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Standing naked in the large living room that had been bequeathed to me but could hardly be described as mine anymore, the sweat made unavoidable by the subcontinent heat seemed to leak from every pore of the pale English body my tormentors loved to abuse so much. I was panting and my red and needy cock stood to attention like an Immortal before cruel Xerxes himself. 

And that “red” did not belong to my yearning penis alone.

The sharp and crimson fingernails I could see gripping the head of my cock were – slowly, ever so slowly - working its way up and down my shaft and daring me to make a move of my own volition to speed the process. This would be a violation of the submission that was now demanded of me by the younger of my two Indian tormentors and I was unwilling to risk the punishment their power over me placed them in a position to deliver. Punishment they seemed to delight in providing for the Englishman who had once been their master and was no longer.

The tiny young hand testing my submission belonged to Geeta, the teenaged stepdaughter of my maid, Rani. Correction: the stepdaughter of the woman who had been my maid. A stepdaughter who was every bit as perfidious and deviant of soul as the stepmother herself and for whom, despite my initial feelings of racial, intellectual and physical, superiority, I now felt nothing but dread.

Another correction: 

Not only dread.

I also lusted after this avian featured subcontinent Houri in a way I had never lusted after my recently divorced and exquisitely beautiful wife or the bevy of stunning lookers whose pussies I had preferred to the one at home waiting for me.

That, however, was the past and, as unedifying if perversely sexual was the present, returning to it was not an option – even if such a miracle could somehow be conjured up. 

A mixture of events, both unfortunate and stupid on my part, had contrived to place me in a position from which I could detect no likelihood of extracting myself and I was now ensnared by a weakness of character I had not suspected to be in my possession until I had arrived on the subcontinent and entered the benighted city calling itself Kolkata. 

That the two women, young and older, hated me was never left for me to doubt and they had assured me that they would never tire of the joy and elevated status ownership of such a handsome Englishman gave them amongst their fellow gutter-spawned natives who now held the two in a degree of some awe.

Such was the region and the quality of its inhabitants in which I found myself.

“Ms” Geeta – that is how I am compelled to address her - continued to manipulate my cock’s foreskin and just this slow and sensual attention was proving enough to take me towards the edge, so great was my need after a month spent in the dreaded cage they had padlocked to the steel ring encircling my scrotum and which prevented “unauthorised” erections. Knowing the beating I would receive if I were to cum without permission, I willed my orgasm to stay at bay, head thrust back and eyes that were squeezed shut beseeching the stucco cherubs adorning the ceiling to aid me in my attempt at restraint. My eyes came open and I could not prevent a groan as the bitch increased the pace of her strokes, full lips I had once considered over-large in a face that was of no interest to me, seemed only sensuous to me now and her sneer told me she knew it.

It was my abuser’s favourite pastime – the younger of them anyway – and at least once a week she would tease me unmercifully as I stood before her in my restrainer and attempted not to be turned on by her handling of the scrotum she herself had locked the ring around. 

The attempt was always futile. 

Now, though, the key had been removed to my freedom had been removed from the chain at her neck upon which it hung and the cage had been freed from the ring.

I had, joy of joys, been given permission – not that I could have done anything to prevent it – to have an erection.

“Is Ms Geeta not good to her old white servant?” she asked and again I felt a rush of white anger cloud my vision that a man of my age, looks and intelligence could be addressed in such a way by one of her race and class.

I did not display it.

“Yes, Ms Geeta,” I told her, anger at being described as old when I had still to reach forty mitigated by the tiny hand that was still manipulating my cock so expertly and praying she would soon give me the command to ‘cum’.

The sari’s and traditional dress they had both adopted upon my first arrival had long since been replaced by Western fashions that, within the privacy of the home they had taken from me, became both more erotic and more daring and I knew they liked nothing better than to masturbate and then deny me release while dressed in ways that inflamed my deprived senses. 

For today’s session Geeta was wearing a long white blouse over tight black leggings, the shapely if muscular legs highlighted by the clinging material while a camel-toe at the apex of her legs betrayed that she was wearing no underwear.

And if the moisture I could see gathered there when sneaking furtive glances in the direction of her covered pussy were any guide, the camel-toe was not the only give-away.

Compelling her English chattel to behave so obsequiously towards her never failed to set her juices to flowing – even if that chattel himself had not yet been permitted to... savour... them.

“Kiss my glorious young Indian arse and show your appreciation for all myself and my stepmother do for you,” she ordered, fetching a gasp of disappointment from me as she released my cock and twirled around to present a large but Junoesque bum.

Containing the disappointment caused by the departure of her hand, I realised that I wanted nothing more than to plant my lips upon those wonderful buttocks – even if doing so was yet further evidence of my submission and the fact they could now do pretty much as they wished with me. I had not been favoured with the showing of my respect to her netheregions yet so kissing her rear mounds was something new and, despite my awareness of the symbolism the act carried I was aware also of something else.

I was just as aroused by the prospect of showing my “respect” in such a demeaning way.

Aroused in the extreme.

The white blouse was transparent and the absence of any straps at her back told me she was sans bra as well as panties and the skin below her clothing I knew to be so impossibly flawless took my mind from the avian features of that face with its over-large teeth and equally larger than life lips below a scimitar face that had yet to exercise any appeal to me whatsoever. 

The knowledge thrilled me even as I rebuked myself for the thousandth or more time for the very weakness that had led me to this position.

Her skin-tight black leggings themselves were tucked into her ankle length boots in black leather and both the tops of them and the dagger heels upon which she stood were filthy from the dust of the yard from which she had entered some minutes prior to ordering me naked and removing my cock from its cage via the key hanging from her neck for just such a purpose.

“Ms Geeta is in a good mood and has decided to let her little cock boy feel the air upon his caged willy once more,” she had told me as she slid the restrainer from my manhood and laughed delightedly as I was unable to prevent a sigh of pleasure from leaving my lips at the release.

So far had the great seducer fallen.

Preoccupied as I now was with the wonderful arse being presented to me, I was not so far gone that I did not realise she had made the boots dusty and dirty deliberately and, with a sinking heart, experience told me why. 

“Why are you still standing before your Master?” she asked, the tone of her heavily accented English telling me she was becoming impatient even as her use of the honorific, ‘Master’, threw me.

This, I thought as lowering myself to my knees before the buttocks she intended I worship, was new and knowing I could do nothing to prevent her referring to herself in such a way did nothing to stop me hating her for doing so. My thoughts flashed back past a cornucopia of women I had bedded, only for me to end up here, but I eventually settled upon the image of only one. The face of Siobhan, the former wife I had treated so horrendously, too stupid to see the jewel fate had placed in my life-path, transposed itself before my eyes and the buttocks of my young tormentor and I could only wonder what would be her reaction to see me in such a condition – and before such a person. 

“Yes,” that person continued, oblivious to my thoughts as the deep pleasure she felt at commanding a handsome man who was not of her country coursed through her; a man, moreover, who had been - and not so long ago - her employer. As she spoke, the sing-song Indian English I had read some found exotic and found only irritatingly childlike myself fairly dripped with the thrill of ownership. A thrill I suspected she would always be in receipt of whenever it took her fancy to put the man she had in her toils through his paces. “That is at it should be. The disrespectful English dog on the floor at his master’s feet. Exactly the position you will always adopt before me and my revered stepmother in the future.”

Her mention of the future, and despite the perverse reaction of my cock to the treatment she was handing out to me and her use of that “Master”, filled me with the same despondency I always felt whenever my thoughts were drawn to the long road that lay ahead. 

But then, how could I not feel such a way? 

From the moment I had taken receipt of aunt’s cursed legacy my options had been shrunk until they had finally been diminished to their current condition. 

That of nowhere to be seen.

“Place nice respectful kisses upon my buttocks with your unworthy lips,” she said from over her shoulder, “and, if I consider you to have behaved sincerely and with gratitude for the way my stepmother and I... supervise... you I may consent to let you place your tongue in my superior Indian pussy and let you be useful for a change.”

The pause that followed, I knew, would be of but short duration.

“Who knows? If you are a particularly pleasing English dog for your Indian master, she may even unlock you and allow you to hump her shapely young leg.”  

A surge of what seemed like electrical current raced through my body at a prospect that could only be described as soul-destroyingly final were I to submit to it and I could only marvel at the change that had been affected in me. 

Not only had I refused to even contemplate placing my tongue in such a place with the many beauties I had bedded, but I had actually insisted instead upon feeling their succulent lips around my demanding prick without any hope of reciprocation. 

And now this low-born Indian girl with the face of a particularly unattractive avian scavenger was not only offering it as a reward but holding out the prospect of rubbing myself off on her leg if I were to perform the task to her liking.

“What the fuck have they done to you?” I asked myself as the imagery of doing just as she suggested threatened to dislodge my prick from its be-ringed moorings and consign it to altitude.

Shuffling forward on my knees to bring eager lips into contact with the buttocks of a young Indian girl who was certainly not a beauty it was not the first time I had asked myself such a question.

My name is Michael Benson and to discover the answer you will need to read on.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

One


[image: ]


I had thought it to be the perfect way to escape my troubles. Recently divorced after my wife could no longer abide my constant infidelities, the death of my aunt in India and the bequest to me, as her only living relative, of her home was, false regrets aside, a most timely passing for me. Not only had the pre-nuptial I had been forced to sign prior to marrying her meant my wife kept the house her father had bought for us but my employment with that same father’s casino chain had been terminated shortly after the separation was finalised. Into the bargain, I had been left in no doubt by my ex’s heavy-duty brothers that there was some serious retribution coming my for the way I’d treated their much doted upon younger sister.

What could have been more fortuitous then than a bequest from an aunt my late parents had said was fond of me and who I could barely remember?

That it was in India and in a part of the world not high on my list of must see places to visit was immaterial. The house, I had been told, was a most comfortable colonial edifice my aunt had lived in before my uncle, who I had no recollection of whatsoever, passed away and there was an allowance to be made to me that would be explained by my aunt’s solicitor when I reached Kolkata. Being forced to spend a short amount of time in a country not of my choosing was small beer given it would allow both dust and tempers to cool back home before I sold the family pile and returned to England in receipt of the proceeds as well as my aunt’s allowance.

It was in spirits higher than they should have been, given the threats from my ex’s brothers with underworld connections and the fact I had been turfed from the home I lived in these past seven years and the safe employment that had gone with it, that I flew to the subcontinent. At a year shy of forty I was being given the chance to start again and I was well aware that, as an Englishman abroad, I was now free of marital obligation and at my leisure to indulge myself. And by that I mean with whatever female took my fancy.

I had been met at the airport by a somewhat obsequious man in his fifties, a “Mr Boparai”, who had taken me to his office in a town I disliked upon first sight and ran through the fine print and terms of the will I was, until then, only familiar with in a general way. The solicitor doing so in English as, though I was familiar through my father of much of his mother-tongue I was nowhere near fluent enough to hold a conversation in it.

Familiarity did not improve the mood that had been soured by the prospect of having to live in what I described myself as a shithole for the next few months until I sold my aunt’s home.

And therein lay my problem.

If I were to keep the house, I was informed, the terms of my aunt’s will insisted I live in it. 

Worse was to follow.

The allowance, which I had to confess was a generous one, would terminate the moment I was no longer in residence or was absent from the country for more than one month.

But what her solicitor told me next – and which I was barely interested enough to pay much attention – would be what informs both this story and my fate.

My aunt’s maid, A Rani Dhaliwal, and her stepdaughter by a husband no longer in the land of the living, I was informed, were to have a position with me and a stipulated salary from my allowance for as long as I remained in the house.

And should I decide to leave?

Well, then the house would become theirs by default.

Along with my allowance.

So much for selling up and returning to England after the dust had settled. Given the terms of the will I could not even rent the place but had to maintain my residence in both house and country. And all, it seemed, to continue some half-arsed tradition of a member of our family being a part of the local scenery.

Tradition?

Until being contacted by the solicitor I barely recalled that I had an aunt who lived in this part of the world.

To be truthful, I could not remember either my mother or my father having mentioned such a relative before they passed.

Not, to continue in an honest vein, that I saw much of them anyway.

It would, though, be the above well-meaning - even if I couldn’t quite see it that way - codicil in my aunt’s will that would prove the foundation stone for the horror my life was about to become.

Given my behaviour to this point, I feel sure, there are many people in my homeland – a former wife and her vengeful family amongst them - who would be delighted to hear I had suffered such an ignominious cumuppance at the hands of the female sex I had always treated so casually and cavalierly.

Make that certain.

Those members of the “female sex” from whom I was about to receive my just desserts, you will have guessed, being both Indian and, supposedly, in my employ.  

Justice, I have come to consider, may sometimes appear leisurely in its application.

But it always gets served.

Rani Dhaliwal, it turned out, had been my aunt’s maid for over eleven years. She was around my age but that was where all similarities ended. For instance, where I was an Englishman who had paid attention to his body and still had the same waistline seen on me in my mid-twenties, she was a native of Kolkata who was fleshy and seemingly unconcerned about any extra poundage added to her by the passing of the years – though, I must record, that fleshiness translated itself more to the voluptuous than the grossly obese.

She had rooms in the house along with her teenaged stepdaughter, who was no looker facially but had certainly been compensated for the lack by nature in the form of an hour-glass figure with magnificent young breasts and shapely, if a little muscular for my tastes, legs.

Both of them, despite my never having had any kind of passion for women of either their type, class or race, stepmother and daughter, were shortly to prove constant players in my nightly dreams and I can only put this down to the lack of sexual opportunities making themselves available to one new to the area and not being what you would describe as a “clubbable” type. 

The English neighbours who introduced themselves and invited me for tea and such things were certainly not my cup of the proverbial and reminded me of the “waxworks”, the Gloria Swanson character in “Sunset Boulevard” invited to her house to play cards. Fossils to a man and a woman and, consequently, of absolutely no interest to me; expats who had been away from the homeland so long they were British in habit only. Not surprising then that, after striking out with the opposite sex on offer in a few bars downtown, and on a number of occasions, it seemed less of a hassle to simply stay at home and beat my meat to the words and images of the Internet I’d only just had installed rather than spend a chunk of my monthly allowance chasing skirt I wasn’t much fussed by to begin with.

Equally as unsurprising was that I began to see what had first appeared as manna from heaven as more of a trap. 

I could still leave, of course, but neither the proceeds from the house sale or my generous allowance would go with me. 

All the above being extremely depressing until I told myself that there was no reason I couldn’t travel.

Apart from, and as mentioned, the fact my allowance was only payable so long as I was not absent from India for more than a month.

I recall thinking, after Mr Boparai informed me of yet one more proviso, that my aunt must have been one highly perverse biddy.

I had no idea.

The Dhaliwal’s greeting to me had been formal and without too much in the way of warmth and, armed with knowledge of the will’s full contents, it was not too difficult to work out why. 

Why would it have been? 

I was, after all, the one person who stood between them and what, for people of their standing, would have been the ownership of my aunt’s house. Ownership that would have elevated them from their humble beginnings into what passed for status amongst the natives of their benighted city. For, make no mistake - cosmetic additions to the downtown area and waterfront, and the pockets of British and European civilisation dotted here and there within its boundaries notwithstanding – Kolkata is a massive and unpleasant contradiction.

A place of great affluence at one end and utter shit-kicking poverty at the other. 

Grey, it appeared, did not figure as a part of this particular subcontinent monochrome.

It was also, I told myself – I am not a fool and I did not know either of the two women now in my service – an inducement to commit murder if inducement met personal flaw and found its owner... amenable.

The above being a concern I soon put aside when I recalled the wise words my aunt had added to the will:

“In the event of my nephew passing away under suspicious circumstances my former home and all its belongings are to be auctioned and the proceeds to be given to the Calcutta Rowing Club which gave my beloved husband so much pleasure during our time together”

Though I chided myself for my concerns I did, just the same, breathe a little easier after Mr Boparai pointed out the proviso to me; I’d seen enough film and television to be clued up on such things, after all.

As it turned out, it was neither a desire to kill me off or the fact I stood before them and my late-aunt’s property that made their greeting of me so stiff.

It was, in fact, something far more insidious.

From the moment I arrived I could not help but get the sense that both women, young and old, considered themselves above me and that they and not I were in true control of the house. There was an air of superiority about them and, though they were diligent about their duties, it was as if they condescended to perform them for me. In fact, the more despondent I became about the lack of sexual opportunities, my deplorable social life, and the fact I seemed trapped in a house and a region I had swiftly come to detest, the more condescending they seemed to become.

I did, as it happened, drop in on the only friendly face I knew in Kolkata and ask Mr Boparai if I had redress under the terms of the will to let the women go.

The wiry old solicitor with a creased face leathered from the sun had shaken his head regretfully almost before I had finished asking my question:

“That, I am afraid, is not permitted under the terms laid down, Mr Benson.”

“What, not even if they are grossly inefficient or insolent?” I snapped peevishly before apologising and assuring him it was he with whom I was angry.

“Your late aunt was terribly fond of both the Dhaliwal ladies,” he told me, “and it must be said that their service to her was exemplary. It would not have occurred to her that their service to you would prove any less diligent.”

“So, what you’re saying is that I’m stuck with them? Insolent and inefficient or not?”

The man’s arms went wide as if to say: “There is nothing to be done”.

I left his office and took myself off for a couple of beers in a local Irish bar that didn’t strike me as particularly Celtic, but not before assuring myself that he would not say anything of my inquiry to the ladies. The last thing I wanted was for them to know I wanted rid of them. He assured me that my client privileges would be respected and after a few beers I had cheered myself up with the knowledge, cliché or not, that there was more than one way to skin a cat.

They would not, I told myself, be so desperate to stay after I had made their lives a waking misery and, after they had gone of their own accord and my ownership of the house and my allowance remained intact, there would be nothing to prevent me hiring a housekeeper of my own choosing.

The Cobra’s that were the only thing I had found remotely pleasing about the country in which I found myself so far went down a lot more smoothly after I hit on this plan of action, I promise you and I was already pondering the kind of obliging looker I would retain as the taxi pulled into the driveway of the house.

Unfortunately for me, the Dhaliwal’s had already drawn the same conclusion in reverse.

And guess who they had chosen to serve as their housekeeper?
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The battle of wills commenced the very next day.

And started as they would continue.

With me very much on the back-foot.

“It is not good enough,” said Rani Dhaliwal after marching into my bedroom unannounced and forcing me to snatch my hand from the morning wood that, thankfully, lay unseen beneath white and cool cotton sheets.

It was an outrage and I was not about to let it go, an exciting flash of the cleavage separating those maternal breasts I found strangely and uncharacteristically exciting or not.

“How dare you enter my room without knocking and take such a tone with me.”

Her responses was not, you will soon understand, what I had expected.

“And how dare you present my young stepdaughter who is little more than a child compared to you with sheets to launder that are covered in your semen.”

To say she had me on the back-foot immediately would be to understate by saying the python had the attention of the mouse. I had expected her to be instantly cowed by my displeasure. And, instead, I was the one feeling... intimidated.

Her plump yet still kittenish features that were so markedly different from those of her stepdaughter’s told me she sensed she had gained the upper hand and she went on in the same confrontational vein, cleavage becoming more prominent with the shaking of a finger towards her off-balance victim:

“What kind of a man does such a thing!” she exclaimed, not even bothering to frame it as a question. “No! Not a man. A boy. Your behaviour is that of a child. Pulling at his little Brahmin boy-cock because he can find no woman to do it for him.”

Up to this point she had been at least reasonably respectful of me and gone about her duties dutifully if without going the extra yard I am sure she would have found for my late-aunt. But no more. I wondered if the client privilege of which old Boparai had assured me had been breached the moment I left his office and her knowledge I wanted to dispense with both her services and that of her stepdaughter’s had brought on her outburst.

I also realised that if I did not assert myself immediately then I could forget exercising any authority in what was, after all, my own home.

“That is more than enough, Rani,” I snapped, manoeuvring myself into a sitting position whilst trying to conceal the ever vanishing erection I had been toying with when she burst in.

She waited, eyes blazing and impressive and matronly chest heaving as I fixed her with my most imposing stare.

“If it were left to me,” I began, confident of asserting myself over a person who was, after all, no more than a low-born and ill-educated Indian, “your employment here would be terminated instantly along with your residence for such disrespect and insolence.”

“But it is not, is it?” she asked, no sign of my ‘assertion’ visible upon her features but rather a superior and knowing self-assurance that she and not I held all the cards that mattered. “You can neither ask us to leave either your service or the house and will cause yourself much financial distress should you do so.”

Again, it was not the response I expected and I was thrown by it.

“If you are intent upon taking such action I would advise you to begin putting some of your monthly allowance that you may at least be able to purchase a ticket home to whatever... awaits... you there.”

For a moment I got the distinct impression she knew of my problems back home; that I had no place to stay or work to which to go and that the family of my former wife were heavy duty thugs who would love nothing more than to see me suffer for the faithless treatment I had handed out to their sister.  

I assured myself, as she continued to berate me, that it was impossible she could know of such things.

“And what if your salary was late each month?” I asked, knowing it was hardly a death-threat but would at least cause her some disquiet for the discomfort it could cause her. “Don’t forget, it’s still paid out of my allowance and it remains my decision as to when it actually gets paid.”

Her look was contemptuous as she shook her head at the man of her own age she had just taken to task for masturbating and who was now threatening to delay her reimbursement for such a display of temerity and lese majeste:

“Your late and much missed aunt did not hold out much in the way of hope for you from the description provided of you in the letters sent her by your departed mother. And it is not difficult to see why.”

This also took the wind out of my sails as I had never been aware of any such correspondence between the sisters – though the fact my mother’s description of me would not have been glowing exactly was not such a revelation.

“I see all too clearly for myself that you are a boy still and it as a boy that you will remain. I promised to your aunt to do my best to help and guide you in your new life in my country but I can see it is a task doomed to failure.”

“You?” I spluttered, enraged by the mere prospect of her thinking herself capable of such a thing. “Help me?”

If she was thrown by the force of my anger it was difficult to see.

“That is right,” she told me, eyes that I only then realised were as compelling as they were dark and obsidian holding my own with a stare I found difficult to meet. “Though I did not expect that help to include chastising you for your filthy and childish masturbation habit.”

“Chasti...?” I began, not knowing where to begin first. “Mastur...?”

“Tell me,” she came in, confidence to handle me, it seemed, growing with each passing second, “is it to the image of my daughter that you pull at your tiny Brahmin twiglet, or...” 

Her eyes were dancing with evil intent now and I sensed she was enjoying the verbal and psychological combat she herself had instigated.

“...Or is it the breasts of her stepmother that sends out your useless Brahmin seed to stain the sheets you expect her daughter to clean?”

Beyond rage now and finding the words required to refute this formerly diligent retainer turned gutter-spawned Termagent elusive, I did what I had always done when on the wrong end of an argument and became outrageous.

Throwing back the sheet I revealed my almost flaccid penis and said, with a sneer:

“There! Does that look like a ‘tiny Brahmin twiglet’?”

To this day I’m still not sure what offended me most.

Her refusal to answer my question.

Or the derisive curl of her lips as she turned on her heel and left. 

*****
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I left the house in a huff shortly after the stepmother’s visit and spent it at what would be the recipient of the proceeds from the house should I pass in “suspicious” circumstances.

The Calcutta Rowing Club was, to my surprise, friendly and inclusive and only too willing to let a recent expat sample its delights prior to applying for membership. In fact, so impressed was I that, despite being in no way clubbable, I decided I may very well do just that down the line. I was, I sensed, going to need a place I could treat as a bolt-hole and the club seemed as good a place as any I had come across during my stay so far.

Far, far, better, in fact.

But first, I needed a break and the broadband I had managed to have installed out at the house allowed me to book a flight and a decent hotel in Sydney during a particularly festive period for the city.

Even if the festivities were not exactly a match for my own sexuality. 

Of far more importance to me, though, was the fact I would be surrounded by life and atmosphere and could forget what was coming to seem like a penal sentence to me.  

An unwelcome response to my aunt’s bequest made all the more pertinent by the events that had taken place in my bedroom that morning.

What I could not possibly have known at that point was that I would not be seeing Sydney or anywhere else at this time other than the accursed shithole of a city to which my aunt’s... generosity... had consigned me.

And, perhaps, not at any time...
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