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Author’s note 

Some of this is fiction, and some of this is reality being “retold as fiction”. Some of this may 

actually happen in the future.  

The “dickie doo” award that is mentioned in future narratives was actually “given” to me once, 

though not for the reasons you may imagine.  

The “games” (as you’ll see below!) played by Madam Carrie (and Miss V) did actually happen, 

although the exact circumstances were somewhat different.  

This narration carries from where we left off in Volume #2.  

Volume 1 provided an introduction and a “peek” (or somewhat long peek) to the events that led 

up to the current “relationship”. I’ve always believed a slow and steady (and yet captivating) 

buildup is better than simply “connecting” the main bits.  

Volume 2 is meant to provide a lot more of the “main bits”, and Volume 3 is pretty much 

nothing but “main bits” (much like my “bit” locked up in a steel cage at the time of writing this).  

As I’ve said numerous times before, true femdom is all about the woman (or women as the case 

might be), and you’ll see this theme being emphasized repeatedly throughout the narration. 

You’ll also hear repeated references to the “conditioning” mentioned so often in previous 

Volumes.  

Thank you so much, Madam Carrie (first and foremost) It is indeed a great honor. Many 

thanks as well to the “wise” and “firm” Madam Susan as well the lovely and statuesque Miss V, 

both of whom play recurrent roles throughout this narration.  

Chinese ladies are all queens. They just need the right man to bring it out.  

Perhaps that’s my “conditioning” speaking, but so be it.  

With that in mind onward, if not “upward” in some regards (wink, wink!) 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Prologue 

Continuing from Volume #2… 

And the ladies took their fingers away at just the right moment, and the contractions stopped, but 

the copious amount of dribble coming out my penis didn’t, and while this didn’t seem to bother 

Cindy one bit, said girl looking at it curiously as you might a new toy, the expressions of disgust 

on Madam Carrie and Susans’s face hit me like a thunderbolt. 

“Licky!” was the one word I heard, as (and again, what happened “all those years ago”) 

happened again, and that was the crowning indignity as the girls, literally so drunk by now that 

they were “falling over each other”, roared in unison, and at that exact moment, the next door 

peeked in with a knowing smile yet again.  

She clapped her hands, and turned to Madam Carrie, who couldn’t take it any more, and was 

holding her hands to her stomach, clearly exhausted from all the laughing.  

“Send him to me sometime! I could do with someone cleaning the salon up for me”, and with 

those parting words, she departed in a regal manner, that lovely “rose” scent following her as she 

left.  

Now, as you might imagine, the party ended up shortly thereafter, and luckily Madam was so 

drunk tonight that I didn’t actually “have to press her feet” for an hour or thereabouts.  

I was even allowed to sleep in the same bed as her, but of course after “caging myself” again.  

Small mercies, you might be remarking, and rightfully so!? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 13 

No more “plastic cock locks”, and the “U.K” effect 

Well, dear reader, for those of you that have got through and thoroughly enjoyed (I’d imagine) 

the previous two volumes, you’d remember that we ended off on the sanguine (or perhaps not so) 

note mentioned above in prologue.  

Why do I mention it again? Well, first off, because some readers may have skipped Volume 1 

and Volume 2 to get straight to the main bits.  

That’s not something I recommend, by the way. A story always works a hell of a lot better when 

the right background is provided, and I’d rather read stories with real characters and a build up as 

opposed to simply the “main bits”.  

In my own opinion, it works a lot, lot better that way. 

Any other way, to me, is the literary equivalent of “Wham Bam Thank You Ma’am”, and though 

I agree that the world has changed, and that “short attention span theaters” rule the roost, so to 

speak, humans will be humans and (more importantly), ladies will be ladies, and a good story 

will remain a good story regardless of anything else.  

Second, and perhaps importantly as well, you’ll notice I only provide a little bit of what was 

written towards the end of Volume #2.  

You’ll notice the paragraph above can be summarized into three main “bits”: - a) the cumshot 

(involuntarily and disgust inducing though it was), b) the regal and lovely “neighbor” (Miss V, 

for those “in the know”), and c) caging myself.  

Part (b) has been addressed by “Miss V Beauty Salon”, and part a) and c) were “in part” 

addressed by the cheap plastic cage that if you remember I so “nicely” bought for Madam Carrie 

on Taobao (the #1 online shopping app in China, if you remember).  

And it’s part a) and part c) that need to be addressed in their entirety, and that is where this 

Volume starts off.  

As the effects of the party “wore off”, Miss V (that’s my neighbor, by the way)’s visits to my 

apartment became more frequent as the ladies all became good friends, though they didn’t really 

have much in common, except one “thing”.  

That one thing being me, and I was such a source of amusement, such a source of hilarity that I’d 

never fail to make them laugh even after the toughest and most annoying days that they all 

“banded” together with me being the focal point of their “attraction” (albeit not in a manner 

you’d normally use the word, if you get my drift!)  



And as the days progressed, and summer turned into autumn, Madam Carrie returned from an 

approximately one and a half (if memory serves right) long summer “break” to England and I 

was “returned to my rightful owner” as Miss V so adroitly puts it.  

For more on that, read “Miss V beauty Salon” but for now, let’s suffice it to say that this “well 

deserved” break to England had done more than just give her a change of scenery.  

It had, quite literally, transformed her in many regards.  

And this transformation was far more stark, far more devious, and far more … demonic, if I may 

use the word, than anything I’ve ever seen before.  

“Wait a minute, Mike”, I hear some of you saying. “Hasn’t it already been a drastic enough 

transformation”?  

And I hear ya. The young girl from Sichuan province, downtrodden for  most of her life was now 

taking full advantage of her “moment in the sun” ; a moment that sure doesn’t seem like it will 

ever, ever end by the way! 

 Should it end? I’d probably have hemmed and hawed and uttered a reluctant “Uh, maybe not” or 

perhaps a “Um, yes, or maybe no, I don’t know!” as if the words were being “dragged out of me” 

if this was Michael from Volume #1, or prior to that. 

But this is Michael in Volume #3, with the conditioning I’ve referred to being in full flow, and I 

have NO hesitation whatsoever in saying “NO, it should never end!” 

Madam Carrie is a Queen. Madam Carrie deserves to enjoy her life! Madam Carries does NOT 

deserve to work, not a single day in her life! Madam Carrie should never, ever have financial 

worries! 

And the same could be said for her new found friends, of course (and Madam Susan is the one 

that comes to mind first), but Madam Carrie is always #1 for me.  

She’s my owner, and I’m chattel and that, my dear reader, is, to put it in a “final” sort of 

way, that. 

Back to the transformation though, and though the above transformation (combined with my own 

metamorphosis if I might term it such) was certainly dramatic, drastic, and something Madam 

herself would never in her wildest “conscious” dreams have seen coming, certain regards of her 

personality just changed after her trip.  

I’ve often been of the opinion that the U.K., by the way, is the real home of fetish, regardless of 

what fetish that is.  



Though the U.S. and other nations have their fair share of kinksters, for some reason the U.K. 

(and London, specifically, though I have no idea why) seems to have by far the most “kink” that 

I’ve experienced.  

I could be completely off base here, but that’s been my experience thus far, and to be honest it’s 

been quite a checkered (tsk, tsk, that pesky old “Queen’s English” being blithely ignored again, 

eh, Mike!) and story-ridden, plentiful experience so I wouldn’t think I’m too far off base, though 

again, I could be …  

Anyway, be that as it may, Madam Carrie had changed.  

As I’d find out over the days succeeding her return, she became more and more demanding.  

I think I stated previously that though she did inflict pain on me on a regular basis, it wasn’t 

really very “severe” pain, and most of it was inflicted either for amusement or when I disobeyed 

her.  

Now, though, and as you’ll see shortly thereafter, she seemed to be getting turned on by 

inflicting pain. In short, pain, and specifically “nipple torture” seems to have become one of her 

“pet” (pun again, hehe) fantasties.  

I also remember mentioning that she wasn’t a huge aficionado of actual sexual intercourse, but, 

and as you’ll see beneath it was a different story now. Although to be honest I should have seen 

that coming (remember the part about me having to “look up” cocks of various sizes, shapes, 

hues and colors and, more importantly, being forced to discuss them with her in Volume #2)?  

More than the “looking up” part, the “discussion” itself should have warned me of what was to 

come, but then again, it wouldn’t have mattered. I don’t have a choice, do I?!  

And so forth.  

And as for the plastic cage currently encasing my dick, it was discarded shortly after  

“We don’t want plastic, boy! It may break and … (here she pointed at distaste at my pasty 

looking member, her expression “pasty” as well) …”, she tailed off, leaving it unsaid.  

Actions speak louder than words though, and she soon produced a menacing looking steel cock 

cage, and though it was similar in size (I know, Madam Carrie! It’s tiny and worthless!) to my 

previous cage, the sheer look of it was so menacing, the gleam of freshly polished steel so 

sparkling that my heart sank a further two notches upon seeing it.  

It was as if the words “there can be no escape” were spelt out clearly on her face.  

They weren’t, of course, but words aren’t necessary a lot of times and as the cage clicked into 

place, she tugged firmly at my nipples as if to say, “that’s that, little man!”.  



Oh, yeah, the nipples. I could describe this in “plain ole vanilla *no puns intended* words” but 

experiences and graphic descriptions often do a pretty good of replacing “just words”, and the 

experience that is detailed beneath should have my readers nodding their heads in agreement, if 

they aren’t already by this point.  

At this point, of course it bears mentioning that part of the transformation that I mentioned above 

engulfed Madam Carrie’s fitness as well.  

Now, readers know that my (thriving) fitness biz was, along with some other ventures, what 

financed her trip to the U.K. I have no idea what she did there and where she went, of course, 

and why would I?  

On that note, here goes (before I continue with the fitness part of my narrative). 

“May I ask where you traveled in the U.K., Madam Carrie”, I remember timidly asking her after 

her return one morning after I served her breakfast, and I think she was in particularly bad mood 

that day.  

“No. Shut up, boy. Can’t you see I’m eating?” (this of course in sharp contrast to other days 

where she’d want me to “entertain her” a.k.a. “speak up, boy! I want my morning entertainment”) 

I think this was two days after she had gotten back, and the jet lag apparently hadn’t worn off, 

and she spoke in an irascible tone of voice, as if to say “why the fuck am I even being bothered 

at this point in time?”  

“Ok, Ok” I said, as if on reflex, and upon looking back at it, that was one of the rare REAL 

mistakes I made (as opposed to the mistakes I made without intending to) in all my time with 

Madam Carrie.  

There have been others, but this is one that sticks out in mind.  

And in retrospect again (though hindsight, my dear reader is always 20/20 and more) I suppose 

my response was a little bit flippant even if we’re considering “vanilla” (a.k.a non female led) 

relationships. I mean, what woman would want a response like that when she was obviously not 

feeling on top of the world.  

Perhaps I was feeling a bit peeved at the fact she wouldn’t even deign to tell me where she 

traveled (on my dime!), let alone tell me what she did.  

Perhaps it was the pent-up feelings of being “loaned” to a relative stranger (the lovely Miss V, 

who I am glad to say is NOT a stranger anymore, at least not those beautiful long soles of hers!)  

Whatever it was, it was a cardinal sin of the highest order.  



But I suppose the punishment that ensured was enough reminder for me never to repeat the same 

mistake again, as her eyes lit up with anger (at about the same point I realized my very serious 

faux pas, and she tossed her orange juice in my face, and as I mumbled a hasty “sorry, Madam”, 

the words came out like a snort, as I gasped for air as some of the orange juice made it’s way 

inside my nostrils and my eyes literally watered.  

This was followed almost thereafter by a loud CRASH! 

Chinaware (NO puns intended!) crashed literally everywhere, and for a minute it sounded like all 

hell had broken loose, and in my dazed state of mind, still trying to figure out what happened, I 

saw the Queen alight from her “recliner”, and saw shards of china, drops of “Tropicana” orange 

juice (apparently she’s taken a fancy to this brand after the UK trip) and stray pieces of toast 

everywhere. 

 This was topped off by the mess right in front of me, which was an omelet copiously leaking 

butter, the stray chili on top of it looking back at me as if with a forlorn expression and saying 

“what just happened here, Mike”?  

That’s what my visual sense processed, of course.  

I felt something quite else, as repeated smacks to the head made me feel like a punching bag, and 

those strong palms literally smacked me harder every time the palm landed, or so it felt.  

“How dare you behave like that, boy! You’re supposed to kiss my feet and say sorry you’re 

having a bad morning, Madam Carrie!”  

And in the brief few seconds it took her to reel that off, her English apparently having improved 

by leaps and bounds, she also had time to spit in my face twice, something she had never done 

until now if I recall correctly.  

As the spittle hit my left eye, making me blink again (as if the orange juice flooding down my 

forehead and bridge of the nose wasn’t enough), she slapped me a couple of times across the face 

for good measure.  

Whack! The left cheek burned as the words “You’ll remember to behave next time, boy!” and 

the eyes flared with a rage and fury I had not seen in her ever prior to this.  

My God almighty, she had really turned into a Queen, NO LESS, at least from a mental 

standpoint, and as I tried to (in vain) process all this, I felt a solid smack to the right cheek.  

And then, I felt a sharp pain in my left toe, and a loud “OUCH” escaped me as I realized she had 

just stamped with all her considerable “bulk” if not “might” (and no, it wasn’t “mite”; I think you 

recall me mentioning just how strong some of these girls are). 



I fell to the ground, dizzy, and the next thing I knew was that I was “face deep” in omelet, as she 

took this opportunity to grind my face deep into the “eggy” mess in front of me, one foot regally 

on top of my head.  

 “I’ll show you, boy!”, said this fire breathing almost-25 year old Chinese vixen, and here I must 

admit that I almost started to shed tears, so surprised was I at this sudden, abrupt change in her, 

and kiss her feet and beg her to return to the old Madam Carrie.  

Strict, imperious and demanding though the “old version” was, Version # “Post U.K.” was 

something else altogether, my friend.  

I closed my eyes, willing the pieces of omelet and shards of glass not to enter my eyes, nostrils 

or lips, the three most vulnerable areas on my face as you might imagine.  

“Stay like that, boy”, she suddenly spoke, this time with less venom, removing a foot from the 

top of my head, but there was a “cool sort of hidden menace” to her voice nevertheless, and this 

made me shiver.  

And squeal as well, as one stray piece of yolk brushed my eyelids, but didn’t enter.  

Something else did, though. Not at that point, but …  

“Spread ‘em boy!” and the order was clear, and I miserably spread my legs wide while in the 

kneeling position, face still buried in the gooey mess down on the floor, and it wouldn’t be in the 

least bit unsafe to assume that I had an “omelet” instead of a face by now.  

This reminds me of an incident in one of my favorite novels by the esteemed P.G.Wodehouse, 

and so hilarious it is that it bears mentioning here. I can’t quite remember the name of the novel, 

but it’s one of the “Jeeves” series, that incomparable butler that seemed to somehow save the 

“bumbling young Master Wooster’s” skin many a times.  

“Thank you Jeeves”, I think was the title.  

And here, due to certain reasons it so happened that Bertie Wooser was stuck on a ship full of 

“negro minstrels” (the term “Negro” being common in the early 1900’s when these novels were 

written) and had to escape without the owner of the ship, a burly “Old Stokes” noticing.  

The plan of escape as outlined by Jeeves was to, well, blacken Wooster’s face so he’d appear 

“one of the band” in the “thick of night”, alight a boat with them and escape accordingly.  

There has been never an author like P.G. Wodehouse before, so skilled at comedy, and so skilled 

at using the words of the English language to describe (slapstick) comedic events and 

occurrences in photographic and very “laughingly poignant” detail, and there never ever 

probably will be, my dear reader.  



It seemed like a foolproof enough plan, and though Wooster did eventually carry it out, and 

“escaped” successfully, his embarrassment was nothing compared to mine at the moment, 

hindquarters high up in the air and legs spread, and a feeling of absolute terror possessed me as I 

thought she was preparing to deliver a kick to the family jewels, a kick like I had never received 

before, the pain the nature of which I had probably never felt before either.  

“Madam, please! I’m sorry!”  

“Forgive me, Madam!”  

And these words gushed out of me, but the “messy” state I was in ensured that they sounded like 

the proverbial horse with half an neigh stuck in it’s belly, and it made no sense at all, sort of like 

garbled “human” radio waves as it were.  

And the much feared kick to the nuts never came, but it didn’t lessen my terror one damn bit, as I 

cringed every time I “felt” her lift those feet of hers! 

My entire body shook as I felt a few kicks to the left posterior region, but those felt oddly 

“soothing” in comparison to what happened before, and then, finally, the old Madam Carrie 

returned.  

Or so I thought, as from somewhere deep in the “general vicinity” I heard a stolen giggle or two.  

“You look adorable, boy! There you are, being punished for an infraction, with your face buried 

deep in that fucking mess!”  

And then it happened, as she literally shoved a piece of burnt toast up my ass!  

 “What they call a wedgie”, giggled Madam Carrie as I squirmed uncomfortably, the butter 

making my asshole slick and easier for the piece of bread to slide in.  

And as it quickly as it slid in, it slid out, apparently to be tossed somewhere, but replaced by 

another. It felt sort of like “micro-penises” were entering and leaving my asshole at random, 

willy nilly, but a penis never felt this “rough” did it?  

“Veggies, veggies” chanted this new avatar of Madam Carrie, and it sounded almost like a yogic 

chant. “Wedgie boy”, she trilled.  

And as she went on, I remember thinking what the “veggies chant” was all about.  

I mean, yes I had wedgies up my ass, but …  

“Fitness, my foot (and here she delivered a solid kick to the right posterior)!” she bellowed all of 

a sudden. “You like eating veggies, don’t you boy?”  



And with a final kick, this time delivered to the center of the posterior region in all, a kick that 

sent the final piece of toast 99% up my hole, she ordered me to sit up, and what I saw around me 

revolted me.  

It wasn’t so much the omelet, or the mess everywhere.  

It wasn’t the glass and China which seemed to have settled into every nook and cranny of the 

room (and which I’d spend the next hour painstakingly cleaning, squirming as I wasn’t allowed 

to remove the “last wedgie” from my ass as I cleaned). 

And somehow, just somehow, I knew what was going to ensure as I saw the pieces of toast that 

had been “in and out” of my rectum scattered near me.  

Hindsight, my dear reader, is again 20/20 and I think I recall mentioning in no less graphic detail 

the sheer distaste I felt when being ordered to lick my own cum up in Volumes 1 and Volumes 2, 

but the one “benefit” was that my stomach muscles were well trained not to throw up by now, 

and as she ordered me to eat the pieces of toast, it was still all I could do to keep each piece 

down as I hastily “gulped” them down without daring to taste them.  

But despite my intentions of not tasting, it left a horribly “stinky sour” taste in them, and anyone 

that (hopefully not) has ever tasted “toast from the rear end” will know what I’m referring to.  

And she finally seemed happy with this as she plonked back down on the bed, and giggled as I 

ate the nasty pieces of bread, and pulled out her phone.  

Click, click! It went, as she captured my indignity for posterity, and though it was a different 

click to the ones the dreadful nipple clamps I mention beneath will make, it was no less 

humiliating and fear inspiring.  

And she made several comments during this whole ordeal, to each of which I was (obviously or 

else!) expected to respond.  

“The wedgie boy likes to eat veggies, doesn’t he!”  

And as I looked at her in a dumb, terrified sort of manner, the last piece of toast still “wedged” 

inside “wedgie boy’s rectum”, she bellowed again, and it sounded like a herd of angry elephants 

trumpeting in unison.  

“I said…!”  

“Oh, yes I do, Madam! Of course I do, Of course! …” And I babbled incoherently as … 

“Shut up! It’s not good manners to talk with your mouth full!” And as I reached for the next 

piece of toast in a miserably despondent and resigned sort of manner, as if I were a French 

revolutionary being summarily led to the guillotine, she bellowed again, and it sounded like a 



rhino had joined the elephant herd as she prodded the side of my face with her foot, dangling 

from the bed like a heavy pendant of sorts.  

“With your mouth!”  

And I proceeded to pick up the pieces of toast with my mouth, eating each of them, before, of 

course being ordered to go shower (and, after showering of course), clean the mess up by which 

time I needed another shower, and only then, and after that did the “wedgie” come out my ass.  

Before this though it bears mentioning that I was required to give her a foot massage, toast still 

firmly “wedged” up my backside, giving the word “wedgie” a whole new twist as I squirmed to 

“hold it in place” and she giggled uncontrollably at this. 

But I was soon ordered to “drop it”, and I did as she said.   

I opened my mouth wide in anticipation of her “tossing it in” (better through there than the “rear 

end”, eh, as I’m sure you’d agree) but she didn’t, picking it up and then holding it triumphantly 

like a Nascar race winner might his/her gold medal.  

 

“I’ll put this in a Ziploc bag” she pronounced, and it’ll stay on the mantelpiece of our living 

room. “It’ll constantly remind you of your place, wedgie boy!”  

“But before that …” she continued in a “headmistress-ly” sort of tone, looking at me in a 

piercing sort of way, as if she were the female version of the school headmaster, rattan cane in 

hand, having caught Wooster sneaking sugar biscuits (kept in a tin in his office) in the middle of 

night, and preparing to give him “six of the best” as it were.  

“Sniff it” she went, and she bent “to my level” (one of the very few times I can remember her 

doing that, unless of course she was “riding the humpty” if I may put it that way with another 

man, something you’ll, ahem, see in succeeding Chapters), and as the “morsel” appeared before 

my nose, she spoke again.  

“Go on! Hurry up! I don’t have all day!”  

I took a brief whiff, and literally recoiled at the vile stench.  

 “Smell it, boy! Inhale deeply!” she intoned, as if she were offering smelling salts to the “woozy 

headed”.  

“You keep saying deep breathing is the essence to getting the most of your workout, don’t you, 

boy! Well, follow what you preach!”  

And though yes, I DO say and will always say that deep breathing is pretty much 95 percent 

PLUS of your workout, this type of workout was NOT what I had in a mind when I said that.   



For those that don’t know, or haven’t experienced, your breath is quite literally, your essence. 

Breathe in a shallow manner, and you deprive yourself of most of the benefits any exercise 

routine can give you.  

Not only that, you deprive yourself of life force, vitality and vigor, all of which hold various, but 

equally important keys to succeeding at the highest levels in life  or any endeavor in general.  

This is of course not the time and place to launch into a thesis, so I’ll leave it at that for now, but 

suffice it to say I never did recommend anyone to inhale in the scent of “wedgies, buttered ones 

at that” stuck up one’s posterior “crevice”! 

And as I willed myself to inhale and exhale deeply, the stench was so awful, the buttery sour 

“musky” scent mixed in with a stale, burnt smell that it did indeed cause the bile did in fact rise 

up to my throat this particular time, and I risked making yet another mess on the floor as I did 

that very first time (if you recall).  

But she soon sensed I was at the point of “no-return” (no, not “cock wise!”) and pulled away the 

piece in a scornful manner.  

“Your pathetic! You can’t even smell right for any length of time”, and by itself, the haughty and 

dissatisfied tone of her voice made it sound like yours truly was incapable of smelling even a 

fragrant rose placed right in front of his nose, much less the “fragrance” she wanted me to inhale 

deeply into the very being of my lungs.  

I suppose, this in one way was yet another death knoll on that “road to permanence” if I might 

say so. Your breath is, quite literally, your essence, and your very life, and given what I had been 

breathing in, well … 

Anyway, where was I before the “wedgies made an appearance”? Fitness, I believe.  

Ah, yes, fitness, and Madam Carrie had mysteriously and inexplicably (though I’d learn why 

later; stay tuned for Volume 4 which details Madam Carrie’s U.K. adventures when she finally 

did “open up” on them) picked up a “fitness bug” while on her holiday, this being in absolute 

and stark contrast to her prior and complete lack of regard to health and fitness in general before 

the trip.  

Now, don’t get me wrong.  

She hadn’t turned into a fitness fanatic by any means. She still drank what I considered to be 

copious amounts of wine, though by the evidence lying around the kitchen, the number of empty 

bottles had probably halved on a weekly basis, if not more.  

And she’d climb the mountain nearby daily, something which she had apparently learnt from my 

old fitness routines which I detail so often in my fitness book.  



The effects, of course weren’t showing as yet given she had just started the routines, but the 

intention was clear.  

No more “voluptuous” backsides and “thick legs” for Madam Carrie. No more tummies that 

bulged just that little at the seam as if the slight bulge was but a harbinger of what was to come 

later on down the road as she “aged” (If I may use that term for her, of course). 

And so, on that note, it was early evening, around 5:20 P.M. or so if I recall right when she 

returned from one of said jaunts up the hill, sweating profusely, and today for whatever reason 

she didn’t head straight for the couch.  

She headed straight for the bedroom, and plonked herself down, sweaty clothes and all, 

completely ignoring me, and I took off her shoes as the broad sock clad feet stared at me.  

“The socks too, boy …” she started, but stopped.  

As if she had to say it!  

And the winds picked up speed outside as I knelt by her feet after having peeled those sweaty 

socks off.  

She then crossed one foot on top of the other as she lay back comfortably on her bed (busy 

“playing phone” and regular readers will no doubt know what this means by now, completely 

ignoring me as was her wont to), massaging them with tenderness and care, taking care to 

squeeze the entire foot carefully, the arches, the soles that were tired and dirty from her hike up 

the nearby hill, and also the lovely, perfectly shaped toes.  

Rain was imminent, I thought, as I heard a sudden clap of thunder outside.  

As I massaged her feet, the phone rang, and she answered it.  

As she did so, she removed her left foot from one top of the right and placed it back down on the 

bed, so that both soles were “staring me in the face” as it were.   

And of course, he continued speaking on the phone, ignoring me, much as if I were a mere 

machine there for her pleasure (which I was at that point to be honest).  

Here of course I should remember to mention that her tone was that of annoyance after the initial 

(sweetly uttered)“Wei, Nihao!” (Hello in Mandarin Chinese) and I wanted to ask her what was 

wrong, what the person at the other end of the line was saying to tick her off that much… 

But I didn’t say anything, focusing instead on her dirty left sole, directly facing me, so close to 

my face that I could smell the remnants of sweat on her lovely petite feet, the outline of the toes 

ever so perfect, the milky white smooth sole staring at me as if say “continue rubbing, bitch!”.  



It’s not my place to say anything, I thought. In case you didn’t know by now, my job is to serve, 

not offer advice.  

Feet that were caked with dust from the hill climb, the black dust sticking to her lovely, “broad” 

feet, the color contrast between her Chinese skin and the black dust sharp, turning me on even 

more as the arch of her foot moved close to my face oh so regally as she shifted positions.  

What gives, the reader may ask at this point?  

What price the shoes, you may say?  

Well, simple, my dear reader, and it’s almost “elementary, my dear Watson” if you’ve been in 

China any length of time.  

She had been climbing barefoot that day, and for those “not in the know” here, something many 

Chinese people do to supposedly “stimulate” the pressure points on one’s feet (which in turn 

leads to better flow of chi and robust health throughout the body according to the Chinese) and 

also strengthens the toes.  

I don’t know so much about the flow of chi (energy), though I’m sure there’s something to it. I 

do know though that’s one of the reasons she locked my “pencil dick” (as she often terms it) dick 

up, so all my energies, are quite literally, “devoted” to serving her.  

I’ve mentioned this in previous Volumes of course, but it bears touching up here as well.  

That’s why she locked my useless pencil dick up, I thought reverently as I massaged her feet, so 

that I can’t cum without her permission, so that I know at all times that I belong to her, and her 

alone… 

Her bitch, her plaything, her… 

Oh, Madam Carrie! And again, that conditioning came into play as the words “My Chinese 

Goddess” flashed through my mind, searing through my brain and imprinting themselves even 

more on my consciousness much like a branding iron would on cattle.  

 I thought, massaging her dirty feet with vigor, and suddenly I couldn’t control my devotion any 

longer, bending forward to plant a kiss on those lovely soles, the toes looking at me warningly as 

if to say “don’t do this!”  

But I couldn’t control myself, and planted a reverent kiss right on the center of the dirty left sole.  

“Thank you, Ma’am”, I said, speaking to myself as it were, Beth still being on the phone. 

And as expected, I felt her kick me irritably on the shoulder with her left foot and spoke, the first 

words from her to me during what had apparently been an annoying phone conversation.  



“You!” she said, looking at me as if she didn’t know it was “me” down there, and with disdain 

(to boot) writ all over her sexy features, as one might at a caterpillar in one’s otherwise perfectly 

done salad. 

“Can’t you concentrate on the task at hand, boy?” she said, as I reddened, knowing whoever was 

at the other end the other end could hear everything she said.  

“It doesn’t seem that way, does it now?”, she continued without waiting for me to respond. “Do 

you need a smack to the nuts? More wedgies (and here she tittered in an evil sort of way)?”  

“Oh, no, Madam Carrie, no! Not at all, and I’m really sorry!” 

And without further ado I busied myself with the massage. 

By God, I didn’t want another “smack to the nuts” as she put it, that being one of her (more 

recent) favorite means of punishing me for my indiscretions, sometimes using the same feet I so 

adored, revered and worshipped as if they were precious Chinaware (no pun intended there!) to 

kick me square in the nuts, the pain almost causing me to faint the first time she did it.  

A short while later she was done with her phone call, and I could feel her looking down at me 

irritably.  

“Boy!” her voice rang out, and I looked up at her obediently, her annoyance obvious to me.  

But something was different, I thought, there was a sort of meditative look into those black 

Chinese eyes, a look that both scared me and turned me on, a look that seemed to say “I’m 

thinking about what to do with you, boy!” 

All these thoughts flew out of my mind though as she ordered me behind her, and told me to rub 

her shoulders, which I did for a while as she relaxed face down on the bed.  

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she spoke.  

“Kneel beside me…boy!” she said, emphasizing the “boy”.  

I don’t know if I’ve mentioned this before (I think not), but here, I must say that the term was 

especially humiliating (and thus an immense turn on for both of us) as I was aged 37 at the time, 

almost a full ten years older than my Chinese Goddess.  

 “Look up, Michael. Look at me”.  

Her voice was different this time, almost seductive, using my first name instead of the 

derogatory “boy”, almost as if she was asking me out on a date, almost like a male songbird 

serenading his female as it were… 



And I moaned in pain as the steel literally bit into my, well, “bit” as I looked up at her, and those 

lovely Chinese fingers of hers, slim and beautiful, the fingernails clean, polished that oh-so-

lovely shade of pink with specks, immaculately (now) manicured ran swiftly, yet oh-so-expertly 

across the very tips of my nipples, causing them to stiffen and a massive rush of blood to flood 

my already tortured loins.  

“Oh, Madam! Madam, please…” I moaned, not knowing if I wanted her to “please continue”, or 

“please stop”, the former option resulting in a mixture of extreme pleasure and biting pain and 

the latter option only frustration, frustration at what “might have been”… 

 “Do you like that, boy?” she continued in the same seductress-sort-of tone, and it floored me to 

honest, so authentic did I sound.  

“Yes, Ma’am” and as soon as I said I gasped. “Of course, not, I don’t, no…” 

WHACK!  

Pow!  

And the twin slaps to my cheeks left my head ringing in pain as her response to this was as 

physical as you might imagine it to be.  

She then tweaked my already sensitive nipples forcefully between her index finger and thumb, 

causing me to moan again, the pain getting intense now, but the pleasure was equally 

overwhelming, and I was unprepared for the slap to the face when it came, my  head spinning 

with the force of the blow.  

“Bitch! You want to cum, do you?” roared my lovely Madam, as I started at her agape, mouth 

open like a fish gasping for air.  

“After all this while, you still don’t know! Why did I cage you, boy!”  

She raised her hand as if to whack me again, and this time, I braced myself for the impact, 

clenching my teeth.  

But nothing happened.  

And she leant forward again, and tweaked my nipples yet again before looking at me knowingly.  

And the seductress mode was back on, full-tilt, full blast.  

“I know you want to cum”, she giggled. “But first…” (and here she made no indication of  if she 

would actually allow me to cum at “long last”, it having been what – years since I came?!, the 

“But first” being all she said). 



And she rose, fetching a black bag from a nearby cupboard, and I kept staring at her, eyes as 

wide as saucers, wondering what was in the offing.  

She fished out a metal device of sorts from the bag, a device that… 

Oh no, I thought.  

Nipple clamps – and from what I could tell, adjustable nipple clamps that would literally clamp 

my nipples like a pair of pliers in a carpenter’s hand might, the grip strong and unrelenting, a 

simple twist from Madam being enough to increase the pressure being applied exponentially.  

Madam giggled as she looked at me, my frightened expression seeming to turn her on even more.  

“All for your oh-so-sensitive nipples, boy!”, she said, putting one regal foot on my thigh, the 

stubby “thick” toes grabbing my attention. 

Click! 

Click 

And I felt a horrible “vice like grip” on both my nipples, as the blood flow gradually got 

constricted, a “cold” sort of feeling enveloping both my nipples gradually, a feeling that only 

intensified as she adjusted the setting on the clamps to the second highest possible setting.  

But what scared me was not the feeling I was experiencing now. It was the feeling I knew I’d 

experience when those clamps came off, and I could only think of the pain I’d experience if 

those deft, strong, Chinese fingers of hers so expertly tweaked my nipples right after they came 

off! 

As she probably would, I thought, and… 

This was the first time she had ever used actual clamps, by the way. You may recall her using 

clothespins before, and inflicting “torture” with those lovely fingers of hers (something which 

Madam Susan and Madam Cindy particularly enjoyed as well), but this was something else 

altogether.  

I felt a smack to the head and she motioned for me to take her place back at the foot of the bed. 

“Rub my feet, boy”, she said, flicking on the flatscreen LCD T.V in the bedroom., a Cantonese 

soap opera blaring out from the “idiot” box.  

I rubbed her feet dutifully for what must have been for over half an hour, and neither one of us 

spoke during this time.  

My nipples clamps were growing “heavier” by the minute, like a ponderous elephant attached on 

to my nipples, I thought, an elephant that got heavier as the “numb” sensation intensified, sort of 



as if my nipples were laid out on a block of ice, sort of like a fisherman laying out a “fresh catch” 

on ice so as to make sure it doesn’t spoil. 

And without warning, the television clicked off, and she laughed, apparently a little more relaxed 

by now.  

“Did you enjoy the show, boy?” she asked, giggling in that mysterious and wicked manner that 

she knew turned me on, looking directly into my eyes as she said this, her lovely Chinese eyes 

boring into me as if she knew what I wanted., and knowing fully well my back was turned to the 

T.V. anyway.  

By God, those eyes, that aura of sheer dominance emanating so naturally from her…! 

What had the UK transformed this lady into?  

And I felt the clamps come off, and I winced, trying not to scream as a horrible wave of pain 

rushed over my chest area, and it was all I could do to keep from frantically clawing at my 

nipples as a monkey might it’s underarms, to keep from “scratching that terrible itch” as it were.  

But my resistance was futile, and I roared in pain as a horrible vice like grip grasped and twisted 

my nipples again, as if she was trying to find the right radio station on one of those old transistor 

sets.  

“AAAH!! Madam, please…!” 

Her response this time was to simply hold my nipples in a pinch grip, my screams reverberating 

around the living room, and I could see the sheer lust building in her as well, her breathing 

becoming heavier as I screamed louder.  

“Madam!”, I screamed. “Please stop, Madam!” 

But she wouldn’t, and just as I thought I was going to suffer from a bruised vocal chord or two, 

she paused.  

“Sensitive nipples, huh?” 

My nipples burned horribly at this point, a sort of sensation I had never experienced, and she 

leant forward again laughingly as if to tweak them again, and I cringed in terror.  

But this time, she did the exact opposite, using her talented fingers to caress the very ends of my 

burning nipples, this sort of touch causing me pain, but the pain this time around was nothing 

compared to the tidal wave of pleasure that suddenly swept through me.  

“OOWWW! AH, Madam!” 



She pinched my nipples again and I roared, and she giggled, her amusement genuine and clearly 

evident.  

This went on for a while before she tired of the game, and unlocked my chastity device, 

grimacing at the sight of my penis which sprang to attention as soon as it was released from its 

steel confines.  

“Eww”, she said. “I’m not going to even touch that, boy!” 

But she touched my nipples again, and my dick reacted accordingly, rising skyward.  

She suddenly pushed me on the chest with her foot so that I fell on the floor, flat on my back, 

nipples burning horribly, my legs spread, cock and balls ready for her attention, and of course 

whatever pain or pleasure she might choose to bestow on them. 

And then, it started, as she gently used the soles of her lovely feet to caress my nipples, while she 

looked down at me mockingly.  

“Look at you! Like a randy bitch with her legs spread wide open, salivating at the mouth at the 

sight of a woman’s dirty soles!” 

Now, I wasn’t salivating at the sight of her soles, of course, feet being something that DID NOT 

turn me on (at least not initially if you remember), but who was I to argue, of course! 

“Yes, Madam Carrie! Your so right, your always right!” 

Despite these obvious platitudes dhe made an expression of disgust again, and it was apparent 

they had as much impact upon her as a fly landing upon a slumbering rhinoceros’s back might 

have upon said animal. 

But her eyes were lustful and shone at that point as she looked directly at me.  

“It looks like a twig floating in the breeze outside” (it had started to rain outside by now), she 

giggled, flicking the end of my penis with her foot, causing it to “bob” sideways, sort  of like a 

pendulum on a grandfather clock. 

She bent, and I braced myself for a thwack to the nuts as had so often threatened to happen in the 

past.  

But again…it never happened! 

And she gently used the fingernail of her index finger to “scratch” the underside of my cock head, 

and I suddenly moaned involuntarily, though this time not because I was in pain, it was because 

she was scratching just that little spot on the back of my cockhead in such an expert manner, 

and …  



… she was literally causing me to get horny, something she hadn’t done so far, but that strange, 

faraway, reminiscent look remained in her eyes …  

This continued for a while, and I remember being ready to come, to shoot a massive load with 

just another touch from her, to empty, nay, drain, my bollocks completely… 

Is this what she really wanted?  

I thought she hated the very sight of my cum!  

Or would she make me lap it all up again much like the first time and then at the (by now 

infamous) party?  

“Just once more, Madam” said the imploring look in my eyes (of course, I didn’t dare to say it!), 

much like a puppy dog begging its owner for it’s favorite treat, and she relented – or so I thought, 

as she bent forward, but then sat back on the couch, laughing, denying me that final touch.  

“Use your own finger, boy! Just your forefinger, and you can rub it against your cockhead – the 

underside, to be precise. And no gripping allowed!” 

And she laughed out loud as I rubbed my penis with just my forefinger, looking like a complete 

prick (pun intended!) lying there in front of her, helpless, at her mercy as it were. 

“I might just let you cum, boy. But you must hold off until the count of 10…”, and here, she 

leant forward again, a cunning expression in her eyes. “Okay?” 

“Yes, Madam!” 

I’d probably have jumped into a barrel and cascaded off Niagara Falls if she had asked me to at 

that point! 

And the count started, slow and torturous.  

“1…” 

“Ah…Madam Carrie”, I gasped in pleasure as she raised her soles, and caressed my sore nipples 

with the soft undersides and I could of course see the specks of dirt and grime clinging to her 

bare feet… 

“2…” 

“3…” 

“AAAHH!” I roared in agony, as she kicked me one in the ribs, so hard that my left floating rib 

probably quite literally started to “float”! 

“4….” 



I moaned loudly again, actually, “sighed out loud with pleasure” would be a better way to 

describe it as she flicked my nipples expertly, the big toe on each foot it was this time, ever so 

deft, ever so talented… 

“It’s coming, boy”, she giggled, pointing at my nuts as if to say “those tiny little marbles of 

yours!” 

“5…6…7…Hurry up, boy! And remember, no gripping!” 

And I furiously rubbed my forefinger against the underside of my cock head as she had ordered 

me to, trying to control my orgasm, trying to control it until the count of 10… 

“8….” 

“9….” 

And she looked at her watch suddenly, lifting a slender yet powerful left wrist up and giggled.  

“Oh, Michael, I’m so sorry. I have to be somewhere, I just remembered! No orgasms today”, and 

she lifted the cock cage up, pouting at me meaningfully. 

But that look quickly changed into a look of sheer amusement at the look of shock and 

frustration on my face.  

“Madam, please…”, I gasped.  

Oh, so near, and… 

 She laughed.  

“OK, boy…10!”, and I felt her feet on my face, and it was all that was needed, her dirty soles 

blocking my view as I erupted, the first blast of hot cum shooting from my penis… 

…but not quite, as I felt a strange sort of “dribbly” sensation along with a sort of “pressure” at 

the base of my balls, something I didn’t quite understand.  

What the heck, I thought, frustration rising with me as my cum “dribbled” out of my dick, my 

lust still not satisfied, the orgasm completely ruined.  

And she removed her feet from my face, as she rose, and I realized what she had done.  

Click! 

The cage came back on before I knew it.  

Another ruined orgasm, that forefinger of hers pressing down so expertly on the nerve under my 

balls, stopping my orgasm just as I reached it… 



And as the mists of lust (and sheer frustration) cleared, I could see the broad smile on her oval 

face, and triumph in her eyes.  

“Maybe next time, boy!” 

And she bent down and expertly manipulated my nipples, her fingertips flicking the tips of my 

nipples causing the blood to flow to my organ once again (albeit it being of no use, as the steel 

confines of the unforgiving cage instantly reminded me). 

After this, she abruptly stood up, stepping over me as if I were a stone. She then headed out the 

door with nary a word said putting on a pair of purple flip-flops as she did so. 

Maybe next time, boy! 

And as I lay there, frustrated and denied, having just experienced my first truly ruined orgasm, 

that I had read about so often but had never experienced, I heard the front door bang And as if 

bound by a sense of duty (which I was, anyway) I hurried off to the kitchen to get dinner ready.  

Madam would probably be home soon, I thought, and I better have her dinner ready for her when 

she arrives.  

I certainly did not want an encore of what had just happened yet again…  

Where? How? These questions raced through my mind as I prepared her favorite soup.  

I mean, I had never once had an orgasm when with her, and there had been plenty of “near-

ruined” orgasms, but none felt near as frustrating as this one did.  

She had somehow turned into an expert at this, and I dreaded to think what would happen lest 

she impart that knowledge to her friends, the sky being the limit in terms of deviance in that 

regard! 

More on that in Volume 4, of course, but for now let me just say that those are, but two examples 

that should dramatically explain her transformation, and my sheer amazement at said 

transformation.  

Still not convinced? Still think the “old Carrie” will re-appear?  

Well, read on …  

 

 

 

 



Chapter 14 

   “I want Plug you in the ass!” and more “games” 

I think I mentioned the part about having to look up dicks of various sizes, shapes, colors and 

hues on the Internet for Madam Carrie, didn’t I?  

Often times she’d giggle and “force” me to make conversation about dicks, and sometimes 

seemingly out of the blue (or not, as it were).  

I remember this one time I was cutting cucumbers in the kitchen (for myself, this being the “pre-

fitness” days for Madam), and she appeared mysteriously behind me, and the voice behind me 

sounded like she was a watchful “angel” perched on my shoulder, curious and stern at the same 

time.  

“What are you doing mucking around there boy?” 

“Oh, I’m slicing cucumbers, Madam”, I responded courteous as ever. The “wedgie” incident 

hadn’t repeated itself again, and as you might imagine, I had absolutely no desire for it to ever 

happen again.  

The “souvenir” was still there on the mantelpiece though much to my embarrassment, and 

Madam’s amusement. She’s take great delight in mentioning the whole incident in graphic and 

“gory” details to her female visitors and they all seemed to love it, particularly Miss V.  

“Oh, Carrie, how I wish you’d have taught me all this (and here I must marvel at the fact that 

they now considered her to be a “teacher” and “expert” of sorts in all things devious) before”, 

she giggled one night as Carrie and her were chatting, lying down in the same bed together.  

This, by the way isn’t as unusual as you might expect for females. I’ve seen many girls lie down 

together in bed and hug etc, and there’s absolutely nothing at all sexual about it. Women are far 

less prone to associate displays of affection amongst friends with sexual desire, and so it should 

be.  

For example, it isn’t unusual at all for women to kiss each other on the cheek publicly, and we 

don’t think it’s strange at all, do we?  

But if two men do the same thing, well… 

And no, I’m NOT advocating that men start “kissing each other”. Quite the contrary. What I’m 

saying is that men tend to be far more prudish in nature, and far more “insecure” in their own 

sexuality at times, therefore being far quicker to jump to and form inaccurate conclusions.  

Things aren’t always what they might seem on the face of it. Men kiss each other routinely in the 

Middle East where it’s part of the culture. Nothing at all gay (or straight, for that matter) about it.  



Certain African tribes have this peculiar culture, one of the “strange” aspects being that men 

greet each other by shaking each other’s penises as opposed to hands, and (though that might 

sound like some sort of a fetish or fantasy to our Western minds) there is nothing sexual in nature 

about that either.  

And so forth. Anyway, so the two ladies were lying in bed, and I was at the foot of the bed as 

usual.  

This is where the “games” section begins, so if that’s “your thing”, dear reader, grab a cuppa and 

have at. It ends, of course, oddly enough, or maybe not so with a cucumber, but we’ll leave that 

part be - for now.  

They could have of course chilled on the couch, but ladies will be ladies, and I had no idea (at 

that point) why they chose to “lie down on bed together” as Madam Carrie put it.  

The two ladies seemed to be a little bored, and being they were conversing in Chinese (rapid fire 

at that), I couldn’t really understand what they were on about.  

And I wasn’t actually massaging Madam’s feet as I normally do. I had just been ordering to 

kneel and look at her soles, rapidly moving about as she conversed excitedly with Miss V.  

“Boy! I just want you kneel there!” was the command, and as my hands automatically reached 

for the bottle of lotion, she kicked it away in an annoyed, imperious fashion, spilling some lotion 

onto the floor 

“Just look at my feet, boy!” and Miss V, who was behind me at that point, walking to the 

bedroom laughingly plonked her foot on the lotion and then wiped her foot clean on my thigh, 

smacking me on the back of the head as I did so.  

“God, I miss your service! Miss V Beauty Salon needs you, boy!” and she “plonked” down on 

the bed herself and as those lovely soles came into view, I could see remnants of lotion on the 

left foot, but I didn’t dare to wipe them clean, of course!  

And all I could see was four pairs of soles staring at me as I knelt there, Madam Carrie’s broad 

soles, and Miss V’s lovely, narrow, perfectly shaped feet, the purple nail polish ever clear, ever 

enticing …  

“The next vacation, Val”, giggled Madam, and playfully bonked me on the right cheek with the 

front of her foot.  

“Bring your face closer, boy! What are you sitting there so far away for?” she bellowed, and as I 

brought my face within striking range (or should I say convenient striking range), she smacked 

me again harder with her foot, this time on the head, and I wouldn’t be lying to say my head 

“spun” at that point, such was the force of the kick.  



“You know, I need another holiday! This idiot constantly make me angry!” (obvious chinglish, 

my dear reader, but I’m quoting verbatim so …) 

Miss V nodded in a sad sort of manner, as if to say “these bloody men”.  

And that’s actually exactly what she said, of course, except in Chinese, and added in a few 

coarse words which I won’t mention here.  

“You know” she went on, and here she parted her soles and looked “down” at me in a most 

accusing sort of way, sort of like a spinster looking down her glasses at an annoying mouse that 

keep re-appearing when you least expect it.  

“You know”, and before she could go on, Madam Carrie spoke.  

“Boy! Fetch the clamps!”  

And I fetched the clamps, as she said.  

“Take off the T-shirt!”  

And I took it off.  

Click, click, and the twin torture devices clicked themselves on and my nipples instantly started 

to experience that burning, numb sensation I’ve described above, and Madam Carrie nodded 

approvingly.  

“That’s how he should be at all times, don’t you think?” she asked Miss V, who was looking on 

admiringly at her “handiwork”.  

“Wow! That’s just wonderful!” and she actually clapped her hands at that point, and  

Now, I think I forgot to mention that these clamps weren’t the simple clamps that just open and 

shut. Sure, they do that but they also have a screw to increase pressure exponentially via a spring 

system and Miss V’s eyes gleamed as she noticed this, and she looked directly at me.  

I looked at her as a little child might a strict grandmother, literally begging her not to be 

punished for an infraction, and while the child might get off scot-free, there were no such 

“luxuries” for “ole” Watson as you might imagine.  

It’s that look in the eyes, that imperious, knowing look in the eyes that I’ve so often mentioned 

that is the bedrock of femdom, my friends.  

It’s that LOOK that communicates the power, the CONTROL, the sheer ACCEPTANCE of the 

superiority and one sides nature of the relationship more than any actions ever could, and 

conversely of course, the same thing applies to those being dominated.  



And as “my own look” appeared in my eyes, it was a like a “meeting of the souls”, and she 

reached down with those lovely fingers of hers (they were painted an even deeper shade of 

purple this time) and tightened the screws, and I squealed in agony.  

“Ouch!”  

It was Madam’s turn to look on approvingly.  

“I can be so silly at times, can’t I, Val!” she said and shook her head in a self-disparaging, 

disconsolate sort of fashion.  

“Never again!” and here I literally bellowed out loud in pain as she tightened the screws even 

more and nodded.  

“That’s better”, and as I bellowed again, she smacked me.  

Words weren’t necessary at that point, and the two women looked at  me as if to say “shut your 

yap, boy! We don’t need any yelps from you!”  

“Anyway, what was I telling you Carrie”, Miss V went on, and the two sat back down on the bed, 

and ordered me to kneel, so this time I could see their toes, Miss V’s lovely purple toes, and 

Madam Carrie’s “broad” and obviously well maintained (now, as opposed to when I met her) 

toes painted a garish shade of red.  

Madam’s always been the sort who prefers her fingernails to be perfect as opposed to her toes, 

and …  well, what can I say! Miss V’s the type that prefers immaculate fingernails and toenails 

BOTH.  

Madam prefers her soles and calves massaged more than other parts of the body.  

Miss V, if you recall, doesn’t so much enjoy foot massages as she does the lower part of the shin 

being rubbed as she “drifts off to sleep”.  

Different ladies, different preferences, and that’s how it should be. There is never a “one size fits 

all”, even when “serving”! 

“I was telling you about Sophia!” she went on.  

“Before this idiot interrupted me, of course. What a fool. Your right, Carrie! You do indeed need 

another vacation!” and here the two ladies hugged, oblivious to the utter “absurdity” of it all, but 

then again, was it really absurd?  

And she proceeded to tell Madam all about my old neighbor that I described in “Miss V Beauty 

Salon”, and though Madam had already heard the part about what I did for her etc, apparently 

she hadn’t heard the part about me “rejecting her advances” when I moved in.  



It’s a long story, but I had an annoying neighbor (from hell, you might say), with two equally 

annoying “pooches” (dogs, but one looked more like a house rat than a dog and the other an 

equally abhorrent “cross” between a snoozing panda and a whiny horse), and this neighbor 

would do all she could to “ingratiate” herself with me despite having a boyfriend who lived with 

her.  

And I wanted no part of it. Again, long, long story, and “Miss V Beauty Salon” has more details 

but that is the gist of it.  

“That’s interesting!” exclaimed Madam, as if she had made some long awaited breakthrough in 

space travel to the next Galaxy or some as yet unexplored frontier (ahem…!) 

She looked at me in a pensive sort of fashion.  

“Men!” and here she looked at Miss V, who had the right expression of support in her eyes. 

“What a guy he is! His neighbor wanted him, and he had the balls (she emphasized this word, 

her voice rising in tenor and it sounded like the end of a symphony), the temerity to reject her!”  

And she reached down and smacked one of the nipple clamps hard, and the pain suddenly seared 

back into my nipples, pretty much numb and “dull” by now.  

“Yow!”  

Of course, she ignored the “scalded cat” and went on.  

“You should do that to those balls of his also, Madam Carrie”, said Miss V. “Good thing the 

damned thing are locked up, or I’d …”  

“I’ve got some ideas for those! Don’t worry, Val!” and she snickered in a most nasty, devious, 

vixen like manner that made my heart sink yet another notch.  

(and here I was glad I was caged, or God knows what indignities and suffering they’d have 

heaped upon the “Watson” jewels, if I might put it that way) 

And here, that thought flashed through my mind again.  

What did the UK do to her??  

“Oh, yes, these damned men, especially the foreign men”, continued Miss V, and then said as if 

sort of an afterthought, “ The Chinese ones are just as bad though to be honest”.  

“Yes, men in general, Val”, and as they commiserated, Madam went on with her “thesis”.  

“A man should never ever reject a woman that’s taking the time of day to approach him! A 

woman’s time is valuable, and the sooner men realized that, the better.” 



She leaned forward and smacked me on the cheek.  

“Why didn’t you talk to her, boy! She’s a woman, a lady!”  

And as if reading my thoughts, she continued.  

“ I don’t care what she looks like, and I don’t care if she’s annoying to you or not! You should 

have kissed her feet and thanked her profusely for even bothering to approach a pathetic excuse 

of a man like you!”  

“Yeah, him!” chimed in Miss V, looking at me like I was the dregs of humanity.  

“But he did actually serve her, but not for too long” and here the two of them giggled as they 

recounted my “oral” service to her.  

Madam Carrie looked at me thoughtfully, as if pondering something.  

And she whispered something in Miss V’s ear, who giggled and nodded.  

“Let’s see if she’s home. This should be a fun game!”  

Game? What game? I thought, and a further sense of foreboding and unease started to build in 

me, and my nipples suddenly flared up with pain. I bit my lip to avoid squealing.  

Apparently the much needed Sophia was home, and sure enough she showed up, and introduced 

herself to Madam Carrie who hadn’t met her before. And though I had no inkling of what the 

“game” would entail, whatever it is was endeared itself to Sophia from the get-go, and she 

nodded approvingly with a serious demeanor as if she was about to sign a presidential decree.  

 “But wait, Carrie!” said Miss V, as if she had remembered something “at the eleventh hour”. 

“We don’t want to make it easy for him, do we?  I mean, let’s make sure his other senses are all 

nullified first (here she laughed)”, and went on.  

“Wait a minute girls”, she laughed again and pranced out the door, leaving a whiff (as usual) of 

that lovely “rose scented” perfume she uses, and I inhaled deeply, knowing I wouldn’t be 

smelling any roses anytime soon, if you get my drift!  

Sophia giggled, and so did Madam Carrie.  

“His last breath of “fresh” air for a while!” and they both tittered in unison, and Sophia looked 

down at me with a look of sheer contentment in her black eyes.  

“Women rule, boy. Chinese women rule!”  



And she reached down and “tore off” the nipple clamps, and the sheer pain, the agony literally 

burning, nay, searing through my poor nipples is beyond description, and I yelled out 

involuntarily.  

That, of course didn’t bother Madam Carrie one bit as she was used to it.  

Madam Sophia wasn’t, of course, but she clapped her hands in glee at my pain.  

“I love this!” she said, while high-fiving Madam Carrie.  

“You had the temerity to reject me, and look where it got you! Come here and kiss my feet now!” 

and though she spoke softly, the dominance and confidence in her voice was unmistakable, and 

as I rose, she spoke again.  

“Don’t walk, boy! Crawl like the animal you are and bark while your doing so!”  

Here I hesitated just that one instant, and Madam Carrie bent down and tweaked my nipples, 

“fresh out of the clamps” warnings.  

“OW! OW! … I mean, bow, wow! Bow  wow!” and I did my impersonation of that abonimable 

“Poochie” as I crawled on all fours to her, and kissed each toe. The feet smelt terrible, and the 

toes weren’t well maintained either (apparently she hadn’t been to Miss V’s after the first couple 

of times for whatever reason).  

It was about at this moment that Miss V re-appeared from next door, carrying a small plastic 

baggie with her, and she giggled uncontrollably as she heard me “bark”.  

“That’s so cute!”  

“It is, isn’t it” said Sophia, laughing. “Again, boy!”  

“Bow wow, bow wow” I went, and the three of them laughed as if there was no tomorrow, and 

I’m surprised the third neighbor (yet another lady living on the same floor) didn’t poke her head 

in at this point and ask what was going on, so loud were they getting.  

And such was their delight, so amused were they at the sight of this foreign “servant” debasing 

himself in front of them that their enthusiasm was infectious, and despite my predicament, I felt a 

strange sort of voice inside me saying “You can amuse them better, boy!”  

 “Woof woof”, I said, getting inventive, and followed up with an imaginary “tail wag”, my 

admittedly toned ass “wagging high in the air” and Sophia slapped it hard as she was literally 

“bouncing that ass” if you get my drift.  

“Aww, my little Poochie Poo!” she said (here I must mention that “Poochie” the smaller and the 

(in my opinion) more evil of the two menaces would have been jealous of the attention I was 

getting in my capacity as a "canine”  



And she made smooching sounds at me, much like you might at a puppy that’s straying too far 

from its owner as if to say “back here, Bonzo” in a playful yet stern manner.  

Madam Carrie couldn’t take it any more, peals of laughter emanating from her, and so joyful did 

she sound, that I did it again, and Miss V joined in laughing, and I was then ordered to bark and 

kiss their feet in turn, wiggling my ass I went from one foot to the other.  

“Can he beg?” inquired Miss V, as I kissed her feet, those lovely purple toes just as immaculately 

painted as they were during Madam’s sojourn to the U.K. (and as they always were, as well). 

“Beg, doggie” she went on, and the rest joined in.  

“But what will he beg for?” asked Madam Carrie in an interested, yet lazy sort of way as if to say 

“he wont get it anyway” 

“To kiss our asses”, announced Miss V (and here, she exchanged a meaningful glance with 

Madam Carrie, who giggled). “Might as well warm him up, ladies!”  

 “Beg, boy!” “Beg doggie boy!” rang out that imperious voice I heard so often during my month 

long “stay” at Miss V’s salon and the much venerated owener clapped her hands in glee as 

“Poochie” assumed a “begging position”, my “forepaws” out and the three of them made me stay 

like that for a while while they clicked pictures for posterity.  

At one point during this Madam Carrie was laughing so hard and with such genuine mirth that I 

wondered if there was an actual career in doing this sort of thing. 

That’s not as far fetched as it might sound though.  

English teachers in China play a “dancing monkey” role in front of kids all the time, not really 

being expected to teach (and not getting a modicum of real respect either), so it wouldn’t be a 

stretch to imagine an adult male debasing himself in front of Chinese women that loved it and 

getting paid for it, eh?! 

And they finally had enough, Madam Carrie calling an end to proceedings at (what seemed like) 

long last, literally holding her sides as she guffawed.  

“That’s enough, Poochie”, and the rest joined in with a few final kicks to my (at that point) 

raised posterior (Poochie had been ordered to crawl again from one end of the living room to the 

other). “My sides are aching from laughing so much”.  

So were mine, and my whole body for that matter, but that’s not the point, is it?! 

Anyway, all this was nothing compared to what was to come.  

I was ordered to fetch them all some wine, and I dutifully did so.  



They spoke as they drank, and I was ordered to “press Sophia’s feet” as the three of them went 

on.  

Sophia’s feet were on the table in front of me, and the two others “vixens” were behind me. Miss 

V had her right foot up on my left shoulder, and Madam had her own “heavier” left foot up on 

my right shoulder, and all I could see, and smell were feet, feet, and more feet.  

“That was fun! Anyway, look at what I’ve got ladies!” said Miss V, speaking in a gay sort of 

manner that reminded me of a butterfly, “flitting and sipping” its way from flower to flower.  

“Whats that, Val?” queried Sophia, peering at the “baggie” through her glasses like a dowager 

trying to decipher the fine print on a Sunday newspaper.  

And she giggled uncontrollably.  

“Is it for the doggies to poo?” and the rest burst out laughing.  

“No, Sophia” responded Miss V, and you could tell she was loving this. “We may make him do 

that someday for now … those are … (and here she paused as if she was announcing the winner 

of a lottery) my …. dirty socks!” announced Miss V.  

“Yippee!” she went on, and Madam Carrie joined in with an “I know, I know!” 

Sophia looked at her in a puzzled sort of way, not entirely used to their wicked ways as yet.  

“But why would you …?” she started, and Miss V was about to explain, when of course the “all 

knowing expert” spoke.  

“Oh, I know!” giggled Madam Carrie. “So nice of you to think of everything, Val!”  

“Boy!” she continued.  

“Bring them here, boy!” went Miss V, and then paused. “Oh wait, Sophia. Does he need to press 

your feet more before we start to play?”  

“Nah, that’s OK Val. I’m curious to see what you’ll do with those socks. Off with you, boy. 

Fetch, doggie!” and here she grabbed a clump of my hair and pushed me over to the “baggie”.  

“It’s got a pair of really sweaty, damp socks in there ladies. I remember it started to pour one 

morning when I was out running and though I asked this nimrod here (and here she looked 

meaningfully at me) to clean my socks thoroughly after my run, he was lazy and didn’t get all 

the specks of dirt off them!”  

“You do remember, don’t you, bitch boy!” she went on, and looked at me again.  



I did, of course, but it bears mentioning that I did clean her socks after her run, and by hand. I 

may have missed a “speck of dirt” at most, but not more than that, but of course, a Chinese lady 

demands, and usually manages to get perfection from a submissive man.  

As it should be, of course. We don’t want the “natives” getting lazy, do we? (I wasn’t a native, of 

course, but, well, I guess you ... get the drift!). 

 

“Open it, boy”, ordered Sophia and as I opened it, I recoiled at the vile stench emanating from it, 

and once again, the bile rose in my mouth.  

In fact it was such an offensive odor that a skunk would probably run for the hills upon smelling 

it, let alone me… 

The rest of them of course got a “whiff” as well from afar.  

“Eeeeeewwwwwwwww!” went Madam Carrie, and (Madam) Sophia joined in. “Val, that’s 

nasty!”  

“Of course it is” responded said participant in a triumphant tone of voice. “These are from a 

week ago, and after my run I made sure to add a bit of water to that Ziploc bag (and here, I could 

see a bit of water sloshing around at the bottom) and “bag” these socks up for a week”.  

“I didn’t know when I could use them, but I’ve been waiting to get my revenge on him”, and 

here she smacked me hard.  

“That’ll teach him, won’t it, Carrie?”she said, but apparently Madam didn’t agree, and responded 

in the pseudo-negative.  

“Who knows, Val. Good help is so hard to find these days!”  

“Guess what, girls”, went on Miss V. “I added a bit of rotten cheese to these socks” (and here all 

of them made expressions of pure distaste), and she giggled “along with some week old left over 

curd”.  

“It’s all been curdling rather well I’d say”, she ended, and suddenly emitted a “blood-curdling”  

(to me, at least) peal of laughter.  

“Boy! Open your mouth! Put them in there!” she commanded, and trained though by then I was 

to eat things that would make a billy goat puke (if you get my drift!) I hesitated.  

I mean, this was too much, the stench was too vile, and it was just plain and simple NASTY! 

“That’s a good idea”, said Madam Carrie. “He talks too much anyway!”  



“Boy!” and it was as if it was a done deed, and I miserably took the socks, bundled them up and 

put them in my mouth.  

God in heaven, it was nasty, I remember thinking, nastier than ANYTHING I had tasted before, 

and I’d gladly eat “wedgies” all day compared to this! 

And I think I almost choked on my own puke as the vomit made its way out my throat, the socks 

being the only thing stopping it and I swallowed it all back down.  

At about this time, the women were conversing excitedly amongst themselves. “Game time” was 

apparently rapidly approaching from their demeanor, and they didn’t want any confusion.  

“Boy, here are the rules!” said Madam Carrie, but was interrupted by Sophia.  

“Let’s have him strip first”, giggled Sophia. “He’s got such a nice body! I still remember getting 

so turned on when he was licking my ass that night in the salon…” 

This seemed to please Miss V as well, who nodded her head vigorously in agreement.  

 “Strip, boy!” commanded Madam Carrie and there was, of course but one thing to do, and I 

stripped and soon I was standing there naked with the socks still in my mouth, and my cock cage 

in full view, my sore red nipples burning like a hot iron had been placed on them for days.  

It must also, of course be mentioned that these girls (ladies, sorry, Madam Carrie!) had gone 

through more than one bottle of wine already, and the next one was about half empty too so any 

sense of (remaining) propriety had long since left town as it were …     

They were then “kind enough” to explain the rules of the game to me, another one of those 

revolting and nasty games.  

“Holle boy! (Madam was so excited by this point that she reverted back to pure Chinglish, the 

“Holle” part no doubt something that my reader remembers from Volume #1). You learn rules 

first!”  

“We’ll blindfold you, boy” continued Miss V. “And since you can’t see us, we’ll be removing 

our panties. Even if you could see us, well (and they all laughed as she nudged my “package”, 

securely locked up with her foot) … it wouldn’t matter, would it now?”  

“But why let him see, haha. Make it tougher! He’s already seen my asshole before” chimed in 

Susan.  

“Mine too” said Madam Carrie, but Miss V didn’t share any of their apparent enthusiasm here.  

If you remember there was NO SEXUAL servitude of any nature involved on my part when it 

came to Miss V, not even during the month long period that I was so kindly “loaned” to her.  



She has always looked down upon me as a creature unworthy of attention, less than even a slave 

in some regards.  

Avid history readers will know that awful period in American history when plantation owners 

routinely inflicted abuse upon their slaves, and the females bore the brunt of the sexual abuse 

obviously.  

But as for Miss V, she didn’t even see me fit to “sexually use and abuse” and that says a lot 

about the way this haughty, imperious and absolutely drop dead gorgeous Chinese lady that lives 

next door to me thinks.  

“Not for me”, she said, shuddering and the other two giggled.  

“Anyway, boy!” she barked, continuing on like a freight train, as if eager to avoid the part about 

“seeing my ass”.  

“You’ll be putting your head on the sofa there, right where we’re sitting now, and we’ll take 

turns sitting on your face. We’ll make sure you come nose to nose with our assholes, hee hee hee” 

(and here the rest laughed in unison as if she had cracked a joke) and I “shrank further into the 

upholstery from a mental standpoint”.  

“If you get it right, you get to kiss the bum twice! And if you get it wrong, you get to lick the 

asshole!”  

“And we’ll tweak your nipples anyway” informed Madam Carrie looking at me in that devilish 

manner I had gotten used to over the past fee weeks. “We’ll win either way!”  

“In position now, boy!” boomed out Madam Susan, doing her own impersonation of a Sergant 

General, and “she did a pretty good job of it”, I remember thinking in a corner of my mind 

before I “assumed position”.  

“Open your mouth!”  

And they pulled the socks out, and literally blindfolded me with them, using my nipple clamps to 

“stretch those nasty socks together in place” if that makes sense, and I shut my eyes tightly to 

avoid the bits of rancid cheese from getting into my eyes. 

Well, what can I say? The game commenced, and the sheer gusto with which these vixens 

partook of it reminded me of ancient times where crowds would vociferously cheer for their 

favorite Gladiator at the famous Coliseum, each kill, each maimed limb being cheered on with a 

roar louder than the lust.  

And though it wasn’t quite a bloodthirsty crowd here, it was certainly “ass” (pun!) thirsty, and as 

bum after willing bum planted itself square across my nose and lips, I was ordered to take deep 

inhales and guess.  



Poosh! A heavy, round bum landed on me, and I think it was Madam Carrie’s judging by the 

sheer size, and I said it.  

“Wrong, boy!” and though I probably wasn’t wrong, they tweaked my nipples.  

“Rule change, boy! Kiss each bum respectfully as we alight from our (tee hee hee) thrones!)” 

and I did so dutifully.  

Bosh! A pert, petite ass landed me. This had to be Madam Susan, I thought, and …    

Whack! I felt Susan smack me across the face, before I spoke.  

And she tweaked my nipples. “Who cares what you think, boy!”  

And before I could adjust, a nasty, stinky asshole was placed on my face, and this, as the reader 

might imagine, and as readers familiar with the occurrences at Miss V’s Salon during that fateful 

month will KNOW, this was Sophia’s asshole.  

“Poochie, poochie, smoochie smoochie” she went, as if singing a “twisted” nursery rhyme. 

“Lickie, poochie!”  

And as I licked, tongue deep in her asshole, she literally wouldn’t “budge” from her position for 

what seemed like an eternity. So much was she enjoying it that she almost had to be “pried from 

position” by the other two waiting to get their turns in.  

 “Poochie, poochie. Smoochie, smoochie! Lickie, smoochie!” and each word just drove the 

thoroughly humiliating, abject and “base” reality home further.   

“Don’t make the mistake of letting that filthy tongue touch us elsewhere, boy!” was the only 

other thing worthy of mentioning as this “abject” humiliation went on and on, and it was like I 

was the male version of a cocksucker at a glory hole, cock and cock coming my way.  

Except this wasn’t a glory hole, and I wasn’t a cocksucker (not as yet, anyway).  

For now, I was simply the “ass licker” for these vixens, and I was being used accordingly.  

Finally it all ended, though not because they had had enough. It was getting late, and “we need 

our beauty sleep, you know!”as Madam Carrie so succinctly put it, which brought a rather abrupt 

end to “proceedings”.  

“Oh, not so quickly” giggled Sophia. “I was just starting to enjoy it” and here she pouted, and 

slapped me hard as if it were my fault that the merriment and festivities had ceased.  

“Oh don’t worry, Sophia” laughed Miss V. “You know he’s always here for us!”  



With this, she took off that awful “blindfold” that they had rigged, and tossed it into a nearby 

trash can.  

“ I should just put it in your mouth and make you eat that, boy!”  

Smack, smack, and my ears rang with the slaps. “Oh well”, she continued in a rueful manner. 

“Can’t have it all now, can we Madam Carrrie?” (and the way she emphasized the Madam made 

me think she was half jealous, though I could be wrong!) 

“Plus its getting late, girls” chimed in Madam Carrie, and I still, until this date remember the 

look she gave me.  

It was a look that said “there is more still to come”.  

And it was a look I didn’t quite understand at that point in time, but would soon enough, at 

which point her reasons for “ending so abruptly” became crystal clear.  

Anyway, once it was all said and done they dressed and then  hugged each other in that “close”, 

“emotional” manner ladies have after getting through a particularly moving “bonding session”.  

“Oh, Carrie!” said Sophia. “I enjoyed this so much! Thank you, Carrie!”  

“Yes, thank you as well” chimed in Miss V. “I’m so glad you did this for us!”  

And Madam Carrie absorbed all this praise and more, and her attitude at that point in time was 

like Cleopatra being showered left, right and center with (well deserved) praises from her 

“subjects”, confident and regal, receiving, and then dismissing each “subject” once they were 

done complimenting her.  

What has the U.K. done to this girl? 

I mean, I know I’ve said many a times, but … I mean … this transformation … I’ve never quite 

seen anything like this before, and believe me, I’ve seen a lot!  

Anyway, both of them departed shortly thereafter, and I breathed a sigh of relief (or should I say 

a sigh of “socks and ass cheese”).  

Surely the “night was over”, I thought as I kissed each pair of feet goodbye in the most 

obsequious manner imaginable, and the last thing I heard from Sophia was a “bye Poochie!” as 

she departed.  

The only thing from Miss V was a slammed door and I breathed another sigh of relief, this time 

mixed in with that perfume, and I felt a bit better. 

But the night wasn’t over as yet, as I’d soon find out.  



As I knelt there that night massaging her feet, something wasn’t right. 

And though she had ordered me to turn off the lights and massage her as was her nightly wont, 

again, something was just not right, and she tossed and turned restlessly as I did my best to 

massage her legs from every possible angle and corner.  

“Boy!” and the voice rang out, clear as ever. She clearly wasn’t in the mood to sleep as yet, I 

thought and …  

“Turn on the lights!”  

As I did so, and then re-assumed my position at the foot of the bed I noticed a weird gleam in her 

eyes.  

“Wine, Poochie!” and she snapped her fingers imperiously and impatiently as she sat up in bed, 

legs crossed, and “Poochie” scurried off to the kitchen like, well, a scalded dog (no puns 

intended!) and as I reappeared with the bottle of wine on a tray along with a clean glass, I saw 

her staring at me intently.  

I poured the wine, and she drank as I re-assumed my position, and for a while neither one of us 

spoke.  

“You know, Poochie”, and she had a thoughtful tone in her voice, as if she was in deep thought.  

“I really liked the extra effort you made to entertain us tonight! The barks, the ass kissing … all 

of it …” (and here I wasn’t sure whether to feel proud or humiliated, the tone in which she was 

saying it implying that I had done the “Poochie” equivalent of scaling Everest, so to speak). 

But it was a false dawn, of course and the tone rapidly changed.  

“Your so pathetic, boy!” and this was said so condescendingly with a such a look of extreme 

distaste in her voice that for a minute I literally almost “melted into the ground” as it were, so 

embarrassed was I.  

She drained her wine, and burped in a most unladylike fashion.  

That’s something to mention, by the way. Ever since that first night, all her inhibitions of 

behaving in a ladylike manner had “gone with the wind”, and she’s belch, burp and fart with 

abandon as and when the feeling struck her, much like men tend to.  

And again, why not? Looking at it logically, I see no reason why not, to be honest.  

Women are expected to “hold it in” and be ladylike, while men can get away with it anywhere. 

Women are expected to be “ladylike” at all times regardless of other causative factors, but men 

can get away with boorishness willy nilly, with few, if any consequences.  



“But you know, boy. I’ve been thinking! (and here I paled, and understandably so in my opinion), 

there’s just ONE thing left to round off the night!”  

“Can you guess what?” she continued, and I remained silent, not having any clue of what she 

was referring to.  

“Boy! I told you to guess!” and she looked at me with that warning look in her eyes. “Speak, or 

I’ll make you eat a few wedgies” and though the socks I had experienced that night were way 

worse, I needed no second invitation to speak, and words babbled out my mouth as if I were a 

lunatic trying to explain Einstein’s theory of relativity to fellow loons.  

“Maybe a foot rub, Madam! Maybe more wine! Maybe something to eat! Maybe, I uh, Maybe, 

uh … maybe I can become Poochie again (here she tittered, but shook her head as if to say “no, 

that’s not it, boy!”), maybe Miss V …” and my voice tailed off lamely as I ran out of options, 

and she smirked at me.  

“You have zero brains, boy!”  

“You’ve been fucked with wedgies that you ate (and here she made an expression of disgust, that 

look being combined with a “satisfied” look as if to say “there are NO limits you won’t cross, no 

depths you will NOT plunge, and all for ME!) and you’ve licked and smelt female ass for 

months now! What could be the next logical step, boy!”  

And I must admit I came up with a big fat zero as I racked my brains for an answer and couldn’t 

find any.  

“Get some cucumbers, boy”, she ordered me as she saw my brain literally “creaking” and 

decided to “help out”.  

“Huh?” I said, not understanding.  

And then I saw it. Madam wanted cucumbers with her wine, no doubt! Oh, how stupid of me not 

to think of that!  

“I’m such a fool, Ma’am”, I said, and I meant it. “I’ll fetch you chopped cucumbers and maybe a 

sandwich, and …” here I stopped as I saw her expression.  

Rather than nod approvingly, she was looking more and more exasperated by the minute.  

“Not chopped, you fucking fool! Get me raw cucumbers, two of them, and hurry up!!”  

And I did as she bade, and re-appeared shortly thereafter, handing them both to her.  

She took them, and looked at me directly as I stood next to her.  

And suddenly she whacked me one on the chest with the back of her hand.  



“You fool! You lusted after me all those months ago, didn’t you? You wanted to get me in bed, 

didn’t you? “ and here she slapped me hard on the face, but so immune was I to pain there that it 

didn’t hurt me as much as it should.  

She noticed this, and immediately tugged my tender nipples and I yelped out loud.  

“Good thing I had plans in place for you!” she continued, and she pinched my left nipple so hard 

that for a moment I thought she would literally “wean it off my body”, NO pun intended 

whatsoever!  

“And I’ve got one now!” she chimed, her voice sounding like a war cry to be honest.  

Without further preamble she laid out said plans in that brutally honest manner shes picked up 

from me.  

“I want plug you in the ass, boy!” and this sounded so hilarious to me that I almost burst out 

laughing, but stopped myself just in the nick of time.  

“What, Ma’am …” I said, not understanding.  

“I want plug you in the ASS, BOY!” but as she repeated it, I understood what I meant, and I 

realized at that point the night wasn’t over, not by a long darn shot.  

Though the way in which she said, her manner was anything but “playful” and the humor I saw a 

minute or so ago soon receded, and the wedgie, so nicely “wedged” into a corner of the Ziploc 

bag in the living room (and firmly in my memory as well!) reminded me that her statement was 

anything but funny.  

“Unfortunately Amy forgot to hook me up with her black dildos” she said thoughtfully, and at 

that point I didn’t care about who Amy was, or why Amy hadn’t “hooked her” up with dildos as 

apparently promised.  

I was just glad there was no implement at hand, and…  

But that “glad” feeling was short lived.  

She waggled a cucumber at me, looking at me meaningfully.  

“On all fours, Poochie!”  

And I assumed position, knowing what was going to happen. It wouldn’t be a stretch to say that I 

was dreading the pain that I knew would come, this “cucumber” being as thick as an actual cock 

and about that long as opposed to small pieces of toast before.  

But as I spread my butt cheeks, my “hole” exposed, she paused, laughing.  



“What a slut you look like, boy!”  

And she moved in front of me, and ordered me to open my mouth, and shoved one of the 

cucumbers in there, but not all the way in, and it seemed like I had the “business end” of a cock 

shoved into my mouth.  

But then, the true torture started as she started to shove the other cucumber up my rectum, and 

NOT TOO GENTLY I might add!  

“AHHHH!” I bellowed in pain as my “yet” virgin asshole was literally being raped by that thick 

object, each fevered thrust making me “open” a little wider” and it’s a wonder I didn’t end up 

with serious injuries that night.  

But she knew my limits, apparently, and once it was about 20 % in she stopped trying to insert it 

all the way through.  

“You’ll get there, bitch!” she said happily. “We’re making excellent progress, don’t worry!”  

And with that being said, she started to rhythmically “pump away at my posterior”.  

“You saw the movie didn’t you boy?” she suddenly questioned.  

And a huge burst of laughter ensured as she smacked my ass before I could reply, and she went 

on. 

“Of course you have! Boy! Repeat after me, and HOLD the cucumber in your mouth as you talk, 

or else!”  

“Suckie suckie, fuckie fuckie” she went as she inserted the “object” in and out of my ass, and 

giggled as I mumbled the words under my breath, desperately trying to hold the cucumber in my 

mouth, and it sounded like an gerbil trying to sing a duet, if I may put it that way.  

“chuco, pokie” or something to that effect, and she bent over and tweaked my nipples. 

(As for the actual movie itself, I forget the name, but I never in my wildest dreams thought she 

had seen it. She hadn’t, of course, prior to visiting “Blighty”, but it was a different story 

altogether now!).  

“You’ve being trained boy! Learn to appreciate it!” she went on, pinching a left nipple 

meaningfully and thoughtfully and by God, her touch hurt.  

It was so painful that I almost dropped the darn cucumber, but I managed to “suction on to it” at 

the nth moment and I thanked my lucky stars.   

“Suckie suckie! Fuckie fuckie!”  



“Suckie suckie! Fuckie fuckie!”  

“Suckie suckie! Fuckie fuckie!”  

And the chant went on for what seemed like forever.  

It was hilarious, of course, the whole scene, and she laughed all through it with genuine mirth, 

and again, so genuine was her mirth at one point that I actually started to move my ass back and 

forth, if just to “facilitate” better “anal sex with the cucumber” and avoid any further punishment, 

and she apparently liked this.  

“Good boy, poochie boy! Now you know your true place!” and she’d smack me approvingly on 

the buttocks with her bare palms.  

“Me fuck you long time!” she giggled, and this went on for a while before she had enough, and 

finally ceased the “in and out” motions.  

“Get up, boy!”  

And as I got up from the floor, defeated, dejected, humiliated, my spirit (whatever was left of it) 

completely broken, a cucumber still protruding from my mouth, she said it.  

She said the words that (as you’ll see in Volume 4) changed my life forever.  

“Its good practice, my little bitch!”  

“Certainly good sucking and fucking practice. But not enough! You’ll soon have more!”  

And on this sage note she smacked me twice on the head, and ordered me to turn the lights off.  

As I massaged her that night, I thought long and “hard” about what she meant, but to be honest, I 

was too exhausted and tired to think straight. I didn’t really care either at that point, given all the 

humiliation that I had been through …  

She was snoring soon thereafter, and the next thing I know it was morning, and a sleepy push to 

the face awakened me, as I had fallen asleep in that “semi-kneeling, semi-bent” over position at 

the foot of the bed and I rushed to prepare breakfast, sore nipples and ass in tow.  

Good thing she wasn’t fully awake, and didn’t notice me snoozing at her feet, I thought!  

I didn’t give the “practice” part much thought thereafter, mostly because so much else happened 

that I didn’t have a chance to, but truth be told, I didn’t really need to give it thought.  

I guess at this point it bears mentioning it all tied in to be honest, although I’m not sure the other 

ladies involved in this narrative knew it as clearly as Madam Carrie did. The “doggy” part, the 



“wedgie”, the “dick shaped object”, the “suckie suckie fuckie fuckie part” … I’m sure you get 

the drift?  

It happened soon enough. The nightmare did indeed come true, but before that, there’s one last 

bit to tell you about …  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 15 

“A safe option” 

Well, dear reader, the subject of this Chapter “a safe option” might sound like an apt one indeed 

given the occurrences of Chapter 8.  

“I envy you so much, Carrie”, went Madam Susan, as the two girls were hanging out one night in 

her (I wouldn’t dare say “mine” at this point) living room, and I was on my haunches at Susan’s 

feet.  

This “haunches” part was something else that’s new, by the way. Previously I’d be kneeling at 

either Madam Carrie’s feet, or the other ladies’ feet as I served them, but as of late, Madam had 

decided this was a) too easy (it wasn’t!) and b) not obsequious and respectful enough.  

Apparently servants of yore used to serve “while on their haunches”, squatting down as if to take 

a crap on an “Asian style toilet” according to Madam Carrie, and this in her own words, is what 

she wanted from me.  

It of course made me all that more vulnerable to kicks up the backside, and “not so subtle” jabs 

to the back that would make me fall over at any given instant, but she didn’t state that upfront as 

you might imagine!  

“You know …” she said thoughtfully and prodded me with her foot as if I were a dirty sock, 

pushing me towards the “laundry” as it were, and I almost toppled over, but managed to keep my 

balance.  

“I’ll be going to the beach next week for a few days, but …”  

“But what, Susan? Tell me …” went Madam Carrie.  

And tell her she did, and at length at that.  

Apparently Madam Susan sorely needed a break from her business (a headhunting company as 

some might recall) and she had decided upon a week long vacation at one of the beach resorts 

about 60 km or so out of town.  

But this wasn’t the issue. The issue apparently was the men constantly ogling her, and making 

advances at her, and it was apparently (believe it or not) made worse by her age.  

She was around 40 (I think I mentioned this before), and was well past the age most Chinese 

considered to be “young”.  

I think I’ve mentioned this before and I’ll say it again. Ageism is rampant in China, especially 

when it comes to women, and many a perfectly attractive and capable lady has been deemed “left 



over goods (sheng nv, in Mandarin Chinese)” or “not good enough” or some such rubbish simply 

because they (either by choice or otherwise) remained unmarried beyond the age of 25.  

26, tops, and this sort of thing is so ridiculous that I shake my head every time the issue rears 

itself, and believe you me, this being China it happens all the time.  

The other thing though, and a somewhat sobering factor for most men is the fact that there are 

way, way more men in China than women, and this means that even women beyond the age of 

what is considered to be traditionally attractive (or young) are routinely “hit upon”, but not in the 

way you might imagine.  

Not in the romantic, serenading manner you might expect a man to court a “young lass” in, but 

an annoyed “hey, your used goods! You can’t do better than me, so quit the theatrics” sort of dis-

respectful and cast-off’ish manner.  

And that was what she was referring to.  

“You know, Carrie, every time I put on my bikini I have men making comments, pointing, and 

even coming up to me to chat!”  

“Men! What vile animals they are!” and here she finished off by prodding me forcefully, and I 

did indeed fall over, my lips landing perfectly on Madam Carrie’s left big toe.  

She didn’t notice this perfection though. Apparently she was in deep thought.  

“Indeed, Susan … and plus, you need someone to rub lotion on your body for you! Someone to 

fetch you drinks. You know, a cabana boy … (and here I marveled yet again at this girl using a 

term that you’d think only “native English speakers” would be familiar with and then again 

maybe not even then)”  

The U.K. effect, as I mentioned above! 

Susan, of course had no clue what a cabana boy was, but she was all ears as Madam explained to 

her, and she nodded her in agreement before putting her own spin on it.  

“Or a bodyguard”, she said, giggling. “His little dickie is locked up and useless, but he’s in shape, 

and if the other men thought he was my boyfriend (and here she very visibly shuddered as if 

that was a “fate worse than death”) , well, then they’d hassle me a lot less”.  

“Plus you’d have someone to fetch you drinks. Someone to clean your hotel room for you. I hate 

housekeeping; most of them never do a good job!” replied my esteemed Madam. “Perfectly safe 

as well” she continued, prodding my caged dick with a soft foot.  



Amazing though it might sound, this bodyguard part isn’t all that strange. Many a Chinese lady 

has “good male friends” hanging around her aplenty or (safe options, if I  might put it that way), 

but the reason isn’t usually real friendship.  

No, it’s just for those men to serve as “bodyguards” and “fob off” any unwanted advances … and 

men being men, doing things that men should do, such as hold umbrellas, doors, carry heavy 

stuff, fix the piping (no pun intended!) , deal with the repairman, and so forth.  

Little less than unofficial serfs in my opinion but it says a lot about how “desperate” said men are 

that they gladly go along with it.  

“Yes, he’s perfectly safe. Even if he wasn’t caged, he’d never dare to …” and here, Madam 

Carrie looked at me meaningfully, and I cringed, waiting for the inevitable blow to the head that 

almost always accompanied her statements when something was “left unsaid”.  

“Just like a good female friend”, laughed Madam Susan. “He’ll massage, cook, clean, sleep on 

the same bed, but theres no need for us to do anything with him!”  

“In fact, it’s almost better than having a good female friend, don’t you think so, Carrie?”  

And as Madam nodded in agreement, she continued speaking.  

“But there’s only one problem, Carrie…oh, sorry, Madam Carrie (giggle, giggle, and they high 

fived)…” and here she delivered a smack to the ole “noggin”, and went on.  

“That annoying member of his! It’s such a pain to have to use this steel cage, don’t you think?”  

“It would be so much better if that … that, thing wasn’t there at all …” this said in a fashion 

reminiscent of someone wistfully remembering the “good old days” (ah, the good old days, those 

were the days, if I might say so!) 

Madam Carrie nodded.  

“Hmm…” and here she looked at Madam Susan in an expectant manner, as if expecting her to 

elaborate on the topic.  

“It’s useless for you anyway, Carrie”, continued Madam Susan in a stately manner. “I know 

you’re aching for a bit of sex, real sex (tee hee!) as opposed to “plugging the bitch’s ass” (here 

the two of them for whatever reason started to snicker in a most nasty fashion), but not with him, 

to be sure!” 

Here she prodded me in the small of her back with her foot, and then brought both feet up to rest 

on my shoulders as I continued the massage for Madam Carrie, and I could see her small, petite 

feet out of the corner of my eyes as I dutifully considered my massage.  



She moved her feet in a happy sort of manner as if she was resting them on twin stools, and 

wiggled her toes.  

“Agreed!” said Madam Carrie, and said something in Chinese to Madam Susan who nodded.  

“Stand up, boy!” she bellowed, and I stood up, being careful to first remove Madam Susan’s feet 

from my shoulders, this act apparently being too hard for her to do on her own (of course, why 

should she, eh?!) and placing each petite foot gently on the floor beneath, as gently as you might 

remove a three month old baby that’s falling asleep on your shoulder, oh-so-gently lowering the 

little one to the bed so as to not wake it… 

I then stood straight, and my nipple clamps weighed on my tortured nipples as the two ladies 

inspected me as an ancient Roman slave owner might inspect new chattel being recently brought 

in. 

Such was the atmosphere that I literally felt transported back to that era I’m referring to. The 

only thing missing was a bullwhip, and … 

“Utterly useless. Jesus, look at that!” (this from Madam Susan, and it sounded like a gong 

sounding a royal decree, and she might as well have added “off to the guillotines with you if you 

dare, nay, even think of not agreeing, boy!) 

“What possible use could that be for a real lady like you, Carrie??” 

And here Madam Susan looked in a nasty, “revolted sort of” manner at my “bit” caged and all, as 

if to say that steel cage doesn’t mean he doesn’t have a dick to start with.  

Her entire demeanor at that point had suddenly turned so nasty, so “cold” if I may say so, that I 

shivered involuntarily, almost as if I was under hypnosis and had been “told” that I was about 

jump naked off the nearest iceberg into the freezing depths of the Arctic ocean. 

That’s an oft-conducted experiment by the way and it just goes to show how much the mind 

controls the body. Your system can be programmed to “think differently” no matter what the 

external circumstances are, and therefore react differently.  

And actual hypnosis isn’t always required, as readers of this Volume will know, the previous 

very alpha male (still outwardly so, of course) turned into nothing but a “whimpering, 

submissive bitch, nothing but chattel so to speak”, and all by virtue of  “mental conditioning” 

that  I speak so often and very highly of.  

But it was the look in her eyes that spoke volumes.  

And the way she was looking at me at that point made me feel like she was going to grab the 

nearest pair of scissors (or “shears”), and, quite literally, “shear” the offending “thing” off my 

groin.  



The scissors of course were pretty near, there being a box of “handy items” (you know what I’m 

referring to, don’t you?) left oh-so-conveniently by Madam Carrie on one of the side tables, and 

she’d often idly paint those lovely fingernails of her while I was massaging her legs.  

Or, she’d select a hair clip or two from this “handy box” and play with it idly, smacking me with 

her foot as she did so.  

Nipple clamps and clothespins made up part of it too, as you might imagine by now.  

And there was a small pair of scissors there, at arm’s reach and so often used to shed open those 

cardboard packages from Taobao.  

I thought I saw her arm moving, and….! 

“No, Madam Susan…” I cried out, this time with sheer terror as I saw her hand moving, but for 

once, I was wrong (and thankfully so!).  

She looked at me, momentarily confused, and at about that second I realized I was acting 

stupidly. Of course she wouldn’t do that here!  

But as the usual “plaid” look re-appeared in my eyes, the sort of “resigned” look you might see 

in the eyes of a long suffering household “retainer” (servant), long used to abuse, the confused 

look in her eyes was replaced by a “half knowing” look and she giggled.  

“Maybe someday, boy!”  

All this took place in a matter of seconds, of course, and Madam Carrie giggled as well as she 

understood what was going on.  

“Yes, that’s a good idea”, she chuckled. “Mike, can you imagine life without that annoying nasty 

dong of yours”, she continued.  

“His balls as well!” chimed Madam Susan.  

And they excitedly conversed in Chinese, and the only thing I could understand were a few 

coarse words being “bandied” about as they spoke in rapid Mandarin.  

“We’ll leave those nipples intact though”, said Madam Susan and laughed. “After all, he’s got 

lovely nipples, doesn’t he!” (and here I winced as she leant forward and “smacked” the metal 

nipple clamps that were always so snugly in place).  

I don’t know if I mentioned it, but I was “shirtless” at that point, and here, she ordered me to put 

on a T-shirt.  

But not just any T-shirt, of course, and I was ordered to put on a pink “sweaty” T-shirt (which I 

took from the laundry; and which Madam had worn this afternoon while hiking up the mountain) 



with arms “cutout” in that cute little manner women’s T-shirts tend to be to show their bare 

upper arms off.  

And as I struggled into the T-shirt, it obviously being a few sizes too “tight” for me to say the 

least, at least around the shoulders, the “weight” added to those awful nipples clamps, and I 

yelled out in pain as I struggled to get the damned thing in place, and once it was finally “on”, 

the pain was so intense that my legs almost buckled and it was all I could do to focus, wiping the 

(involuntarily shed) tears from my eyes, trying not to completely “keel over” as it were.  

Even the slightest bit of pressure beyond a certain point can feel like an elephant’s foot, to put it 

another way, and that’s certainly what it felt like at that point for me. And when you add in the 

“trying to fit in snugly” part, well … you might have well just asked me to “set fire to my 

nipples”, in other words.  

As the pain receded (or should I say “crescendoed” to a “new normal”) I noticed my lovely 

Madam looking at me thoughtfully, as if she was seeing me for the first time in ages and had 

noticed a marked change in me.  

“He looks almost female, doesn’t he, Susan” she giggled, and Susan giggled back. 

Giggle, giggle, giggle she went as if some private joke were being shared, and eventually she 

spoke.  

“What a cutie he looks like. I love that bra!” and here he bust out laughing, and I finally 

understood the reason behind her mirth.  

The tight T-shirt, combined, of course with the very prominent sight of the nipple clamps 

sticking out perpendicular to my body (though slightly bent under the “weight” of the T-shirt) 

did sort of give the “casual observer” the impression that I had actual breasts, and the “pointy” 

nature of the nipple clamps further gave off the impression of me wearing some sort of a “bra” 

underneath.  

“Can you loan him to me for a week, dearie?” queried Susan.  

“Hmm! You know, that might well be a good idea, Susan, if just for a week …” responded 

Madam.  

“But make sure …” 

… and here though the reader is no doubt all ears as to what that “but” entails (with these ladies, 

even the slightest deviation or hesitation means trouble with a capital T as you no doubt agree by 

this point), I must pause since this has gone on longer than I intended it to.  



For now, I must say “adios amigos” as that’s it for this piece, but it’s certainly not “it” for the 

series, as I’m “pounding away” (no puns intended, obviously) at Volume 4 which should be 

available within the next few days at most. 

We’ll take off where we left in Volume #4.  

Before I ride off into the “sunset” for the nonce though, I’ll give you a bit of a “sneak preview” 

in terms of “what the future entailed for me”.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Epilogue 

    A look into the future (be warned!) 

My QiPao “flowed” along the floor as I glided silently from the bathroom en route to the living 

room, having just undertaken a particularly “odious” task, that of cleaning a dirty commode with 

nothing but a toothbrush.  

This wouldn’t normally be a big deal given everything else I “endured” on a daily basis, but this 

morning, Madam Carrie had made it a point to “use the toilet without flushing it afterwards” (as 

she so sagely informed me later) and she had not even bothered to put the lid down after using it.  

She then issued orders to clean the entire bathroom, but only after two hours, and the commode 

was to be cleaned not once, not twice, but three times with a toothbrush, and I better clean well 

or else.  

“You’ll feel it boy, trust me!” and she left for a lunch date soon thereafter.  

And God, did the bathroom smell, but that wasn’t the only thing. She had “taken care” to strew 

toilet paper all over the place, and the commode for whatever reason was covered with 

toothpaste (she can be inventive as well!), which I had to literally scrape off with my fingernails, 

so “cruddy” had it turned, adhering to the ceramic in a stubborn and “mule-like” unmovable 

manner.  

The crowning indignity wasn’t that though.  

It was a roll of fresh toilet paper strewn all over the place, messed up to the point it was unusable. 

Not a big deal?  

Well, if you were with me, you’d observe that every sheet of paper had “Thank you, Madam 

Carrie” written on it with a black pen, and I remember the hours I had spent painstakingly at 

about 2 A.M. in the morning a few nights ago (after she was asleep, of course!) writing this on 

each delicate sheet of paper, making sure the pen didn’t make even the slightest “tear” while 

doing it.  

A few days my esteemed Madam had got this “bright idea” that I should thank her for everything, 

even acts such as, well, taking a “dump”.  

And this devilish idea culminated in an order to always have toilet paper with her name written 

on every sheet of the roll, or else!  

“I remember you while wiping my ass, boy”, she would often giggle, and it never failed to 

remind me of my position either.  



There’s more to that, of course and Volume 5 should detail it pretty well …  

Anyway, Qi Pao’s are traditional dresses worn in China, slit all the way up to the thigh, and my 

own legs, shaved and divested of any and all body hair (as compared to the hairy mess they 

normally were) were clearly on view as I went about my cleaning barefoot, my toes painted red 

and purple (alternate toes).  

I felt my “nascent” breasts straining as  I bent to get a particularly hard to reach strand of hair 

hiding behind the sofa.  

I was well on my way to becoming a woman, and …  

I had long since given up my fitness business of course, the regal, lovely, and (now) oh-so-fit 

Miss V having taken it over from me, her own initial biz having grown by leaps and bounds, so 

much so that she had move it out of her three bedroom apartment where it initially started.  

Those that have read “Miss V Beauty Salon” will know, of course, that one of the main reasons 

for that “fledgling business” suddenly growing by leaps and bounds and “taking off like a rocket” 

as it were had more to do with a “male attraction” at the salon, a foreign male “curiosity at that.  

An outwardly alpha, macho male that was anything but macho, of course, when it came to 

dealing with ladies. 

Of course, this “male” only stayed in the employ of Miss V for a month or thereabouts, before 

his owner returned and dragged him back to his rightful place at HER feet, as you might 

remember!  

Yes, dear reader. Though Miss V is regal, lovely, and oh-so-dominant, though Madam Susan is 

an older lady who in her own words “is always right”, and though Madam Candy (if you 

remember her from Volume #1) has such a delightfully controlling and devious mind that she 

deserves a book, nay, an entire series dedicated to her alone, Madam Carrie is always, I repeat, 

always the ultimate boss.  

And my place is at her feet (or, most recently, at her lover’s groin, their juicy dongs staring me 

right in the face and there have been plenty, believe me!).  

She owns me, and it’s as simple as that. 

And given the natural progression of this sequence, it would only be logical to assume that the 

next step in this would be for her to turn “truly feminine”, and make me “100% safe”.  

After all, what better than a pretty servant girl serving her lovers, getting them hard so they can 

fuck her relentlessly, those big dicks hammering away at her cunt, giving her pleasure my own 

pecker never could, those lovely (and usually black) balls seemingly always full of loads of jizz, 

usually either shot directly onto my waiting tongue?  



What could be better than a servant “girl” at an “all girls” party?  

What could be better than loaning “Madam Carrie’s bitch” to Miss V, or perhaps other ladies 

that needed that fillip, that “little push”, that bit of guerilla marketing as it were to jump start (I 

believe “kick start” would a better descriptor; pun INTENDED!) their own ventures?  

On this note, you might wonder what possible use that fitness biz was to its new owner, given the 

person that had built it from the ground up, and was, quite literally, the face of the biz and the 

reason why the products sold was no longer the “alpha” male that he was?  

Looks (and more accurately, “bodies”) sell when it comes to the fitness biz, my friend.  

That’s not to say that good fitness trainers need to be the epitome of fitness themselves, of course. 

And if your questioning the veracity of this, hark back to the incomparable 1962 Hollywood flick 

“Rocky”, where an aspiring boxer was trained by none other than a hunched over, “crummy old” 

man with nary an ounce of strength in his body (though that gruff, stentorian and single minded 

nature MORE than made up for it!).  

Or the more recent “Million Dollar Baby” where a cranky Clint Eastwood (hats off, sir; there 

will NEVER be another “Dollar Trilogy”) trains an aspiring female boxer?  

Or, closer to home, let us look at yours truly who (before starting this particular fitness venture) 

was once quite unfit at a certain stage of his life, and yet wrote fitness related books and created 

other products that sold.  

So long as the information being disseminated WORKS, then that’s all that’s really required.  

But of course, people want proof before buying, especially in the uber-competitive fitness biz, 

and, well, again, “looks sell” (even though a lot of folks that “look the bit” have no idea on how 

to train others, or even know how to do it well).  

So, how was she making money off this biz?  

Well, for one, the customer base had already been established through long hours of slog and 

hard work (no prizes for guessing who put in the hard yards) and that’s the most important part 

for an online biz, or any business for that matter but more so online businesses, as customers 

keep buying without actually “seeing you” in person.  

Of course, as I take a trip down that particular memory lane NONE of it felt like work. You 

might think hours of blogging, marketing, writing books etc equates to a lot of work – and it does 

– but it doesn’t feel like, especially not when your in the zone (something I might as well make a 

mantra, so often is it repeated in my publications).  



The photos and videos were all up there on the site for potential customers to see. And Miss V 

had taken over the daily blog writing duties (responsibilities, I should say), and added a female 

slant to it, and it seemed to be doing quite well.  

In fact, the bulk of the customers were female anyway, so this made perfect sense even from a 

business standpoint.  

Anyhow, back to the logical progression, and I believe my “nascent boobs” that I mentioned 

above, the “Qi Pao”, and my rapidly shrinking “dickie doo” were the first step along that long 

road to … well, “becoming a girl” (I am quoting Madam Carrie verbatim), or as close to it as 

possible! 

As I once stated (so long ago, it seems), be careful what you wish for my dear reader.  

Be darn careful, especially when dealing with these lovely, dominant Chinese ladies!  

You might just get it - - and MORE! 

I had never, ever imagined in my wildest dreams that my lust for Madam Carrie way back when 

I first met her, the unwashed, relatively simple, “bodacious”, young girl from Sichuan turning me 

on like no girl had ever before, would lead me to this crossroad in my life that I currently was 

standing at.  

But it had…  

Stay tuned for Madam Carrie – Volume #4 (and more)! 

 

  

  

 


