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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.
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