming between the two men.  

 

And there was nothing inherently sexual about the nature of their friendship, at least 

not that Amit knew at the time.  

 

He did notice that Kendrick, unlike himself, wasn’t too interested in the pretty young 

Indian women around campus, which he found a bit strange, given that most expats in 

India (or China, for that matter) literally go nuts over the local women.   

 

But he never really thought about it much, and they were best friends, doing most of 

the same things guys at that age do – drinking  beer, watching porn together, and so 

forth.  

 

Little did Amit know that his friendship with Kendrick would reveal feelings and 

desires within him that he had never even thought of, much less experienced! 

 

That he loved sucking cock, licking a pair of hairy balls, feeling the smoothness of a 

man’s penis in his mouth, sucking the head, hearing the man moan as he pleasured 

him… 

 

They had just gotten done with final exams, and were bored out of their minds with 

nothing much to do except sit around and drink beer.  

 

And it was Amit who suggested they take a short trip to Goa, and spend a couple of 

days there partying.  

 

Most college students in India have been to Goa at some point, a state that while in 

India, is completely different from the rest of the country in terms of food, culture and 

other aspects of daily life.  

 

In fact, it wouldn’t be a stretch to compare the culture there with that of the West Indies, 

or perhaps Sri Lanka… “Beach culture” is probably an accurate way of terming it.  

 

Lots of drinking, lots of partying, available women (and men, for those that were into 

the gay scene), and most of all, cheap accommodation and gorgeous, sun kissed beaches 

for most of the year makes Goa a hot spot for tourists, backpackers, students on a 

budget, and just about anyone looking for a good time, really.  

 

They took a bus from Bombay to Goa, not minding the bumpy, smelly ride, and were 

soon having the time of their lives, it being the first time Amit had seen the ocean as 

well as beaches as gorgeous as this.  

 



 

 

 

Not to mention the women, he thought.  

 

Women of every available hue and colour walking around on the beach in bikinis with 

drinks in hand, the general environment making them far more open to male company 

than they normally would be – in short, the type of thing every red blooded straight 

male dreams about! 

 

They had rented a room together (with two beds) to save money, and it happened on 

the second night of their four day trip.  

 

They were drinking beer together, the air-conditioner in the room humming gently, 

providing welcome respite from the humidity outside.  

 

They both had their shirts off, and Amit was discussing the Russian woman he had seen 

on the beach that afternoon.  

 

“Boy was she hot! Those legs of her, and those lips…” he trailed off, finishing his bottle 

of beer, and lurching towards the ice chest to get another.  

 

“Ah yeah, her lips”, Kendrick responded, taking his shirt off. The air conditioner wasn’t 

that powerful, just adequate, but it was more than they expected given the cheap room 

rates.  

 

And they drank beer, discussing women, in general, enjoying the beer and the cool 

room. Amit took his shirt off as well, and loosened the buckle on his jeans, getting 

comfortable as he would at home.  

 

An hour or so later, they were discussing the possibility of paying for sex with some of 

the women they saw, and Amit got up to take a leak, yawning as he did so, almost ready 

for bed.  

 

He flushed the toilet, and got back, but what he saw in the dim light of the room both 

shocked and excited him, the excitement quickly turning into a mega powerful arousal 

he had never experienced before, sending shivers of anticipation through his body, his 

cock starting to harden (despite all the alcohol) without him even knowing it! 

 

And what was it exactly that he saw after relieving himself?  

 

The sight of his friend with his long black cock in his hand, completely naked, and 

stroking his dick with his right hand.  

 

“I’m so horny, I need to jack off”, he was murmuring, all ten or so inches of him erect 

and hard despite the amount of beer that he too, had consumed! 

 

“Oh”, responded Amit, barely able to speak.  

 

His throat was dry at the sight in front of him, and he didn’t even stop to think how he, 

a hitherto “straight” guy was so turned on by the sight of his friend’s dick.  

 

His own cock was hard, and Kendrick noticed it.  



 

 

 

 

“You look like you need to jack off too, Amit. Here, sit here and let’s…” he finished 

off, somewhat drunk himself, his speech a little bit slurred.  

 

But Amit could care less, his entire attention focused on his friend’s jet black organ and 

the balls that hung invitingly below it. 

 

 It was a sort of sexual arousal that made his legs turn rubbery, a sexual arousal so 

powerful that he was on his knees a minute later, not knowing why he was doing what 

he was doing, but not caring, his cock guiding his thought processes.  

 

And his erection raged uncontrollably as he stared at this long, black cock in front of 

him, the uncircumcised foreskin concealing the beautiful cock head under it. It would 

not be a stretch to say he could cum at that point without even touching himself, so 

powerful was his arousal! 

 

He gently pulled the skin back, and sucked on the head the way he expected women to 

do for him, his own cock hard yet forgotten, his overwhelming desire at that point being 

to service Kendrick’s cock.  

 

And he must have sucked his friend off for at least fifteen to twenty minute, before his 

friend asked him to stop.  

 

“God, I must be drunk” he said in a husky voice. “I would normally have cum twice by 

now!” 

 

But he was still rock hard, and he quickly got up from the bed, and fetched a bottle of 

Vaseline lotion from the bedside table.  

 

“Here, jack me off with this. And use both hands”, he implored Amit, laying back down 

on the bed again, his balls right next to Amit’s eager lips, the smell of his pubes making 

Amit dizzy with lust.  

 

And as Amit eagerly massaged lotion on to that long dong, and jacked him off the way 

his friend told him to, his friend moaned, and came without warning, massive blobs of 

cum emanating from the long black dick, the balls contracting with each ejaculation, 

moans of pleasure coming from his friend as his back arched, giving Amit a view of his 

ass crack from the vantage position he was in.  

 

He lay there, gasping for a while, while Amit willed himself not to touch his own dick, 

as he knew a mere touch would do it for him, so turned on was he.  

 

“Would you like me to take care of you?” his friend finally asked in a gentle tone of 

voice.  

 

Would he!? 

 

Amit didn’t respond, but simply moaned as a bitch in heat might, and laid down on the 

bed next to him, eagerly spreading his legs as wide as he could, his own cock pointing 

skywards, the hairy balls aching for release.  



 

 

 

 

“Do you like sucking cock better, or do you simply prefer getting a good blowjob”, he 

found himself asking his friend.  

 

And then without waiting for his answer, he went on.  

 

“Suck me, Kendrick”.  

 

“Oh, I prefer to be the one on the receiving end”, responded Kendrick with a slight 

laugh.  

 

But he bent to suck Amit’s dick anyway, expertly using his thick black lips on Amit’s 

cockhead, preparing to return the favour his friend had so freely bequeathed upon him 

just a few moments ago.  

 

And that first suck was all that was required. Amit pushed his friend’s mouth away, and 

he put Kendrick’s hands on his dick.  

 

“Faster!” 

 

And as Kendrick jacked him off, he came, the orgasm literally pulsating through his 

body, the sensations better than he had ever experienced before, even while having sex 

with a woman! 

 

“Oh God! Ah, fuck! OH, fuck, yeah!” 

 

Each utterance was accompanied by a copious amount of cum and even the bliss he was 

experiencing didn’t stop him from momentarily wondering about where this much cum 

was coming from! 

 

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned, as the last powerful spurt of cum burst out, his cock still hard 

after the orgasm, unlike what happened to him normally.  

 

Normally, his dick would start to soften instantly after an orgasm, as is probably the 

case for a lot of men.  

 

But not this time! 

 

He stayed hard for a while, watching his friend’s naked ass as he bent to wash his hands 

at the sink.  

 

And as his initial lust abated, his dick softened, and he felt a sense of unease, a sense of 

impending “doom” if you would.  

 

Oh my God, he thought. What have I just done! 

 

And those “straight men” that have experienced homosexual encounters with close 

friends (and I’m willing to bet there are many) know exactly what was passing through 

Amit’s mind at the time.  

 



 

 

 

Oh no, he thought. I’m gay, and I didn’t even know it! 

 

The “manly” part of him was screaming at him, literally bellowing at him.  

 

“Put your fucking clothes on, and forget this ever happened!” 

 

And the alcohol was starting to take effect as well, as Kendrick sat down on the bed 

beside him, knowing what was going through his friend’s mind, but also knowing that 

there wasn’t much he could do, as his friend’s guilt would pass with time.  

 

That’s one of the things that is so liberating about not following societal mores as one 

is “expected to”, by the way, the sheer freedom that comes from living  life naturally, 

the way one enjoys it.  

 

The way life is meant to be lived, without tags or labels of any sort attached to anyone.  

To be honest, it hardly matters if a man enjoys sucking on a cock as much as he does 

drinking beer. What matters is if he enjoys what he’s doing, and if the sexual activity 

is safe and consensual, and if it is, nothing else matters.  

  

But unfortunately, society has conditioned us to think otherwise, and Amit was sitting 

there, dread washing over him at the thought of what he had just done.  

 

“Here”, said Kendrick again gently. “Let’s lie down together, and…” 

 

“Oh, it’s OK. I’ll lie down there”, said Amit in a strange, constricted sort of voice, 

motioning to the bed next to his friend’s bed.  

 

“You can take your clothes off, it’s OK. I won’t…”, his friend began, still naked beside 

Amit, his long black dick drooped in a lazy manner over his nuts.  

  

But Amit didn’t, and lay down on the bed, his mind still spinning.  

 

“It’s ok Amit”, he heard his friend repeat. “It’s ok…” 

 

And that was the last thing he remembered hearing, before he fell into a deep and oddly 

enough given his apparent mental disarray, contented sleep, the alcohol hitting him 

hard, and the orgasm he had just had relaxing him more than any other previous orgasm 

had.  

 

They woke up the next day, and they discussed what had happened, both of them feeling 

extremely awkward about the situation, each going out of the way to pretend “it had 

never happened”.  

 

But pretend as they might, they both knew the reality.  

 

And though it might sound strange, they remained friends after their “adventures” in 

Goa, not indulging in any more homosexual activities, but simply remaining friends, 

despite Amit’s obvious mental state of confusion at the time.  

 



 

 

 

Kendrick returned to Kenya shortly after that, having completed his degree but the two 

guys stayed in touch through e-mail and such, though not very regularly.  

 

The memories of their one and only sexual encounter evaporated pretty rapidly, at least 

for Amit, who was able to put it at the back of his mind for quite a while.  

 

But much like the fruit vendor and Cherry had, there was a “bond” between them.  

 

An unwritten bond of friendship that both knew would stand the test of distance and 

time.  

 

An unbreakable bond made even stronger by the fact they had sucked each other’s 

cocks, Amit more eagerly so than Kendrick who was more the sort who enjoyed getting 

his cock sucked rather than being the one sucking.  

 

But they had both enjoyed it thoroughly, and though Amit was too emotionally torn 

apart after their encounters to suck his friend’s cock one last time before he returned to 

Kenya, he often thought about cock as the months passed by.  

 

His friend’s long, black, shiny hose like organ, the cum shooting out of it in large white 

gobs, the colour contrasts between his face, the white cum, and his long jet black cock 

arousing him more than he ever thought possible.  

 

That hot cum bubbling out of the uncircumcised head… 

 

And returning to the present, what made Ms. Chen’s words even scarier was that as of 

late, he had been experiencing a desire to suck cock.  

 

Not just black cock, but any cock.  

  

He had long since come to understand that though men, per se, didn’t interest him 

sexually, their cocks certainly did, and he had gotten comfortable enough with his 

sexuality to make the distinction.  

 

However, he was equally attracted to women as well, and he was easily able to keep his 

homosexual tendencies at bay back at home with Payal.  

 

But over here, he didn’t have a regular woman to go to (except for the numerous 

prostitutes around), and his inner desires had started to manifest themselves far more 

frequently than in India.  

 

He often thought of Kendrick’s cock while a willing female masturbated him, the latter 

blissfully unaware of the former’s thoughts and reason of arousal.  

 

Oh no, thought Amit, fear striking him like an incisive arrowhead (no pun intended) at 

the very base of his being.  

 

If this gets out, I’m done for, he thought!  

 



 

 

 

I’m sure my wife will tell everyone about this, and it’ll get back to my own family, 

and…he shuddered, not wanting to imagine the reaction they’d have.  

 

My straitlaced, traditional mother would probably have a heart attack and keel over for 

one, he thought. Sucking his friend’s cock and black cock at that! 

 

And at this point the casual reader might ask, well, so what if it’s black cock? Or white? 

Or, purplish green for that matter?  

 

Well, mostly because Indians, and Asians in general can be extremely racist, both 

towards people from their own country as well as folks they consider to be “inferior” 

from other nations.  

 

And without getting into the why’s and wherefores’ of this, suffice it to say that blacks 

are the lowest on the totem pole when it comes to respect.  

 

Of course, this racism is never “in your face”, but the average black person in India 

would be shocked to hear the racist Hindi slurs most folks uttered behind their backs.  

 

Lost in these thoughts, he didn’t notice as Ms. Chen shoved a bagful of fruits his way 

rudely.  

 

“Yi Bai, San shi Kuai (130 RMB)”, she said, much like a collector from the Mafia 

might address a “Joe” defaulting on payment, as if to say, “pay up, or else you lose a 

thumb!” 

 

Or in this case, lose a ton of money and get embroiled in hassles you don’t want and 

can’t afford to be sure.  

 

Especially the humiliation I’d have to endure, even as his cock grew hard at the thought 

of Kendrick’s hose like penis, silky, smooth, and… 

 

“130 RMB!” she repeated impatiently.  

 

More than she made from ten customers normally, he thought, fishing in his pocket for 

the money, and handing it over to her, not so concerned about the money as he was 

about what she had just told him. 

 

How does she know, he wondered.  

 

How on earth did she find out? 

 

And he made his way home, his thoughts in complete disarray, Ms. Chen looking at his 

back with triumph in her eyes, her legs stretched out comfortably on the opposing park 

bench, knowing that she only need to make a few more bucks before “shutting shop” 

for the day, and perhaps even getting home a couple of hours earlier.  

 

Amit, for his part, got home, and tried to concentrate on a few work related e-mails, but 

it was an effort in futility.  

 



 

 

 

How does she know?! What else does she know?! 

 

The possibility of Cherry accessing his email arose, but he dismissed the thought as 

soon as it came to mind.  

 

First, she wouldn’t do such a thing anyway. And even if she did find out, why would 

she blackmail me? She’s getting enough money from me anyway… 

 

It was true – he had paid part of her tuition fees already for the next semester, knowing 

she wasn’t interested in going to bed with him, but enjoying her company nevertheless, 

treating her as a sort of “trophy” girl if you would.  

 

And second, she had never had actual sex with him, and had never come back to his 

apartment with him, which in turn meant she had no access to his laptop which was 

where he normally accessed emails (other than his Smartphone, but he never handed 

that over to anyone either).  

He tossed and turned all night, not able to sleep, finally arising at the crack of dawn, 

not having slept a wink all night.  

 

     ****  

 

And from that point onwards, his daily walks in the park turned into a veritable 

nightmare on the way back, with Ms. Chen literally forcing him to fork over money 

every time he passed her.  

 

He thought of asking Cherry for help, but quickly balked at the idea.  

 

Do I really want her knowing I sucked black cock? I’m sure this Ms. Chen won’t 

hesitate to tell her that, and she’ll probably embellish the details as well! 

 

He mulled over finding another park and another hill to climb, but he knew it was futile.  

 

“@gmail.com…” her voice repeated itself over and over in his head, the low, menacing 

tone one that he would probably never ever forget.  

 

No, he thought. I can’t…not unless she agrees to not blackmail me with what she 

knows, and going by the evidence thus far, that’s not going to happen anytime soon.  

 

And a couple of weeks passed by thus, and nothing else happened apart from her 

demanding money from him daily, and pushing her unsold wares on to him, usually 

old, stale fruits that he tossed in the garbage as soon as he got home.  

 

He didn’t like being forced to give her money, but one good thing about this was that 

there was no more forced “chit chat” between them.  

 

And if it stays at this, I can probably handle it for a while, he thought uneasily. The 

money isn’t a lot to be honest… 

 



 

 

 

And it was on one rainy Sunday that he sat at home, waiting for the rain to abate so he 

could go for his walk, pondering over how much  money would be enough for her to 

“forget” his secrets, or at the very least never reveal them to his family.  

 

After all, that’s what she’s after, he thought. Money.  

 

If I pay her off, it’ll be a large amount at one shot, but at least my headaches will be 

over.  

 

But will they, an inner voice queried.  

 

What if she takes the money and decides to tell your wife anyway?  

 

And more pertinently, how the hell did she find out about this anyway? Who told her, 

and how do I deal with that person, someone I don’t even know as yet?  

 

He rose miserably from the chair, and prepared for his walk as the rain stopped pelting 

down. Only an hour’s break, he thought, being quite familiar with the nature of the rains 

in Dongguan.  

 

Ever since the episode last week, his life in China, previously joyful, had taken on a 

pensive and depressed tone.  

 

If she knows, then how many more people know?  

 

He strode up the hill, panting with the exertion, dreading the walk back home, knowing 

what was going to happen.  

 

And as he walked back, the rain suddenly pelted down in all its fury, the only precursor 

being a strong wind suddenly blowing through the trees, sending people scurrying for 

cover in all directions.  

 

Oh, fuck, that’s just great, he thought.  

 

He didn’t have an umbrella on him at the time, and the torrential downpour soaked him 

to the bone in no time.  

 

He considered taking shelter at a nearby convenience store for a bit, but he was already 

drenched, and shelved that idea.  

 

Maybe she won’t be here today, he thought. Surely not in this rain! 

 

But she was, he noticed, his heart sinking much like the T-shirt on his back was from 

the weight of the rain as he noticed her beckon him over with a wave of the hand from  

under a tree.  

 

She was relatively dry under an umbrella, as opposed to Amit, who was dripping water 

like a leaky faucet from all over his body.  

 



 

 

 

“No money today”, she remarked, as he took out his wallet on reflex, the leather already 

soaked from the rain.  

 

“You can escort me home instead”, she said, laughing. “Here, hold my umbrella for 

me!” 

 

“Huh?” Amit responded, confused at this sudden change of “plan”.  

 

“Yes, you heard me right the first time”, she responded irritably, as if he was a helper 

balking at a task she ordered him to do.  

 

She then stowed her push cart away in a corner of the park behind some thick shrubbery 

(apparently an area that was earmarked for this very purpose), after which they made 

their way out of the park. 

 

Amit held the umbrella for her, careful not to let the rain soak her any more than could 

be helped, fear of what was to come clouding his every sense.  

What else does she know about me, he thought nervously.  

 

And more importantly, why on earth does she want me to escort her home, he thought, 

a deep sense of unease manifesting itself within him.  

 

They soon reached her modest apartment, a short walk away from the park, and walked 

inside as Ms. Chen unlocked the door and strode in, while Amit hesitated at the 

doorway, finally starting to walk in.  

 

“Stop!” her voice rang out, startling him, causing him to pause, one foot over the 

threshold of her door, one behind it.  

 

“Shoes!” 

  

She pointed at Amit’s tennis shoes with an expression of distaste. They were completely 

drenched from the rain, making a squelching sound as he walked, and she clearly 

wanted him to remove them before entering her apartment.  

 

He did so, as she watched him intently. 

 

“Uh…” said Amit, standing there, feeling stupid, and not sure what to say.  

 

Ms. Chen walked over to the couch, her own sandals wet from the rain, leaving imprints 

on the clean floor as she moved.  

 

But the rest of her was fairly dry, as opposed to Amit, who was soaked to the bone, the 

small umbrella not being big enough for the two of them.  

 

Even if it was, I probably wouldn’t be walking that close to her, he thought 

uncomfortably, as she sank down on the old sofa, throwing her feet up on a rickety 

centre table, sighing out loud as she did so.  

 



 

 

 

“Well, come in”, she said, glaring impatiently at Amit who was still standing by the 

door in an uncertain manner, wondering why she had made him remove his footwear, 

yet not removed her own before entering the apartment.  

 

“And take your shirt off, and throw it over there!” she continued, pointing to a corner 

of the room.  

 

And as he entered, doing as she ordered, the sight of her shod feet was foremost in his 

vision, the nasty mud caked soles with dirt and leaves stuck on to them perched 

comfortably on the old table in front of the sofa.  

 

She’s not in the least bit shy about her feet, he thought. Something that was strange, as 

displaying the soles of one’s feet to others (especially the soles of one’s shoes) is 

considered to be extremely rude, especially if... 

 

“Take them off!” the harsh command reverberated in the room. 

 

The words resounded in his ears, Amit not believing what he had just heard her say.  

“I’m sorry, I…” 

 

“You heard me, boy!” the older lady’s voice rang out again, the age difference between 

them making the “boy” part of her command sound oddly acceptable in a way.  

 

And then, as if to warn Amit that any failure to obey her would result in her revealing 

his secrets, she pulled out her smart phone, looking at him in a warning manner.  

 

He dropped to his knees, the cold cement feeling extremely uncomfortable; the stench 

from her feet causing him to wince. Sweat mixed in with dampness and this nasty rain, 

a part of him said.  

 

Oh my God, he thought, as he removed her footwear, unbuckling the straps on her 

sandals with shaky hands as she stared down at him wordlessly, her black eyes all 

knowing, yet expressionless at the same time.  

 

And as he put the sandals to the side, the sight of her soles greeted him, the socks so 

unbearably damp and dirty that he hurriedly started to rise without her telling him to.  

 

Anything to get away from this, he thought… 

 

“The socks too!!” her voice rang out, as if on cue, amusement dripping from her eyes 

now as she looked at him, stuck between a rock and an extremely smelly place as it 

were.  

 

“I…” started Amit. Surely he couldn’t stoop to this level!  

 

I can’t believe this fruit vendor is ordering me to take her shoes and socks off, he 

thought. I’m not her bloody servant, and even servants don’t do this nowadays, at least 

in India they didn’t! 

 



 

 

 

And as he peeled her socks off, the rain making them stick to her feet, she laughed, 

pulling both her trouser legs exposing a pair of strong, but somewhat hairy calves.  

 

She hasn’t even waxed her legs, Amit thought, an expression of disgust registering on 

his face involuntarily, the sight of her bare, unwashed and uncared for soles not helping 

the cause. 

 

THWACK! The kick to the side of the head came all of a sudden, and so forceful was 

the blow that it felt as if a mule had kicked him, causing the room to spin before his 

eyes.  

 

“I don’t have money like you foreigners!” remarked Ms. Chen angrily. “No fancy 

parlours for me, boy!” 

 

And with that, she flexed the toes of each foot, spreading them out much as if she was 

airing them out (which she probably was), the movement making the toe jam and lint 

between her toes all the more apparent. 

 

“Put your face close to them, boy!” 

And petrified though he was by now, not just by her threats but also her physical 

strength, he hesitated, the smell making him want to throw up. 

 

She raised her leg warningly, as if to kick him again, sensing his hesitation, and he bit 

his tongue to stop from gagging, and moved his face a tad bit closer.  

 

“Closer”, commanded Ms. Chen, and he complied, his face now a centimetre or two 

away from her smelly, unwashed soles, the cracks in her heels, and the dry skin on the 

arches of her feet standing out as if in stark relief.  

 

“A bit closer”, giggled Ms. Chen, as he moved his head down between her ankles, 

wondering what was going on.  

 

And a second later, he knew, as she pushed down on his head with one foot and wiped 

her other on his wet hair, and then repeated the process with the other foot. Dirt and 

leaves (and God only knows what else, thought Amit) clung to his hair as she forcefully 

wiped her feet on his head, as if it were a door mat.  

 

After a few minutes of this, she lifted his face up with the big toe of her right foot, and 

wiped her feet all over his face, making him breathe in the pungent odour despite his 

best efforts not to.  

 

“The best towel”, she said, laughing at his obvious revulsion, enjoying his predicament, 

as she literally “rubbed in” the nasty smell and remnants of the water on her feet into 

his cheeks.  

 

And suddenly, she snapped her fingers, and pointed to a tiny bathroom at the end of the 

hall.  

 

“Wash your hands!” 

 



 

 

 

He rose, thankful to be away from those stinky feet, and rinsed his hands and face 

thoroughly with soap, hoping to wash the disgusting stench away.  

 

But it was the sort of smell that “seeps” into one’s skin, and doesn’t really go away until 

after a long and vigorous bath, and he didn’t have that much time, as was made amply 

evident by an annoyed call from Ms. Chen.  

 

“Come on out, you moron!” she roared, reminding him fleetingly of an angry lioness.  

 

“Are you jerking off in there, or what?! You bloody fool!” 

 

Amit hurriedly rushed back to the living room, trying to ignore the all-pervading stench 

that seemed to have clung to his nostrils, and just wouldn’t go away no matter what.  

 

She looked at him irritably, and ordered him to switch off the main light, and turn on 

the little lamp on a corner table in the room, which he hurriedly did.  

 

“Now, massage my head. I have a headache from sitting out there in that fucking rain” 

 

And with that, she titled her head back, closing her eyes, only moving her hands 

occasionally to indicate where he should be massaging, otherwise enjoying a thorough 

head massage for the better part of an hour.  

 

He was in shock, a foreigner in China being forced to serve an older Chinese woman 

as a dutiful servant-cum-masseuse might; a roadside fruit vendor at that, and not one he 

found attractive in any way, shape or form! 

 

Finally, she had enough, relaxed in the couch, her uncared for feet still up on table.  

 

“Ah, that felt good” she murmured, opening her eyes.  

 

She flicked her fingers dismissively at him, making a short whistling sound as if he 

were a dog, and motioning towards the door, as if to say “now get the fuck out of here, 

boy!” 

 

And he did just that, hurriedly gathering his clothes, the side of his head hurting from 

the powerful kick she had administered.  

 

And once outside the apartment, the smell finally got the better of him, and he threw 

up all over the street, much to the amusement of a few local Chinese passing by.  

 

He was too embarrassed to stay on the scene any longer, but if he had looked upwards, 

he would have seen Ms. Chen looking down at her conquest from the window, slyly 

parting the curtains that tiny little bit until he left, and then all the way following his 

hurried descent down the street.  

 

A broad smile creased her lips as she closed the curtains.  

 

Part one of a job well done, she thought.  

 



 

 

 

Ms. Chen, it must be mentioned was a divorcee, a woman whose husband had left her 

stranded with very little money to live on after they got married, despite her being 

attentive to her husband’s every need.  

 

He drank too much, and whored around a lot, not unlike Amit, but the key difference 

was that while Amit at least managed to support himself in a decent fashion, her 

husband couldn’t do even that.  

 

He’d often turn abusive and violent when she tried to find work outside the house to 

support them, stating “it was a man’s job to support the family, and a woman’s job to 

attend to the man”.  

 

Except, there she was fulfilling her part of the bargain, and he wasn’t fulfilling his.  

 

Their relationship ended a year after they got married, when she finally got tired of her 

drunken and abusive husband pushing her around, and kicked him swiftly in the balls, 

feeling no pity whatsoever as she saw him writhing in pain on the ground.  

 

And that experience, combined with her past experiences completely solidified her 

views on men, arrogant, rude and egoistical creatures that for the most part deserved to 

be put in their place, and with an iron fist at that.  

 

And that is what she was going to do to this cheating SOB, she thought.  

 

An iron fist, she thought. But first, I need to “fatten” my prey up, she thought, sipping 

on a bottle of water appreciatively, grinning again at the thought of what was to come…  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Chapter Three 
 

Serving Ms. Wong…in more ways than one! 

 

Ms. Chen quickly became more and more demanding, something Amit quite obviously 

resented, but was powerless to do much about.  

 

He’d often find himself at her apartment massaging her, or running errands for her, 

fetching her groceries, even doing her dirty laundry as she sat back on her couch or lay 

down on the bed with a book; enjoying the power she had over this foreigner literally 

at her beck and call, too scared to disobey her. 

 

One of her favourite pastimes was to make Amit give her beauty treatments, specifically 

body waxes and pedicures.  

 

This bastard thinks I’m unattractive, she thought. Well, he’ll be the one making me look 

good now! 

 

And this was quite true in a literal sense, as she forced him out of the house one rainy 

evening after making him rub her head for a while, just the way she liked it.  

 

Her instructions to him were to purchase a complete pedicure kit, along with waxing 

equipment. And she was precise in what she wanted, right down to an assortment of 

new towels for her to use after her treatments and the “tubs” in which she could soak 

her feet comfortably as Amit administered to them.  

 

Amit did as he was told, and struggled back in the incessant rain along with his 

purchases, the local Chinese curiously peering out of their windows at the sight of this 

strange foreign man shopping in what was obviously heavy rain.  

 

That night, he got his first taste of what the local Chinese girls in the beauty salons 

around town had to endure for hours on a daily basis, as he was forced to perch 

uncomfortably on a tiny stool at Ms. Chen’s feel, her (at the time) uncared for grimy 



 

 

 

soles staring him in the fact as Ms. Chen leant back on the couch, smoking a relaxing 

cigarette, blowing smoke at him.  

 

She was as comfortable as he was uncomfortable, her feet soaked in a mixture of Epsom 

salt and lavender scented oil and warm water.  

 

She made him sit on the stool until his lower back ached, and then barked an order at 

him.  

 

“Get me some tea, and get started, you fuck!” 

 

And he prepared some jasmine tea for her in a melancholy fashion. Ms. Chen loved to 

sip on some jasmine tea in the evenings, and he’d often be forced to serve her tea and 

then massage her, much like the masseuses in the local massage parlours did for men.  

 

As she sipped on her tea, he resumed his position at her feet. And she put one foot up 

imperiously on his lap not waiting for him to dry it, the water dripping down his pants 

as she barked at him again.  

 

“Go on! I don’t have all evening!” 

 

And with that, she switched on the T.V. with the remote, and immersed herself in her 

favourite Cantonese soap opera, while he tended to her feet and then her calves.  

 

She’d issue curt instructions to him occasionally as he worked, his lower back 

screaming for relief, his fingers hurting, not used to the exertion as he first dried her 

feet, and then massaged her calves for a while.  

 

He then painstakingly removed the dead skin from both her soles using files and a 

pumice stone before attending to the cuticles on her nails, each “slip-up” bringing a few 

curt words of disapproval from Ms. Chen, and sometimes a smack to the head.  

 

“You fucking idiot! Can’t you do that more gently?” 

 

“Bloody foreigners! Can’t do anything right!” 

 

As you might guess, her English had improved by leaps and bounds after so much 

contact with Amit, but this was his first pedicure, and he was bound to make mistakes.  

 

And she gleefully punished him for every tiny slip-up, thoroughly enjoying her new 

found position of power.  

  

Finally, he was done, and he massaged lotion on to her feet gently as they rested in his 

lap, before painting her toenails bright red, a color he’d soon learn she preferred over 

most others.  

 

The whole process took more than an hour, and he was exhausted by the time it was 

over.  

 

And she made him do this on a regular basis, at least thrice a week for a few weeks.  



 

 

 

 

Once he got used to this, making him wax her arms and legs was a piece of cake.  

 

She’d either lie down on her bed or sit down on the couch, as he warmed the wax in a 

small machine specifically designed for that purpose, and carefully applied it to her 

body, using strips to pull the hair off at one go, making the entire process as painless as 

possible.  

 

She knew he wasn’t in the least bit turned on by her, and she’d happily strip down to 

her bra and panties at times as he served her, sometimes just to get comfortable, and 

sometimes so he could tend to those “hard to get to” areas properly.  

 

And all this attention was proving beneficial to her, as her skin glowed with the care it 

was getting, and her entire appearance changed.  

 

She’d no longer wear the plaid shirt and pants she once wore. Instead, she’d try out the 

latest skirts, sometimes even shorts, more than happy to show off her newly pampered 

limbs.  

 

She wasn’t petite, more “buxom and full figured” if that makes sense, but she wasn’t 

fat either, and many a man would look at her with lust filled eyes as she walked down 

the streets in a one piece mini dress, her “assets” bouncing  up and down as she walked, 

her boots (or high  heels) clacking noisily on the street.  

 

She still sold fruits during the day, and many a man would stop by and converse with 

her, if just to admire her look, and end up buying something from her, something which 

delighted her no end.  

 

As for Amit, he was spending at least two hours daily with her.  

 

Cherry still hadn’t gotten back from her holiday (or at least, he hadn’t heard from her), 

and he was getting more and more depressed by the day, wondering how he’d stop this 

incessant torture.  

 

Work was still going okay, of course, but his personal life was in complete disarray by 

then.  

 

He’d still chat on a weekly basis to his wife who didn’t have a clue as to what was going 

on. (or so he thought at the time, but we’ll get to that later!) 

 

They’d chat as if nothing had happened, and he’d hang up, miserable, wanting his old 

life back, but knowing that while he was free to leave at any time, Ms. Chen was just 

as free to send off an incriminating e-mail at a moment’s notice to his wife.   

 

And all hell would really break loose then, he thought, shuddering at the thought.  

 

No, it’s best to let sleeping dogs lie, he thought.  

 

But that doesn’t mean he was happy with what was going on. 

 



 

 

 

He still thought about how she had found out, about how she knew so much about him, 

but was starting to resign himself to the fact that he’d never know how this happened.  

 

Oh, how I wish I had never stopped to talk to this vixen, he thought miserably at times 

as he gave her a soothing head massage, something she enjoyed as much as he hated it.  

 

And he wondered where Cherry had disappeared to, irritation washing over him as he 

remembered he had only spoken to Ms. Chen to humour her, and now… 

 

I’ve been reduced to her bitch, he thought miserably. A factory owner that goes to work 

during the day, and becomes little more than a masseuse-cum-servant after that.  

 

In fact, even the Chinese masseuses were better off, he mused. At least their clients 

didn’t slap them around and demand money from them as Ms. Chen did from him! 

 

Yes, in addition to the “services” he’d provide her with, she’d regularly ask, nay, 

demand money from him on a regular basis, and though it wasn’t a lot to him, he still 

felt horrible about having to fork it over.  

 

Gradually, she stopped selling her fruits in the park, instead merely setting up stall 

outside her house for a few hours every morning.  

 

She didn’t need to do more than that, as her cash cow was providing her with all the 

money she needed at that point! 

 

And when the next, natural progression in their lopsided relationship arrived, he wasn’t 

even surprised, so ingrained was the idea of him “having” to obey Ms. Chen ingrained 

in his mind by now.  

 

He finished giving her a pedicure and a foot massage one evening, his skills at both the 

above disciplines having improved dramatically since he first met Ms. Chen, in part 

due to practice, and in part due to the right form of “conditioning”.  

 

What conditioning, the reader might ask?  

 

Well, we’ve already gone over the mental part before, but what must be mentioned as 

well is the physical punishment Ms. Chen would routinely meet out, often delighting in 

taking out the day’s frustrations on her unwilling “servant”.  

 

She’d often order him to strip naked, and make twisted jokes about how tiny his black 

foreign cock was, knowing fully well that the word “black” would screw his thought 

processes up more than anything else, and in multiple ways.  

 

And it did, as his subconscious reminded him that “black” was “deemed” to be inferior 

in Indian society, even though a lot of Indians were dark skinned enough to be 

considered black themselves! 

 

But more than that, it was the thought of his friend’s black dick that sprang to his mind, 

the sight of that magnificent long tool still leaving him breathless and dry mouthed after 

all these years!  



 

 

 

 

Ms. Chen knew this, and she added physical conditioning into the mix as well, ensuring 

her new “servant” quickly learned how to perform unfamiliar tasks amazingly well.  

 

A belt loop to the balls will soon have you learning how to give a lady a good foot rub, 

for instance! 

 

And if you’re the sort that doesn’t know how to mop floors thoroughly, a pail of dirty 

water kicked spitefully on the very floor you spent hours mopping on your hands and 

knees, requiring you to start all over again, will quickly teach you how to do it “right” 

the first time around! 

 

Ms. Chen relaxed back in her couch, her large thighs, in part flab, but muscle for the 

most part clearly visible through to him, her white panties visible as well, the sight in 

no way a turn on to him.  

That was strange, he often mused.  

 

I’ve not been with a woman since what seems like forever, and even though I’m in close 

proximity to this woman, who might be considered quite attractive despite her age by 

some, I’m not really turned on by her… 

 

“Boy”, she lazily commented.   

 

“Yes, Ms. Chen”, he responded, knowing to keep his voice low and respectful. 

 

“Go get me two bottles of mou tai from the nearby store, and hurry up about it!” 

 

Mou tai is a form of Chinese liquor drunk on special occasions, quite popular with the 

locals, but not so much with expats, mostly due to the “raw” and fiery nature of the 

beverage.  

 

Somewhat similar to bai jiu, another one of those fiery alcoholic beverages that the 

locals seemed to pour down their throats like water.  

 

Amit had partaken of these drinks once or twice at factory get togethers, and it literally 

felt like he was drinking FIRE, so strong are the spirits.  

 

But being that these sort of alcohol sodden (as opposed to “drunken”) get togethers are 

essential to doing business anywhere in China, he soon perfected the art of “sipping” 

from his glass all night long, this ensuring his glass was never empty, yet giving the 

impression that he was drinking together with the rest of them. 

 

“Boy!” she snapped at him, delighting in addressing him that way instead of the 

respectful way in which the locals are usually “expected to” (again, another one of those 

societal mores) address foreigners, but secretly resent a lot of times.  

 

And he hurried to the store, soon returning with two 650ml bottles of the fiery spirit, 

after which she ordered him to go home.  

 

Thank God, he thought, hurriedly escaping from her apartment as quickly as he could.  



 

 

 

 

Nothing’s impossible with her, he thought. For all I know, she could have asked me to 

down an entire bottle of that junk! 

 

But as soon as reached home, his Samsung Galaxy beeped, indicating a text message.  

  

A nameless fear suddenly washed over him as he checked the message, instinctively 

knowing it was from Ms. Chen.  

 

“Get your Indian ass back here”, it read.  

 

Fuck, he cursed irritably and in a despondent manner. There goes the rest of my night! 

 

But he knew better than to disobey her. He had spoken with his wife back in India a 

few days back, and for some reason, she suspected something was up.  

Perhaps it was the tone of his voice, or perhaps it was the annoyance that he could no 

longer keep bottled up inside of him, and she suspected something was up, infidelity 

being on the top of the list in her mind.  

 

And he didn’t want any more turmoil in his life than he already had, that was for sure! 

 

He got to Ms. Chen’s place, and knocked on the door.  

 

An unfamiliar female voice rang out after three knocks.  

 

“Come in, you fucking gwei lo (derogatory Cantonese slang for foreigner)”, it rang out 

in accented English, accompanied by a peal of giggles from Ms. Chen.  

 

Hesitantly he entered, and what he saw shocked him beyond belief.  

 

Ms. Chen was sitting with another older lady on the couch, a lady that he recognized as 

Ms. Wong, someone who was in charge of the maintenance work being done in the 

park on a regular basis.  

 

Ms. Wong, much like Ms. Chen wasn’t unattractive to look at, but, and much like Ms, 

Chen herself a month or so ago, was in urgent need of a beautician, and on a regular 

basis at that.  

 

She often said a polite hello to me as they passed by in the park, which he barely 

acknowledged, as he didn’t find her attractive, and was usually not in a mood to strike 

up conversation with her.  

 

But what really, really shocked him was his beautiful “trophy girl”, Cherry, supposedly 

back home in Sichuan, leaning back comfortably on an old recliner by the sofa, looking 

vengefully at him.  

 

Oh, shit, he thought, but Ms. Wong’s voice ringing out contemptuously prevented 

further thought.  

 

“Come here, you fucking fool!” 



 

 

 

 

And he went over there, but as he did, Ms. Chen raised a leg in front of him, blocking 

his passage.  

 

“How many times do I need to tell you to remove those nasty shoes of yours, boy? This 

is not your place, it’s mine!” 

 

And she delivered a sound slap to his right cheek, followed by another smack to the 

head as the other two ladies laughed uproariously, and he slunk back to the door, 

knowing she was right.  

 

It had become habit for him to remove his shoes outside the door, just like a servant in 

India might before entering a household.  

 

“Not just your shoes. Remove your clothes, and keep your underwear on!” shouted out 

Ms. Wong.  

 

And he approached them as they commanded, almost butt naked except for a pair of 

white underwear that had seen better days.  

 

Fuck, he was thinking. If I had known, I’d at least have put on a pair of boxers rather 

than this old white set of briefs which had a few small tears near the groin and ass, his 

rapidly bulging belly only exacerbating the problem.  

 

Cheeks burning red with embarrassment, he made his way to the center of the room, 

where he stood there, eyes bowed, too ashamed to even look at his “girlfriend”, and 

wondering what on earth she was doing there.  

 

“So!” 

 

Cherry’s voice rang out, breaking the silence.  

 

“So!” she went on.  

 

“This is what I was supposed to experience in bed”, she said to the other two ladies, 

pointing at the tiny outline of his shrivelled up penis in his boxers.  

 

“This was what he pestered me for, expecting me to put out for, all for a few crummy 

meals and some spare cash”, she said, as Ms. Wong started giggling.  

 

“Sei Gwei Lo”, chimed in Ms. Chen (the slang being one of the most derogatory 

Cantonese terms for a foreigner, literally meaning “dead foreigner”, often used to mean 

a wide variety of things in practice, such as “fucking moron”, for instance).  

 

“Haya”, responded my (once) girlfriend, looking at me meaningfully. (Haya means 

“yes” in Cantonese).  

 

She checked her watch, and continued in English.  

 

“I’ve got to go soon ladies, but first…” 



 

 

 

 

“First, let me do what I’ve wanted to for a long, long time! Come here, you fucking 

Indian bitch!” 

 

Completely taken aback at her tone, he moved close to her, almost as an emotionless 

robot might, his heart pounding with fear.  

 

She ordered him to kneel, and he did. For a moment, nothing happened, as she looked 

contemptuously at him.  

 

And suddenly, she spat forcefully at him, not once, but multiple times, as the other 

ladies looked on approvingly, Ms. Chen putting her feet up on the table, red toes visible 

to him out of the corner of his eye, the spittle running down every inch of his face.  

 

“Look at me!” 

 

And as he looked at her, she tossed her glass of mou tai at him, momentarily blinding 

him, the strong liquid splashing straight in his eyes, causing a terrible burning sensation.  

 

“AH!!! Cherry, no…” he started, screaming out loud with the pain, which started to 

abate as suddenly as it had started.  

 

“Cherry, huh! You cheap fuck!” he heard her say.  

 

SLAP! THWACK! SLAP! SLAP! 

 

WHACK!  

 

She proceeded to then deliver a round of stinging slaps to his face and head, making 

sure to aim for the fleshy part of the cheeks and back of the head as she did so.  

 

And though the blows were not hard enough to cause permanent damage, they did hurt 

and disorient him.  

 

Finally, he landed on the ground, his back thudding against the cement floor as she 

kicked him to the floor with her foot.  

 

And then, she spoke again, her voice ringing out as his head cleared, his cheeks stinging 

from the slaps, his vision still somewhat blurry, but clear for now.  

 

“I’ll clear it up for you, Amit”, she continued.  

 

Clear it up? Clear what up, he wondered, his mind foggy, numb from the slaps and 

terrified at what was yet to come.  

 

“I was the one who told Ms. Chen about you, and I was the one that found out about 

your little cock sucking episode” she said, smirking as the two older ladies giggled at 

the mention of “cock sucking”.  

 



 

 

 

“But how did you…I mean, how…” Amit managed to ask, his voice shaking with fear 

as he spoke, the words barely legible.  

 

“Your propensity for backing things up, Amit”, she responded, and laughed.  

 

“You’re fastidious about backing up and syncing your emails, text messages etc., on 

your laptop, phone, as well as I-Pad, Amit, aren’t you?” 

 

“But what  you forgot, my dear Amit (here she made an expression of disgust, as if the 

very mention of his name sullied her pristine lips) was that you also backed up the 

password to one of the gay sites you visit on a regular basis, you fool”, she laughed.  

 

“Remember that day in the coffee shop when I used your I-Pad to do homework, as you 

sat opposite me, ogling my breasts and drinking beer?” 

 

He was silent, but of course he remembered. That day in “Ming Tian” coffee shop, 

where she had asked him for his I-Pad to type out and email an assignment she needed 

to submit urgently.  

 

WHACK!  

 

She leant forward and slapped him again.  

 

“Fucking bastard! Pour me a drink, you little bitch” 

 

He moved to the table, and re-filled her glass of mou-tai, after which she sipped, rapidly 

regaining her composure.  

 

“Black Cock Church, huh?” she smirked, as his cheeks grew even redder at the mention 

of the site, to which he had a password.  

 

“Well, I memorized your password for the site, but didn’t tell you, Amit”.  

 

“And from there on it was a cinch to search the I-pad for the other passwords, which 

you mistakenly backed up, you little cock sucking slut!” she continued.  

“Cheating bastard” she went on, looking at the other two ladies.  “I pity his poor wife!” 

 

“Oh, don’t pity her, Cherry…” responded Ms. Chen, looking at her meaningfully.  

 

Cherry laughed.  

 

“Yes, he’ll be the one to pity pretty soon!” she said.  

 

What the fuck is going on, wondered Amit. Pity my wife, not pity her…he shook his 

head, confused.  

 

“Anyway, Amit, to cut a long story very short, I found out that day itself about your 

friend Kendrick. His long black cock that excited you so much, Amit…” 

 

“Cherry, please, I…” pleaded Amit, not wanting to hear any more.  



 

 

 

 

“Shut up, you bastard!” 

 

“I could have used you the same way, Amit. But I decided Ms. Chen was in more need 

of attention from you (she giggled while saying “attention”), and in any case, I’m sick 

of you, Amit”.  

 

Amit listened to this silently, the remnants of his ego being washed away bit by bit.  

 

“But I AM going back to Sichuan” she pronounced. “In fact, my train is due in another 

hour, and I have to leave now. Goodbye Dongguan. I’m so fucking sick of the lechers 

here!” 

 

And with that she stood, and spat at him again, and embraced the other two ladies.  

 

They said their goodbyes, ignoring the foreigner kneeling on the floor beside them,and 

she prepared to leave, picking up a small carry all by the door.   

 

“Oh, and Amit…”  

 

She turned on her heel at the door,  

 

“Ms. Wong is in urgent need of, um, some attention from you”, she said, giggling.  

 

“And she’ll sure to update me on how you served her!” 

 

“Haya, Haya” chimed in Ms. Wong, sipping on her glass of mou tai, the alcohol starting 

to affect her.  

 

This didn’t surprise him, of course. He assumed it was the same sort of “attention” Ms. 

Chen received on a regular basis from him, which had become almost routine to him.  

 

Of course, he wasn’t to know that Ms. Wong desired a completely different sort of 

attention! 

 

And as the door slammed, the two ladies leant back, and ordered Amit to move the 

center table on which Ms. Chen’s feet rested.  

 

He did so, gently putting down her feet on the floor, mentally preparing himself for a 

kick or two, but nothing happened.  

 

He was then ordered to kneel at Ms. Wong’s feet who promptly ordered him to take her 

dirty feet in his hands.  

 

“Suck my toes, bitch”, she said, without any sort of preamble.  

 

He hesitated, and felt Ms. Chen’s left foot firmly landing on his shoulder from behind, 

quickly followed by the right foot on the other, so that both feet were placed on his 

shoulders, handily poised for sharp kicks when required.  

 



 

 

 

And he hurriedly started to suck on her dirty toes, the taste filling him with revulsion. 

Her feet were as dirty as Ms. Chen’s had been on that rain swept night, and smelt even 

worse, it seemed.  

 

Ms. Wong giggled, obviously enjoying the sensations running through her body as he 

sucked her toes.  

 

“He’s a born cocksucker, isn’t he”, she giggled, speaking to Ms. Chen who waggled 

her feet playfully on his shoulders before responding.  

 

“Yes, he seems to be! Cherry was right…” 

 

“Dead right”, agreed Ms. Wong, giggling again.  

 

She took her toes out of his mouth, and raised his face, so that it faced hers.  

“You like sucking my toes, boy? Kind of like sucking cock?” 

 

And as she said that, she finished her drink, and poured herself another, squeezing his 

nose in between her toes and moving his head from side to side.  

 

“Black cock, of course”, said Ms. Chen. “His friend’s long black dick, a long black 

hose, as he so lovingly calls it”.  

 

“A silky smooth fragrant hose that spurts cum all over him”, she continued, as he 

reddened. Cherry had obviously told her the exact details of what he had written on the 

message board on one of the gay sites he frequented quite often, if just to check out the 

men’s packages.  

 

“Fragrant, huh”, giggled Ms. Wong, clearly a bit tipsy by now, the excitement of the 

situation as well as the strong alcohol getting to her.  

 

But she was still in full control of her faculties.  

 

“I wonder how he likes this fragrance” she suddenly said, removing her foot roughly 

from his mouth, and leaning forward, shoving the glass of alcohol under his nose, the 

strong spirit making him blink with surprise.  

 

She spat in the glass, and then sat back, handing him the glass.  

 

“Drink up, bitch!” 

 

He took one sip of the strong liquid, and almost threw up, the liquid literally scorching 

his throat as it went down.  

 

“Come on, bitch boy” Ms. Wong continued mockingly. “Can’t you handle a drink that 

even Chinese women can handle with ease?” 

 

“Maybe it needs Kendrick’s cum in it”, chortled Ms. Chen, lightly kicking him on the 

side of the head. “Drink up, boy!” 

 



 

 

 

And he finished the drink at one shot, his throat feeling like acid had been poured down 

it, though of course it wasn’t acid.  

 

Ms. Wong spat again in the glass, and poured another glassful for him, her spit 

“floating” on top of the liquor, clearly visible to him.  

 

“Drink up!” 

 

And once again he finished the glass, and surprisingly enough it didn’t hurt his throat 

that badly this time.  

 

And as the two women discussed his cock sucking tendencies, the alcohol began to hit 

him as well, and he was horrified to observe an erection starting to poke out of his 

underwear.  

 

Ms. Chen noticed this, as did Ms. Wong.  

 

And they spoke in Cantonese, and stood up, heading to the bedroom which was simply, 

but fairly well appointed, with a large double bed and a few chairs.  

 

As they moved to the bedroom, Ms. Wong stripped, not in the least bit ashamed of her 

nudity and body, which admittedly wasn’t in the best of shape, age and hard work 

having taken its toll.  

 

Her butt was saggy, much like Ms. Chen’s, but she didn’t care, ordering him to kiss 

each cheek before she lay down on the bed, spreading her legs, her hairy pussy visible 

to both Ms. Chen and Amit.  

 

And Amit, who was literally stunned by what was going on, and revolted (though not 

as much as before, the alcohol doing its job) by the sight of the naked older lady, just 

gaped in a dumb manner, waiting for what was going to come next, having given up 

trying to guess a long time ago.  

 

“Finally”, she grinned, as Ms. Chen laughed.  

 

“Yes, Emily (her name was Emily Wong). Finally you get your wish!” she responded, 

giving Amit a small kick to the backside, her foot causing creases to appear in his 

underwear.  

 

“Go on, boy! Service her!” 

 

And without further preamble she shoved his face into her friend’s pussy, and he was 

instantly overwhelmed by the smell. She clearly hadn’t washed down there in days.   

 

But his heart wasn’t it, and Ms. Chen could tell, as could Ms. Wong.  

 

“What’s the matter boy”, said Ms. Chen menacingly. “Fancy a kick to the balls?” 

 

And upon hearing those words, he got to work, his tongue working industriously as Ms. 

Wong desired.  



 

 

 

 

But true desire cannot be manufactured or faked, and Ms. Chen knew that violence 

wouldn’t resolve the issue at hand.  

 

And she suddenly had an idea.  

 

“This cock sucker needs more, Emily”, she said, winking at Ms. Wong.  

 

And then, she slyly took out a pen from a drawer nearby, and slid the blunt end partly 

up Amit’s ass, Amit wincing at the slight pain as the slim pen entered his anus, and slid 

out again.  

 

And entered, and slid out again, as he knelt there on the floor, Ms. Wong’s legs spread 

on his back.  

 

Just like a cock fucking him, a fact Ms. Chen reminded him of.  

 

“His cock will be bigger, Amit. And longer”, she giggled.  

 

And his erection started to rise again, as lust swirled through his groin.  

 

Oh, that long cock of Kendrick’s! How he missed it! 

 

And his dick hard by now, he furiously started to lap at her pussy with true passion, and 

Ms. Wong started to moan loudly, as Ms. Chen looked on appreciatively.  

 

“Remember that cock, boy. Your friend’s long, black dick, Amit. How would you feel 

if it was fucking you hard?” 

 

And she slid the pen roughly into his ass, almost touching his prostrate as she did so, 

causing him to gasp with pleasure, lust building in him with every stroke of the pen and 

her words.  

 

Suddenly, she pulled his head up, and pushed him to Ms. Wong’s breasts.  

 

“Suck her nipples, boy!” 

 

And Ms. Wong took it a step further, shoving his face into her sweaty armpits, moaning 

as he licked the sensitive area as if he was licking under Kendrick’s balls, cock being 

the only thought on his mind now.  

 

He vaguely felt his underwear “falling” away, as Ms. Chen expertly snipped away the 

cloth with a pair of scissors.  

 

And then he felt a light swat on his ass, as she lightly swatted his ass as he once again 

licked Ms. Wong’s pussy.  

 

“What about Chinese cock, boy? I know many a man with a large dick, and he’d fuck 

your virgin ass just as well” 

 



 

 

 

And she slyly swatted his balls, making him yelp with the twinge of pain, but it wasn’t 

enough to really hurt, just arouse him further.  

 

“Kendrick’s cock, Amit. Think of it. That long, smooth dick in your mouth, with 

Kendrick comfortably relaxed on the bed…” 

  

Oh, Kendrick, he thought. Oh, Kendrick!  

 

Let me serve you, Kendrick. Let me drink your seed, he thought, as he hungrily slurped 

the juices that were freely flowing out Ms. Wong’s smelly pussy by now, alcohol and 

lust having blown away all his inhibitions by now.  

 

Oh, that cock head, so regal and shiny… 

 

“What’s the matter, boy? Cock turn you on that much?” chimed out Ms. Chen’s voice 

in a sing song tone, barely audible amongst Ms.Wong’s gasps of pleasure and 

occasional loud moans.  

 

“Oh, me so horny, me suck you long time!” she continued in a sarcastic yet playful tone 

of voice, as the fly swat smacked his nuts once again.  

 

She slapped his ass as he licked the insides of his pussy, and squeezed his balls briefly.  

 

“I bet those black balls had more cum in them, bitch!” 

 

Oh God! Amit’s cock hardened even more as the words flowed out of her mouth.  

 

“Yes, Ma’am!” he managed to say, not sure why he was calling her Ma’am. “Oh, yes, 

Ma’am, Kendrick’s black balls, Ms. Chen, his black, shiny cock head, that cum spurting 

out of his dick!” 

 

He licked her furiously, imagining Kendrick’s balls hanging in front of him. At that 

point, he’d probably have sucked on the bedpost if she had asked him to, such was the 

level of his own arousal!  

 

And amidst all this, Ms. Wong moaned, about to reach yet another orgasm, this one 

evidently more powerful than the rest, and he played about feverishly with her nipples 

as instructed, causing her to writhe in pleasure on the bed, locking his head between her 

legs.  

 

And finally, she came, screaming with bliss she hadn’t experienced in years, his tongue 

firmly in her vagina, his neck aching from the weight of her legs.  

 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she screamed. “Fuck, you little bitch, oh, YES!” 

 

And as her orgasm abated, Ms. Chen continued fucking him up the ass with the pen.  

 

Finally, she took out the dirty pen, and placed it right in his mouth.  

 

“That’s it, bitch”, she crooned. “Suck that dick, bitch!” 



 

 

 

 

And though she didn’t plan on letting him cum, it happened anyway, as he involuntarily 

shot a load after load of hot semen, gasping like a bitch in heat, chanting Kendrick’s 

name like some sort of a mantra.  

 

“Oh, Kendrick! Kendrick! Oh, Kendrick!” 

 

Ms. Chen angrily lifted her foot to strike his balls, furious at the fact that some of his 

nasty cum had got onto her fingers, though she had hastily removed her hands from his 

nuts the moment he had started to spurt his abominable seed all over the place.  

 

But she paused, looking at the pathetic man in front of her, still chanting Kendrick’s 

name.  

 

There’s better ways to handle this, she thought quietly.  

 

There’s a way I know I can handle this right now, she thought. A way that’ll cause him 

more pain in the long term than a kick to the nuts would now, both mentally as well as 

physically! 

 

She winked in a sly manner at Ms. Wong, who was alert by now, and she smiled back, 

pushing Amit down with her feet, his dick (unsurprisingly, thought Ms. Chen) still not 

completely limp.  

 

She quietly went to a cupboard in the living room, and withdrew a shiny metal device, 

something she had asked Cherry to order for her on the Internet.  

 

A chastity device, with plastic spikes on it, designed specifically to lock a man up and 

make any erections, even involuntary ones hurt.  

 

And triumph surged through her even though she hadn’t locked him up as yet, as she 

realized she was almost half way through part B of her plan.  

 

She quickly went to the old fridge in the kitchen, and pulled out a bowl of ice along 

with some cold water, something that she had kept in the chiller ahead of time.  

 

And once back in the room, she gleefully grabbed Amit’s cock and balls, still sensitive 

from the massive orgasm a minute or so ago, and pushed them into the ball, enjoying 

his screams of pain as the cold “bit” into his private parts, said parts instantly shrinking.  

 

The ache in his balls intensified as she let his dick and balls soak up the cold for a while, 

Ms. Wong’s strong legs still firmly pushing him face-down on the bed.  

 

Finally, when she was sure he was numb down there, she clicked on the chastity device 

onto his cock and balls, and fastened the lock, putting the key on a chain between her 

breasts.  

 

The same breasts he hates to see, she thought with more than a degree of satisfaction.  



 

 

 

And as for Amit, he wildly started to look around, completely disoriented from the pain 

in his groin, and trying to get the device off, only to be greeted by a smack on the head 

from Ms. Chen.  

 

“Leave that be!” 

 

And she went to lie down on the bed beside her friend, who had slipped on her panties 

by now, and was giggling happily on the bed.  

 

Amit looked around for his underwear, but knew it was of no use as soon as he turned 

around, looking at the piece of cloth expertly sliced in half.  

 

The two women high fived as they lay down contently on the bed, as he looked down  

helplessly at the steel cage enclosing his penis and balls, and then up at the two pairs of 

soles staring him right in the face, wondering what was in store for him next… 

 

Chapter Four 
 

Payal arrives! 

 

 

Amit’s cell phone buzzed softly, the 5:30 A.M. alarm loud enough to wake him up, but 

not reach the two bedrooms, where Ms. Chen and Ms. Wong were both sleeping 

soundly, having enjoyed a round of bai jiu the night before, followed by a meal of pizza 

and spicy chicken wings, all of which he had paid for, of course.  

 

He arose from the kitchen floor, where he slept these days, covered by a thin piece of 

cloth, sweating from the heat outside.  

 

“Servants are not allowed air-conditioning”, Ms. Wong had sternly ordered him upon 

moving in.  

 

He had tried to argue, but a quick kick to the ass, followed by a menacing look from 

Ms. Chen had silenced him.  

 

But when had they “moved in”, he mused. It felt like they’d been living there forever, 

with him as their servant to use and abuse as they saw fit!  

 

Time to prepare their breakfast, he thought. Neither one of them went to work these 

days, lounging about the apartment, snacking, watching T.V. and generally doing as 

they pleased, while he slaved away in the factory during the day time, and served them 

as they pleased at night.  

 

He hurriedly kneaded the dough for their dumplings, and washed the tea pot out before 

carefully putting just the right amount of tea leaves in the tea pot.  

 

His mind flicked back to that fateful night, with him massaging Ms. Chen’s feet as she 

slept comfortably, Ms. Wong snoring beside her, sated and content.  

 



 

 

 

“Come here and rub my feet, boy”, Ms. Chen had ordered him, as they lay on the bed.  

 

And as moved to do her bidding, his balls aching both from the ice and the tug of the 

device, she spoke again.  

 

“Emily’s been wanting this done to her for a while, boy. Haven’t you, sweetie?” she 

said, addressing her friend.  

 

“Oh, yes” grinned Ms. Wong, still in seventh heaven apparently. “A male prostitute, a 

male bitch treating a woman as she should, like a lady…and a woman”, she said, 

emphasizing the word woman.  

 

“Turn the lights off now, boy”, Ms. Chen commanded.  

 

And she outlined their future plans in the darkness, plans which should have shocked 

him in normal circumstances.  

Plans which he would have instantly revolted against.  

 

But sitting here at the foot of the bed, his entire body aching, all he wanted to do was 

drift into a long and restful sleep, but a few watchful prods from Ms. Chen’s left foot 

reminded him that there was work still left to be done.  

 

And as he massaged her feet, he was informed that they would be moving out of their 

respective flats, and into his, since they were tired of paying rent and other bills, figuring 

their bitch could do it for them.  

 

“You have a three bedroom flat, don’t you?” laughed Ms. Chen. “Your poor wife isn’t 

here, and quite honestly, I’m glad she’s not. It’s hell dealing with a husband like you!” 

 

And she continued, turning over on one side.  

 

“We’ll take the two bedroom, and…Emily”, she addressed her friend.  

 

“Yes?” 

 

“Where should he sleep? The third bedroom? The verandah?” 

 

“Oh, I think he can sleep on the kitchen floor”, giggled Ms. Wong. “After all, I’ve read 

that Indian maidservants are usually forced to sleep in the very kitchens they slave in 

all day long, and he might as well get a taste of that medicine!” 

 

And so they moved in, just like that, as if they owned the place, while he served them 

hand and foot, both sexually and otherwise.  

 

Just like that, he thought unhappily as the clock gently chimed 6, and he hesitated before 

entering Ms. Chen’s bedroom, not relishing the next task he had to perform.  

 

Ms. Wong was a night lark, and usually didn’t wake up early in the mornings, and she 

was usually cranky when she woke up anyway, so other than her tea, there was nothing 

much she wanted in the mornings.  



 

 

 

 

Of course, the night was a different story altogether, when she’d make him eat her out 

for hours, using his tongue as nothing more than a live vibrator, enjoying the various 

orgasms he’d bring her to.  

 

And finally, she’d kick him away, and he’d go to sleep on the kitchen floor as usual, 

tired and hurting.  

 

But Ms. Chen was a morning person at heart, and though she usually didn’t allow him 

access to her vagina, she absolutely enjoyed having her ass licked first thing in the 

morning.  

 

He vomited the first few times he did it, and was appropriately punished by Ms. Chen.  

 

And it wasn’t necessarily about sexual pleasure for Ms. Chen. Apparently a gentle foot 

massage every morning, followed by an inquisitive and probing tongue inside her 

asshole, licking her smelly canal every morning relaxed her, and prepared for the day 

ahead.  

 

And upon thinking about it, it made sense. Who wouldn’t like being rimmed every 

morning as they awakened?  

 

As he bent to his task, kissing each foot as he had been instructed to, and then massaging 

it, she began to stir, and he knew what he had to do, his hands moving gently up her 

nightdress, gently massaging, and then kissing her voluptuous and saggy buttocks, the 

cottage cheese on her hamstrings beckoning him even closer.  

 

He kissed each buttock thoroughly, and heard her sigh with pleasure, not fully awake, 

but awake enough for what he was doing to register fully in terms of sensation.  

 

And soon, he’d lick up and down her crack, part her cheeks, and smooch her asshole 

lovingly, and start licking inside it, each motion of his tongue bringing oohs and ahhs 

from the older lady.  

 

Sometimes she’d fart in his face, and it was all he could to do not to throw up, but he 

controlled himself by biting down hard on his tongue as she laughed, the humiliation 

turning her on even more.  

 

That’s the way to do it, she thought. That’s what I should have done to my fucking ex-

husband a long time ago! 

 

Before that kick to the balls, of course… 

 

Occasionally she’d have him bring her to orgasm, but usually it was just a prolonged 

ass licking session, and she pushed him away when done, and he brought her tea to her.  

 

And then, he’d get ready, grab a bite to eat and go to work, depressed and tired, only to 

return in the evening to find the two ladies ever eager to order him about.  

 



 

 

 

The only spare time they allowed him was an hour, which was how long it took him to 

complete his walk.  

 

“We don’t want our servant being out of shape, do we Emily?” giggled Ms. Chen one 

evening after moving in.  

 

Of course they didn’t, he thought bitterly.  

 

But the lifestyle was already starting to take a heavy toll on him, and he was almost at 

the point where he was prepared to risk it all, and walk away from them, leaving China 

forever.  

 

He knew leaving the factory here would destroy him financially, not to mention the 

drama back home when they made the gory details of his hitherto private life public.  

 

But he was willing to face it all, especially after yet another morning of licking Ms. 

Chen’s ass, and bringing her to orgasm after that.  

The only one advantage of being locked up though was that he could channel his sexual 

and other energy into work (and serving the two ladies) fully.  

 

He was not allowed any alcohol, and that, combined with a strict diet and his daily 

exercise got him in better shape than before, and it showed at work, where he dived 

headlong into work to escape the reality of his life at home.  

 

But other than that, he hated his life, cursing as he woke up every day.  

 

Yes, he thought that morning, almost a month after they had moved into his place.  

 

Today is going to be the day, he thought. I’ve had it with this crap.  

 

But still he vacillated, knowing that he had no money to fall back upon if he abandoned 

the factory.  

 

Perhaps I could sell the factory, and move elsewhere in China, he thought.  

 

Anything, anything to escape these two women! 

 

But he knew that they might make the details of his private life public even elsewhere 

in China, and he’d quickly become the laughing stock of the new factory (or office). 

 

Not the ideal situation by far! 

 

And the final surprise was delivered rudely to him one Friday evening, as he least 

expected it, as the final pieces of Ms. Chen’s plan fell into place.  

 

He was ordered into the kitchen as soon as he entered the house to prepare some “Bi  

Luo Chun Liu Cha” (special green tea from Sichuan province) for a “guest”.  

 



 

 

 

And as he busied himself about the kitchen, dog tired, and not caring about anything 

any longer, just wanting to get through the night and collapse on the kitchen floor, he 

heard a vaguely familiar sort of laugh from the living room.  

 

Sort of like… 

 

No, he told himself. That can’t be true! 

 

But as he listened intently, a feeling of pure dread enveloped him. It seemed, for all 

intents and purposes, to be his wife Payal’s voice!! 

 

No, he told himself fiercely. It can’t be! 

 

“Boy! Are you done with that tea?” trilled a voice from the living room, and his legs 

almost buckled under him with the shock.  

 

It…was…Payal! 

 

Rooted to the spot, he didn’t respond, as the voice boomed out again.  

“Boy!” 

 

His wife…here…she knows it all, he thought!  

 

And calling me “boy!”?! 

 

A sharp slap to the face brought him back to the present.  

 

“Didn’t you hear us, boy”, Ms. Chen said sternly.  

 

She slapped him again.  

 

“Bring the tea over…and do it FAST!” 

 

He brought the tea into the living room, and what caught his eye first was the sight of 

his young wife, sitting there on the sofa, looking absolutely resplendent in her red and 

gold sari, her feet up  on his coffee table.  

 

A sari, for the uninitiated, is a long piece of clothing worn by Indian women (traditional 

Indian attire for women, if you would), which basically covers the entire body from 

head to toe, yet reveals all the parts of her body that a woman wants to reveal.  

 

It is not for no reason that it’s called one of the most flattering garment women 

anywhere can wear, and a nice sari along with the right makeup can make even the most 

unattractive of women look radiant.  

 

And if the woman is naturally attractive, as Payal was, well, the effect can be positively 

mind-blowing, and to Amit, who had only been in close contact with the older females 

for months now, she seemed like the prettiest woman in the world at that point.  

 



 

 

 

He stood rooted to the spot, taking in the sight in front of him, the bare arms, the hint 

of stomach, the bare upper back… 

 

“Aren’t you going to serve us tea…boy?”  

 

His wife’s voice brought him back down to earth, and she laughed.  

 

But it was a put on laugh, and the anger was already evident in her voice.  

 

He served the ladies tea, and his wife instantly got up from the sofa once he was done.  

 

She slapped him soundly.  

 

“That’s for cheating on me with Cherry”.  

 

Slap! 

 

“That’s for being an asshole to me in general!” 

 

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!  

“If only I knew Ms. Chen before, Amit”, she went on, sitting down again, as he stood 

there, his ears ringing.  

 

Ms. Chen spoke up, her voice soft.  

 

“It’s ok, Payal. I didn’t know what to do when my husband treated me like dirt, but I 

learnt, and you have too…” 

 

She giggled, and continued.  

 

“Except you’re in a far better position than I was when I left my husband, Payal!” 

 

“And as for you, boy”, she continued, her tone low and menacing again.  

 

“Come here and kneel at your wife’s feet!” 

 

He did as he was told, and she tossed a few papers at him, legal papers that looked 

like… 

 

But she interrupted him as he was about to look at the documents.  

 

“Here’s the deal, Amit. We know you’ve been dying to get rid of us, but couldn’t (here 

Ms. Wong laughed out loud), so we decided we’d help you out”.  

 

“And what better way to help you out by throwing you from the frying pan…into the 

fire!” she said, as his wife giggled.  

 

“Your wife knew about what was going ever since Cherry did, Amit”, she continued.  

 



 

 

 

“She even gave you a chance to tell her the truth and she’d have dealt with it somehow, 

but of course you didn’t”.  

 

It was true, Amit remembered. His wife had asked him what was going on, a long time 

ago… 

 

“And now, we’re leaving you, Amit, forever, but there are three conditions”.  

 

She laughed, and continued.  

 

“They’re all mentioned in those document you’ll be signing but I’ll outline them for 

you anyway”.  

 

“First, you will sign over control of your factory to your wife, who will own it from 

here on in”.  

 

“That will ensure that she never needs to worry about her own financial future again, 

which she shouldn’t, it being a man (she smirked as she said the word “man”)’s 

responsibility to provide for his lady. Plus, it provides her with future insurance of sorts 

against your frivolous and promiscuous ways, though I don’t think he’ll consider 

cheating on his wife again, do you Emily?” 

Ms. Wong giggled, pointing at his cock cage.  

 

“I doubt it! He might think of sucking Kendrick’s cock, but he’ll never be able to 

achieve release unless Payal desires it”. 

 

And Payal was sitting there quietly, listening to the two ladies talk, a quiet smile of 

satisfaction spreading across her face, and gratitude towards the two ladies shining in 

her eyes.  

 

She was the one in control now, she thought. And the idea of locking her husband’s 

manhood up thrilled her in more ways than one, as she thought about the various 

permutations and combinations of possibilities this new entrapment might offer her 

with.  

 

Ms. Chen continued, noticing Payal’s reaction, but not saying anything just as yet.  

 

“Second, you will pay us 100,000 RMB each from your account in Hong Kong, and 

we’ll disappear from your life forever (they giggled as she said this, the amount being 

a hefty sum for them).” 

 

She paused, sipping her tea appreciatively.  

 

“At least he’s learnt how to make tea”, Payal remarked, smirking at Amit, down at her 

feet.  

 

“He’s learnt more than that”, winked Ms. Chen, as Amit reddened, the hidden meaning 

in her words evident.  

 

“And third”, she continued.  



 

 

 

 

“Well, third, and it’s not in the document, but remember to treat your wife like the 

Princess and Queen she is, Amit. Or else…” 

 

And no words needed to be said, as the warning glare told him that she wouldn’t hesitate 

to reveal his “secrets” to all and sundry if she received any reports of his misbehaviour 

from his wife.  

 

And as he signed over the papers, he felt like he was signing his life away – which in a 

way he was, of course.  

 

As he handed the papers back to Ms. Chen, he felt a “clink”, as a set of keys attached 

to a small anklet fell at his wife’s feet, and he knew the ultimate humiliation, more than 

anything he could ever have experienced with them beckoned.  

 

“Put that around your wife’s pretty ankle, Amit”, giggled Ms. Wong.  

 

And as he tied the keys to his manhood around his wife’s ankle, he couldn’t help but 

admire the shapely foot and ankle, a sharp contrast to the other two pairs of feet he had 

been forced to serve all this while.  

 

“Yes, it’s a pretty ankle, boy”, commented Ms. Wong, noticing his stare. “You’ll be 

kissing it quite often now…along with other parts of her wife’s lovely body, of course!” 

 

Payal giggled again. She’s enjoying every minute of this, thought Amit despairingly. 

From the frying pan into the fire, indeed!  

 

“And as for black cock…you’ll tell her about Kendrick’s cock, won’t you boy”, went 

on Ms. Wong, sneering at him as his wife looked down at him with a sardonic smile on 

her lips.  

 

“I never knew I married a little bitch, Emily…but I do now!” 

 

And she winked at Ms. Wong, her attitude clearly suggesting she knew all about his 

cock sucking session with Kendrick, as well as the sexual slavery the women had forced 

him into.  

 

Shortly thereafter, Ms. Wong and Ms. Chen rose to leave, this time thankfully for good, 

he thought.  

 

But of course, his wife remained, imperious and commanding in her new role.  

 

They smacked him once on the head to remind him they were going, and he kissed their 

feet in turn, before Ms. Chen spoke, issuing one final order.  

 

“And don’t you dare clean these sandals, boy”, she went on, looking down at him in a 

commanding fashion.  

 



 

 

 

She pointed to a pair of dusty old sandals by the door, the same sandals he had been 

forced to stare at that first evening. Sandals she no longer wore, but she had kept them 

nevertheless, no doubt to remind him of his place in the future.  

 

“I want these to be here, and for you to look at them every day upon waking up, along 

with your wife’s footwear (here she pointed at Payal’s high heels by the door)”, she 

said.  

 

She then grabbed a clump of Amit’s hair, and pulled his head up, pointing a strong, and 

by now well-manicured finger at him.  

 

“So you’ll always remember your place, Amit. Whoring, no good son of a bitch that 

you are”, she said, spitting contemptuously at him, Amit wincing as the spittle rolled 

down his cheek.  

 

“Were”, laughed Ms. Wong, looking at Payal, who nodded knowingly, smacking him 

on the back of the head.  

 

“He’ll always remember the day I made him take off my dirty, rain soaked footwear, 

and clean my feet”, said Ms. Chen. “Won’t you, you idiot?” 

 

“Yes, Ms. Chen”, said Amit shamefacedly, as Ms. Wong opened the door, preparing to 

leave.  

They left him as abruptly as they had moved in, kneeling there at his wife’s feet, ready 

for his “new” life.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five 
 

Payal Memsahib 

 

And within a few days, the transfer of ownership of Amit’s factory was over, and he 

now truly “belonged” to his wife in more ways than one.  

 

He had very little money left in his account after paying the two ladies what they 

demanded, and while that would normally be of little concern to him, the fact now was 

that his factory was no longer his.  

 

It was Payal’s factory now! 

 

He still had a “job”, and was still the “General Manager” of the factory in name, but 

now, it was a job that Payal gave him, as opposed to one that he created for himself.  

 

This new financial position he found himself in scared him, and he did everything in 

his power to ensure his wife would stay satisfied, starting to cater to her every whim 

(as if he had a choice at that point!), and generally becoming the perfect husband, 

providing for her, as well as submitting to her.  

 

And while it took Payal a while to get used to this new position, she adapted pretty fast.  

 

We all accept the good things in life pretty easily, but the bad parts take longer to 

accept/conquer, and it was no different for Payal and Amit.  

 

Payal became more and more dominating by the day, both in bed and otherwise. She 

was not that inclined to experiment sexually with him when they first got married, 



 

 

 

mostly due to his apparent disinterest, and the general “wham bang thank you Ma’am” 

attitude he displayed in bed.  

 

But now, things were different, and his cock cage along with his new found supplication 

meant she could use what she learnt from Ms. Chen and Ms. Wong, and take his sexual 

servitude to new levels, levels Amit never thought possible before.  

 

She often had him finger her pussy while he ate her ass out for hours, and would push 

him roughly after she came, ordering him to get her wine or other drinks of choice.  

 

Or, she’d lazily sprawl back on the couch and have her toes sucked, something she 

noticed turned her on immensely.  

 

She didn’t really miss actual penile sex with a man before all this happened, but now 

that she was discovering the levels of pleasure that her body could experience, given 

the right man, she often thought about it.  

 

And she’d often think about large cocks fucking her, perhaps even Kendrick’s black 

dick. Who knows, she thought happily as he ate her out one night, bringing her to yet 

another orgasm.  

 

Someday, she thought. Someday! 

 

And Amit, on the other hand, took a while to get used to his new position, but he too 

adapted somewhat quickly, not least due to the training that Ms. Wong and Ms. Chen 

had given him.  

 

But there was something different about submitting to his wife, and he noticed he didn’t 

mind it as much as he did with the other ladies.  

 

For one, his wife was a beautiful young Indian woman, an Indian version of the sexy 

Cherry, if you would, and that in itself made things easier.  

 

Of course, that is precisely what Ms. Chen had in mind when she first started to “train” 

him. Get him used to us, she thought, and a beautiful young woman will be no problem.  

 

She had often felt sorry for Payal, coerced into an arranged marriage against her wishes, 

and knowing she was completely depending financially on her husband. 

 

 A vicious rage often built within her as she thought of her own ex-husband. What a 

fucking loser he was, she often thought, as she vented all her frustrations on Amit.  

 

And that, ultimately was why she “released” Amit back to his wife, because of the one 

redeeming quality he had, that he was at least a successful business person.  

 

But more than her physical beauty, he knew, that at the end of the day, she was his wife. 

And Amit knew that while his wife might control him, she would never ever do 

something that harmed him permanently – unless of course he did something of the sort 

to her, in which case he knew she’d be even more merciless than Ms. Chen was! 

 



 

 

 

One Sunday morning, Amit had served her breakfast in bed, as they both ate together. 

But he wasn’t sitting by her in bed.  

 

He was sitting on a footstool by the floor, eating his breakfast out of a small steel plate 

while she had a full tray in front of him, out of which she’d delight in throwing him 

scraps once in a while to add to the helpings he already had on his plate.  

 

And she felt a surge of lust rush through her as she tossed a piece of uneaten toast at 

him carelessly.  

 

I own this bitch, she thought. He’s mine! 

 

And after he took away the tray and cleaned up, she ordered him to draw the curtains 

and put his head between his legs, ordering him to lick her pussy slowly, to build her 

up to an orgasm.  

 

It was a rainy day outside in Dongguan, and after the thick curtains were drawn, it 

almost seemed like it was evening rather than 9 A.M. on a Sunday morning.  

 

She moaned slightly, as his tongue started to hit all the right spots, and drew his head 

up to her left breast, ordering him to suck her nipples.  

And as he sucked, she felt this irresistible desire to tease him further, get him horny, 

and not allow him release… 

 

“Tell me, Amit…” 

 

“Yes, Payal”, he mumbled between dutiful sucks, which were bringing “oohs” and 

“ahs” of pleasure from the lovely lady on the bed.  

 

“Call me Ji, Amit”, she giggled. “Payal Ji…Just like an obedient and respectful husband 

should!” 

 

“Ji, Payal Ji”, said Amit obediently, flushing with shame despite having accepted his 

new position by now.  

 

“So, tell me, bitch…” she continued.  

 

“Hanji, Payal Ji” 

 

“You really enjoyed sucking Kendrick off, didn’t you? What is it about his cock that 

interests you so much, Amit?” 

 

And as she said this, she gently rubbed her hand against Amit’s chest, and then pushed 

him down between her legs again, her juices starting to flow freely now at the mere 

mention of Kendrick’s penis, not so much because she desired black cock, but because 

she knew the effect it would have on him 

 

“It was…it was…” 

 



 

 

 

“Was it big, Amit”? A slight giggle escaped her as she continued. “Bigger than your 

locked up cockle?” 

 

“Yes…Yes, Payal ji”, he said, blushing with shame.  

 

He wasn’t especially “tiny”, but compared to Kendrick, his cock was puny, thought he 

had not thought about it that way until now.  

 

“Was he cut, Amit?” 

 

“Ji, nahi, Payal…(nahi meaning “no” in Hindi)” 

 

Payal moaned, as she felt his tongue licking faster and harder. He was getting aroused, 

she thought.  

 

And she was right. Amit’s cock was straining against it’s cage despite the spikes 

clamping down on it, the pain in his balls intensifying as his erection did, but he didn’t 

care.  

 

He hadn’t been allowed release in a while, and all he wanted was to suck some cock at 

that point! 

 

A big juicy cock, with a pair of hairy balls attached to it. A big black cock preferably, 

the shiny black color that turned him on so much… 

 

Payal spoke again, her voice hoarse with desire.  

 

“Did he have a shiny cock head, Amit? Did you pull the skin back? How did you feel 

when you first slurped on his cock, Amit?” 

 

“And I’m sure you slurped on it, you fucking bitch. Let me hear it, bitch!” 

 

And he made a sucking sound, pursing his lips as if he were sucking a cock - that “cock” 

being her G-spot.  

 

She pushed his head away from there, not ready to cum as yet, her juices streaming 

down her thigh and onto his face.  

 

“Does he enjoy giving head too?” she continued.  

 

And suddenly, as she did this, she turned over, pointing at her ass as she did so, and he 

knew what was expected, and bent to his task, parting the brown cheeks carefully, and 

sticking his tongue into her canal without any preliminaries.  

 

“Oh, fuck, you little faggot”, moaned Payal, the words turning her on.  

 

My husband that provides for me, sucks black cock, licks my asshole…Oh, fuck! 

 

“Get that tongue further in there!” 

 



 

 

 

And he stuck his tongue in all the way, lapping vigorously at the walls of her anal 

passage, her moans getting louder by the minute.  

 

“Does he enjoy giving head”, she repeated the question.  

 

“Nahi Payaal ji. He said he…he said he liked getting sucked, but wasn’t especially into 

sucking cock”, said Amit, remembering what his friend had told him.  

 

“As I expected, boy”, she continued, writhing with pleasure.  

 

“Lick my pereneum region, boy! All the way from my pussy to my asshole, and then 

back again! Chal, chaltna shuru kar (come on, start licking)!” 

 

And the dual sensations of his tongue hitting her pussy and then her asshole repeatedly 

drove her wild with pleasure, and she knew the end was nigh.  

 

She got on her knees, raising her ass high, ordering him to drive his tongue repeatedly 

into her pussy as if it were a cock.  

 

“So he doesn’t like sucking huh Amit? Well, a real man doesn’t suck cock. Only faggots 

suck cock, Amit!” 

 

She lay down on the bed again and slapped her ass hard.  

 

“Ache se khol, aur andar ghusa!” (“pry” open the cheeks properly, and stick that tongue 

in there!) 

 

He did as he requested, the pain in his cock intense at that point, but the feelings of lust 

overpowered the pain for now, and he spread his wife’s ass cheeks wide apart, and held 

them apart, her asshole beckoning him invitingly, the pink flesh every so sensitive and 

willing to be probed by his tongue. 

 

“How does his ass look, Amit? Would you lick your friend’s asshole, bitch?” 

 

And as he thought about his friend’s shapely black butt bending over the basin as he 

washed his hand, he almost became dizzy with lust, vigorously lapping away at his 

wife’s asshole.  

 

“Han ji, Payal ji. Han ji. Just like this!” 

 

And he shoved his tongue in deeper than he had before, so much so that his nose was 

pushing against her asshole as well, making breathing hard for him, but he didn’t care.  

 

“He’s a real man, Amit. Not a faggot like you!” 

 

She moaned louder, and turned around, shoving his face into her pussy again.  

 

“Chat! (lick!)” 

 



 

 

 

And as he licked, he knew she was about to come, as she put one foot down on his back, 

her back already beginning to arch with pleasure.  

 

“A real man, Amit! Call him your Master, Amit! Your black Master, not your friend!” 

 

“Malik ji! (Master ji)”, she screamed, the end almost in sight. “Oh, fuck, lick that shit, 

you fucking bitch!” 

 

“Malik ji! Malik ji!” he repeated after her, licking her in a frenzy as she slammed the 

heel of her foot into his back as she came furiously, the orgasm FAR more intense than 

any she had experienced thus far! 

 

But he barely felt the pain and continued licking her as she went wild with pleasure, 

screaming incoherently, the words “lora (cock in hindi)” and “malik” clear to him, but 

not much else.  

 

And those two words were enough! 

 

Finally, it was over, as she relaxed, sweaty and tired from her orgasm though she hadn’t 

done much, the sheer pleasure draining her, her face radiant, body completely relaxed.  

 

And Amit, she noticed was the exact opposite. Flushed, exhausted, but still horny, the 

cock cage obviously hurting him, but he wasn’t complaining.  

Out of nowhere, she felt a tiny twinge of pity for him, a feeling soon replaced by a 

cunning thought, one that would serve both of them well, she thought.  

 

Kill two birds with one stone, as it were! 

 

A small, devious smile appeared on her lips.  

 

“Amit…” she began, lazily drawing out the words, as he rubbed her back gently as she 

preferred to have done after sex.  

 

“Upar daba (rub up there)”, she said, clearly wanting her traps massaged.  

 

And as he squeezed the muscles of her upper back gently, a gentle massage compared 

to the pounding, twisting, pummelling and kicking (literally) that goes on during most 

traditional Chinese massages, something Payal didn’t really enjoy, she spoke again.  

 

“Malik ka land chahiye na”, she continued, her face hidden from him, but her voice 

betraying her excitement as she spoke.  

 

Oh, no, thought Amit. Why is she doing this to me!? 

 

But he answered as if reflexively.  

 

“Ji. Yes, I do want to suck him, admire his dick, kiss his balls…”  

 

He tried to push the thought out of his mind, trying to channel his energy into the 

massage, but the more he tried to forget about it, the more he thought about it.  



 

 

 

 

“I know you do, fag boy”, she responded, laughing.  

 

And she decided to allow him release, but on her terms.  

 

As she usually did, of course! 

 

She knew it was not healthy to keep a man locked up for weeks at a stretch, and she’d 

allow him release at times, usually either giving him a “ruined”  orgasm, or allowing 

him a quick jerk in the bathroom after she came, ordering him to clean up afterwards.  

 

“Untie my anklet, Amit, and hand it to me”, she giggled.  

 

He did so, and she sat up in bed, looking at him standing by her, tossing the anklet in 

the palm of her hand, the pair of keys clanking against the anklet. 

 

“Fetch the green flip flops I wear outdoors Amit” she commanded.  

 

He did so, and re-entered the room to find her staring at him intensely, her beautiful 

eyes knowing and probing, the long black eyelashes fluttering occasionally.  

 

She pointed to her feet, and he put the footwear on her feet, noticing how pretty her feet 

looked in flip flops.  

Of course, the pedicures I give her don’t hurt, he mused, and… 

 

“Niche let ja! (Lie down on the floor!)” 

 

Somewhat surprised he did so, and she unlocked him, his dick springing to attention.  

 

“Now, you fucking faggot”, she said, gloating at him, the keys still dangling from her 

hand, clearly visible to him from his “vantage” position prone on his back on the hard 

floor.  

“You’d like to cum, wouldn’t you?” 

 

“Yes, Payal Ji!”  

 

He couldn’t believe his luck, and his hand involuntarily moved to his dick head.  

 

“Stop!” her voice rang out. “Don’t touch it!” 

 

And he moved his hands back, cock hard and pointing skyward, his balls and heavy, 

more than ready for release.  

 

She slapped the top of her foot against his balls somewhat gently, a gesture that would 

normally have caused him more pain than pleasure, but he was too horny to care.  

 

Boy, that’s a lot of cum in there, she thought, a sense of power flooding through her.  

 

And I’m the one that’s caused this buildup of male ejaculate within him! 

 



 

 

 

Me! 

 

And she roughly put her feet on his cock head, the sole of her flip flop pushing down 

on it gently, so that she bent his hard cock a little causing him to yelp with the slight 

pain it caused.  

  

“Malik ka land chusega? (will you suck Master’s dick?)” 

 

“Ji! Han Ji, Payal ji!”, Amit responded in a frenzy, desperately wanting touch his penis 

once, just that once… 

 

And she roughly took his cock between her flip flops, the “ridged” soles of the flip flops 

roughly running across his penis and his cock head as her foot occasionally moved 

there.  

 

“Bol, Kendrick Ji, mujhe aapka land chusna hai! (Kendrick ji, I want to suck your dick!” 

 

“Kendrick Ji”, he gasped. “Kendrick Ji! Oh, Malik ji!” 

 

And it was all he could handle, as the pent up cum furiously burst, sort of like a river 

bursting through a dam’s walls, each ejaculation more forceful than the other, his balls 

emptying rapidly, more and more cum seeming to emanate from the innards of his 

groin.  

“Malik ji! Malik ji! Malik ji!”   

 

His sighs of pleasure resounded around the otherwise quiet room, as Payal looked down 

at him with more than a bit of distaste, though not because of the pleasure he was 

experiencing, more due to his nasty ejaculate.  

 

She had never been a fan of male ejaculate, and she had promptly put her foot down on 

the underside of his penis pinning it against his belly as the first blobs of jizz shot out, 

and put her other foot right on his cock head.  

 

But despite her trying to ensure that the cum stayed under her soles and stuck on to his 

cock, it was dribbling down everywhere, under his balls, onto the floor, even down his 

sides, such was the ferocity of his orgasm.  

 

And as he finally started to relax, she tossed a tissue box at him, and he started to clean 

himself up, slightly embarrassed by what he had just said.  

 

Did I just call my friend “Master”, he thought?  

 

But as he pondered what he just said, he knew the feelings he was experiencing were 

genuine, else he’d never have cum so furiously, the pleasure as overwhelming as her 

orgasm had been despite the rough soles of her flip flops and despite the humiliation 

and uncomfortable position he was in.  

 

As he thought about what just transpired, she tossed her flip flops off carelessly, both 

landing on his chest, one on the left nipple.  

 



 

 

 

She grimaced as she literally wiped the cum off to his chest, causing the thick hair 

around his nipples and chest to bunch together, the sticky fluid doing its job perfectly.  

 

Super glue, she thought gleefully, as she bent down and on impulse, plucked two hairs 

from around his nipples straight out of their buds, and pinched his nipples hard, causing 

him to yell with the pain.  

 

“Payal!” 

 

“Ji!” she snapped, pulling his nipple forcefully, and tugging another hair around her, 

her slim fingers applying enough force for it to hurt, without the strand being 

completely ripped out of its follicle.  

 

“I can’t let you cum without repercussions, Amit!” she said, a gloating expression on 

her pretty face.  

 

“Ah!!” he screamed again with the pain. “Payal Ji, please!” 

 

She slapped his face playfully with her feet for a while, before deciding it was enough.  

 

And she bent down, expertly locking him up, Ms. Chen having demonstrated how to to 

do it quickly before the man even realized it before she left the apartment.  

 

She then nudged him in the ribs with her foot, motioning him to get up, as she lay back 

down, completely relaxed, a heady feeling flowing through her.  

 

“Now off to the kitchen with you, boy. Go get me a sandwich and a glass of chilled 

wine. Chal ja! (Go!)” 

 

And she flicked her fingers at him, dismissing him in an imperious manner.  

 

Of course, Amit’s behaviour and outlook towards women in general had changed 

manifold ever since Ms. Chen had locked him up, expertly channelling his arousal and 

sexual desires, ensuring that he cultivated and accepted a submissive mindset towards 

women – something that he’d never have imagined possible a few months back. 

 

The factory was doing well, and combined with the fact that he had accepted, and was 

somewhat happy serving his wife as compared to the other two ladies, with whom he 

literally had no relationship to speak of, life was bearable for him as well.  

 

He still remembered his old “ways” at times, but the sight of Ms. Chen’s dirty shoes 

lying by the door, still with that trace of mud on them that he had been expressly ordered 

not to clean, instantly brought his mind back to the present.  

 

But well trained as Ms. Chen and Ms. Wong had left him, he had no inkling of how far 

his wife was going to take his servitude.  

 

And one Monday evening, as he served his wife tea as she worked on the laptop, he 

noticed something that both interested and alarmed him.  

 



 

 

 

His wife, busy with something, didn’t acknowledge him initially, and when she did, it 

was an abrupt “Udhar rakh (put it there)”, waving him away she might an annoying fly 

intent on making a beeline towards her.  

 

“Ji Memsahib”, he politely responded, Memsahib being a polite and respectful term 

Indian servants use to refer to their Mistresses.  

 

This word originated, as a lot of commonly used Indian terms did, and evolved during 

the British rule over India, where the terms “sahib” and “memsahib” commonly came 

to mean “white Master” and “white Mistress”.  

 

And after India achieved its independence, the terminology had lingered on for years, 

now being used by Indians to refer to other Indians.  

 

For an Indian man, even the most open minded of them, being forced to refer to his 

wife as Memsahib is insulting and extremely humiliating, and Payal, knowing this, had 

spitefully ordered him to refer to her as Memsahib during the day.  

 

She had got pissed off that morning at her tea (Indian style tea) not being prepared with 

the right amount of milk in it, despite telling him twice the past two mornings, and she 

figured she’d punish him for it.  

 

No better way to condition the errant male than via properly applied punishment, as she 

well knew! 

 

But as Amit turned to leave, he noticed what she was working on, and it made him 

literally shake with trepidation, not so much because of “what” she was doing, but 

because of the potential consequences it might have for him.  

 

Payal noticed him looking at the computer, and grinned, enjoying his discomfiture.  

 

“Oh, so you saw it, huh”, she said, grinning. “Here, you don’t have to stand there 

looking at the screen out of the corner of your fucking eye, Amit”.  

 

And she turned the screen so that it was facing him directly, and sipped her tea, looking 

at him contentedly.  

 

She was in the process of putting the finishing touches on a website for expat women 

living in the Guangdong region. That in itself wouldn’t be cause for concern, but what 

made this site unique was its niche.  

 

“Suspect your husband might be having an affair, but don’t know it? Well, THIS is 

where you can find out!” read the tagline in bold letters.  

 

And as he browsed rapidly through the site, appropriately titled 

“doesyourhubsandcheat.cn”, right down to the .cn domain, he saw that it was indeed a 

site for expat women, but with a difference! 

 

As mentioned, the site was for all those women who suspected their partners of 

infidelity, but couldn’t prove it.  



 

 

 

 

Women were free to upload photos of their husbands in a private area of the website, 

and there was a forum where folks could (publicly) post details of where and when (if) 

they saw an errant husband with a woman other than his wife.  

 

It had a “support corner” for those women that had found out about their errant 

husbands and advice for those looking for divorces or other forms of separation.  

 

And much, much more.  

 

Nascent though the site was, even though it had not even been fully built as yet, Amit 

noticed that it already had 56 members and quite an active participation on the forum.  

 

As he stared at the screen, fervently hoping not to find his name on there, he became 

aware of his wife’s pretty feet next to the laptop, one foot crossed over the other as she 

pushed her chair back, tea cup cradled in her lap.  

 

The bare feet and bright red toenails gave him company as she spoke behind him.  

 

“Surprised, huh, Amit?” 

 

“Uh, yes, Payal”, he said. “Han ji”, he added hurriedly, not looking forward to incurring 

her displeasure.  

 

She laughed.  

 

“It’s a club for women, Amit. Mostly expat women, but Chinese ladies are free to join. 

Actually, it’s a club for all women whose husbands cheat on them”, she continued.  

 

“You know, husbands that leave their wives stranded at home, either here or in China 

while they play around with the numerous freely available women here, eventually 

leaving them stranded as well…” 

 

And as she looked meaningfully at him, he looked down shamefacedly at the floor, 

nothing more needing to be said.  

 

“Actually, the first get-together is tomorrow…right here, Amit. That reminds me. You 

will take off work tomorrow” she said.  

 

 “Don’t worry, there’s no need to apply for leave, it’s pre-approved by the boss!”  

 

She laughed, throwing her mane of hair back.  

 

“You will be serving us here, Amit. I think there’ll be two women, (she winked at him) 

and perhaps even a surprise for you as well”, she went on, looking at him in a 

mischievous manner.  

 

“Not too many, of course, but enough for the first get-together. Make sure there’s plenty 

of wine, boy!” 

 



 

 

 

“Yes, Memsahib ji”, he nodded obediently.  

 

“And be on your best behaviour. Address all the ladies respectfully, kiss their feet often 

and don’t forget to use the term Ma’am!” 

 

“Ji, Payal Memsahib”, he said, head still bowed, a picture of male humility.  

 

“Off you go now, boy”, she said impatiently, wanting to return to work.  

 

And he left, wondering what was in store for him tomorrow.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six 
 

The get-together 

 

The get-together had been planned for the evening, and Payal slept in late on Monday, 

as he busied himself around the house, tidying up like an ideal house husband might.  

 

The first guest arrived around 5:30 P.M., a white lady slightly older than Payal, hot and 

sweaty.  

 

As he looked at her, she glared at him as if to say “what’s this bitch doing standing 

here!” 

 

And instantly, he dropped to his knees, kissing her sneakers as Payal appeared behind 

them.  

 

“Oh, hi, Tracy! I didn’t know you were out running!” 

 

“Yeah, I didn’t get time this morning”, she said, impatiently moving her feet away from 

Amit, and greeting Payal with a huge grin and hug.  

 

They moved to the living room, and sat down on the couch, Tracy obviously hot and 

exhausted.  

 

Payal spoke to Amit, her voice commanding.  

 

“Madam ke per dho! Aur wine lekar aa! (Wash Madam’s feet, and get her some wine!” 

 

And as she said, Tracy, as if on cue, stretched, and looked at Amit scornfully.  

 



 

 

 

“I’m so tired”, she said in an exaggerated tone of voice, looking at him directly, blue 

eyes large and knowing.  

 

“Oh, and here’s the stuff you asked for, Payal”, she said, handing over a largish bag to 

her.  

 

And then, she leaned over, and whispered in Payal’s ear, and both girls giggled.  

 

“Ja, na!” Payal motioned at him irritably, and he hurriedly left, first to the kitchen where 

he brought some wine along with two glasses, and poured their drinks for them as they 

chatted in the cool room.  

 

Then, he poured some cool water into one of the tubs he used for Payal’s pedicures, 

and hurried back to the living room with a bar of soap and towels in his hand.  

 

Well, at least the towels I bought for Ms. Chen are coming in handy, he thought, 

remembering Ms. Chen.  

 

That first meeting, he thought. Oh, God, that first meeting was where it all started! 

And as he washed Tracy’s feet, carefully applying soap to her sweaty soles and in 

between her toes, and then rinsing her feet off, she ignored him, speaking to Payal.  

 

“I need a servant to do this for me, Payal”, she said, laughing. “Maybe you need to 

introduce my husband to Ms. Chen too!” 

 

And as she said that, Amit knew that she knew all about his history with Ms. Chen, 

perhaps even the fact that he… 

 

“Who is he playing around with?” inquired Payal in a curious tone of voice. “You never 

did post about it on the forum…” 

 

“Oh, I just don’t have proof as yet, which is why I didn’t post. But I think the bastard 

is fucking his secretary on the side. And he claims he’s too tired for sex when he gets 

home”, responded Tracy.  

 

“What an ass!” she continued.  

 

The doorbell trilled as he wiped her feet dry, using a separate towel for each foot, and 

he automatically started to rise to attend to it.  

 

“Mein dekhti hoon (I’ll see who it is)”, said Payal.  

 

And soon, as he finished drying Tracy’s feet, he heard her conversing excitedly with 

two women, Chinese accents mixed in with her Indian accent, one of them sounding 

vaguely familiar.  

 

And his jaw dropped as he saw her enter with a tall Chinese woman he couldn’t 

recognize, and none other than Cherry, looking absolutely stunning in a mini-skirt.  

 



 

 

 

Oh no, he thought as they looked down at him, no communication necessary as he 

looked into Cherry’s laughing eyes. Oh, no! 

 

“Boy! Where are your manners?” 

 

And he moved over to the first set of feet, a pair of comfortable sandals allowing the 

toes to peek out, and kissed each toe gently.  

 

“This is Angel, boy. Her husband left her for another woman”, said Payal, while Angel 

giggled as Amit kissed her feet.  

 

“Feels so nice”, she tittered. “What a nice little servant you have!” 

 

And he moved over to Cherry, her shapely feet in high heels, and kissed his once 

girlfriend’s feet all over, including the arches.  

 

And as he finished, she dug the pointed heel on her left foot sharply into the middle of 

his back for a second, causing momentary, but intense pain.  

 

“Fuck head!” she said in a scornful tone of voice.  

As they moved to the living room, Payal commanded him to fetch them all wine, which 

he did, before washing Angel and Cherry’s feet, a ministration which Angel especially 

enjoyed.  

 

“I so love foot massages and foot baths, Payal”, she giggled, as he wiped her feet dry 

and applied scented lotion to the cracked heels, the rest of the women looking on 

approvingly.  

 

“Madam ke per daba! (Rub Madam’s feet!),” said Payal, the command obviously 

directed at Amit, though he couldn’t see her face.  

 

And as he massaged her feet, she flexed her toes in pleasure, and they chatted 

animatedly, ignoring Amit for the most part, except to order for another round of drinks, 

or snacks, much as they might in any restaurant.  

 

And as they drank, the bottles of wine disappeared by the minute, at least that’s what it 

seemed like to Amit, who constantly hurried back and forth from the kitchen bringing 

the ladies, snacks, drinks, water, and anything else they desired.  

 

As the second bottle of wine disappeared, Tracy ordered him back in the room.  

 

“Ladies, here’s a good idea”, she announced triumphantly, as if she had won a 

competition.  

 

“We were all talking about how nice it would be to slap Robert (her husband, who they 

had been discussing) around, and perhaps we’ll get to that someday. But for now, we 

have him!” 

 

And she pointed at Amit, standing there, his heart sinking to new depths, knowing what 

would happen.  



 

 

 

 

“It’s a good idea, I think” said Payal thoughtfully.  

 

“Ladies?”, she continued, addressing the other two.  

 

“Excellent idea!” 

 

“Superb!” trilled Angel. “I’ll have first helpings if you don’t mind!” 

 

She slapped him hard twice, and then as she stepped back, delivered another 

backhanded slap to him, before collapsing back down on the couch, giggling.  

 

Tracy was next, and she delivered four slaps to him, as the others giggled.  

 

“Robert, you don’t know what’s in store for you”,  her voice boomed out, to no-one in 

particular, as Payal took her turn, delivering a few harsh slaps to Amit, whose head was 

pounding by now, a ringing sensation in his ears developing from the repeated blows.  

 

And as she moved away, she paused, turning around.  

 

She slapped him twice again.  

 

“From Ms. Chen and Ms. Wong!” 

 

And it was Cherry’s turn now, but she paused, as if to deliver a speech.  

 

“Ladies, I told you a man’s nipples were ultra-sensitive, and here’s a live demo!” 

 

And she came close to him and put his hand under his T-shirt, and started to cruelly 

twist his nipples the way only a Chinese woman can, the pain causing him to flinch.  

 

Payal looked on interestedly, soaking up the knowledge.  

 

And finally they tired of that particular game, Cherry smacking him on the head a few 

times before sitting down again.  

 

He made his way out of the room on unsteady feet, barely able to see straight, and they 

all laughed out loud as he collided against the wall, his vision slowly clearing before he 

hurriedly left; cheeks aflush with shame at what he had just endured.  

 

The third bottle of wine appeared, but this one seemed to last longer than the other two, 

as the alcohol started to affect the women, each of whom slowed down on their 

drinking, enjoying the time spent together. 

 

But the night wasn’t over as yet for Amit, as they ordered him to strip.  

 

“Let’s see him naked, ladies! What do you say?” the suggestion came from Tracy, and 

was instantly endorsed by Cherry.  

 



 

 

 

“Yes, let’s do it! He’s always wanted to see me naked, and now the tables have turned” 

she giggled.  

 

“Boy!” rang out Payal’s voice, acquiescent with the rest of them.  

 

And he stripped, throwing his clothes to the side of the room as he usually did when 

Payal ordered him to strip, his chastity device in plain view now.  

 

“Oh, that’s so cute” giggled Angel. “That little dickie inside it!” 

 

“Should we address him as Dicklet, Payal? Or perhaps Dickie?” giggled Tracy, as the 

others broke out into peals of laughter, their amusement evident, none laughing harder 

than Payal.  

 

 “Dickie boy, Dickie boy” they chimed in unison, their giggles sounding like blows, 

each peal of laughter seemingly chipping away at his manhood, locked up though it 

was.  

 

As he stood there turning scarlet with embarrassment, his “dicklet” seeming to shrink 

further within the cold confines of the chastity device with each passing second.  

 

And from there on, it was just a matter of time before the conversation turned risqué, 

the alcohol and general sensation of power flooding through the ladies only helping 

things along.  

 

It was Cherry who “broke the ice”, perhaps appropriately so.  

 

“Can we fuck the bitch, Payal?” giggled Cherry. “I can’t wait any longer!!” 

 

“Puhleezzzzzeee”, she added in a sarcastic tone, eager to get started with the “fucking”.  

 

Fuck the bitch?! What on earth did she mean by that, thought Amit, dreading what was 

to come.  

 

And Payal looked at him, her eyes shining.  

 

“He doesn’t know it, yet, girls”, she announced. “Let’s break the news to him!” 

 

“Gently”, smirked Angel, and that word, for some reason, made them roar with laughter 

again.  

 

“Here, boy” said Payal triumphantly, the confidence dripping from her voice making 

her friend’s earlier triumphant tone sound positively demure by comparison.  

 

And she fished out two items from the bag Tracy had given her, tossing the bag 

carelessly aside.  

 

Amit stared wordlessly at the two items she had fished out of the bag.  

 

Two long dildos.  



 

 

 

 

Two long, black dildos should I say, one coal black, and the other a lighter shade of 

black. 

 

One with the pink head clearly visible, and the other completely black as if it was an 

uncircumcised dick.  

 

Much like Kendrick’s, he thought, his “dickie” beginning to rise, a fact that did not go 

unnoticed by Tracy.  

 

“I see he likes uncut cocks better”, she said, her eyes glinting at him maliciously.  

 

“Let’s do it, ladies! This is for all those cheating husbands out there”, she continued, 

getting up from the sofa, slapping him hard again.  

 

“On your hands and knees, boy!” 

 

And he got down on his hands and knees, knowing what was to come, but also knowing 

there was little he could do about it, other than try and prepare himself for the horrible 

pain he was about to endure.  

 

But he had never felt anything like it before, as he screamed out loud with pain and 

terror, as the dildo started to impale him roughly, Payal not bothering to use any lube 

on it before entering his ass! 

 

“Virgin ass”, she grinned, fucking him back and forth as he screamed in agony, tears 

rolling down his cheeks, as he couldn’t control himself.  

 

The tears ran down his cheeks, and fell on the other dildo Tracy was shoving into his 

mouth, looking into his eyes mockingly.  

 

But he’d gladly suck on the dildo rather than being impaled by it, he thought, screaming 

for mercy as the ladies laughed, relentless in their torture, occasionally pulling the dildo 

out of his mouth, literally “cock slapping” him with it.  

 

And as Cherry took her turn, she smacked his backside forcefully once before plunging 

into him, her thrusts more furious than the other women’s.  

 

“Bitch” she said repeatedly, ramming the dildo in as far as it would go. “You fucking 

bitch!” 

 

And finally they were done with him, just as he thought he couldn’t take it any longer, 

about to faint from the pain.  

 

Actually, a better way would be to say they were done fucking his ass, not with him, as 

Payal wickedly unlocked his device, a glint in her eyes, as Cherry took hold of his 

nipples.  

 

“A man’s nipples can be very sensitive, ladies! Demo #2!” 

 



 

 

 

And she expertly flicked her fingers over his nipples, and Amit felt a pleasurable 

sensation course through his body, a sensation that intensified rapidly, almost blocking 

out the pain in his ass for the nonce.  

 

Occasionally she’d twist them gently, but only gently, as the ladies looked on 

interestedly.  

 

“You’re an expert at this, Cherry”, murmured Angel. “A fucking expert!” 

 

And his cock slowly rose to attention, slowly being the keyword, the pain still fresh in 

his memory, suppressing his lust as it welled up, but not completely.  

 

As that happened, a new type of pain originated in his groin, and he looked down there 

to see clothespins being attached to the sides of his cock.  

 

And he also saw the black, uncut dildo in front of him, his wife’s slender hand stroking 

the tip of it.  

 

“Kendrick”, she murmured. “Kendrick ji!” 

 

And his penis rapidly stiffened further, and they put two more clothespins on it, further 

up the penis this time.  

 

This continued every time his penis rose, no matter how slightly, and soon his entire 

groin was a mass of pubic hair and clothespins, a sight which made the girls giggle, but 

something he didn’t really care about at the time, a long black organ being the only 

thing in his thoughts at that point.  

 

“Kendrick ji, Amit! Malik ji”, she teased him further, gently extending her tongue as if 

to flick the top of the dildo.  

 

And he repeated the words after her, sort of like a hymn as was his wont to do when 

aroused to this degree.  

 

As he achieved full mast, he was dizzy with the “biting pain” from the clothespins, the 

pleasure from the nipple play equally overwhelming. 

 

But what was best was his pretty wife fingering that large dildo, as he imagined her 

hands around Kendrick’s shaft as he sucked the head of his dick… 

 

The hot cum emanating from his friend’s organ onto his willing lips, sloshing all over 

his face, as his wife squeezed every last drop of cum out of that beautiful, long organ… 

 

And his moans of pleasure. Oh, his moans, thought Amit.  

 

Oh, God!, he thought, as he himself moaned, the pleasure exquisite as Cherry’s nimble 

fingers moved over his nipples at just the right cadence.  

 

And then, they started playing with him, knowing he’d explode any minute.  

 



 

 

 

Angel took her sandals, and gently touched the tip of his penis with the sole, and 

removed it just as she sensed him about to cum, at which point Tracy quickly clamped 

the opening of his cock shut with the clothespin, releasing it a minute later.  

 

And this erotic torture continued, the ladies as serious about it as if they were entrusted 

with studying the results of a government approved experiment paid for in full by the 

taxpayers! 

 

And finally, he couldn’t control himself any longer, and the split second between her 

sandal’s sole leaving the tip of his dick and the clothespin being applied was enough, 

and he erupted as furiously as he did every time he thought of his friend’s organ, 

gasping with sheer pleasure and pain (from his balls, trying to break free of the 

clothespins strangling them).  

 

And the ladies took pleasure in rubbing their feet in the sticky mess, and smearing it all 

over his face, even in his mouth, making him lick his own cum off their feet! 

 

“Bitch” he heard repeatedly. “You fucking bitch!” 

 

And finally, all he felt was pain like he’d never had felt before, as the final coup de 

grace was delivered, as Cherry carefully delivered a stinging kick to his nuts. 

 

The pain engulfed him, and the last thing he remembered hearing was his wife laugh 

before he fainted, the faces around him blurring into one, welcome, dark spot.  

 

     ****  

 

He regained consciousness slowly, aware of voices above him, and smelly appendages 

on his face, but he didn’t understand what they were.  

 

The rank smell was mixed in with the smell of food, maybe chicken, he thought… 

 

And as consciousness flooded back, he became aware of where he was.  

 

Under the dining table, with his wife’s feet on her face, four pairs of soles firmly 

pressing down on various parts of his body, his cock locked up again in the chastity 

device, his balls thankfully out of harm’s way.  

 

Ironic, was the first thought that came to his mind. I’m thankful for the device that’s 

caused me so much frustration.  

 

And as he “came to”, his wife sensed it, and said something which he didn’t quite hear 

to Tracy.  

 

A short while later, they rose, and he looked at the time after being ordered to crawl out 

from under the table, which he did gingerly, mindful of his sore asshole.  

 

His balls weren’t hurting that much though. Be thankful for small mercies, Amit, a 

voice inside him said.  

 



 

 

 

He looked at the dining table, which he normally kept spotlessly clean, just like Payal 

liked it, but it was the exact opposite now.  

 

Pieces of chicken wings, left over wine intentionally mixed in with leftover food on the 

plates, a broken glass on the table, and pieces of cheese stuck to the table as well – in 

short, it looked like a hurricane had hit the table! 

  

“Guess who’s going to be cleaning it, boy”, slurred Tracy, her voice sleepy, yet 

satisfied.  

 

And the party was over, he realized, as the ladies said their goodbyes.  

 

Payal hugged each one of them, seemingly more alert than the rest, and that made sense 

as he thought about it. She was not a heavy drinker, and had far less than the rest of 

them especially Cherry and Tracy, both of whom were almost asleep after the wine and 

the “king’s feast” (at least, that is what seemed like from the remnants) they had 

partaken of.  

 

“Joote pahne Madam Ko (put Madam’s shoes on!)” instructed his wife curtly as the 

ladies struggled into their heels, sandals and sneakers, squishing his fingers as they did 

so, too drunk to really care.  

 

And he kissed each one of their feet as they left, as servile and passive as a doormat.  

 

Payal viewed the scene triumphantly.  

 

This was the man who used to treat her like a dirt, and now he himself was being treated 

like dirt, and without a whimper of protest (as opposed to pain, she thought, smirking 

inwardly) at that! 

 

The man who used to whore around indiscriminately, being treated like a whore by the 

very woman he was whoring around with.  

 

There’s only one thing left, she thought. Only one thing.  

 

“Clean this shit up, boy!” she ordered her husband, who was still on his knees at the 

door after having kissed the last pair of feet goodbye.  

 

And she picked up the phone and called Ms. Chen, speaking to her for a while despite 

the advanced hour, finally hanging up, satisfied by their conversation.  

 

Next week, she thought. Next week, he’ll get another surprise, a bigger one, and one 

that I owe Ms. Chen! 

 

I wonder what she’ll do to him, she thought. Fucking him up the ass had been her idea, 

with inputs from Tracy who had gladly brought her dildos that she had asked a friend 

in the U.S. to send her.  

 

But she had no idea what Ms. Chen had planned for him.  

 



 

 

 

She only knew it was going to be good. And I better learn from it, she thought, grinning.  

 

And as she stood up, grinning, she stretched her arms out over her bed, kicking her 

green flip flops off carelessly.  

 

After all, the bitch is there to take care of it, she thought lazily. I did more than my fair 

share of clean back when… 

 

She shuddered, not wanting to think of those days any longer! 

 

And then, she quietly headed to the bedroom, without saying a word to her husband, 

who was struggling to get the stuck cheese slices off the table top, while holding his ass 

together awkwardly, as if he was squeezing the cheeks tight shut.  

 

It all suddenly seemed so hilarious to her, right from the start where he kissed 

everyone’s feet, then washed and dried them until now, with him hobbling about, a 

pained expression on his face, butt cheeks squeezed tightly together.  

 

She managed to control her laughter until she reached her bedroom, and then burst out 

laughing, her laughter muffled by the pillow she held over her face.  

 

Kendrick Ji, she thought with amusement. Did Kendrick Ji fuck him up the ass, she 

flippantly wondered, giggling loudly into the pillow as she pictured her husband being 

fucked up the ass by an actual black dick.  

 

And as she finally stopped laughing, a vague sort of tiredness enveloping her, she 

wished she had had more to drink, so she could just fall asleep instantly as he took care 

of the chores.  

 

But it’s ok, she thought. I remember everything that’s happened this evening, and will 

remind him about it for years, she wickedly thought.  

 

Xie Xie Ni (thank you in Mandarin Chinese), Ms. Chen, was her final thought as she 

drifted off, not knowing she would awaken irritably an hour or so later, sleep not 

coming until she received her nightly foot massage.  

 

Thank you so much Ms. Chen, she murmured under her breath.  

 

Xie Xie Ni…! 

 

 

The End 
  


