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Awakening the next morning in Arpita’s embrace was a truly blissful sensation, as if I’d finally found where I belonged. Her gorgeous, brown body was so warm; her skin soft and tender and I felt safe and protected while cuddling with her. It felt righter than it ever had with Stephen, and I truly lost myself in hugging her, feeling so alive and content beneath the sheets, as if we were two entangled lovers that had come together through the inevitable path of destiny. It had been her dating profile that had drawn my curiosity, after all, and perhaps we were actually on the verge of dating. That was terrifying in itself, as I wasn’t sure how my family and friends would react to me being in a relationship with another woman, especially one from India. Despite Arpita being lovely, my parents were very traditional, and my mother in particular was disappointed that I’d been living off of Stephen instead of making more of my looks and working as a model so she could be proud. Though, I suppose they’d look more fondly on me being a lesbian than the actual reality of my being a foot wipe. I wouldn’t even know where to begin when it came to explaining that bizarre desire which I could no longer fight. At least being Arpita’s relationship partner would be sociably passable, and for that reason, while the heat of her body soothed me, I felt as if the pressure and stress of my growing, submissive depravity was eased.
My chin still bore the evidence of the illicit interaction the night before, where Arpita’s juices had dried in place. I moved my jaw from side to side, wincing at the aching of my muscles and the soreness of my tongue. I’d been rampant, desperate to please her in the most intimate of ways, and my skin was sticky as a mark of her pleasure.

When she finally yawned, and her beautiful brown eyes rolled open, there was a second of confusion while she gazed upon me in her arms. But then, that confusion rapidly dispersed amongst a warm, genuine smile as she playfully tickled the tip of my nose with her own. “Good morning, foot wipe,” she said, and then her nose was replaced with her finger as she teasingly bopped me. “Or should I call you pussy licker now?”

My entire body twitched from Arpita saying something so vulgar, even if she did manage to make it sound all cute in her Indian accent. The whole progression of my submission to her was still troubling since I considered myself straight, or bisexual at most, and yet, I was increasingly becoming very familiar with the most intimate areas of her body. All fantasies of a mock, lesbian relationship were immediately dampened by her once again referring to me with the most humiliating of nicknames, demonstrating the rigidity of the power-exchange within our interactions. Regardless of perceiving myself as her lover, Arpita was firm in reminding me that I was her personal foot wipe.

“Did you enjoy that last night?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. “I kind of got carried away while being all horny.”

I blushed openly, but while staring into her comforting eyes, and with the soothing sensation of her skin against my own, I plunged into complete openness. “I loved it,” I whispered breathily. “I love being your”—I gulped before continuing—“pussy licker, Arpita.” Simply saying that out loud caused me to blush further and tremble with embarrassment.

“Awww, you’re so cute, foot wipe,” she said while bopping me on the nose again. The playfulness was then replaced by a grimace of concern. “I really wish Pooj hadn’t barged in though. She’s always so nosey and can never keep a secret.”

“She wouldn’t tell anyone, would she?” I asked with similar concern.

“I hope not,” she said, before causing my cheek to bounce off her breast as she sucked in a huge breath. “I wouldn’t want my family finding out.”

Oddly, the idea of her being ashamed of being intimate with me left me feeling a little down, even with the hypocrisy of my own desire to keep things secret.

Arpita seemed to note my disappointment. “Things are a little different back in India,” she said while affectionately stroking my hair. There’s not the same kind of judgement over here, so, you wouldn’t understand.” She sucked in another huge breath. “Anyway,” she said while flattening her hand firmly on the top of my head. “All this talk about how much you love being my little pussy licker has started to get my juices going again.” She bit her lip in a most seductive way, and the pressure on my head increased. “Go down under the sheets,” she said while pushing down my shoulder with her other hand. My neck was rigidly tense as my instincts kicked in and I tried to fight her encouragement. Although I’d enjoyed the previous evening, I was blinded by lust and a repeat performance seemed way too soon. I was still processing what the new development meant for the both of us. “Come on,” Arpita whined in frustration. “Go lower. My pussy is hungry for another go on your tongue.” When I again resisted her press, she pouted. “What’s wrong?” she asked. “Don’t you want to be a good foot wipe and lick your princess’s pussy so she feels all satisfied before work?”

“Of course, I do, Princess,” I whimpered, and already my resistance was breaking down.

Arpita grinned, and then the pressure increased on my head again. “Do a good job,” she said nonchalantly. “And when I’m all sweaty from several wonderful orgasms, I’ll make sure to rub it all over your face, just like my loyal foot wipe deserves.”

It was like that was all I needed to hear, and suddenly I was wiggling my way down beneath the sheets to resume my place between Arpita’s spread legs. My greedy lips hovered over her warm pussy; the glistening beads of her arousal barely visible amongst the stuffy darkness. Her scent was strong and musky, almost stifling in its potency, and I had to really will myself to persevere through. I may have adored her, but the sexual intimacy, along with its scents and flavours, was still all very new to me. I tentatively extended my tongue, easing the tip into the salty nectar of her moist lips, and then I trembled while considering how the boundaries had truly been broken away. I was Arpita’s pussy licker, there was no doubt about that, and apparently, she was more than willing to make full use of another of my services.

She moaned, writhed and ground her pussy against my slobbering lips as I instinctively progressed soft, gentle kisses of her mound into shameless slurps and laps of my prodding and probing tongue. As I delved deeper into Arpita's folds, my mind raced with conflicting emotions. Part of me still recoiled at how easily I'd given in, how quickly I'd assumed such a submissive role to my foreign neighbour and abandoned the normality of my previously decent life. Yet a growing part of me revelled ever more in it, craved it even. I longed for her enslavement of myself to continue and cross further boundaries. The taste of her arousal on my tongue, along with the heat of her thighs pressed against my cheeks, and the little gasps and moans she made above me: it was all so deliriously intoxicating and drove me to dive deeper in my exploratory submission. My own juices squelched between my squirming thighs as I strived to please my Indian princess.

“That's it, such a good girl,” Arpita giggled, her fingers tangling clumsily in my hair before she encouragingly patted my head. “Right there, my eager little pussy licker. Don't stop until your princess is satisfied.” I could feel her adjusting the pillow and sinking back fully into the mattress, as she relaxed her posture and surrendered her body totally to the ministrations of my tongue. One of her hands crept beneath the sheets, and I looked up her navel, beyond her rising and falling tummy as she playfully teased her nipple between her fingers. “Such a good girl,” she whispered again for further encouragement, and she moaned loudly.

I redoubled my efforts at her praise, circling her clit with the tip of my tongue before sucking it gently between my lips. I was delicate, and considered with my touches, focusing on how I liked to be teased and licked whenever I was on the receiving end of cunnilingus. Her hips bucked against my face and I had to grip her thighs to keep from being smothered. The scent and taste of her filled my senses completely, and I gasped for breath while riding the waves of her thriving excitement.

As I pleasured her, somewhat troubling thoughts crept into my mind and tormented me. How had I gone from a normal woman to Arpita's devoted plaything so quickly? Why did submitting to her feel so right, and so damn natural? With each swipe of my tongue, and each breathy moan from above, I felt myself sinking deeper into my new identity. I wiggled my tongue more intently, and then I slipped my hands down to cup Arpita’s arches as her heels dug into my hips, playing over and over in my head how I was nothing but her foot wipe. I caressed the feet that had so effortlessly captivated me, slipping my fingers between her toes, all while lapping my tongue obediently at her sexual centre.

“Ugh,” I grunted, and then I gobbled sloppily against her pussy. Suddenly, Arpita's thighs clamped around my head as she cried out in climax, and she painfully gripped my shoulders with her nails. I tongued eagerly at her pulsing hub, drinking down traces of her release as she orgasmed right in my mouth.

When the tremors eventually subsided, she eased me away from her sopping pussy and I emerged from under the sheets, gasping for air. “Wonderful,” she said with a lazy smile. Her pretty brown eyes narrowed as she savoured the final few pulsations of pleasure and I readied myself for my reward. However, Arpita scooted slightly backwards, then lewdly clasped her ankles and pulled her legs up so her brown, puckered rosebud stared me straight in the face. “Go on,” she said. “I want some more loving.”

I squinted while looking shyly at her spread ass cheeks. Surely, she couldn’t mean that?

However, Arpita nodded down towards her ass, then smugly grinned. It was almost as if she was testing to see how far she could push me, and experimenting with the control she evidently wielded. “Get your tongue in my ass,” she said rather crudely, causing me to flinch, but then she settled my nerves with a playful wink. “You do want to make your princess, happy, don’t you, foot wipe?”

“Yes, Princess,” I whispered timidly, and then my eyes were back on her asshole as it continued to pulsate with hunger each time she breathed. I gulped, while bracing myself, and then I timidly ducked my head and extended my tongue. As the tip pressed against the wrinkled folds of her anus, I was overwhelmed by a hot flush as the reality of what I was doing hit home. There was no time to reconsider though, as Arpita’s hands were on the back of my head in a flash, gripping my hair and holding me in place.

“Good girl,” she said huskily. “Lick my ass.”

And, I did. I forced my tongue inside her tight, resistant hole and then clamped my eyes closed at the hot, slippery texture. They then widened, staring straight into Arpita’s glistening pussy folds while my tongue was lodged deep inside her most forbidden area. 

“Mmmm,” she moaned while biting her lip, and then her eyes cutely fell closed. She trembled slightly as my tongue slipped deeper into her asshole, and I was overcome with the strangest sensation. “In and out,” she muttered, while almost chewing her own lip off. I obeyed while feeling absolutely humiliated, shifting my tongue between shallow and deep, over and over. Each time, my tongue tickled her clit, causing her to twitch as if receiving an electric shock. While she groaned and writhed, I kept my tongue firm and probed slavishly, right up until her body shook from a second, rapid orgasm. Only then did she sigh tiredly, before she pressed her palm against my forehead and eased me away. "Such a good girl," she whispered while catching her breath. “From foot wipe, to pussy licker, to ass eater,” she said with a giggle, and I openly shrank in stature at my continued descent under the weight of her control over me.

However, my spirits immediately lifted as she delicately caressed my cheek. “Now, as promised,” she whispered, and evidently, not at all self-conscious like myself, she sat up and swung her legs over the side of the bed. I watched, transfixed, as she wigged her gorgeous toes playfully in need; the fetching yellow polish, along with her delightful toe rings captivating me. The sight made my mouth water involuntarily, and I wiped away the taste of her orgasms with a lewd sweep of my wrist. “Come here, foot wipe,” she commanded, crooking a finger at me, before she pointed expectantly towards the floor at her feet. “Time for your reward.”

Despite everything that had just happened, I was humorously eager in my clambering from the bed. My elbows thudded against the floor as I lay down; face looking up in need while I stared at the wrinkles of Arpita’s brown soles. The toe rings appeared stunning while buried deep inside the sweaty grooves of each foot. She leaned slightly forward, peering down at me with a gleeful grin. “You ready to do what you were born to do?” she teased. “Offer up that pretty face of yours to wipe away every trace of sweat from my feet?”

“Yes,” I said while shuddering all over, and I instinctively moaned as she began to lower her feet towards my face. My hands rested obediently at my sides; palms pressed against the floor as every nerve ending in my cheeks braced for the softness of Arpita’s fleshy soles. My nostrils flared in need for her distinctive scent while I licked my lips, desperate for a taste of the sweat that was primed to make my face its own once more.

As Arpita's feet descended, I felt a surge of anticipation mixed with shame. My heart raced, torn between the desire to surrender and the lingering remnants of my dignity. But, as always, upon the first hints of her hypnotic scent reaching my twitching nose, all hesitation melted away. Her moist soles made contact with my cheeks, and I gasped at their warmth and softness as they effortlessly slid back and forth. Arpita's toes wiggled against my skin, leaving damp trails of sweat wherever they touched. I inhaled deeply, savouring the musky aroma that was uniquely hers as it completely engulfed me. “That's it, breathe it all in,” she cooed softly as her feet smeared their stink all over my skin. “You earned this, foot wipe.”

I obeyed, drawing her scent deep into my lungs. With each breath, I felt myself sinking further into submission. My world seemed to narrow to the feel of her feet and the taste of her skin. The intoxicating smell overwhelmed my senses as I revelled in being nothing but a foot wipe for my pretty, Indian neighbour who had made my country her home.

Arpita began to slide her feet across my face more roughly, using me as her personal towel as she wiped the stinging moisture deep into my pale skin. Her soles glided over my forehead, down my nose, and across my mouth as she bit her lip and grunted from the effort. I extended my tongue, which had minutes earlier been stuffed deep in her ass, desperate for a taste, and I shivered with excitement each time the tip grazed against her wrinkles. The saltiness of her sweat exploded on my taste buds, and I moaned in ecstasy, as if I was nearing the edge of my own orgasm.

“Such an eager little foot wipe,” Arpita giggled. “You really are smitten with your princess’s sweaty feet, huh?”

A small part of me cringed at her teasing words, remembering the person I used to be. That pretty girl that belonged on a successful man’s arm. But that voice grew fainter with each pass of Arpita's divine feet. She wasn’t just wiping the sweat deep into my skin, but she was wiping away what remained of my previous life. I no longer cared about my former status or dignity. All that mattered was serving her, worshipping her, and being whatever she wanted me to be during her pursuit of living her very own American dream.

Arpita's toes eventually found their way to my mouth, and I sucked them in greedily. My tongue danced between them, savouring every salty crevice and wrinkle. I could feel the cool metal of her toe rings against my lips as I lavished attention on each perfect digit, and I shook with desire every time I caught a glimpse of the bright, yellow polish and the way it contrasted with her natural, caramel skin.

“Mmm, that's it,” she whispered, and she clapped her hands together with encouragement. “Clean every inch. Show me how much you love being my foot wipe,” she said with a playful wink. “You want to send me off to work the right way today, yes? You want me to go and get my feet all nice and sweaty again, huh?”

At that, my efforts were duly motivated and I sucked and slurped all over her tasty toes, determined to prove my devotion. My entire being focused on the task at hand, losing myself in the blissful servitude of worshipping Arpita's feet.

When she eventually plucked her saliva-sopping toes from my lips, she giggled to herself, before padding over towards the bathroom, leaving a trail of spitty footprints in her wake. Once cleaned and dressed, she swiftly departed, heading to the hospital for the day, another long shift ahead while I fantasised about the treat that would await within her steaming work flats. Pooja had already left for her college open day, so I busied myself tidying things up, all while playing over the events of the past day, both excited and worried about where things would head next.

***
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It wasn’t long for me to find out, and over the next days, we fell into a new and more intimate routine. Arpita became most demanding in the wants of her sex. Throughout the week, as soon as she came through the door, after a quick glance to check her sister wasn’t about, she loosened the waist of her scrub pants and wiggled them down from her hips. By the week’s end, the expectation was almost content for me, and when she strode over towards her couch while kicking her panties from her foot, and took a seat with lewdly spread legs: I knew what to do. “Come, foot wipe,” she said with an encouraging finger. “Your princess requires your talented tongue.”
As with every time, I obediently crawled across the living room floor, my heart racing with anticipation. As I approached, the musky scent of Arpita's arousal filled my nostrils. I positioned myself between her outstretched legs, gazing up at her imperious expression; her demand of such a service now most comfortable in its frequency.

“Don't keep me waiting,” she growled hungrily, tangling her fingers in my hair and pulling me face closer to her glistening folds that were growing in their familiarity. Her arousal was almost lecherous in its obviousness, with drops of secretions clinging to her skin.

The more it happened, the more compliant I seemed to become in her expectations, and my tongue darted out, tracing delicate patterns along her inner thighs before focusing on her most sensitive areas. Arpita sighed with pleasure, her grip on my hair tightening as she ground herself against my eager mouth, squashing my lips.

“That's it, Poppy, my little servant,” she moaned. “Be a good pussy licker and worship your princess properly.”

I blushed, as always, whenever she casually called me something so crude, yet, the blow always seemed softened when uttered in her accented voice. There was always a careful balance, where her words teetered on being insulting yet never fully committing to such cruelty. She toyed with her ability to boss me around, though she never quite stepped into the area of being sadistic. She was playful and affectionate at times and that always made me feel safe and willing to explore further.

She patted my head and encouragingly twisted some strands of hair between her fingers. “Foot wipe,” she said teasingly with a sultry smirk. “Lick my sex with as much love as you lick my toes. Show me how much you really love me.”

Again, a blush was induced, but it only reconfirmed the bizarre shift my life had taken. How had I descended from being a regular...no...not even regular girl. I’d been a sure catch on the arm of a man like Stephen, but that was long gone, and I’d become an Indian nurse’s foot wipe and pussy licker. And yet, simply as I contemplated the ridiculous reduction in my status, my own sex was already pulsating as I recalled my descent to Arpita’s foot wipe because of nothing more than an innocuous message. An amusing afterthought between two sisters. I leaned forward and tentatively extended my tongue, trembling from the intensity of my submission. As my tongue pressed into her warm, slick folds, Arpita let out a soft sigh of pleasure. Her fingers tightened slightly in my hair, urging me closer and holding me in place. The heady scent of her arousal filled my senses, intoxicating and uncomfortably familiar. I mean, no girl like me should know how it feels to have one’s face pressed into another girl’s sex, yet it was increasingly becoming my daily routine.

“That's it, my little ass sucker,” Arpita croaked, her accent lilting with her excitement. “Show me how devoted you are to your princess.” Her hand shifted to my scalp, and then she was effortlessly easing me downwards towards her needy asshole as if it was completely natural.

She is my princess, I thought as my eyes widened at that indisputable fact. I moaned softly against her, overcome by the conflicting emotions of shame mixed with undeniable desire. My tongue submissively explored her wrinkled rosebud with reverence, tracing patterns I knew she enjoyed, even as I flinched and wilted at the stench of her work day. As I worked, memories of our first encounter flooded my mind: my awkward and drunken stumbling around her door while I eyed her feet and imagined her wiping their sweat all over my face. I'd been curious but hesitant, while pondering if I was capable of submitting in such a way. Yet, my submission had plummeted so much further.

“Slip your right tongue in,” Arpita moaned while biting her lip, and her fingers danced down my scalp until they held my head firmly against me. “Show me your tongue is not just for licking my sweaty feet clean after work.”

“Ughh,” I grunted, and then I extended my tongue deep inside her ass and wiggled it with enthusiasm. Even though the taste was somewhat bitter, especially with her not showering since the night before, I focused my efforts on getting through it and satisfying her.

It was just one moment of intimacy amongst many. Time after time, the interactions continued, and my evenings became filled with the tastes and scents of Arpita’s feet, pussy and ass. It was only when Pooja was present that the more intimate services were restricted, but that only made Arpita all the more rampant in her wants once she eventually got me alone in her room.

***
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After one such night, where Arpita had enjoyed the use of my tongue to bring her to three separate orgasms, her hair was all messy as she lazily swayed into the kitchen. She yawned and stretched, the satisfaction of her pleasurable night and morning still seeming to wash her over with a sense of calmness. She appeared so casual with the way she was wearing her loose-fitting sweatpants and an over-sized shirt. It just gave off the impression that sex had taken place, and I sheepishly scurried behind her, blushing and embarrassed.
Pooja was just eating her breakfast and she raised an eyebrow. “Been having fun?” she asked in a most teasing way; her eyes holding on my squirming figure in Arpita’s confident shadow. She’d been increasingly making snide comments throughout the week whenever we disappeared alone to Arpita’s room. “When is my turn?”

“Back off,” Arpita said smugly as she swung the fridge open. “She’s all mine.”

“No fair,” Pooja said with a pronounced pout. “Why do you always have to be greedy and keep things to yourself?”

“This is different,” Arpita said, and she took a sip of orange juice before looking at me with absolute affection. “This is way more intimate.”

I was just standing by, just off to the side of the fridge as they spoke of me like some toy-like possession. I then flinched as there was the distinctive sound of shoes hitting the floor. As always, my eyes instinctively dropped, spying Pooja’s discarded juttis beneath the table while her pretty brown toes flexed and wiggled.

“I can still use her as my foot wipe though, right?” Pooja asked while cocking her head. “Because, you know, my feet are kind of sweaty right now.” She lifted her hands and then made a show of shaking her arms as if she was overcome with disgust. “I could really do with wiping it all over her face.” She then sighed. “It’s not long until I have to head back home, and I want to enjoy the foot wipe as much as I can.” She then snorted to herself. “It’s not like anyone will let me do this to them back in India.” She looked me in the eye as I sheepishly squirmed. “Even an untouchable wouldn’t do such a thing.”

“Knock yourself out,” Arpita said with a shrug. Her nonchalance somewhat flummoxed me, especially since moments earlier my tongue had been buried deep in her pussy while the tip of my nose was tickling her clitoris.

“Yay.” Pooja clapped her hands excitedly. “Come here, foot wipe,” she said while her chair screeched backwards. “Get down where you belong.”

I blushed while considering my accepted place amongst these fellow women, but how could I refuse since it was my own behaviour that had defined our interactions? Arpita was watching with her arms crossed as I timidly placed a hand on the kitchen table and eased down to my knees. She nodded with approval, encouraging me to resume my rightful place before her younger sister. Even though she was somewhat possessive when it came to me, she bizarrely seemed to enjoy watching her fresh, bratty sister smear her beautiful brown feet all over my white face.

“What are you?” Pooja asked with a mischievous smile while peering down between her dangling feet.

“I’m a foot wipe,” I said shyly; my cheeks already warming. I gazed at the wrinkles of her brown soles and shivered while noting the sheening layer of sweat across the underpads of her toes. “I’m a foot wipe for Indian girls.”

“I went for a walk to the store in my juttis this morning,” she said while continuing to grin down at me as I looked up at her submissively. “My feet are just so, so sweaty,” she added while shaking her head. “Walking around your country has made me so uncomfortable. Do you think that’s right? A pretty, Indian girl like me having sweaty feet when there’s a perfectly good white face to wipe them all over?”

“No...” I whispered uncertainly, before loudly gulping. “It’s not right.” I licked my lips while staring up at her brown, sweaty soles. “I’m so sorry your feet are sweaty, Pooja.”

Pooja's grin widened, and she appeared on the brink of bursting out in laughter at my pitiful snivelling. Her dark eyes sparkled with amusement, while Arpita loudly tutted out of view, clearly amused by her sister’s teasing shenanigans. “Well then, I suppose we should do something about that, shouldn't we?” Pooja cackled, slowly lowering her feet towards my face. She kicked them back and forth, her excitement bubbling over.

I felt my heart racing as her soles drew nearer, the musky scent of her sweat filling my nostrils and causing my breathing to quicken in anticipation. Even though it had happened so many times, it was always such an exhilarating sensation to be used as a foot wipe by Arpita’s mischievous sister, as if I was being passed around their superior family. I still trembled the same way I’d done the very first time I’d read that Arpita liked to rub her sweaty feet all over peoples’ faces. Evidently it wasn’t limited to her. Her family loved to rub their feet all over peoples’ faces.

“Remember,” Pooja said softly, and she bit her lip while nodding in a kind of mocking way. “You're my foot wipe. My pretty little white foot wipe. So, do a good job, okay? It’s your purpose for being here, for me to wipe the sweat from my feet. Make my visit to your country nice and welcoming, and maybe, I’ll decide to study here and this can become a permanent arrangement.” The whiteness of her teeth beamed from between her purple lips. “How does that sound? You want me to go to college here so I can use you as my foot wipe every day? Two Indian sisters wiping their feet all over your face every chance they get.”

“Ugh,” I said through quivering lips, and then before I could even blink, each of her damp soles pressed down commandingly against my cheeks. I gasped at the warmth and wetness against my skin as she began to slide her feet across my face without any consideration for my own feelings.

“Mmm, that feels nice,” Pooja sighed, pressing her toes against my forehead. “It’s so lovely that I get to visit your country and wipe my feet all over your white face.” She eased her toes down my face, before snuggly capturing my nose between the biggest and second. “Be a good girl and sniff,” she said jovially. “I know you love that brown girl stink.”

I inhaled sharply, and then spluttered and gasped as my nostrils filled with the pungent, cheesy aroma of her grimy toes, fresh from the stuffy, humid insides of her juttis. My pale face burned with humiliation to a flaming level of heat, yet I couldn't deny the thrill coursing through my body as my limbs tingled over. Pooja's toes wiggled against my skin, teasing and taunting me as she continued her thorough cleansing against my unresisting face. My nostrils twitched and flared as her foot odour intoxicated me, all while her other foot freely wiped its sweaty sole down my motionless cheek.

“Such a good foot wipe,” she tutted, her voice dripping with condescension. “I bet you never imagined you'd end up here, did you? Serving as nothing more than a human cloth for Indian girls’ sweaty feet.” She snorted to herself, and then my ears stung as I heard Arpita scoffing along at her sister’s jibes.

Part of me wanted to protest, and to assert some semblance of dignity, but all that escaped my lips was a muffled whimper as I surrendered to the fate I’d willingly pursued. Even while my pride burned in absolute shame, I couldn’t will myself to wriggle free, because there was just something so intensely satisfying about these foreign women using me in such a disrespectful and degrading way. Stephen had been so easy-going about just letting me chill around the apartment all day, and yet, I’d swiftly moved from licking pussy and eating ass, to cleansing the funk from Pooja’s bratty teen feet, and all before breakfast. I may not have been employed, but I was certainly earning my keep. The younger girl laughed, snorting to herself as she noted the confliction in my eyes as they rolled around amongst my heaving breaths.

“Oh, don't worry,” she said, sliding her toes from my nose and pressing the biggest dominatingly against my lips. “At least you’re not completely useless, huh?”

“Don’t be so mean,” Arpita said from above the table, her face completely obscured from view.

“I’m not being mean at all,” Pooja said, the sparkle still evident in her eyes. “I’m using her for the purpose she exists. If anything, she should be thanking me for visiting her country and gracing her face with my foot sweat.”

I felt my cheeks burn further with shame, as if they were encouraging all of the blood from the rest of my body and leaving me lifeless, but there was also a strange thrill of excitement in response to her goading. Pooja was right, after all, I should be thanking her, shouldn’t I? The words bubbled up in my throat, desperate to escape, but her toe pressed firmly against my lips, sealing my mouth shut.

“Look at her squirm,” Pooja giggled, wiggling her toes against my face, and she increased the pressure in her other leg to really grind the back of my head into the floor. “I think the pathetic foot wipe wants to say something.”

Slowly, teasingly, she lifted her foot just enough to allow me to speak. I knew I should stay silent, especially with Arpita looking on, but I couldn't help myself. The submissive within me was tingling from the treatment of the younger girl. “Thank you, Princess Pooja,” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you for using me as your foot wipe.”

“I thought I was your princess,” Arpita muttered with a notable tut.

My muscles tightened, and instantly, I was scrambling. “I’m sorry, Princess Arpita,” I whimpered. “I didn’t mean—” I wasn’t allowed to finish and Pooja’s squidgy toes roughly squashed against my lips and muffled my desperate pleas to nothing more than unintelligible mumbles.

“Quiet, foot wipe,” Pooja sneered. “You’re not backtracking. I am your princess, too!”

“Oh my, I guess you have two Indian princesses now then.” Arpita's laughter rang out from above; all thoughts of Pooja’s snootiness drowned out under my own enthusiastic pursuit of self-degradation. “She’s like the most devoted foot wipe ever,” Arpita added with another giggle. “One pair of feet is apparently not enough.”

Pooja pressed her big toe against my lips again, and forcefully eased it inside my mouth. “Suck it, foot wipe,” she said, and her eyes suddenly narrowed. “White girls exist to suck the sweat from Indian girls’ feet.”

I whimpered as the insult oddly excited me, and I obediently wrapped my lips around Pooja's toe, my tongue caressing as I tasted the salty tang of her juttis-induced sweat. A moan escaped my choked neck, muffled by her other foot as it lazily came to rest across my throat. The shame and excitement mingled into an intoxicating cocktail, making my head spin, and I lost myself in hunger as I slurped all over her tasty, brown toes.

“I can never get over how eagerly she sucks toes,” Pooja remarked to her older sister, her voice dripping with disdain and amusement as she eyed my lips enthusiastically bobbing up and down on her defined big toe. “Is she as enthusiastic when...you know?”

“I’m not getting into that,” Arpita said with a sneer. “Mind your own business.”

“Boring,” Pooja said, but then her eyes remained captivated on my squelching mouth. “It's like she was born for this. You really captured yourself a freak, Arpi. I’m not into girls at all, but I’d let her do this every single day.” She then raised an eyebrow. “It’s not even wrong though, right, because it’s not like we’re doing anything weird? We’re just allowing her to be weird.” She then looked back down at me and narrowed her eyes as I continued to mindlessly feast on her delicious big toe, rolling it around in my mouth over and over as I cleansed every tasty trace of girl sweat. “I don’t know why she loves doing this, but I’m not about to stop her.”

Arpita's giggles resumed. “I mean, she literally gave up a relationship with a successful guy to be my foot wipe.” Her toes wiggled next to the table, and then she bent her knees so she could peer beneath. I blushed while meeting her eye as her sister’s toe was still commandingly probing between my submissive lips. “It’s quite hard to understand, huh? But she’s always so eager to please. We’d be stupid not to allow her to do her thing.”

“Especially you,” Pooja said, gritting her teeth in jealously. “You should hear the sounds coming out of your room.”

I blushed deeply, and expected Arpita to do the same, but she simply rolled her eyes at her sister’s childish comment.

“Amma would never allow us to behave like this,” Pooja said with a snort, and then she peered down at me again. “Not that I’d ever want to anyway. I mean, imagine this was all you were good at? No talents or skills at all. All you have to offer the world is your face for an Indian girl to wipe their feet all over.” With that, she arrogantly dragged her toes from my lips and freely wiped her slippery, wrinkled soles all over my face again, mushing my nose down while I groaned and writhed beneath the disrespectful treatment that I bizarrely craved.

Arpita leaned closer, her dark eyes gleaming with mischief. “I suppose that's exactly what makes it so amazing, Pooj. The fact that she chose this. I mean, it’s like she craves it. I’m not making her do anything.” She reached over, running her fingers through my hair almost tenderly. “Isn't that right, my little foot wipe? You just love this, don’t you? You wouldn’t want to be doing anything else right now, would you? You’re so content and happy having my sister wipe her sweaty feet all over your face.”

I whimpered, unable to form words with Pooja's foot still pressed firmly against my nose. The scent of her feet continued to sting my nostrils, a heady mix of sweat and a sort of Indian spice or something which left my head swimming. Why did I allow myself to be treated in such a way? Why had I become fascinated with being a foot wipe for Indian girls? Why did it feel so damn good whenever they were rubbing their sweaty feet all over my face? I was pretty, I knew I was, yet that just made it all the more exhilarating to have my pretty features squashed and smeared with stinging foot sweat. Mere hours before, I was obediently tonguing Indian pussy and chowing down on Indian ass, and without a reprieve, I was being face-stomped into the floor beneath a whole other pair of sweaty Indian feet. My entire existence had become consumed by being humiliated by brown Indian girls.

“She can’t get enough,” Pooja observed, grinding her heel into my cheek as her toes drummed against my forehead. “It's so pathetic, really, but I can’t stop treating her like this. I mean, I know I’m not going to get to do this once I’m back home.” Her eyes then suddenly widened and her toes relaxed atop my head. “Arpi, can we bring her back to Maharashtra? I mean, what happens if I don’t get accepted to a college here?”

Arpita’s fingers paused while they were still amidst stroking my hair. “What?”

“You’re due a visit,” Pooja said with a shrug. “Amma is always complaining that you’re off swanning around the world and you’ve forgotten about everyone back home. She even told me, well, ordered me to try and convince you to come back for a trip.”

“I’m hardly swanning around the world, am I? I’m working long shifts every day, and I haven’t even been away that long.” She then tutted. “I should have known Amma sent you here with instructions. Does she ever let up?”

Pooja stared down at me, and she looked on in fascination as she began to casually wipe her feet all over my face again. She gently clutched my nose between her long toes, before flexing them back and urging me to sniff with the slightest raising of her thick, dark eyebrows. While staring straight up into pretty, expectant eyes, I took in a long, deep gasp, visibly confirming that I accepted my place. “Yes,” Pooja said sarcastically while nodding with delight at my enthusiasm. “This is really taxing, isn’t it? Having some local girl licking the sweat from your feet every day and eating your pussy.” She rolled her eyes. “You’re really having to grind, Arpi.”

Arpita’s tanned cheeks suddenly took on a red tinge. “Don’t say it like that.”

Pooja sniggered. “That’s no worse than the things I hear you saying to her while she’s pleasuring you. The walls are thinner than you think.” While Arpita was still blushing and completely silenced by her overly-confident younger sister, Pooja looked back down at me and teased my lips with the tips of her toes. “You should come for a visit, foot wipe,” she said, and then she began animatedly talking in Hindi while waving her hands around.

Arpita stood up, and then her own spiel of native tongue was spilling out. The pair of them fell into a heated conversation to which I was totally excluded. My only purpose at that moment was to gently suckle and caress the tips of Pooja’s toes as she moved each along my mouth. They were so pretty, especially each time they bounced off my tongue and teased me with a glimpse of their mint polish.

“It’s just difficult with work,” Arpita finally sighed. “They don’t give me a lot of time off.”

“Surely you have some vacation days? Just come for a week. Amma will be delighted to see you, I’m sure.” Pooja then flicked her eyes to me. “She’ll definitely be interested in what you’ve been doing here and sure to want to sample a bit of American culture for herself.”

In my view, Arpita’s leg straightened. “What do you mean by that?”

“Nothing,” Pooja said while raising her hands. “I just thought...well...”

“Well, what?”

“Wouldn’t it be funny if Amma used her as a foot wipe too? Can you imagine that?” Her eyes were truly sparkling. “I mean, I came here, and I’ve had a real blast with the foot wipe.”

Arpita scoffed and was likely rolling her eyes. “Don’t be so silly,” she said. “You know what Amma is like. She wouldn’t understand.” She shrugged. “She’d probably be disgusted.”

Pooja snorted, and then she looked down at me while scrunching her toes over my wiggling tongue. “What do you think, foot wipe? Your face exists for all Indian women to wipe their sweaty feet all over, yes? Does that include our Amma?”

I blinked, and my jaw was quivering. I didn’t even know who that was, but another person knowing how weak I was becoming for Indian girls’ feet was certainly disconcerting and another demonstration of how everything was getting out of hand. My own friends, who I hadn’t seen in forever, were all such well-to-do and high society girls that I’d surely be exiled and tossed around amongst illicit gossip were they ever to discover my recent activities. It was such a bizarre turnaround in my life, because I craved the high-living and frequently pressured Stephen to provide what I believed I deserved. Such materialism and luxury didn’t seem to interest me anymore. It seemed almost irrelevant when offered up in comparison to some hot, brown sweaty feet with eye-catchingly painted toenails.

Pooja dipped her head slightly. “Ohhh, she’s thinking about it.” My face instantly warmed as she pointed out the obvious. “Oh, look at that,” she said teasingly. “She’s going all red at the thought of our mother’s old feet sliding all over her face. You want to be our mother’s foot wipe too?”

“Cut it out,” Arpita interrupted, while my head was already swirling at the idea of my foot wipe service being extended to another member of their family. Their mother using me was a mind-blowing prospect, especially since it started me wondering whether her feet were as attractive as those of her daughters.

Pooja hesitated, her gaze darting between Arpita and me. “Well, I just thought it might be nice for Amma to meet your...friend.” She emphasised the last word, her eyebrows raising slightly, “or, you know, whatever you’d prefer to call her? I’m sure Amma will be enthralled with the life you’re living over here.”

I felt my cheeks tighten as Arpita's own posture stiffened even further. The tension in the room was suddenly awkward, and I found myself wishing I could completely disappear into the wrinkles of Pooja’s perspiring soles.

“Is that a threat?” Arpita eventually said with a tut.

Pooja’s face suddenly took on an innocent pout. “Why would I be threatening you?”

“Why else would you be bringing this up? You know what Amma is like, and you know she wouldn’t understand any of this.” Arpita stamped her foot, and then she crossed her arms and began swaying from side to side. A flurry of Hindi followed and the two of them became completely animated in the exchange. The more heated it became, the less consideration Pooja offered me as she leaned down and squashed my face beneath the fleshy pads of her soles.

“Isn’t this enough?” Arpita finally said and she flicked a hand down in my direction. “Maybe I shouldn’t have shared any of this with you in the first place. You’re such a brat, Pooj. Nothing is ever enough, is it? You’re always wanting more and you can’t ever keep your trap shut.”

Even though I was in the most embarrassing of positions, I still felt awkward while the sisters were arguing so loudly. Usually it would be the mark to discreetly sneak out and leave them to it, but that was hardly an option while Pooja was using my face as her literal footstool.

“You’re blowing this out of proportion,” Pooja said with a scoff. “I just thought it would be funny, you know, having Amma use the foot wipe. I mean, imagine she’s so into this that she’ll actually love Amma’s feet too. I wasn’t implying—”

“So, this isn’t a jealousy thing? Because of, you know?”

“Not at all,” Pooja said while wide-eyed. “What you two get up to in your bedroom is none of my business, right?”

“And it’s none of Amma’s too, but you know what she’d think about that.” Arpita’s voice wavered slightly. “You haven’t told her, have you?”

“Of course not.” Pooja dipped her head and rolled her eyes. “Besides, I wasn’t saying we should tell her everything, obviously.,” She then looked down at me and forcefully gripped my nose between her toes. “I just meant let her have a go on the foot wipe. She’s had a rough life, right? She’s always going on about how harder her generation had it, so I’m sure putting her feet all over this one’s face will cheer her up. I don’t think she’s ever even left Maharashtra.” Pooja snorted to herself again. “Give her a taste of what Western culture is really all about.”

I stared straight up into Pooja’s mocking eyes and felt absolutely worthless as she referred to me as if some inanimate object.

Arpita was quiet for a moment, and then she let out a deep sigh. “Well, I suppose if it’s just feet, it might be amusing. I mean, as long as it doesn’t go any further than that.”

My entire body became rigid as it almost felt like a betrayal by the girl I called my princess. It was one thing to allow the sweaty feet of two beautiful, young girls to have their way with my face, but something else entirely for an older woman who had never left India to use me as her foot wipe. I scrunched up my face in disgust beneath Pooja’s feet, but then I was perplexed by a tingling inside me as I contemplated the humiliation of it all. I mean, to be the sweaty foot wipe of a middle-aged Indian woman in her own country? I’d likely be the first American she’d ever met, and I’d just offer my face as her foot wipe?

I tried to shake the thought from my mind, but it lingered, tantalising and terrifying all at once. Flushes and waves of confusing pleasure overwhelmed me as I looked up and replaced Pooja’s youthful face with how I imagined their mother might look. Pooja must have sensed my inner turmoil, because she pressed her foot down harder, her toes curling around my nose while the other foot gripped my lips.

“I can feel she’s getting all restless,” she chuckled. “I think she likes the idea.”

Arpita crouched back down to peer beneath the table, her eyes studying my face. “Is that true? You'd let Amma use you like this?”

I wanted to deny it and maintain some shred of pride and pretend that I wasn’t absurdly intrigued, but my body betrayed me. A small whimper escaped my lips, muffled by Pooja's foot.

“Oh my,” Arpita gasped. “She actually would. My foot wipe is truly insatiable.” She then sighed. “But honestly, it’s not realistic. Amma is living in the past and we both know it.”

The sisters exchanged a look, a mix of amusement and disbelief. Pooja's foot lifted slightly, allowing me to breathe, and I gushed in a lungful of air as my body continued to tingle all over at the thought of being their mother’s foot wipe. “Shall we...shall we make it happen?” Pooja asked timidly. “I mean, I already have a return flight booked for next week, so I’m going back whatever happens. It would be great if you two came along too though, because honestly, I’m not done having fun with all of this.”

Arpita was tapping her lips with her finger. “Well, it would be nice to see everyone.”

Pooja’s expression sparked to life as the possibility eked closer. “You ever been to India?” she asked while looking down at me with excitement, and for a second, it almost felt like a normal conversation was on the horizon. I mean, if her warm, stinky feet hadn’t been pressing all over my face.

Still, amongst the overwhelming sensation of being dominated by her young feet, it was almost relaxing to momentarily reminisce of a time when every minute of my day wasn’t filled with humiliation and crippling shame. Stephen had taken me to all kinds of exotic getaways. Cyprus, Madeira, Morocco and even a safari in South Africa. We’d never strayed towards India though, despite both of us loving the food. He’d always said there were too many people and the bustle would result in us not finding it relaxing. It was a shame, because I’d seen plenty of pictures of the beaches in Goa and it looked like a real blast. We would have even stopped by the Maldives and perhaps Sri Lanka, since they were so close, but none of that seemed a possibility anymore. I hardly had a dime to my name now I didn’t have Stephen supporting me, and Arpita’s nurse’s salary was modest to say the least.

“I have...I have no money,” I said nervously while my lips trembled beneath her toes. “I couldn’t even afford the flight.” It was painful to admit, especially since I’d always had the goal of bagging myself a rich partner, but it was the truth.

“Yes, about that,” Pooja said while looking unimpressed. “Don’t you think it’s about time she got a job and stopped living off of you? I mean, she’s a foot wipe, yes, but she still eats your food and stuff, right? Amma will flip her lid if she knows you have her living with you for free.”

“I don’t know,” Arpita said while reaching out and pinching my cheek. “It’s kind of cute that she’s so helpless. She depends on me for everything. It makes me feel like she’s my foot wipe for life, because she hardly has another option, does she?”

The pair of them snorted together, and then Pooja rolled her eyes. “That’s tragic,” she said.

“Maybe she can ask her parents or something,” Arpita mused. “I’m not sure I can afford to cover the both of us. I mean, I don’t want to force her into debt, but it would be nice to show her where we’re from.”

“How’s that sound?” Pooja sniped. “You want to ask your parents to fund your trip to India so our Amma can rub her feet all over your face?”

The pair of them giggled together again, while I was truly blushing and squirming all over at the absurdity of that suggestion. Yet, it was incredibly enticing, and despite my utter shame, my body was crying out for it to become a reality, almost as if I needed such a debasement to remain fulfilled in the descent of my life.

“I...I couldn't possibly ask my parents for that," I stammered, feeling my face flush even redder. I glanced between the pair of them in confusion. “Could I?” The thought of explaining to my disapproving parents why I needed money to travel to India with my...what was Arpita to me anyway? My girlfriend? My princess? My owner? I wasn’t even sure how to define our relationship. How would she introduce me to her mother? The same way she’d introduced me to her sister: as her foot wipe? Would I have to immediately drop to my knees and kiss their Amma’s sandaled toes? The many cycling thoughts were only adding to my anxiety. What if her feet were super pretty? What if she liked rubbing her feet all over peoples’ faces in the same way her daughters did?

Pooja snickered. “Oh, come on, it would be hilarious. Just tell them you're going on a cultural exchange or something. They don't need to know their daughter is nothing but a foot wipe.” Her toes wiggled against my lips, sending a shiver down my spine. “Unless you want to set up a fundraiser,” she mused. “Start a collection for 'Poppy’s Indian Foot Wipe Adventure' or something catchy like that.”

I whimpered softly, torn between mortification and arousal at the idea while imagining my parents viewing the page and contributing to my trip. Maybe the sisters would even upload an accompanying photo with their feet pressed all over my face. The potential humiliation was astonishing in its magnitude.

“Easy,” Arpita said, though she was still chuckling along with her younger sister. “Don’t be too mean with her.”

“But, I’m serious,” Pooja said, and then she roughly gripped my chin with her scrunched toes. She pointed down at me commandingly. “Make it happen, foot wipe,” she said. “I want to see Amma’s feet all over your face and I want our foot wipe still ready to use while I’m back in India.”

I glanced towards Arpita’s face still ducked beneath the table, and she merely shrugged and raised an eyebrow, almost as if it was too exhausting to simply continue arguing against her sister.

“Umm, okay,” I whispered timidly, my jaw barely able to move beneath the weight of Pooja’s feet.

Arpita rolled her eyes, and it was obvious she believed the idea to be ridiculous. Still, with the intense way Pooja was staring down at me, I was already scrambling, wondering exactly how I’d approach such a conversation with my parents.

***
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It had been sometime since I’d seen my parents, and I felt most awkward while sitting on their clean and arranged couch. I’d made sure to wear one of the most modest and fashionable dresses I still had available, and I kept my knees tightly together with hands clasped atop while my mother poured us tea.
“It’s nice of you to finally stop by,” she said rather haughtily. “Your father and I were worried that something may have happened to you this time.” She glanced up as the steaming liquid filled to the brim. She’d brought out her special china set from the cabinet, the one she usually reserved for the most prestigious of guests. “What are you up to these days? Are you finally trying to make something of yourself?” The teapot settled back onto the tray, and then she held out the cup towards me.

I took a tentative sip, enjoying the feel of the hot china against my fingers. “I’ve been good,” I said. “I’ve been keeping busy.”

My mother settled into the opposite armchair and blew on her own tea. “Busy with what? Have you found yourself a suitable career?” She sighed and averted her eyes. “We still haven’t redeemed ourselves in the community after your schooling debacle. Do you know how difficult it was to show our faces in church after that level of failure?”

“I’m sorry,” I said while keeping my eyes lowered. “It just didn’t work out. I was never any good at studying.”

“That’s putting it lightly.” She grimaced and chewed the corner of her lip. Her eyes zoned in on my rosy cheeks, still bearing the brunt from Pooja mercilessly wiping her foot sweat into my skin earlier in the day. She wrinkled her nose, almost as if she could sense the stink ingrained deep within my flesh. “You won’t have your looks to fall back on forever,” she said. “I told you that you should have put more effort into those beauty pageants. You could have been a model or an actress with your blessings, but instead, what are you doing?” She glanced me up and down. “You’re already beginning to show your age and you hardly have the brains to get you by. You should have stuck to what you were good at and been a pretty face.” She scowled while focusing on my cheeks. “You really should moisturise if you’re going to walk outside in the cold.”

I gulped, because though my face was still most-definitely pretty, it was only good these days for Arpita and Pooja to wipe their sweaty feet all over. Perhaps my looks could have gained me a modelling contract, but that opportunity would never be realised while I was the committed foot wipe of my Indian princesses. Pooja especially would delight in the fact I was being prevented from the high-life of an international model as a result of her wiping her grimy feet all over my face whenever she pleased. Though, maybe, she’d delight even further if I actually made it as a model. I mean, imagine my face was on the cover of magazines, leading brand campaigns, just for the two women to subsequently use it as their foot-sweat cleaner. It was a truly exhilarating consideration. Of course, I simply swallowed down those thoughts along with my tea, and averted my eyes from the judgement of my mother.

“What happened to that lovely gentleman you were with? What was his name? Simon?”

“Stephen,” I corrected, before I shyly looked to the floor. “It didn’t really work out. We wanted different things.”

“Let me guess,” she said. “He wanted to actually settle down and start a family, and you wanted to continue playing silly buggers?” She scoffed and finally took a gulp of her tea. “You couldn’t use your pretty face to keep a job or a man. Your blessings were truly lost on you. What a pitiful waste.”

I felt a lump forming in my throat, but I gulped it down along with the bitter taste of shame. My mother's words stung, but I couldn't deny their truth either. Stephen had indeed wanted to settle down, to build a life together. He’d been rewarded and promoted at work, but, despite the life he could provide me with, I had chosen a different path. I’d chosen to swipe right to be a foot wipe and after Arpita’s soft, fleshy, moist soles had pressed against my face for the first time, I’d been condemned to my fate ever since. “It's not like that,” I mumbled, knowing full well it was exactly like that. “I just...I have other interests and commitments.”

My mother raised an eyebrow. “Commitments? To what?”

“It doesn’t matter.”

She sighed again with impatience. “Where are you even living these days? You were staying at that boy’s apartment, right?”

“With a friend.”

“Helen?”

“Ugh, yes,” I said sheepishly.

“Well, at least she’s always had a good head on her shoulders. She’s not one to squander an opportunity.” She pouted her lips, and then restlessly shifted in her position. “Well, get to it. You’re obviously here for a reason. You didn’t just stop by to see how I am. Your mother may be getting on but she’s no fool.”

I hesitated, my eyes darting around the room, avoiding her piercing gaze. The warm scent of the tea was still tickling my nose, and I thought about lying. Instead, I took a deep breath, steeling myself. “Mom, I...I need some money.”

Her eyes narrowed, and I could see the disappointment etched across her face. She leaned back in her armchair, lips pursed. “Of course, you do,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “And here I thought you might actually want to reconnect with your poor, worried mother.”

I winced at her words, guilt gnawing at my insides. “It's not like that. I just...I'm in a tight spot right now. It's temporary, I swear.”

“Well, what do you expect when you throw away the one guy silly enough to actually indulge you.” She studied me for a long moment. “How much?”

I considered lowering the amount, but a return flight wasn’t cheap. “Maybe...a thousand dollars? Or even...like...two thousand.”

She huffed, and her expression was absolute disapproval. “Why do you need so much?”

“I owe Helen,” I said while scrambling, but then I just felt so damn guilty for lying. I took another deep breath, and then tip-toed along the edge of the truth. “I’m taking a trip to India.”

“India?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. “Whatever for? What’s in India for a girl like you? You think you deserve a vacation after throwing your life away?”

“It’s my face,” I muttered, before blushing intensely.

“Your face?”

“It’s highly sought after in India,” I said, gulping and bashfully avoiding eye contact while I stretched the truth to ridiculous proportions. “They really like a white person’s face over there.”

“Oh,” she said, and then her stern expression relaxed. “Is this some kind of advertising campaign? Like Bollywood modelling?”

“Something like that,” I said while imagining all of the brown feet that were going to step on my face.

She dipped her head, then her expression dropped along with it. “And you have to pay for your own flight? You don’t think you’re being scammed?”

“It’ll be reimbursed. I’ll pay you back, I promise.”

My mother stared at me blankly, before she tutted. “Do not treat me like an idiot,” she said bluntly. “I’m perfectly aware I’ll never be seeing this money again.” With that, she put her tea cup down, and then hurriedly made her way to the stairs towards the bedroom. She paused before taking the first step, just to ensure I wasn’t following.

When she came back down with a handful of cash, I took it without second-thought, a warm tingle inside as my own mother unknowingly sponsored my progression to an international foot wipe.

“This is the last time,” she said. “Do not squander it like you squander everything else.”

***
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I felt so damn guilty on the way back to Arpita’s because I too knew I’d never be paying my parents back. I had zero income, and it had been that way my whole life. I simply had no work ethic and I was way more comfortable in the lazy lifestyle. Maybe that’s why the life of a foot wipe had been so attractive for me.
As I entered our apartment block, I froze as Stephen was coming out of the exit. He too paused as he recognised me before I was able to dash out of sight. “What are you doing here?” he asked, and for a second, he actually looked hopeful. He was dressed in a smart business suit and his shoes were extra polished.

I’d avoided him so well since I barely left Arpita’s apartment. As far as I knew, he wasn’t even aware we were living in the same apartment block still. “Just visiting a friend,” I said.

His disappointment was obvious. “A friend?”

“Just one of the neighbours.”

“I didn’t realise you had any friends here.” He chewed his lip and nodded. “So, how’s things anyway?” Before I could even answer he’d stepped closer. “You seeing anyone?”

“No,” I said, though I visibly gulped while thinking over what I’d actually been getting up to.

He almost looked relieved. “You know, I kind of feel bad about the way I kicked you out, but I was just so upset.”

“It’s okay,” I said. “I get it. I deserved it.”

Stephen baulked somewhat at my display of accountability. “Well, I didn’t mean for you to end up on the streets or anything.” He appeared a little concerned. “Are you alright?”

My lips quivered as I was about to lie and say I’d moved back in with my parents, but I could see the guilt written all over his face and I spied an opportunity to make him stew. I mean, he was the one who had kicked me out, right? An even worse lie manifested itself. Apparently, the guilt didn’t tear at me as much as it had with my mother. “Well, it was rough, yeah. I had to spend a few nights in a homeless shelter and didn’t shower in like a week.”

Stephen’s eyes widened and then he let out a sigh. “I’m so sorry,” he said. “That must have been awful. I was just so worked up about you missing that night. It really hurt me.”

“I know,” I said, and I reached out and caressed his arm. “I know I deserved to be taught a lesson. I deserved to be kicked out on the streets without anywhere to stay.”

“No,” he said, and then his eyes narrowed with concern. “You have somewhere to stay now though, yeah?”

Again, my lips quivered, but then the lie took on a life of its own. “No, not really.” I glanced down towards the floor, squirming and appearing all fragile in the way I always did whenever I needed to wrap him around my finger. “I’ve been kind of moving from place to place, sleeping on couches and stuff.”

“Oh my God,” Stephen said with a gasp. “I feel so bad.”

I kept my eyes lowered, because despite knowing I was absolutely in the wrong, it felt so damn pleasing to turn it around back on him. I’d always been good at guilt-tripping him to get my way, and Stephen was a glutton for punishment when it came to my mischief. I peeked up, and I knew at that moment, if I really, really wanted it, I could have easily gotten him to take me back. “I know,” I whimpered. “It’s been so difficult. I’ve never felt so lost.”

He leaned forward and wrapped his arms around me, caressing me in his warm embrace. “I’m so sorry,” he said while patting the back of my head. “Do you need some help?” He eased back, and then looked me in the eye while I struggled with all of my might to squeeze out a single tear. “How are you doing for money? Did you get a job or something?”

“I don’t have anything,” I said while adjusting my purse behind my hip, shielding the pile of bills my mother had just given me. “I just scrape by basically, living off my friends. I think they’re getting a bit annoyed about taking care of me.”

He stroked my cheek with the back of his knuckles. “You’re so helpless,” he said, and then he oddly smiled. “I always did like taking care of you. I’ve missed it, honestly.” He then glanced down at his pocket. “Do you need a little something to get back on your feet?” I glanced up at him a little confused, and then he pulled his wallet out. He fished through a number of bills before holding them towards me. “Do you need a little something to tie you over?”

I blinked. “Are you serious?”

“Things have been going well at work recently,” he said. “And it’ll make me feel a bit better about how things went down. It’s tough to think you’re struggling.”

Even though I knew Stephen had done nothing wrong, it still didn’t stop me from taking the cash. “Does this mean—”

“No,” he said. “It’s just a little something for old times sake. It’ll help me sleep easier knowing you’re alright.”

“Okay,” I said, and then I stuffed the cash into my purse. “Thank you, Stephen. You’ve always been such a gentleman.” I honestly felt bad, because Stephen was the most innocent of parties in the entire debacle. He’d literally done nothing wrong, and there I was, taking even more cash from him while milking his guilty conscience.

“If only that was enough, huh?” he said with a lazy shrug, and then he glanced at his watch. “I should be getting to work anyway. I’ve a couple of big clients I need to meet.”

“Work is going well?” I said with a sense of loss in my voice. Stephen was going to be one of the top investment bankers, I just knew it, and I’d been banking on being his wife. I’d literally had it made while being on his arm, and it caused my tummy to quiver while pondering that I’d thrown such an extravagant life away in favour of Arpita’s sweaty feet. Yet, a mere consideration of their brown perfection, with her toe rings and those stinky juttis caused me to swoon all over again. I’d thrown an extravagant life away for feet. Arpita’s pretty, smelly little feet. I almost lost my footing in the hallway as I leaned against the wall.

“Are you alright?” he asked with concern while steadying me.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m just a little dizzy. I’ve not been eating properly.”

With that, he pulled out another bill and forced it into my hand. “Go get yourself a hot coffee and something to eat,” he said. “Don’t let your health suffer.” He then gave me a reassuring pat on the arm, before stepping past me. How was he always able to be so nice, even after I’d treated him poorly?

“Stephen,” I said from behind him, and he turned back with a solemn look. “I’m sorry. I really am. You did nothing wrong.”

He gave a glum nod. “Take care of yourself, Poppy.”

Once he’d headed down the stairs, I waited until I could no longer hear his footsteps, and then I knocked Arpita’s door. Pooja was the one that opened, and she looked all smug while seeing me stewing awkwardly in the hallway. “Welcome home, foot wipe,” she said, way too loudly, and there was a perspiring twitch in my shoulders as I prayed that Stephen hadn’t come back.

I dropped my eyes, as I always did in Pooja’s presence. She had such a strong and forthright personality, even at her young age. It was difficult to look her in the eye, despite my own above-average looks. My gaze fell on her gorgeous toes, with that ever-enticing mint polish. She wiggled each invitingly, and I looked back over my twitching shoulder to make sure we were still alone.

“What’s wrong, foot wipe?” she teased with a mischievous grin. “You a little shy about wanting to kiss my pretty, brown toes? I can see it in your face. You want them right now, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said so quietly that she may not have even heard me. I then swallowed a nervous lump in my throat and my skin tingled all over. It was such an odd sensation, but one that was increasingly becoming my daily reality. I was always so confident and held my head high in the past, riding an easy life from my looks, so it was such a turnaround to find myself constantly nervous and on edge while staring upon a pair of Indian feet. I mean, seconds earlier, I was feeling guilty over what went down with Stephen, and there I suddenly was, drooling over Pooja’s polished toes and feeling grateful my relationship had been nuked. I took a second glance down the hallway, and confident that Stephen wasn’t coming back, I sheepishly dropped to my knees and quickly gave Pooja’s big toenail an adoring peck.

I felt so humbled and helpless down there, and my breaths were heaving and deep, fully inhaling the feminine stench from between her delighted, wiggling toes. I marvelled at their perfection, before I nuzzled my nose affectionately against the jewellery clinging to her ankle. The tip traced along the cleavage-like joining of her toes, and I sucked in a huge sniff, allowing the addictive odour to fully captivate.

“Such a good foot wipe,” Pooja commented with a hearty giggle. “How was your little fund-raising trip? Were you a good girl? Will you be joining us in India so your face can be used to wipe even more feet clean of sweat?”

I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment at her question. The begging visit had been a blur of forced smiles and uncomfortable small talk with my mother, all while my mind kept drifting back to the gorgeous Indian sisters’ feet. “I...I tried my best,” I mumbled, still unable to meet her gaze. “I hope it’s enough.” With Stephen’s contribution too, perhaps I had enough for the flight and any expenses while there. I thought back to how guilty I’d felt as he’d walked off, but suddenly, those feelings of guilt were replaced with arousal while sniffing up that delirious stench from between Pooja’s miraculous toes. He’d wanted to take care of me and make sure I was alright, but instead, he’d unknowingly sponsored a trip for me to get even more sweaty Indian feet all over my face.

Pooja clicked her tongue disapprovingly. “Tsk tsk, foot wipe. Well, we'll just have to work you extra hard to make up for it, won't we? If you belonged solely to me, I most definitely would make you get a job. My sister is way too soft on you.” She lifted her foot, pressing her toes against my lips. I instinctively parted them, allowing her to slide her big toe into my mouth. The taste of her skin, salty and slightly bitter, made me dizzy with desire as always, and immediately, I was clumsily gripping her ankle while I moaned and wrapped my lips adoringly around her majestic toe. “Mmm, that's it, foot wipe,” she said with a snort. “Apologise for not doing a good job on your little begging trip.”

“I’m sorry,” I whimpered, while slobbering and suckling all over her youthful, defined toe. The shape was so exquisite, and it felt so snuggly fitting while resting in my warm mouth. For all I knew, I’d done a wonderful job raising funds, but it still felt strangely enjoyable to apologise all the same.

“You want to come in?” she asked while her toe remained firmly in my mouth.

My cheeks were actually throbbing from the exposure of it all, as anyone could have come up the stairs and caught me being intimate with a younger, foreign girl’s foot. Yet, I felt powerless, and unable to resist the lure of submission to those brown toes of hers. Even though I was completely infatuated with her sister, and our relationship was blossoming to exciting levels, I accepted my place was well below Pooja in the hierarchy. If she wanted her toes kissed and sucked by a local, white girl, then that was most definitely her right.

The whole symbolism apparently wasn’t lost on her too. “It just looks so good seeing my brown skin sliding inside your white mouth. It's actually beautiful." She then giggled. “Maybe I should make you stay out here on your knees until Arpi comes home,” she said with a snigger. “You can just bow with your nose to the mat. How does that sound?”

I glanced up and pleaded with her silently with my eyes, all while my mouth continued to hungrily suck on her dominating toe. She looked such a magnificent sight as I stared up her brown leg; completely in control and not at all self-conscience of being caught in such an illicit predicament. She crossed her arms abruptly, squashing her breasts tight within her pretty kurti, and then she cocked her head to the side. “How much did you manage to get anyway?” she asked. “Enough for a flight?”

“I’m not sure,” I whimpered as I momentarily plopped my lips from her toe. For a second, I considered hiding the true amount, as it would be helpful to keep some back for myself. Yet, as I looked up at Pooja’s pretty face, I felt compelled to please her and the submissive within me couldn’t hide anything. “I got two thousand from my mother, but then I bumped into Stephen and he gave me some too.”

Pooja flinched, and then she abruptly pulled her foot from my grip and stood up straight. “I was expecting you to come back with a couple of hundred at most,” she said. “Why are you acting like you don’t have enough?”

I looked up at her confused. I suppose it was because I was used to frivolling away such amounts while I’d been dating Stephen. I’d always go on lunch and dinner dates with Helen and the other girls, and I thought nothing of covering the tab and shelling out for expensive meals and drinking sessions.

Pooja looked around the hallway, and then she turned and arrogantly muttered, “Come in, foot wipe. I want to know how much you actually have.”

I scurried after her, thankful to have got away with a public foot worship session without being discovered. Just imagining Helen and the other girls finding out about me slobbering all over an Indian girl’s foot was mortifying, even if I did find myself unable to resist whenever the opportunity presented itself.

Pooja took a seat on the couch, and then she placed her feet side by side. Even though I’d just been sucking on her toe, I was still famished when it came to tasting her feet. The mint polish was as enticing as ever, especially in contrast to the caramel complexion of her skin. It was so bizarre, but I was absolutely weak around Indian feet at all times, and I obediently crawled up and submissively bowed down before her. It made me wonder if I’d feel the same towards other ethnicities, or if my tastes were strictly desi inclined.

“So, show me what you have,” she said impatiently while holding out her hand. “What are we working with here? Arpi thinks this is a stupid idea, but I really want it to happen.”

I fidgeted with my purse, and then readily gave her my mother’s envelope. Before she could even open it, I’d clumsily added the pile of bills that Stephen had so generously given me.

“Geez,” Pooja said while raising an eyebrow. “You’re like some little money-maker, huh? I wasn’t expecting anything like this.” She stared at me in thought; her lips pursed. “Is it easy for you to get money like this any time you want? I mean, I know you were spoilt before you became my sister’s foot wipe, but I never thought it was this much.” She then stared off towards the wall. “Wow, my sister really has brought a spoiled little brat to heel, huh?” She failed to see the irony when considering her own attitude and behaviour, before she cocked her head to the side. “Seriously, how often do they just throw money like this at you?”

“I don’t know,” I said sheepishly. “Not all of the time.” I thought back to Stephen and how willing he’d been to help me out, even after I’d treated him so badly. Perhaps I could milk a bit more cash from him, but it felt so wrong. I mean, it was cool while we were dating, but he was a nice guy and didn’t deserve to be led on or anything. Yet, it was a bit of a turn-on too, to take cash from him and hand it over to their Indian feet. It wasn’t myself benefitting from Stephen’s rise in his career, but Arpita and Pooja instead.

“Maybe we can put that to the test,” she said with a shrug. “I’ve been saying to Arpi that you have it too easy here and need to pull your own weight. I mean, just because you’re pathetic enough to let her rub her sweaty feet all over your face doesn’t mean that she should have to cover all of your expenses.” The envelope crinkled in her fist as she clutched her fingers. “This is the least you owe her after she’s been homing and feeding you. She’s in your country,” she said. “And you’d be homeless without her.”

“I guess,” I said with a feeble shrug, even though it had been Arpita’s feet that had gotten me kicked out of Stephen’s apartment in the first place.

“Anyway,” she said. “I’m totally going to book the flights now so Arpi can’t change her mind. I know what she’s like. She’ll feel guilty and regret it so I’m making it happen before her conscience can kick in.” She crooked a finger towards me, and then pointed towards Arpita’s laptop. “Bring me that,” she said. “I’m going to search now.”

I reached over to the coffee table and then handed Pooja her sister’s laptop. She placed the pile of cash to the side, then opened up the computer on her lap. A second later, her eyes darted to me. “Come here,” she said. “Assume the position. You know where you belong. I want to be comfortable and use my foot wipe while I’m spending your money.” She then gasped and widened her eyes. “Wow, I never thought I’d be doing anything like this when I came here to look at colleges. Arpi wasn’t lying when she said this is the American dream.”

I blushed slightly, and then awkwardly collapsed down and lay on my back before her. I shuffled my body beneath the couch until only my head was poking out, and then I looked up between her commanding soles and long toes; almost appearing gigantesque as they hovered inches above my face. “Good foot wipe,” she said all merrily, and then she triumphantly pressed both feet down firmly against my face.

I grunted as my entire world was once again darkened by Indian soles, and then I grimaced and gurned as Pooja began to carelessly smear and wipe her sweaty flesh all over my face without any consideration of my comfort. I groaned as my nose was harshly squished beneath her arch, and then moaned in bliss whenever her funky toes cupped and scrunched over my eagerly-sniffing nostrils. “That’s a good girl,” she said with a snicker. “This is why you exist. Make yourself useful and remove the sweat from my feet while I spend your money.”

Instantly, my skin seemed to sprout endless goosebumps along its entire length as I contemplated another whole aspect of my surrender to the grimy soles of Indian girls. I was used to mooching off of others, and in essence, I was still doing that, but it was such a strange sensation to have that mooching capitalised upon by someone else, especially when they were so mercilessly grinding their clammy feet right into my face with absolute disrespect. A warm flush rippled through my body as I accepted Pooja had as easily peeled the cash from me as I’d done from my mother and Stephen, and she was celebrating by literally rubbing her victory right into my face.

“Good foot wipe,” she sneered, dragging the words out while she repeatedly smeared the sweat deep into my skin. “Use that pretty face to soak up the funk from my feet. We came to USA to better ourselves, and what’s better than wiping our foot sweat into a white girl’s face?”

I bit my lip and simmered under the humiliation as Pooja rejoiced in belittling me all over again. At times, Arpita could be caring and affectionate, but those responses seemed completely out of Pooja’s nature.

“Let’s see,” she said and she clicked a few things on the laptop. “How much are we actually talking about here, foot wipe?” She cupped the slippery, spicy toes of one foot over my nose, and right in my blurred vision I could see the wonderous mint polish taunting me. Her other toes then drummed against my forehead possessively as she pinned my head painfully against the floor.

My nostrils were flaring as I inhaled the stink right from between Pooja’s toes, my skin completely saturated with the sweat from her fleshy soles. She reached over and snatched up the envelope, along with the extra cash that Stephen had so generously given me. I could only look up at her knees within the kurti and see the top of her head from behind the laptop, but with her hot, sticky toes clutching and scrunching over my nose, I was absolutely where I belonged: beneath a beautiful Indian girl’s feet and excluded from all other matters. She counted the bills out, and my eyes widened as the total continued to rise and rise.

“There’s...like...four thousand here,” she said, and then the laptop was abruptly turned to the side so that Pooja could look down in my eyes. Her expression was filled with wonder as she taunted me, waving the handful of cash right in my face. “You managed to scrape up four-thousand dollars in a couple of hours? Have you totally been holding out on my sister?”

I squirmed beneath her feet, trying to formulate a response, but her toes only pressed harder against my face, muffling any attempt at speech. The pungent aroma filled my senses, making it difficult to focus on anything else. My eyes felt like they were literally rolling back in my head as the tangy, spice-laden stench of Pooja’s grimy toes completely held my nose captive. Along with her pretty kurti and the delicious caramel tone of her skin, I felt completely helpless to her Indian beauty.

“Oh, what’s wrong, foot wipe? You want to explain?” Pooja giggled mockingly. She lifted her foot slightly, allowing me to gasp for air.

“I...I didn't know how much was there,” I stammered, my voice hoarse; throat completely dried out from the effort of exhausting breaths. “Stephen just gave it to me, I swear. I didn’t even look.”

Pooja's eyes narrowed suspiciously. “That’s your ex-boyfriend, right? The guy who dumped you because you preferred my sister’s feet?” She snorted to herself, and then rolled her eyes, as if she couldn’t understand how someone could ever do something so foolish.

“Yes, he felt bad,” I whimpered.

“He felt bad?” Pooja asked in surprise. “He felt bad because you cheated on him with my sister’s sweaty toes? For real?” She slapped the bundle of bills against the cushion of the couch. “And he felt so bad that he just gave you this? Geez. Where can I date this guy? I’ll cheat on him every day if this is the reward.”

“He doesn’t know about any of that,” I pleaded. “He doesn’t know what I’ve been doing with your sister.”

“Awww,” Pooja cooed, and then she mockingly pouted her lips. “Is the fool still in love with the foot wipe?” She then grimaced and grunted with effort as she began to harshly grind and wipe her feet all over my face. “Doesn’t he realise this is all you’re good for?”

I too whimpered as my features were carelessly pressed from side to side, my skin being painfully stretched and twisted with each merciless wipe of her strong soles and toes.

“Do you think he’ll still love you if he knew you prefer being treated like this than dating him?” She sniggered, and then she grabbed her phone, and I widened my eyes in desperation as she obviously began recording my grimacing face as it was dominated under her pretty, brown toes. “Look at this, Stephen,” she said merrily while waving the bundle of cash in front of her phone. “Your beloved Poppy just gave me that cash you handed her. Why? So, I’d do this to her.” She threw the cash aside, and then leaned down so her phone captured my face being squished and contorted under the efforts of her grinding feet. Her toes cupped over my nose, and then she was waving her hand encouragingly. “Come on, foot wipe,” she said. “Show your ex-boyfriend how desperate you are to sniff Indian feet.”

“Pooja, please,” I whined, but that only caused her to grimace all the more intensely.

“That’s Princess Pooja, to you, foot wipe,” she said forcefully, and then her face disappeared from my view as her grimy soles completely engulfed me.

“Ugh,” I groaned as she wiped them mercilessly back and forth, smearing my skin with the remaining sweat and slickness that was still clinging to her flesh.

“You’re a foot wipe for Indian girls,” she said merrily while wiping her feet back and forth. “That’s all your white face is good for. Not for dating, but for being used as a foot wipe for every Indian girl around the world.” She then parted her toes, and I spied that she still had the phone pointed down to capture all of the action. “That’s what she’s going to do with your money, Stephen. She’s spending it on a trip to India so her face can gather up even more foot sweat.” She then kind of became overwhelmed with it all, cackling to herself while her arm dropped languidly at her side. “Wow. I can’t believe you just lay there and let me record you being used like this. Aren’t you even worried I’ll show someone?”

I felt a wave of shame and panic wash over me, but it was mixed with an undeniable thrill. My heart raced as I considered the implications of Pooja's question. Part of me wanted to jump up, grab the phone, and delete the evidence. But a stronger part kept me pinned beneath her feet, craving more of the humiliation. “I can't help it,” I whimpered, my voice muffled against her soles. “Please, Princess Pooja, I don’t know why, but I need this.”

“You need to be a foot wipe for Indian girls?”

“Yes,” I wailed, and I clamped my eyes closed in shame. “I need it so much.” I sniffled slightly at my disgrace. “I’ve needed it ever since I read that message on Arpita’s dating profile.” I opened my eyes and stared up at her. “The message that you wrote.”

She laughed in a cruel, jarring screech that rattled my ears. “Oh, you pathetic little foot wipe. You really are hopeless, aren't you?” Her toes wiggled and dug viciously into my cheeks as if they had every right to do so. “Well, if you're so desperate, why don't you beg me to post this video online? Let everyone see what a great wipe a white face makes for brown feet. Maybe it’ll trend in India and take off.” She cackled to herself. “Maybe Indian girls around the world will grab the nearest white girl and turn her face into a foot wipe too.”

My eyes widened as I imagined such a scenario playing over, and I couldn’t deny how intoxicatingly arousing it all was.

“Anyway,” Pooja said as she abruptly sat up straight, her face disappearing back behind the laptop. Her toes continued to clutch and scrunch absent-mindedly at various points of my face, openly communicating that she saw me as nothing more than her footstool. “My return flight is already booked, obviously,” she said. “But...I wonder if I can get an upgrade since you’ve given me so much to work with.” She clicked a couple of things on the computer, and then her whole body flinched excitedly. “Whaaat? I can totally upgrade to business for like $900. That’s so cheap. I’ve never flown business before.”

My face twitched beneath the weight of her feet as they dominatingly squashed my nose and lips flat. But, I felt somewhat content as the fleshiness of her warm soles sunk completely around my features, marking that Pooja was absolutely in control of proceedings while I was nothing but her foot wipe. As always, there was a calming measure of comfort in that, freeing me of all responsibility and expectations. The demand to be a daughter that would make my parents proud, or the pressure to be the graceful decoration on Stephen’s arm were no longer relevant. Instead, all that was demanded of me was to lay down and offer my pretty face up for Indian women to remove the sweat from their feet. It may have been humiliating, but honestly, being liberated from the weight of society’s judgement was welcome.

“Hmmm,” Pooja muttered while casually flexing and pressing her toes against my forehead while my face remained squashed into her moist soles. “Arpi will flip if I’m in business and she’s in economy though,” she mused with a snort, and then the sound of clicking taunted my ears again. She lifted one foot, and then dropped it without a second-thought. I gritted my teeth as the pain in my nose rose, but while Pooja continued to carelessly shift her weight around, I persevered through, committing myself to suffering so my Indian princess could be as comfortable as possible as she spent my money as she pleased. “Ouch,” Pooja said, while I was the one literally trembling from the effort of my muscles weakening. “It’s another $1900 for Arpi to fly business too.” She then hummed to herself while her toes fidgeted, dancing around my face until they found my nose and stuffed it into the sweaty groove beneath them. “That doesn’t leave a lot for you, does it, foot wipe? Hmmm. Only $900 to cover your return flight. Guess what that means?”

I opened my eyes and stared up at the ceiling as I breathed in the intoxicating, cheesy, yet somewhat spicy aroma of Pooja’s brown toes. The connotations were obvious, and I was filled with dread. Even as a foot wipe, what she was insinuating was a blunt confirmation of my lowered status: Pooja was going to stick me in economy while the two of them flew business. I’d never flown economy in my life. Stephen always booked business tickets whenever he whisked me away for a romantic weekend or extended vacation.

“Please,” I whimpered from beneath Pooja’s clammy feet; my squished lips struggling to move under the weight of her heels. “Don’t put me in economy.”

“Why not?” Pooja asked while peering around her laptop. “That’s exactly where a foot wipe like you belongs. Maybe they can wheel you up to business whenever someone’s feet get all sweaty.”

Even though that idea made me shiver, I was still focused on being stuck there in cattle class. “But...you told me to get money to cover my flight, not Arpita’s too, and not an upgrade for...” I trailed off while noting the way Pooja’s eyes had narrowed.

“Excuse me,” she said with a grimace, and she made sure to grasp my nose between her toes again. “You’ve been living off my sister the same way you were living off your foolish ex-boyfriend. It’s about time you paid your way and it’s only right my sister and I fly business while you languish in economy. We’re your princesses, after all, right? And you’re nothing but a foot wipe.” With that, she deliberately shunted her feet forward and completely immersed my face in her slimy scent, leaving me laying there in darkness and Pooja’s fleshy soles ground down hard and quietened my protests. “Shhh,” she said. “I don’t want to hear anything else from you, foot wipe.” She reached over for her purse, and then she was reading the number from her credit card.

I lay there in silence, my face completely engulfed by Pooja's sweaty feet as her caramel soles tamed and subdued me. The darkness and the overwhelming scent of her flesh consumed me, a stark reminder of my new place in life. As I struggled to breathe and almost choked on the cheesy stink, I could hear the faint sound of Pooja's fingers tapping away at her laptop keyboard, no doubt finalising the flight arrangements that would cement my humiliation.

“There,” she said triumphantly after a few minutes. “All booked. Business class for Arpi and me, and...” she paused, her toes wiggling against my face as if to emphasise her next words, “economy for the foot wipe. Exactly as it should be.” She stuffed all of the cash in her purse, apparently keeping whatever was left over for herself.

I felt a mixture of despair and resignation wash over me. I had allowed myself to fall so far. I’d allowed myself to be reduced to nothing more than a human footrest for these Indian princesses. The way I’d had to squirm and basically beg my mother for a handout, only for Pooja to spend it all on their own comfort. That hadn’t been the agreement when I’d been sent me off to raise funds.

“You have a problem with that?” Pooja asked, dipping her head around the laptop while she eased her feet from my eyes.

“It’s...it’s not fair,” I said. “I had to get that money from my mother and Stephen.” I’d been spoiled plenty in my life, and couldn’t really relate to earning it, but I could have done so much with that money. I mean, there was a couple of hundred dollars left over too. She could have at least let me keep that.

“I’m sure both Arpi and I will come back to economy to wipe our feet all over your face during the flight. Just imagine how hot it’ll be laying out in business with our feet all cosy under a blanket. Very sweaty for sure, and we’ll need our loyal economy foot wipe, right?”

Instantly, my entire body became warm and my nerve-endings lit up. Suddenly, being condemned to cattle class didn’t seem so bad. If anything, it added to my status as nothing more than a foot wipe for them. “Okay,” I whispered timidly.

“Good,” Pooja said with an emphatic nod, and then she buried my nose back into the groove beneath her toes as they wiggled with excitement. “So, quit your complaining.”

Right on cue, the lock clicked on the front door, and then Arpita shuffled through, wearing her usual scrubs after a long shift. She saw me laying out beneath her sister’s feet, and she rolled her eyes. “Pooj,” she said with a chuckle. “You’re relentless, you know that?”

“Well, it’s what she’s here for,” Pooja said with a giggle, marking each word with another smear of her slippery soles all over my cheeks. “I don’t get this all of the time like you, so I’m taking advantage while I can.”

“We’ll have to find you your own foot wipe,” Arpita said as she tossed her bag aside, and then she stretched and yawned while walking over towards the pair of us. “Make some room,” she said, and my face was already flushing as she eased her foot from her grimy flat in expectation.

“Fine,” Pooja said while pulling her feet away, and then she clumsily wiggled her toes into her nearby sandals and scooted aside on the couch.

I was basically granted a single breath of fresh air before Arpita’s toes were wiggling themselves in my direction. Whereas I should have been disgusted as I stared up at the nurse gunk clinging between them, the foot wipe within me was eager to cleanse that filth from her gorgeous, Indian feet.

As Arpita's toes descended towards my face, I couldn't help but inhale deeply, taking in the pungent, zingy aroma of her long day at work. Her feet were a stark contrast to Pooja's; where her sister's had been soft and pampered, Arpita's were almost greasy in their texture from hours of standing.

“Ahh, that's better,” she sighed as her foot made contact with my cheek; the ball sinking flat against my skin while her toes gripped near my cheekbone. She began to clench and relax them over and over, working out the tension in her tender digits. “This is just what I need after another intense shift.”

Pooja giggled from beside her. “See? And you’re complaining I use her too much?”

I felt my face burning with a mixture of shame and excitement as Arpita continued to press her grubby foot all over my cheek. Her toes found their way to my nose and gripped it possessively into the sweaty groove, teasing me with flashes of her yellow polish as the hypnotic scent left me feeling weak and vulnerable. I sighed, my arms limp at my side as another foot seamlessly pressed into my face without any consideration of my feelings.

“How do they smell my good little foot wipe?” Arpita teased as she playfully clutched her own nose. “They must be really funky after a day on the ward, huh?”

I nodded weakly, unable to form words as Arpita's foot continued its assault on my senses. The pungent aroma was overwhelming, a jarring mix of sweat and something distinctly Indian in its spicy zing. I felt myself slipping deeper into a trance-like state, my world narrowing to nothing but the sensations of her foot as it pressed and smeared its stench all over my helpless face.

“That’s it,” she said while peering down at me with a mischievous smirk. “Such a good foot wipe.”

“Oh, she loves it,” Pooja chimed in, her voice tinged with amusement. “Look at how her eyes are glazing over. I’ve just been wiping my stinking feet all over her face and she’s still not had enough.”

Arpita laughed with a rich, throaty jingle that sent shivers down my spine. Even though we’d grown closer, she still seemed to delight in routinely mocking and taunting me, just to constantly remind me of my place. “Is that right, little foot wipe? You can’t get enough of our foot sweat?” She looked over towards her sister. “Maybe we should let Amma use her after all.” She then glanced back down at me. “How does that sound, Poppy? Do you want to be the foot wipe of our Amma?” She didn't wait for an answer, instead, in a glaring display of boldness, she reached for the arm of the couch and then lifted up onto the foot pressed on my face.

“Ugh,” I groaned, as I felt as if my skull was about to pop under Arpita’s full weight. “Princess, please,” I whimpered, and there was already a tear forcefully squeezed from the corner of my eye.

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic,” she said. “I’m literally leaning on the couch. Don’t act like I’m fully standing on you.” She lifted up onto her flexed toes and they seemed to sink further into my cheek, narrowing the area of her weight into a narrow point.

“Ugh,” I groaned again, and then I clamped my eyes closed, braced for my jaw to break.

There was a clunk as Arpita wiggled the toes of her other foot and kicked off the flat. While my head was still pinned to the floor, she slid her other foot across my vulnerable, grimacing lips, effectively silencing any response I might have mustered. The taste was salty and slightly bitter, and she playfully eased her big toe between my lips while I felt as if my head was about to pop. “I’m just reminding you that you’re my foot wipe,” she said while glaring down at me. “Even if my spoiled sister has other ideas.”

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as Arpita's full weight pressed down on my face. The pressure was excruciating, and I struggled to breathe through my nose, which was now filled with the pungent scent of her foot sweat. Her toes wriggled between my lips, exploring my mouth with a possessive hunger.

“Wow,” Pooja chimed in, her voice tinged with amusement. “I think she likes it more than she's letting on.”

Arpita chuckled, with the vibrations traveling through her foot and into my skull. “Oh, I know she does. My little foot wipe here is just too proud to admit it.” She flexed her toe again, pushing it deeper into my mouth and completely muffling my wailing protests as I tasted nothing but stifling saltiness. “Aren't you, Poppy?” She then inexplicably pressed both hands onto the arm of the couch, before she briefly hopped up and down on her standing foot, hammering my head into the floor for absolutely no reason at all. Was it some kind of jealousy-fuelled display to show her sister who was really in charge?

I felt my consciousness fading, the pressure on my skull becoming unbearable. Just as I thought I might black out, Arpita suddenly leaned on the couch again and lifted her foot, allowing me to gasp for air. “Don't you dare pass out on me,” she teased, in a mixture of amusement and irritation.

I blinked rapidly, trying to clear the spots from my vision. While Arpita seemed lost in her own wonder, Pooja put the laptop aside, her pretty face scrunched with concern. “Arpi, don't you think that's enough? You might actually hurt her.” It was so odd to see Pooja as the one that was questioning things, as usually she was careless in her treatment of me.

Arpita rolled her eyes dramatically. “Oh, please. She can take it. Can't you, little foot wipe?” Before I could answer, Arpita's foot was back on my face, this time gentler, almost caressing as the couch bore the majority of her weight. “I’m not hurting you, am I, foot wipe? I’m just reminding you who owns you. Besides, I know you like enduring a little pain to show how much you love my feet.”

“What’s got into you?” Pooja asked with a raised eyebrow. “You’re not usually this rough. I thought the two of you were in some lesbian relationship or something now?”

“Cut it out,” Arpita said in a somewhat snarky way, clearly losing patience with her sister. She ground her foot down extra harshly, squashing my cheek in the process while she apparently took out her frustrations on my face.

“Fine,” Pooja said with a tut, and then her fingers tapped against the lid of the laptop. “Don’t you want to hear the good news?”

“What is it now?” Arpita replied with a huff, and then she teasingly traced her toe along the shape of my lips. Despite feeling like my head was about to implode, I forced my tongue between and wiggled the tip against her delectable brown skin. I sighed with satisfaction at the extra salty taste, and then my tongue became further animated in search of more of that addictive foot sweat that only a day of nursing could produce.

“Don’t be so moody,” Pooja said. “Your little foot wipe here pulled off a miracle today.”

“What’s that?” Arpita asked, and she immediately lightened the pressure on my face; retracting her toes and floating them an inch or so above. Whereas moments earlier I would have been relieved for the break, with the flavour of her sweat fresh on my tongue, I groaned with frustration as her gorgeous brown toes tantalisingly teased me.

“We’re going to India,” Pooja said merrily, and she stretched her feet forwards and clutched at my hair with her toes.

“How’s that?”

“Your foot wipe raised the funds.”

“Huh?”

“She really did a good job. She got her parents and her ex-boyfriend to fund a trip. There was even enough for me and you to fly business.” Pooja was brimming with excitement and unable to hold back. “Poor foot wipe is going to be back in economy though.”

“Really?” Arpita asked in surprise. “How has this happened?”

“Because she’s a gooooood foot wipe,” Pooja added with her own giggle. “You’re going to be a foot wipe for our Amma too, and it’s all sponsored by your parents and ex.”

Arpita stepped off my face completely, and then she cupped her knees while bending to look down at me. “Is this true, Poppy?” she asked. “You really want to be a foot wipe for our Amma so much that you got all of that money?”

“Yes,” I whispered, before moving my jaw around and easing away the pain.

“Wow,” Arpita said, and then she stood up and gawped at her sister. “I’ve never flown business before.”

“Me neither,” Pooja said, and then she rose and the pair of them danced around all giddy together, not a single thought expended towards me and my plight in economy.

***
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It was a plight indeed. Besides having to sit next to some overweight guy that was continually burping and hitting me with his elbows, I had to stare up the aisle and catch glimpses of them both chatting away in comfort, while giggling and playing around with all of the features of business class.
I shifted uncomfortably in my cramped economy seat, trying to ignore the pungent odour of my seatmate's burps as they progressed to farts. My eyes kept drifting up the aisle to where Pooja and Arpita lounged in their spacious business class pods, sipping champagne and giggling together. A flight attendant leaned over to refill their glasses, and I caught a glimpse of Pooja's perfectly pedicured toes as she wiggled them in delight. Arpita joined her, and they tapped their feet together in the middle of the aisle, before taking a selfie. They each turned back, looking towards the hell I was trapped in and wrinkling their faces in disgust.

A pang of jealousy mixed with desire shot through me. Part of me longed to be up there with them, enjoying the luxurious treatment to which I was accustomed. But a deeper part thrilled at my lowly position, knowing I had willingly put myself here to serve them. I imagined crawling on my hands and knees up the aisle, pressing my face to the soft carpet between their seats, begging for the privilege of massaging their tired feet after the long flight.

That fantasy didn’t last as he man next to me shifted, his elbow jabbing into my ribs. I winced and tried to make myself smaller, though, I couldn’t help but wonder if the temporary discomfort was nothing compared to what awaited me in India. I pictured Amma's feet, perhaps weathered and calloused from a lifetime of work, but still commanding absolute authority. My mouth watered at the thought of worshipfully cleaning between her toes with my tongue, inhaling her musky scent. It was exhilarating, but terrifying all at the same time.

“Anything to drink?” The flight attendant's voice snapped me out of my reverie.

“Just water, please,” I mumbled, face flushing. As she poured, I noticed her neat, practical nails. Even the flight attendant's hands were a step above mine now. I accepted my place at the very bottom of the hierarchy with a swirl of shame and elation. Maybe resigned to economy was where I belonged: a lowly foot wipe, existing only to serve and worship the feet of my betters. As I gazed up at the Indian sisters in their luxury and comfort, they were certainly demonstrating how they were so much better.

Much to my frustration, neither came back to visit, clearly distracted by the fun they were having. That made it all the more an ordeal to get through, as I craved being used as a foot wipe in some way, especially since I was having such a horrid flight. Even seeing their smug faces up front as they taunted me about being stuck in cattle class would have been welcome. It wasn’t realistic anyway, I mean, how could I serve as a foot wipe on a packed-full flight without anyone else seeing? Still, I closed my eyes through the discomfort and fantasised about such a fate. It was the only thing that was able to get me through the hours of hell.

***
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The train ride towards their home in Mumbai was a bustling, cramped, sweat-ridden nightmare, which made the previous flight seem like a dream. I constantly had people pushing up against me and I just wanted to jump off the moving train and straight into a shower. We’d even paid extra for the first-class carriage, though I couldn’t tell the difference. Arpita and Pooja took it all in their stride, whereas I found myself bunched up and cringing whenever someone else’s sweaty body pressed against me. Pretty much everyone was wearing sandals, and the two sisters’ feet, in their bright mint and yellow polish really stood out amongst the unpainted nails of the locals.
After way too long on the uncomfortable journey, we finally disembarked and took a tuk-tuk towards their home. I was quite taken aback by the busy streets, with so many people pushing and shoving their way along the sides of the dusty roads. The tuk-tuk weaved through the chaotic traffic, narrowly avoiding collisions with dented cars, motorcycles puffing out clouds of black smoke, and even a stray cow meandering across the road. It was like we’d entered a whole different planet. The chorus of horns and shouts from vendors filled the air, almost drowning out Arpita's excited chatter about the places we passed.

“Look, there's the best pani puri stand in all of Bombay,” she exclaimed, pointing to a small cart surrounded by a crowd of hungry customers. “We used to come here all of the time when we were younger.”

I nodded politely, still feeling overwhelmed by the sensory overload. The smells of spices, exhaust fumes, and body odour mingled in the humid air, making me long for the air-conditioned comfort of Arpita’s apartment back in USA. I wrinkled my nose while watching a young guy walk away with the food on a greasy tray. I rubbed my tummy, fearing that I would become the latest victim of the infamous Delhi Belly that always seemed to blight the travel adventures of those from abroad. Perhaps solely feasting upon Arpita and Pooja’s toe-jam was the safer option.

As we turned onto a slightly quieter street, Pooja leaned in close. “Don't worry, you'll get used to it,” she said with a knowing smile. “You’ll be settled right in soon. Right where you belong.”

I gulped, not fully appreciating what that meant, but there was something almost sinister in her tone.

“It’s not much further,” Arpita said reassuringly. “Our apartment is only a couple of blocks away.”

As we approached their apartment building, my anxiety began to mount as what lay ahead inched nearer. The tuk-tuk lurched to a stop, and I stumbled out onto the uneven pavement, my legs wobbly from the long journey. Arpita and Pooja gracefully stepped down, their sandaled feet landing delicately on the dirty ground. I couldn't help but notice how pristine their pedicures still looked, despite the dust that seemed to coat everything in the city.

We made our way up several flights of stairs, the sisters effortlessly gliding while I panted and struggled with our luggage. Neither offered a helping hand, with the tasks just assumed as my responsibility. Finally, as I was on the verge of exhaustion, we reached their floor, and Pooja unlocked the door with a flourish.

“Welcome to our humble abode,” she announced, while stepping inside, and then she began to call something out in Hindi.

The apartment was a stark contrast to the chaos outside, somewhat clean, modest, and blessedly cool. I breathed a sigh of relief as the air conditioning hit my skin. There wasn’t a lot of furniture, and nothing that resembled a couch. Instead, there was a kind of mattress pushed up against the wall with a blanket thrown over the top.

“First things first,” Arpita said, kicking off her sandals. “Shoes off at the door. It's tradition in our country.”

I complied, slipping off my flats and placing them neatly beside their sandals. The cool, simple concrete floor felt heavenly against my aching feet after the nightmare on the train, even if it left the feeling that the décor was unfinished.

“Now,” Arpita said with a mischievous glint in her eye. She looked around, before speaking in Hindi. When no response came, she shrugged and seemed comfortable to proceed. “It's time for you to properly greet us in our home, Poppy.”

My heart raced as I was reminded once again of my place. I hesitated, my mind reeling. Was I really going to just jump straight into my usual position? “Is your mother here?” I asked shyly. “She might see.”

Pooja stepped up alongside her older sister and wiggled her toes impatiently, the mint polish gleaming. “We're waiting,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Our Amma is not your concern, foot wipe.”

Obviously outnumbered, and apparently having no ally in Arpita, I swallowed hard, sinking to my knees. The concrete was hard against my legs as I leaned forward, my face inches from their feet. The scent of leather from their sandals mingled with the faint aroma of their natural sweat. I closed my eyes, trying to centre myself. This is why you’re here, I reminded myself. You came to India to be a foot wipe for Indian women. These are your princesses. You’re used to doing this. With a deep breath, I gave the top of Arpita’s gorgeous foot a loving kiss, then extended my tongue and lavished her big toe with a tentative lick. The salty taste of her skin mixed with the dust of Mumbai's streets, well, it was a most unique experience, and it was an intriguing sensation to pay homage to her feet while back in her homeland. I heard her sigh contentedly above me.

“Good girl, Poppy,” she crooned, and it was hard not to beam at her praise. “It’s so nice to bring my foot wipe with me back to India and have my feet kissed in the home we grew up in. If this isn’t evidence that I’ve made it and I’m living the American dream, then I don’t know what is.”

“My turn,” Pooja said. “This is my home too.” Her toes wiggled impatiently, and I turned my head to the side and gave her pinkie a quick peck. “What was that?” she sneered. “Really get down and give them a smooch, foot wipe. I want to see some appreciation for me making this happen.” She scoffed. “If it wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t be here in India with us. This is like a dream come true for a foot wipe like you, so show me how grateful you are.”

“Sorry, Pooja,” I said, and I dipped my head back around and began pathetically plastering slobbering kisses all over the tops of her pretty toes. “Thank you for bringing me here,” I said. “It’s so wonderful to visit your country.” While I pecked along each of her prettily mint painted toenails, I widened my eyes, recalling how every previous country I’d visited I’d swayed my way into a fancy, all inclusive resort. No more it seemed, and instead I was straight down on my knees and kissing feet.

As I continued to affectionately kiss their feet, alternating between the sisters, I felt a strange sense of calm wash over me, as if everything was completely out of my control. The erratic bustle of the city, the stress of the economy-class travel: it all melted away. My world narrowed to the soft skin beneath my lips and the quiet moans of approval from above.

“Isn’t she such a good girl?” Arpita mused.

“She is,” Pooja answered. “I really need to get one for myself. Do you think there’s a tourist or something here I can claim as my foot wipe?”

They giggled together, but then Arpita rapidly snatched her foot from beneath my lips and pivoted in a fluster. “Amma,” she said as a diminutive figure waltzed into the doorway.

In a similar flustered scramble, I hurriedly clambered up to my knees. However, I froze as the figure stepped closer, and I was caught still down on one knee.

Amma was a petite woman, a full head of height shorter than her daughters, yet her presence was undeniable in its intimidating nature. Both Arpita and Pooja, girls that I revered and looked up to so much, dipped their heads in reverence of their mother’s authority.

Amma dropped a bag of groceries against the floor with a thud, and then shuffled forwards with her arms crossed. Her dark hair was mostly hidden behind a loose veil that clung to her shoulders. Her entire outfit was more like a silk saree that she’d lazily put on, no doubt designed to keep her comfortable in the humid air. Her toes peeked from beneath the baggy hem of her dress, and I couldn’t help lingering my eyes for a second over her maroon-painted nails, possibly because of the intricate patterns of fading henna that meandered along the brown skin of her toes. Just like Arpita, she wore toe rings, one on each of her second toes.

When I finally raised my eyes, Amma was bearing an inquisitive look which caused the leathery-like surface of her forehead to wrinkle. She dropped her eyes down, before wiggling her toes backwards until they disappeared behind the fraying edge of her saree. Pooja and Arpita shared a knowing glance as their mother’s eyes lingered on me in my submissive pose.

Amma flicked a hand towards me and said something in Hindi, and Arpita’s head popped up as the pair of them began to chat. I remained sort of kneeling there awkwardly, knowing that I should rise fully to my feet but feeling like I’d be making a mistake in doing so. I was completely out of place as they conversed beyond my comprehension. Though I couldn’t understand what they were saying, whenever Amma spoke, her tone always came across as harsh and impatient, as if my mere presence was nothing but a bother. Eventually, she shrugged, and she stepped away towards the kitchen.

Pooja scooped up the bag of groceries and followed her mother, while Arpita seemed to let out a relieved deep breath. “Take a seat,” she said while gesturing towards the mattress in the corner of the room. A few pillows were thrown along the edge of the wall, and it hardly seemed comfortable. With the way it was positioned opposite a television on the wall, it appeared to be how they relaxed.

I tentatively moved over and sat down, with my knees pressed together while I placed as little of my body on the surface as possible.

Pooja came back and scoffed at my feeble posture. “You look as if you’re worried you’ll catch something,” she said. “That’s rich coming from a foot wipe.”

Arpita too scrunched her face with disapproval. “What’s wrong, foot wipe?” she asked. “Do you think our home is unclean or something?”

My cheeks reddened further as I looked towards the kitchen. I wasn’t sure their mother even understood English, but still, they were being so lackadaisical about referring to me as their foot wipe. I shifted uncomfortably, trying to find the right words. “No, no, of course not,” I stammered. “I just...I'm not used to sitting on stuff like this, that's all.”

Pooja rolled her eyes. “Well, you seem to have no problem laying on the floor while we wipe our sweaty feet all over your face. Now you’re suddenly acting like you’re too good for our home?”

Arpita nudged her sister. “Don't be so hard,” she said, but there was no real admonishment in her tone. She turned back to me. “This is just how we do things over here. We all like to sit together on the floor, especially when we eat our food.”

“A foot wipe acting like she’s too good for this,” Pooja said with a snort.

I winced at the term again, my face burning. I opened my mouth to speak and defend myself, but before I could, Amma's voice rang out from the kitchen, sharp and commanding.

Arpita's head snapped towards the sound. “Coming, Amma,” she called before briskly stepping towards the kitchen, her pretty bare toes slapping against the floor with each skip.

Pooja was looking at me in thought, and then she scratched her chin. “Amma is going to be so confused,” she finally said with a smirk. “Are you ready to be a foot wipe for another pair of Indian feet?”

“Please,” I whispered, my voice catching in my throat. “I’ve only just arrived here. I haven’t even properly met her. Can we just try and keep this all normal?”

Pooja licked her lips, and then the smirk reappeared as she shook her head. “No, that doesn’t sound right.” She cocked her head. “You’re our foot wipe, right? So, why would we treat you like anything other than a foot wipe.” She moved one of her feet towards me and flexed her mint-painted toes against the floor. Her heel raised, and then her foot twisted from side to side. “You’re not a normal person,” she said with a chuckle. “You’re a foot wipe for my sister and I, and you’re going to be a foot wipe for our mother too. She was hesitant about allowing Arpi to go to America, so it’s only right that we reassure her of how well things are working out in your country.” I was still squirming when she stepped up towards me and lightly placed her fingertip beneath my chin. She eased my head up so I was forced to stare into her brown eyes; their determination unwavering. “What are you?”

“I’m your foot wipe,” I whispered while feeling completely helpless. “I’m Princess Arpita’s foot wipe, and I’m your foot wipe too.”

“And?” Pooja asked while waving her hand encouragingly. “You’re going to be a foot wipe for our mother too, aren’t you? We both noticed you eyeing up her feet already. I bet you can’t wait to get your face under her sweaty soles.”

My body was tingling all over while those intrusive thoughts came to life. Despite feeling embarrassed, I couldn’t shake the image of Amma’s dark-painted toes and the lines of her henna tattoo. Her mature soles were probably fleshy with plenty of wrinkles, and I shivered while imagining how they’d feel while pressing into my face.

“Come on,” Pooja said while winking at me playfully.

“I...I...” I stammered, unable to form coherent words as the reality of my situation sank in. Pooja's smirk widened, her eyes glinting with amusement at my discomfort.

“Go on,” she coaxed, her fingertip still under my chin. “Say it. You know you want to. You know you got that money from your parents and ex, just so you could fly all the way across the world and offer your face to our mother’s feet.”

I swallowed hard, my cheeks burning with shame and something else I couldn't quite name. It felt like my tummy was doing flips as the eroticism of my fate overwhelmed me. “I'm...I'm going to be a foot wipe for your mother too,” I finally whispered, the words barely audible. “I flew all of his way just so she could wipe the sweat from her feet all over my face.”

Pooja dropped her finger and clapped her hands together, laughing as she almost doubled over from the amusement. “Get down on the floor ready,” she said while kicking the edge of the mattress with her toes. “I want your face offered for Amma.”

“I...I can’t just lay on the floor,” I said with wide eyes, my tummy squirming from their mother walking in and seeing such a thing. It was bad enough that she’d almost caught me kissing their feet.

“Yes, you can,” Pooja said. “Just lay down and offer your face up.” She nodded her head emphatically. “It’s going to happen,” she said. “There’s no fighting it. Soon, you’ll be our mother’s foot wipe too. All you need to do is lay down. Nothing else is needed from you.”

“But shouldn’t we ask Arpita?”

Pooja rolled her eyes. “You’ll do as I say as much as my sister.” She scrunched up her lips. “You’re my foot wipe too.”

Again, my tummy flipped as I squirmed all over. My legs trembled as I slowly lowered myself to the floor, my heart pounding in my chest. I laid back, staring up at the ceiling, acutely aware of how vulnerable and exposed I felt. The top of my head pressed against the edge of the mattress, and then Pooja's shadow loomed over me, her satisfied smirk visible from the corner of my eye.

“That's it,” she said with a delighted nod. “Just like that. Face up, ready to serve our Amma’s feet. I want a real demonstration of American culture.”

I heard footsteps approaching from down the kitchen, and my breath caught in my throat. The door creaked open, and I saw Pooja straighten up, however, she then huffed as Arpita stepped into the room while holding a tray.

“What’s going on?” the older sister asked, peering around the teapot and glasses. “Why’s she laying on the floor?”

“Foot wipe is already eager to be of use,” Pooja said with a snigger. “I couldn’t stop her. She’s so excited to be Amma’s foot wipe.”

“Pooj,” Arpita said while stamping her foot and almost spilling the tea. “This is way too fast. We were supposed to take this slowly.”

“Look at her,” Pooja said with a shrug towards me. “The foot wipe couldn’t wait to get Amma’s feet all over her face. She wants her role to be understood right from the start.”

Arpita dipped her head to the side and seemed most bemused at my impatience and enthusiasm. Likely, she’d figured she was going to have to ease the proceedings, but her mischievous younger sister had rapidly moved things along. Her lips parted, and it was obvious she still had misgivings, but then before she could say anything further, her mother stepped out of the kitchen.

“I’ll handle this,” Pooja said, and just as Amma was about to say something about me being on the floor, the younger sister whisked her back in the kitchen while saying something in Hindi.

Arpita settled the tray down on a small table in the centre of the room, and then she slowly poured out a couple of glasses of tea. “I know my sister is pushing this,” she said without losing concentration. “You can sit up. We don’t have to do this right now. We’ll take it slowly.” She placed the tea pot down, and then turned to smile at me. “We’ll handle it in a gentle way, because if we get it right, perhaps Amma will understand and be accepting of the lifestyle I’ve chosen.” She then wrinkled her forehead. “Knowing my sister, she’ll probably ruin everything.”

I was still laying down on the mattress, completely overwhelmed by everything. I wanted to sit up, just as Arpita suggested, but I already felt sort of paralysed by the growing pressure and the impending meeting with Amma. I mean, it just wasn’t a normal circumstance to meet someone, was it? It was way more intense than when Pooja had arrived, because Amma wasn’t young and modern in her thinking. Amma wasn’t the one that had written the stupid message that had started all of this.

Arpita nudged me in the side. “Come on, Poppy,” she said. “Stop sulking and get up. I want to show you the city this afternoon. We can get to all of this foot wipe stuff with Amma later.” She then huffed, before affectionately pinching my cheek. “Honestly, it’s probably healthy to have a day off, wouldn’t you say?”

I flicked my eyes to her, and that honestly sounded like a relief. Yes, I loved being her foot wipe, but it could become a bit much at times, especially with Pooja around. It was basically consuming my entire identity and my whole life pretty much revolved around feet. I was obsessed with those gorgeous, brown peds of hers, but Arpita was lovely in herself, and it would honestly be refreshing to just explore India together, hanging out as two friends and away from all of the seedy submission stuff. Perhaps we could even make it romantic in some way.

“I’d like that,” I said, and I was just about to lift up onto my elbows when Pooja led a very confused looking Amma back into the room. The older woman’s eyes immediately zoned in on me laying on the mattress, and my muscles seemed to lock up before I could fully sit. I flopped back down, head bouncing on the edge of the mattress, and Pooja smirked and whispered something in Hindi.

I couldn't bring myself to look directly at Amma again from my humbled position on the floor, but I saw her feet come into view as her fleshy soles slapped against the concrete with each step. Despite knowing I shouldn’t, I wasn’t able to peel my eyes away from her maroon nails as her toes clutched the floor. I licked my lips, and then closed my eyes, braced for the inevitability of what was about to come. Even though Arpita had reassured me, it was as if my fate was set in stone.

Suddenly, the sound of unintelligible Hindi rang out as Amma likely commented on me laying out on the floor, a most baffling sight for a woman of her stature.

Pooja's laughter quickly filled the room too, mixing with Arpita's hushed attempts to calm things down with her increasingly confused mother. I remained motionless, my heart pounding in my chest as I awaited Amma's reaction. The rapid-fire Hindi continued, and though I couldn't understand the words, the tone shifted from confusion to something resembling amusement, with Amma sneering and spluttering in disbelief as she refused to entertain the mischief of her youngest daughter, while the eldest stumbled in steering the conversation elsewhere.

“Pooj, stop it,” Arpita eventually said. “It’s too soon.”

“She’s ready,” Pooja argued back. “Look at her.”

“It’s not your decision,” Arpita said, and I almost detected a saddened whine in her voice, as if she knew she should have the authority but her sister’s bratty ways were winning out again.

“Amma,” Pooja said, and then what followed was a few words in Hindi. I knew not of their context, only the firm, commanding confidence with which Pooja spoke them. Whatever their meaning, Amma squinted down at me, and then I shivered as she stepped closer.

Then, silence fell upon the room. I felt her presence looming over me, and I dared to keep my eyes open just a crack. Through the narrow slit, I spied Amma’s mature, brown face staring down at me with curiosity. She appeared to be analysing the scene entirely, and her eyes shifted between myself and her two daughters, as if she was hesitant of stumbling into some practical joke to which she didn’t understand. After a final snarl, she shrugged towards Arpita and muttered something in Hindi.

Before the older girl could respond, Pooja sprung forth, placing a reassuring hand on her mother’s shoulder and whispering a load of things that I’m sure revolved around demeaning me in some way. Eventually, she switched to English while looking me in the eye. “We’ve told Poppy all about how it’s common in India to kneel to your parents and touch their feet to receive blessings. In her culture, it’s common to, uh...” she trailed off while looking towards her sister for assistance, however, Arpita looked frustrated and annoyed more than anything. “Touch cheeks together,” Pooja finally added. “They kind of touch cheeks while pretending to give a kiss.”

“Pooj...” Arpita whispered through gritted teeth.

“So, Poppy wanted to experience our culture while sharing a piece of her own, and she figured that this was a fair compromise,” Pooja said, ignoring the protests of her sister. “So, you can just press your foot against her cheek to give your blessings, Amma. It’ll be like India meeting the West.”

Amma narrowed her eyes and was obviously unconvinced by the nonsense she was being fed. The black dot at the centre of her forehead momentarily disappeared amongst her wrinkles. Her face scrunched up in distaste, and then she muttered a load of hot-tempered Hindi, clearly unamused by the shenanigans of her daughter. Finally, her eyes dropped to me as she waited for me to show some backbone and get up from the floor. However, as our eyes momentarily met, I rapidly averted mine, dropping them submissively as my pale cheeks took on a warm tinge and fully communicated my consent in it all.

Amma muttered something else in Hindi, and suddenly, her expression was less annoyed and leaned closer to curiosity. She still appeared unconvinced, but then, she seemed to roll her eyes, silencing the doubts that continued to prickle her. She crouched slightly, gripping her saree around the knee area, before she stood up and allowed one foot to lift from the floor and poke out towards me. Throughout, she was muttering to herself in Hindi, almost as if a distraction while she got the odd greeting out of the way.

My eyes opened wider as Amma's foot hovered directly in front of my face, her toes wiggling slightly as if in anticipation. She seemed to be hesitating, waiting for me to roll away and reveal that it was all a joke at her expense. However, I was simply staring straight up at her fleshy, leathery sole. Her wrinkles were deep and pronounced and I was transfixed, tingling all over as I awaited the sensation of yet another foot cleansing itself of sweat all over my face. I could see that her skin was rather rough in some patches, especially the ball of her foot, right beneath her pinkie toe. I heard her clear her throat, and then she spoke, “Are my daughters telling the truth?” Her accented English, tinged with curiosity and a hint of disbelief, took me by surprise. With raised eyebrows, arched either side of the black dot at the centre of her forehead, she pressed, “Is this how you wish to receive my blessings? This is your custom?”

Due to her age, I’d expected her to have little command of English, and I instantly felt somewhat guilty about pre-judging her. On top of that, there was some kind of natural authority in her tone, perhaps from the way her words sounded in her accent. As a result, my skin tingled under the pressure of her expectation. At that moment, despite the weirdness, I wanted the attractive, older woman’s foot all over my face. “Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered, an evident tremble in my croaky voice, and with that, I clamped my eyes closed, braced for what needed to happen. There was a heightened foreboding angst as a woman, well, a stranger of Amma’s age was about to use me as her foot wipe mere moments after we’d met. We hadn’t even been properly introduced, and she’d been on the verge of offering me tea, and yet, there I was, instead offering my face as a place to wipe her foot.

Amma huffed, and then, my body became rigid as her mature toes lightly pressed against my cheek. “I give you my blessings,” she said, somewhat haughtily. “Welcome to India, and welcome to our home.” I shivered all over as she slightly lost her balance; her toes digging painfully into my flesh. I opened my eyes, and Amma grimaced down at me while steadying herself.

Pooja whispered something, and suddenly, Amma’s head turned to the side; her eyes wide in disbelief. However, when Arpita remained silent, apparently as paralysed as I was by the speed of things, Amma’s face twisted and peered back down at me. She raised one eyebrow, and then, while I just lay there and allowed it to happen, she moved her toes to my forehead, flexing them against my skull while I peered up the curve of her arch. The pose only lasted a second, before she lazily dragged her slippery foot all the way down the length of my face. My nostrils flared, eagerly inhaling a gulp of her tangy foot stench as her toes slid off my nose and bounced against my lips. A notable shiver rippled down the length of my body; her musk tired and aged. Her toes remained perched on the tip of my chin, and then she swiftly dropped her foot back to the floor. “I give you my blessings,” she said again, and she was just about to turn away, clearly thankful for an end to the oddness, before Pooja once again interjected in rapid Hindi.

Amma glanced back down towards me and once again seemed unconvinced, however, her reluctance appeared far easier to talk down on the second occasion; her hesitance apparently calmed by my motionless and unresisting form. She gripped her saree once more, slightly lifting it from the floor, and then, while I remained laid out on the floor, her other bare sole descended towards my face.

“That’s it,” Pooja said while she looked on fascinated, biting her lip with keen interest. “Wipe it all over her face, Amma.” There was a sparkle in her eye, and her mother stared at her in confusion. However, when I made no moves to intervene or escape, Amma seemed to humour her daughter’s words. I felt the rough, calloused sole of Amma's other foot press against my cheek, dragging slowly across my face. The pungent odour intensified, a mix of sweat and spices that made my head swim. I remained perfectly still, hardly daring to breathe as Amma's foot explored my features.

“Like this?” Amma asked, her tone a blend of confusion and amusement. She ground her heel into my chin, then slid her toes up to my forehead. “This is absurd. What kind of culture has this as a custom?” She squinted down at me. “Am I on the receiving end of a childish joke?”

“No, it’s perfect,” Pooja encouraged. “Show her what it means to blessed by an Indian matriarch, Amma.”

Arpita shook in place, clearly bemused by the spectacle. I caught a glimpse of her face, eyes wide with fascination. It was like she couldn’t believe that Amma was actually doing such a thing, and so soon after my arrival.

Emboldened by her daughters' approval, Amma became more forceful. She planted her foot roughly on my face. “Just like this?” she asked. The pressure increased as Amma leaned her weight onto me, her toes curling over my nose. I could feel every callus, every crack in her weathered sole against my skin. The scent of her sweat was overwhelming and seemed to seep into my very pores.

“Look how she trembles,” Pooja observed, her voice thick with satisfaction. “She understands the honour being bestowed upon her. I’m sure she feels suitability blessed.”

I did tremble, though whether from fear, excitement, or some confused mixture of both, I couldn't say. My heart raced, and I felt a bead of sweat trickle down my temple.

Pooja stepped towards Arpita and rested a hand on her shoulder. “Isn’t she doing well?”

Arpita’s head shook and her eyes focused, as if she was knocked from whatever paralysis had overcome her. “She is a good girl,” she said, her accent thick and genuine. “She’s always so obedient, so respectful.” She darted her eyes to her mother, and then seemed to become emboldened by how well the older woman was responding to everything. “She’ll just lay there and allow you to rub your foot all over her face, Amma. She...she likes it.”

Amma chuckled, and at that moment, it was almost like she was becoming childishly invested in the ridiculousness of it all. “But...why?” she asked while looking at her daughters in fascination. “Why is she down there and allowing this to happen?” She flicked her eyes to Pooja. “You may think of me as old fashioned, but I am not stupid. Obviously, I know there’s more to this than just blessings.” The ball of her foot pressed lightly against my nose, somewhat squashing it down to the side and causing me to groan with discomfort. “Spit it out girls,” she said. “What’s going on here?” She shifted her foot slightly, squishing my nose down to the other side while she peered down. “Why is she so accepting of this?” She then somewhat glared. “Why have you brought this girl to our home? Is this a taste of the delinquency occurring over there? Are you tricking your mother into participating in something untoward?”

Pooja and Arpita exchanged glances, as a silent understanding passed between them. Obviously, they’d underestimated how truly intuitive the older woman was. Finally, Pooja, ever the bolder of the two, cleared her throat. “Well, Amma,” she began, her voice low and less confident. “Poppy here has, how to put it, special interests. She approached Arpi desperate to be at her feet. She apparently finds great pleasure in making Indian women feel welcome in her country.” Her eyes then kind of widened as a spark of creativity came to her. “I think she’s one of those liberals. She’s pro-immigration and really into righting the wrongs of history.”

Amma's foot shifted again, pressing down on my forehead. I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment at Pooja's words, but I couldn't deny the arousal in them as I was painted as some kind of civil-rights activist. “Is that so?” Amma mused, her toes wiggling against my skin. “Well, her people certainly have much to atone for.” She looked over at Arpita, who had remained somewhat shy with everything being fully revealed. “And you have been indulging her in this?” She then scowled somewhat. “I knew it was a mistake allowing you to go that awful country and become corrupted by their degeneracy.”

Arpita stepped slightly closer, the tension obvious in her posture. “Oh, Amma. It’s not at all like that.” She flicked her eyes to Pooja, who bit her tongue knowingly as Arpita’s brown cheeks reddened slightly. She cupped her hands at her navel and seemed almost vulnerable while facing Amma’s authority and judgement. “I wouldn’t do anything to bring shame to our family, Amma.” She then nodded her head. “I assure you, no one outside of this room knows anything about any of this.”

I wanted to protest against my part in it all, to say that I didn't beg, that I’d actually been seduced by Arpita’s dating profile and that my descent to becoming her foot wipe had been beyond my control. My curiosity had been provoked and I’d been lured down to her feet, almost as if I’d been brainwashed by her sweaty soles and I’d never stood a chance. However, with Amma’s mature foot still pressed against my face, any protests seemed useless.

“The only one being shamed is her,” Pooja said cattily as she watched her mother’s sweaty foot still press all over my embarrassed face. “If anything, Arpi has really empowered herself, Amma. She went to their country and now she does this to one of their girls.” Pooja snorted, while Arpita was still somewhat blushing. “Arpita is speaking up for every Indian that has been mistreated. She’s righting the balance of history.”

Amma pursed her lips, and her eyes rolled up in thought as if she was actually considering Pooja’s point and weighing up the argument. I continued to cringe and wallow in my shame as her foot remained pressed on my face. “Well,” Amma said after a long pause, her foot still firmly planted on my cheek. “I suppose there is some merit to what you say, Pooja.” She looked down at me, her expression a mixture of disdain and curiosity. “And this one is comfortable being treated this way?” She flexed and scrunched her toes all over my nose, marvelling at the fact she was allowed to do so freely without any resistance for my part. Instead, I just accepted that her grubby, stinky, mature toes had every right to position themselves on my face, and I breathed in their intoxicating, spicy stench. “It is quite odd that she does not resist. Perhaps it does align with a belief that she’s amending for the past sins of her race.” She then tutted. “It is perplexing she was in such haste, however.”

I still wanted to speak up, to explain my part in everything, but Amma's foot pressed down harder, effectively silencing me. Instead, Arpita stepped forward, her voice soft but steady. “It's...it's what she wants, Amma.” She looked down at me despondently. “I mean, look at her. She’s not trying to move away, is she? She enjoys every second of it. She knows her place is beneath an Indian woman’s foot. She respects our country so much. That is why she wanted to come and meet you. Poppy wanted to demonstrate that I’m welcome over there, and that...well—she broke into a giggle as the usual Arpita returned—“I’ve landed on my feet.” She looked down at my face, squashed beneath her mother’s foot. “She wanted you to know that you have absolutely nothing to worry about. I’m making a success of myself in her country.”

“She can’t help that this is how she was raised, Amma,” Pooja interrupted, and then, her eyes narrowed and became somewhat sinister. “Like you said. They’re all degenerates over there. Well, this is the proof. We may as well benefit from their degeneracy, right? It makes sense that we show how Indian women are so much better and would never allow ourselves to be treated in such a way. It was actually her idea to visit here. She wanted to show you the same respect that she shows Arpita, because you’re our mother.”

Amma’s forehead wrinkled, while her overall expression softened from its harshness, as if she was being swayed by everything she was hearing and witnessing first hand. Her toes curled against my skin as she considered it all. “Hmm, and you say this brings no shame to our family? No one else is aware?”

“No, Amma,” Arpita insisted. “I’m literally living the American dream. I live over there, have my own apartment, a good job, and I get to rub my feet all over her face while I unwind after a long shift. You can’t imagine how good that feels while being an immigrant from India. After everything our country has been through, things that have made life difficult for you, Amma, well, this almost feels like justice.”

Amma's lips curled into a small, amused smile. “I suppose I can imagine it quite well now,” she said, her foot still firmly planted on my face. “I always knew you would make a success of yourself, despite my honest worries, but this is way beyond anything I expected. I was confident in you, dear daughter, but it was their people that troubled me. How they would accept you and allow you to reach your full potential.” She wiggled her toes, sending another wave of her mature, pungent odour into my nostrils. “It appears my hesitations may have been unnecessary. Perhaps it is truly the land of opportunity. Is this behaviour common in America?”

Pooja nodded eagerly. “Oh yes, Amma. Many white women there dream of serving Indian women like this. It's a sign of how much times have changed and they admire our culture.” I rolled my eyes to Pooja as she seemed to take things too far. “This one even begged her parents to pay for her flight so she could come here and be your foot wipe.”

“My...foot wipe?” Amma asked with a raised eyebrow. “Whatever does this mean?” She pursed her lips. “I’m proficient in English but I’ve never before heard such an odd term.”

I felt a further twinge of shame as that term, which constantly hung around my neck like some weight, was floated out as if it were completely normal. but I couldn't deny the surge of excitement coursing through me. Amma's foot felt so right on my face, as if it belonged there.

Pooja grinned, clearly relishing the opportunity to explain. “It means exactly what it sounds like, Amma. She's here to clean your feet with her face. To be your living, breathing foot mat. For years, her people thought they were superior because of their pale skin. Well, no more. Consider that belief while rubbing your brown feet all over it.”

Amma's eyes widened in surprise, then narrowed as she considered the new information. She pressed her foot down harder, grinding it against my cheek. “Is this true?" she demanded, her voice a mix of curiosity and scepticism. “You wish to be my toe rag?”

Arpita chewed her lip, before glaring at her sister. She breathed deeply, trying to calm herself while her frazzled brain tried to think up a suitable explanation for her mother. Pooja, in her enthusiasm and continuous care-free attitude had blown things completely open and pushed it to an unbelievable level. I’d figured my first week would be spent quietly keeping out of their way while they caught up and did family things. I hadn’t expected to find myself with their mother’s feet all over my face within minutes of passing through the door.

Amma continued to press her foot into my cheek, and then, while clumsily shifting it around, my nose lodged right into the sweaty, stinking crevice between her biggest and second toe. At that moment, I stared up her saree, resting against her ankle, which led right up to her firm and determined face. She appeared as such a marvellous representation of her culture, and due to her maturity, I felt absolutely like I deserved to be her foot wipe, or toe rag, whichever she preferred. The tension of it all shook me, and beyond my control, the most pleasurable of moans escaped my lips while they were squashed under the firm ball of her foot. At that moment, Amma suddenly scowled and slightly retracted her foot. “Despite your reassurances, this seems like an unacceptable relationship between two females with the way she is moaning.” She raised an eyebrow. “Are my suspicions warranted?” Her eyes danced between Arpita and I. “Is there more to this than you’re sharing?”

Arpita calmed herself with a deep breath. “Amma. There is nothing untoward.” She lurched her eyes to her sister, and then chewed her lip, urging Pooja to remain quiet about the true nature of our relationship. “Think of Poppy more as a pet, not a partner.” She looked over at me with absolute compassion written all over her beautiful face. “My foot wipe is a gentle, sensitive soul. She’s still coming to grips with why she needs this so much. I don’t want to push her too hard, but I’m impressed by the effort she puts into making me feel welcome in her country. She’s really made the transition a lot easier for me.”

“But what are you gaining from this irregular relationship? Your sister has informed me that this girl is living with you rent free and contributing nothing to your household.” Arpita immediately glared towards her sister, who only pursed her lips with amusement. “From the outside, it may appear to others that you share a romantic relationship, which you know will bring shame to our family.”

Arpita was resisting the urge to roll her eyes so much that she grimaced with discomfort. “Amma, we’re not living in the dark ages anymore. You could at least try and modernise your outlook.”

Amma’s face recoiled, and she appeared to be mortally offended. “I knew it was a mistake allowing you to go over there. You’re already showing disrespect towards your mother.”

“Amma,” Arpita said as she shook her head. “I am not disrespecting you, and you did not allow me to go to the States. That was my decision to improve my life.”

“What’s wrong with your life here?” Amma said. “You make it sound like you’re ashamed of where you were born and raised.” She said something further in Hindi and appeared most annoyed by her eldest daughter’s words.

Arpita stepped closer and gently clasped her mother’s hands. “Of course, I’m not ashamed. I’m immensely proud of being Indian, Amma.”

Amma's expression softened slightly, but the tension in her shoulders remained. She glanced down at me, still laying silently by the mattress, before turning back to her daughter. “Then why do you insist on bringing these unusual practices into our home? This girl does not belong here. I have not seen you in some time, and then you arrive and force this on me?” She gestured towards me and I felt completely dehumanised.

“Obviously, I had planned to ease you into it and explain completely Amma,” Arpita said with a frown. “It was Pooja that simply couldn’t keep her mouth shut.”

“Do not chastise your sister for being honest,” Amma said. “Sometimes I wish you shared her transparency. You seem more concerned with shaming our home.”

Pooja looked all smug, but for once, she remained quiet.

Arpita sighed, releasing her mother's hands. “Amma, please try to understand. This isn't about shame or disrespect. It's about my own personal growth and exploration. Poppy helps me in ways you might not comprehend, but that doesn't make it wrong."

I shifted uncomfortably, feeling the weight of their gazes along with Amma’s toes lightly touching the side of my face. Despite her apparent disapproval, I still found myself laying at her feet. Arpita had warned that her mother might not understand our arrangement, but I hadn't expected to be at the centre of such an intense confrontation. I looked towards the front door and it almost felt appropriate for me to crawl out and leave them to it.

“And what of your future?” Amma continued. “What do your neighbours think of this living arrangement? Are you outcasts within the local community?”

Arpita bit her lip. “Amma, America is very different. There isn’t the same meddling in everyone’s business. People just keep to themselves. What goes on in one home really isn’t of interest to everyone else. People are just too busy working and living their lives.” She then sighed. “If anything, I thought you’d be proud of me.”

Amma raised an eyebrow, and then she outwardly sneered down towards me. I flinched as she casually kicked me in the shoulder. “Why would I be proud of you partaking in this?”

Arpita seemed poised to speak, but instead, she bit her tongue and folded her arms over her chest. She toed the floor with her big toe as she considered her words carefully. Her eyes momentarily flicked towards Pooja, who seemed devilishly amused by all of the mischief she’d instigated. Arpita quietly fumed, inwardly cursing her disruptive sister, before finally, she sighed and stepped closer to me. “Imagine this, Amma,” she said in a soft tone, and she took her mother’s hand and encouraged her a couple of steps away from me. “Imagine you’re in my situation. You’re a brown-skinned Indian girl that has moved to a Western country as the career you’ve chosen pays more over there. You feel alone and away from everything you’re familiar with. You don’t fit in with the locals and feel that you’re judged for being foreign. You work hard, and you’re exhausted, but you come home to an empty apartment every day, and only have time to sleep, before going to work all over again.”

Amma grimaced, and then shrugged. “Well, that was your own choice being a nurse. I told you to put more effort in and become a lawyer or a doctor instead.”

Arpita couldn’t resist rolling her eyes, though luckily, Amma was too busy snarling down towards me to notice. “That isn’t the point, Amma,” Arpita said. “The point is: imagine feeling like you were judged and looked down upon by the local girls while all you’re trying to do is work hard and make something of yourself. Imagine having to deal with racist, old patients that feel bold enough to say whatever they like. Imagine after all of that, you come home tired and sweaty, having experienced yet more xenophobia, and in your frustration, you’re able to do this.” With that, she stepped towards me, and without any hesitation, Arpita lifted her foot and slapped it straight on my face. My nose snuggly slipped between her biggest and second toe, and then I blinked as she snapped her fingers. “Foot wipe, I’ve had a long day working in your country. Show me some appreciation. Sniff my feet and enjoy it, then kiss, then get ready to remove the sweat. Thank me for coming to your country and working as a nurse and apologise for any racism and bigotry I may have encountered while simply doing my job.”

I froze, utterly stunned by Arpita's bold move, which seemed more like a stunt her younger sister would pull. Even Pooja was looking on in surprise. The pungent scent of Arpita’s moist, brown toes filled my nostrils, a hearty stench of sweat and leather from her traditional sandals. For a moment, I couldn't process what was happening. It had been a big step performing my duties in front of her sister, but it was so unnerving having to do so with her disapproving mother looking on.

As expected, Amma's eyes widened in shock, her mouth falling open. “Arpita! What are you doing?” she gasped. “This is not acceptable. I do not wish to witness such things.”

But Arpita didn't budge, she was shaking somewhat, frantic with nerves, but she pressed on. “Amma, please, give it a chance.” Her foot remained firmly planted on my face, her toes wiggling slightly against my skin. She raised a hand, seeming to stem the flow of her mother’s baffled tirade. “Well?” she prompted, her voice stern. “I'm waiting, foot wipe.”

I swallowed hard, my heart racing. Part of me wanted to push her foot away while under the judgement of her mother, as would be expected of any self-respecting person. But another part, a part I was still ashamed to acknowledge in front of a stranger, felt a thrill at her dominance. Arpita was putting on a show for her mother, and as her loyal foot wipe, it was my duty to perform to her expectations. “I...I'm sorry, Princess Arpita,” I stammered, my voice muffled against the bottom of her grinding foot. “I’m sorry for all of the prejudice you’ve suffered in my country. You’re an honest, hardworking nurse and you deserve to be appreciated.” I closed my eyes with embarrassment, then puckered my lips and began to softly peck against the firm flesh of her heel with respectful kisses. “We appreciate you so much, my Indian princess,” I whispered. “Thank you for coming to our country and making something of yourself.”

When I opened my eyes, I saw that Amma was bemused. She was a conflicted mess of outrage and intrigue. Her lips were trembling all over the place, eager to communicate her disapproval, yet her eyes danced between each of her daughters and the baffling display of reverence that was in process. Despite her instincts screeching at her to turn away, there was something deeper inside that seemed to respond with hunger to the sight of a white girl grovelling and snivelling at her beautiful daughter’s foot.

Arpita's lips curled into a smile as she watched her mother's conflicted expression, apparently satisfied she was successfully flummoxing the older, traditional woman’s grievances. She pressed her foot harder against my face, her toes scrunching to grip my nose tightly. “Sniff, foot wipe,” she said while encouraging me with a flick of her hand. “Show how appreciative you are to be a place to wipe off my sweaty feet after a hard day of nursing. It was a long flight, despite you generously paying for us to fly in business.”

I hesitated for a moment, caught between my own conflicting desires and the weight of Amma's judgmental gaze. But Arpita's foot pressed more insistently, and I found myself inhaling deeply, drawing in the pungent scent of her foot. A small moan escaped my lips, possibly unwisely so, but I was lost in the arousal of it all. My eyes rolled back as I became light-headed, yet I persisted with rampant, eager sniffs, fully inhaling the cheesy musk from between Arpita’s brown, Indian toes and demonstrating my willingness to bask in their stench. My need became shameless, and it no longer mattered that her mother was observing every second. I was Arpita’s foot wipe, so, I was being her foot wipe.

“Good foot wipe,” Arpita whispered, her voice dripping with a sweetness that verged on being adorably compassionate and I beamed under the glare of her approval. She turned to face Amma, her expression a mixture of defiance and triumph. “You see, Amma? This is how the local, white women in USA appreciate hard-working Indian girls. Poppy is pretty and from a good family, but still, she knows it is only right to lay down and allow me to wipe my sweaty foot all over her face.” Arpita grinned, and then the pressure on my face increased as she leaned down and delicately stroked my hair. “Isn’t that right, my little foot wipe?” she teased affectionately while wiggling her head.

Even though my face was mostly obscured by her foot, I still blushed and squirmed with embarrassment.

“Such a good foot wipe,” Arpita said while continuing to cutely wiggle her head. “You just love me wiping my sweaty feet all over your pretty face, don’t you?”

Again, I felt like I was shrinking under the weight of my own shame, yet, I couldn’t deny the excited tingling in my body as Arpita spoke to me in that grating baby-voice and praised me for being useful as something so humiliating.

“You could be out with your friends, enjoying a fancy meal and living the high-life, but no, you didn’t want that did you? You much prefer being a place for me to wipe my feet off after work. Isn’t that right, foot wipe?”

I was shaking all over as Arpita rubbed not only her grimy foot, but also everything I’d sacrificed right in my face. I’d lost Stephen, I’d lost his apartment, I’d lost is lucrative career and a life as a trophy wife on his arm. I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d seen Helen or any of the other girls. My life completely revolved around Arpita’s feet, and while she was wiping her greasy soles all over my beautiful face and saturating my skin with her stinging sweat, I felt more worthwhile and accomplished than I’d ever felt before. I had purpose, and despite my own mother’s derision: I had a talent.

“Tell my mother,” Arpita suddenly said, and she stood up straight and eased her heel from my lips. Her toes remained snuggly gripping my nose, but I licked my lips as they were finally able to move freely. “Tell her what you gave up to be my foot wipe and explain how right this feels to you.”

My free lips were suddenly quivering, because I really didn’t want to have to admit such things in front of their mother. I glanced nervously at Amma, who was standing near the edge of the mattress with a look of disgust and disbelief on her face. My cheeks burned with shame, but Arpita's toes squeezed my nose harder, reminding me of my place and my duty. I was her foot wipe, nothing else, and Arpita’s wants were all that mattered. She hadn’t been the one to play her hand this quickly, but, it seemed she’d gone all in. “I gave up everything,” I stammered, my voice muffled by Arpita's foot. “My boyfriend, my friends, my cushy life.”

Amma scoffed. “And for what? To be treated like dirt? Do you expect applause? Why does your culture accept and praise failure?” She glared at her daughters. “This is why I push you so hard to make a success of yourselves.”

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of scorn and judgment pressing down on me. But as I inhaled Arpita's powerful scent, a wave of calm washed over me, because I was where I belonged. “No,” I said, my voice growing stronger. “To be useful to your daughter and to make her feel welcome and appreciated in my country.” I blushed, and then swallowed down my apprehension. My eyes fell closed, and after a deep, reassuring breath, I spoke the truth. “Your daughter is amazing, and she deserves to wipe her sweaty feet all over my face whenever she feels like it. My face exists for her to clean the filth from her tired feet after working in my country as a nurse. I’ll never be as beautiful and successful as your daughters.”

Amma's face contorted, her conflicting emotions battling for dominance. She opened her mouth to speak, then closed it again, apparently at a loss. She adjusted her saree, along with the veil that was hiding the majority of her brown hair and its tinges of grey. “And,” she finally whispered. “You’re not ashamed of this? You speak like it is something to be proud of.” She scoffed slightly. “Is this the reality of American culture?”

“Only when at the feet of an Indian girl like your daughter,” I said without even thinking. “I wouldn’t do this for anyone else. I’ve never done anything like this for any of my friends back in USA.” I then widened my eyes while staring up at the ceiling blankly. "I don’t even know why I want to do it for your daughter, but, I can’t help it.”

“She was the one that wanted this,” Pooja said, finally interrupting from the side and reminding me that she was still actually present. “Tell her Arpi. She was the one who came to you.”

“That’s right,” Arpita said fondly. “We were neighbours, and she must have seen my feet whenever I was leaving or coming to my apartment from a shift. She tried to fight it, but she knew where she belonged. She knew it was only right that she offered her face for me to wipe the sweat from my feet, and, I was more than willing to accept. I mean, look, Amma,” she said, and she released my nose and began to openly wipe her foot down my face over and over again. She placed the meaty ball upon my forehead, before dragging it down roughly towards my chin, smearing the stinging moisture against my flesh and leaving my pretty face smelling of her stink. “Why wouldn’t I do this when given the chance? If you went to England, Amma, and you could do this to some rich aristocrat that profited from its colonisation of our beloved country, wouldn’t you do it?”

At that, Amma’s face suddenly dropped. Her eyes widened, a mix of shock and intrigue crossing her features. She watched as Arpita continued to drag her foot across my face, leaving glistening trails of sweat in its wake and afflicting a rosiness upon my pale cheeks. I remained still, my heart pounding, caught between humiliation and a strange sense of exhilaration. “I suppose, in that example, perhaps I would,” Amma admitted hesitantly, her voice barely above a whisper. “And they would deserve it. But this is different, Arpita. We’re not in England, and she is a guest in our home. We shouldn’t compromise our principles.”

Pooja laughed in a jovial, grating shrill that contrasted sharply with the degrading act her sister was performing. “Guest? No, Amma. She's not a guest. She's exactly where she belongs.”

I felt my cheeks burn further with shame, but I couldn't bring myself to object. Something deep within me knew Pooja was right about me. She stepped closer, and then her foot was suddenly descending towards my face too, a flash of her mint-green polish and her slender, tanned sole filling my view and obscuring the perplexed expression of their mother. “Make room for me, foot wipe,” she said with a snigger. “I also have some sweat I need to remove with your face.”

As Pooja's foot joined Arpita's on my face, I felt a surge of conflicting emotions. The weight of their feet, the slick sensation of their sweat, the scent of their skin, it was overwhelming all at once while Amma looked on. I closed my eyes, trying to process the humiliation and the uncontrollable thrill coursing through me as a pair of gorgeous, brown, Indian feet pressed all over my face.

Amma's voice cut through the haze. “Daughters, this is...this is not right. I did not raise you in this way. We should not treat anyone like this, regardless of their status.”

“Then think of her as an untouchable,” Pooja said nonchalantly. “Think of her as a lower caste.”

“What?” Amma asked in astonishment. “You know we do not agree with that outdated system.”

“But look,” Pooja continued. “Poppy is exactly like an untouchable.”

Amma grunted, but her protests seemed weaker and uncertain with the more she watched her daughters’ feet freely slime their way all over my willing face. I dared to open my eyes, glancing up at her. Amma's face was a picture of confusion as Pooja provoked the issues that had tugged on her for so long. The elder woman’s brow furrowed as she watched her daughters casually use me as their personal foot wipe without any refusal from myself.

“Look at her,” Pooja continued. “Just like an untouchable, she knows she is beneath our Indian caste. She knows this is the appropriate place for her.” She roughly pressed her toes against my cheek, squashing my flesh against my teeth while she stared down her leg with her hands on hips. “Such a pathetic foot wipe for Indian feet.”

“Don’t be so mean,” Arpita said. “She’s so devoted and needy that I can’t bear being cruel to her.”

“You don’t consider this cruel?” Amma asked.

Pooja spoke up again, her tone casual as if discussing something as ordinary as the weather. “Amma, you're thinking too much. Look how content she is. She’s not being forced to do this. It’s not a punishment. She wants this. It’s not cruel when she’s enjoying every second of it. She loves being put in her place and having her face used to wipe the sweat from our feet.” Her big toe traced my lips, before she wiggled her toes beneath her sister’s and possessively gripped my nose. “She’s useless at everything else. Being a foot wipe is all she’s good for. She’s a failure in USA, whereas Arpita is a success. Ask her yourself.”

“She enjoys cruelty?” Amma cocked her head to the side while watching her daughters’ feet completely own my face. The beautiful toes poked and prodded at my every feature, flexing against my cheeks, gripping my nose and teasingly tracing my lips while I just lay there and allowed it all to happen. With Arpita’s toe rings, Pooja’s anklet, and their brown legs extended from beneath the skirt of their kurtis, the symbolism of their culture trampling all over my white features couldn’t have been lost on the older woman. “Well?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whimpered while shivering beneath the two gorgeous, brown feet that were dancing all over my face and teasing me with glimpses of their bright polish. Pooja’s anklet swung with each movement of her leg, while Arpita’s toe ring seemed to cool my flaming, embarrassed flesh with each brief contact. Still, I had to avert my eyes from Amma’s piercing glare as I admitted the truth. “I love being a foot wipe for Princess Arpita and Princess Pooja. Your daughters are the best.”

“You see, Amma?” Arpita said, her voice dripping with relief and vindication. “She’s more than happy doing this for me, and I definitely enjoy the relaxation I’m afforded whenever I get to use her in this way. It improves my performance in my career and raises my self-esteem and happiness.”

“This is how we should be treated,” Pooja added. “With respect and gratitude by someone like her. I loved the college over there, and I’m thinking of enrolling if it means I’ll get my own foot wipe. You should be proud, Amma. We're educated, we're successful, and we deserve recognition. Arpita went to their country and she turned one of them into her servant. You’re always going on about the Raj period and how Britain did this to us, how our ancestors suffered, well, let this be like reparations.”

Amma’s expression still seemed somewhat perplexed, as if her reluctance was being completely bamboozled by the relentless badgering of her daughters. Yet, as she watched me squirm and blush beneath the youthful, brown feet that were completely having their own way with my face, she could hardly deny what was she was witnessing. She seemed to be grappling with the stark contrast between her traditional values and the assertive display before her.

“Well, if this is what she wants,” Amma finally managed to stutter. “As some kind of redemption for the atrocities of the British Raj.” She rolled her eyes, clearly struggling to accept the nonsensical explanation of my submission, but framing it as a sort of excuse to ease her own concerns.

I nodded as best I could with their feet still firmly planted on my face, feeling as if the older woman’s reluctance was on the brink of crumbling and willing for Arpita and Pooja to get their way. “Yes, Amma,” I managed to mumble as both Arpita and Pooja looked on expectantly. “It's all I want.”

“Well then,” Amma said, her voice taking on a more authoritative tone. “If this is truly what she wants, and if it brings no shame to our family and doesn’t damage your reputation over there, then, so be it. By all means, do to them what they delighted in doing to us.” Her eyes then narrowed. “However, I don’t want to see either of you girls doing anything like this. Ever. Do not be seduced by her apparent enjoyment of such treatment.”

“Pfft,” Pooja said with a snicker. “As if we’d let someone rub their feet in our face, Amma. We’re too proud for that and actually have dignity.” She smirked, before deliberately pressing her toe forcefully against my lips until eventually they gave away and allowed her to slip inside. “You should see the way she licks and sucks the sweat off.”

“Disgusting,” Amma sneered, averting her eyes.

“Why don’t you give it a real try?” Pooja insisted. “Not like that pretend blessing earlier, but really use her as your foot wipe, Amma. I promise you’ll find it most fulfilling.”

Amma hesitated, her eyes darting between her daughters and me. I could sense her internal struggle, the battle between her traditional values and the temptation of such an intoxicating power. My heart raced, anticipating her decision.

“I...I couldn't possibly,” Amma stammered, but I noticed her gaze lingering on my face, still trapped beneath her daughters' feet. She watched Pooja’s toe ease in and out of my puckered lips with ease, as I moaned and swallowed down all of that delicious, Indian foot sweat.

Arpita chimed in, “It’s okay, Amma. Just once won’t hurt. Show her how a real Indian matriarch deserves to be treated. You deserve this Amma. You’ve always been such a wonderful mother, and you’ve struggled so much to raise us. You really do deserve it.”

I felt a shiver of excitement course through me at Arpita's words, especially as it seemed like a tear was about to trickle down Amma’s cheek. For my part, the psychological thrill of submitting to their family, and of being deemed inferior and used for their pleasure: it was intoxicating. I found myself silently willing Amma to give in, to complete my surrender to their most-deserving family.

Finally, Amma took a tentative step forward. “Very well,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I suppose a small sample won’t hurt since she’s come all of this way.”

As Arpita and Pooja's feet reluctantly left my face, the younger girl’s toe popping free from my lips with a notable plop, I caught a whiff of their musky, spice-tinged scent departing. My lips tingled, missing the pressure of their soles and toes. But I didn't have long to dwell on the loss.

Amma's foot, wrinkled and calloused from years of work, came into view. Unlike her daughters' perfectly pampered peds, Amma's feet bore the marks of a life lived on them. The sight filled me with a strange reverence. Slowly, almost reluctantly, she lowered her right foot onto my face. The rough skin of her sole scraped against my cheek, and I inhaled deeply, taking in the earthy aromas of cumin and turmeric that seemed embedded in her very pores. It was obvious she frequently walked around their apartment bare foot, and the floor was mostly concrete, other than a few rugs that had been lazily thrown around. I hadn’t even noticed whether she’d been wearing sandals when she’d returned from her grocery shopping, and perhaps she’d been walking around the streets bare foot.

“That's it, Amma,” Pooja encouraged excitedly. “Now press down. Show her you’re the matriarch of this home.”

As Amma's foot began to apply more pressure, I felt a wave of submission wash over me as I was engulfed by the ultimate surrender to these women, their culture, and their obvious superiority. My mind reeled with the implications, drunk on the heady mix of humiliation and arousal.

I stuck out my tongue without being commanded, tentatively at first, then with growing passion, tasting the bitter salt of Amma's roughish skin. A small gasp escaped her lips, and I knew she was beginning to understand the power she held over me. Before her was a young, pretty white girl, and she was willingly licking the older woman’s foot.

“You see, Amma?” Arpita said smugly. “She loves it.”

I inhaled sharply, savouring the feeling of her rough sole against my skin. Her toes curled slightly, gripping my face, and I breathed deeply in acceptance. Sensing my submission, she explored more confidently, her foot sliding across my features. I felt utterly debased yet thrilled by the feeling of submission to the older woman, and my mind reeled at how quickly I had gone from respected guest to lowly foot servant for the entire family.

As Amma's sureness grew, she began to explore my face more boldly with her feet. Her toes probed at my lips and I eagerly opened my mouth to taste them. The moment her big toe slipped inside, I looked up, beyond her saree and into her bemused face. The flavour was strong and stifling, making me lightheaded with arousal as I gazed right into her mature eyes and visibly sucked on her toe and cleansed away her street filth.

“Disgusting girl,” Amma muttered in response, but I could hear a note of satisfaction in her voice. She was enjoying such power over me, and I was relishing every moment of serving her.

Over the next minutes, while Arpita and Pooja looked on, occasionally offering advise and steering proceedings, Amma’s aged foot gradually used my face as it pleased. She rested her hands on her hips, the veil of her saree falling loose as a few strands of her grey hair fell free. She became rougher with her wiping, slapping my face from side to side with her wrinkled sole as she grimaced and sneered down at me.

“The white man colonised our country,” she said, unprompted, as she openly wiped her sweaty foot against my cheek. “It was a grave injustice for which you need to atone.”

I couldn’t even agree before she’d crudely stuffed her toes back forcefully between my lips, and then urged me to willingly suck them with the slightest arching of her eyebrows.

I obliged eagerly, my tongue swirling around her toes as I tasted the accumulated grime. The pungent flavour assaulted my senses. The sensation was in such contrast to the soft and feminine-scented feet of her daughters. I felt utterly degraded yet electrified by my complete submission to such an older woman’s feet, especially in her own country.

I continued to suckle her toes heartily and my mind raced at the connotations of it all. How had I fallen so far, so quickly? I should have been a respected guest, but without any hesitation I’d been forced into my position as the family foot wipe. The psychological hold Arpita's feet had over me was intoxicating. I craved her dominance, and yearned to debase myself further for her pleasure. As I witnessed the sparkle in her eyes as she watched me slobber and worship all over her mother’s sweaty feet, it was as if my enthusiasm was calming all fears of things moving too fast.

Amma's other foot swiftly replaced the first, with her heel digging in painfully against my bony chin. “Clean between the toes, toe rag,” she commanded, wiggling the digits into my mouth with ease.

I complied instantly, my tongue probing the crevices between her toes as I bubbled with excitement at the mature woman’s dominance. She, in turn, raised her eyebrows, perplexed that I not only accepted such an insulting title but responded positively to it. The taste was even more intense in the sticky folds of flesh, with the flavour salty and slightly sour. I savoured it, relishing my own degradation as I probed my tongue in again and again.

“Good toe rag,” Amma noted, her tone both condescending and pleased. She turned to Arpita and Pooja. “You were right. It is an enjoyable experience to feel the tongue of a white girl between my tired toes.”

Both sisters beamed with excitement at the positive response. Their giggles echoed in my ears as I continued to worship Amma's feet. The rough, calloused skin of her soles scraped against my cheeks and lips as she wiped them across my face, yet, I licked and slobbered all the same, cleansing and scraping away the filth with my teeth. I breathed in deeply whenever her toes settled over my nose, invigorated by the musky scent of her maturity.

“Such a good foot wipe,” Pooja chimed in with a giggle, clearly pleased with the rapid pace she’d steered things. Despite the hesitance of my Princess Arpita, it seemed that the younger, mischievous girl knew exactly how to handle the concerns of their Amma.

Amma nodded with approval, before finally, she withdrew her toes from my mouth with a wet pop. As her foot hovered, her sole glistening with my spit, without hesitation, I craned my neck up with my tongue lapping at her sole desperately. The grit of dirt and dead skin filled my mouth, but I didn't care. All that mattered was pleasing Amma and demonstrating what I was. Serving her feet, atoning for the apparent sins of my ancestors through the most ultimate act of submission.

“Enough,” she said with a sneer while snatching her foot away and slapping the moist sole against the concrete.

“I’m so happy we got all of this out in the open,” Pooja said while spreading her arms.

“It’s a relief,” Arpita said. “Though a lot faster than I’d anticipated.”

“What else do you do with her?” Amma asked with curiosity.

“She cleans my apartment,” Arpita said with a shrug. “Despite what Pooja may have insisted, she does contribute, in her own way. She was the one who paid for our flights, after all.”

Amma glanced around the room, before her eyes settled on a broom in the corner. “Is that something she’ll do here?”

Arpita chewed her lip. “Well, I suppose—”

“Arpi,” Pooja interrupted, and then she tapped her wrist with two fingers. “Remember we have that thing to get to?”

“What thing?” Amma asked.

“We’re just meeting up with some friends from school,” Arpita said. “Kind of like a reunion for me.” She blew a few strands of hair from her face. “We were supposed to head straight there before Pooja decided now was the time to do this.”

I was still laying on the floor, but I breathed a sigh of relief. As exciting as it had been to be beneath Amma’s mature feet, so much was happening so quickly that I desperately needed a break. Arpita’s earlier suggestion of just being two regular girls was still enticing, and it would have been cool to hang out with some of her friends, and, just for a single evening, pretend I was still normal like everyone else.

Amma snatched up one of the glasses of tea and took a sip, and then she flicked her eyes to Arpita. She said something in Hindi, before beckoning her daughter to follow her towards the kitchen. Arpita seemed a little uneasy, perhaps because of the strict expression on her mother’s face, though she followed all the same.

Pooja was grinning while we were left alone. “As you just heard, Arpi and I will be going out to catch up with some friends this evening,” she said matter-of-factly. “Whereas I think for you, foot wipe, it’ll be better if you stay home with Amma and make yourself useful. Won’t it be nice for you to get to know each other a bit better? You can really show her how pathetic you can be.”

“What?” I asked in somewhat of a panic. “Can’t...can’t I come with you, please?” I looked beyond Pooja’s authoritative pose. She was so striking in her kurti, with her braided hair dangling over one shoulder. Her gorgeous, caramel feet were teasingly enticing, and looked all the more inviting as she slipped them back into her pair of leather sandals. Her toes wiggled comfortably as the straps settled in place.

“We’ll be leaving once they’re done talking,” she said while checking her makeup in a mirror, “and then you’ll be all alone with Amma. Doesn’t that sound fun?”

“Please, Princess Pooja,” I whimpered. “Please may I come with you? It’ll be just like that day at the cinema.” I rolled onto my hands and knees, and then dipped my head, and began rapidly placing begging kisses all over the tops of her pretty toes. Amma was still practically a stranger, and I wasn’t at all comfortable with being left alone with her.

“Mmm,” Pooja muttered, as always, completely revelling in her control over an older, white girl. “I’m not so sure I want you around and cramping our style.”

“Please,” I whined again, and I increased the slobbering, desperate nature of my kisses as I puckered my lips against each of her flawlessly painted nails. “I’ll keep out of the way. I’ll do whatever you want.”

Pooja lifted her other sandaled foot and rested it on the back of my head. “I do like it when you know your place and grovel, foot wipe.” I felt the weight of Pooja's foot pressing down on my head, pushing my face closer to her other foot. The scent of leather and her sweet skin filled my nostrils. I continued to kiss and worship her toes, hoping to sway her decision. “Beg me to bring your untouchable self with us, and I’ll consider allowing you to serve the higher caste while we socialise.” She scoffed and sniggered to herself, evidently enjoying teasing me in a way I didn’t completely understand.

“Please, take me with you, Princess Pooja,” I whined, and it was oddly satisfying to grovel desperately at the feet of such a bratty, younger girl, feeling as if she held total power over my fate. I was so into it, that it didn’t even occur to me that Arpita and Amma could walk back in at any moment.

“Well,” Pooja said, drawing out the word and twisting the tread of the sandal against my scalp as she considered. “I suppose you could be useful to the superior caste. We might need someone to carry our bags or fetch drinks while we hang out.” She then sniggered. “Maybe our friends will be interested in trying out the foot wipe too.”

My heart leapt with hope. “Yes, Princess Pooja! I'll do anything for that honour.” I was practically buzzing and my skin tingled all over while imagining myself lying at the centre of a circle of her friends; countless beautiful, brown Indian soles pressing against my face and smearing me all over with their stinging sweat. Simply picturing their bratty faces as they giggled and laughed at my expense, bonding in their group while rubbing their sweaty feet all over the face of a foreign, white girl. It would probably be an immensely empowering experience for them, especially if any of their friend group had never actually left India. I mean, imagine your first instance of meeting a foreigner was to use them as a foot wipe.

Pooja chuckled. “It really would be an honour for a pathetic foot wipe like you, but, you know what? I think I’ll just leave you home with Amma. You did fly all of this way to be our mother’s foot wipe, right?”

“Please, Princess Pooja,” I pleaded again, my voice muffled against her toes. “I beg you to bring your unworthy foot wipe with you. I'll do anything you desire. I'll be your obedient servant all evening.” It was difficult to continue kissing with the weight of her sandaled foot on the back of my head, so I found myself simply puckering and pouting my mouth against the tops of her toes. My eyes widened as I tried hamming up my pleading, appealing to the themes that seemed constant in their conversation. “It would be such an honour for an untouchable like me, Princess,” I mumbled against her toes, “to serve the feet of you and your superior caste friends.”

Pooja chuckled, clearly enjoying my desperation. She pressed her foot down harder, grinding my face against her other foot. “You don’t even have any idea what you’re talking about, do you? Be honest.”

“No,” I whispered hesitantly. I simply wanted to stay with the two youthful daughters, and I never wanted the joy of having their soft, supple feet sliding all over my face to end. From the little I’d experienced of Amma’s feet, they were mature, dry and calloused. Even though the humiliation had been exhilarating while the older woman had briefly used my face as her foot wipe, I didn’t have the same urge to taste her feet in the way I always did for Arpita, and to an extent, Pooja.

Pooja chuckled again, then she removed her foot from my head. The front edge of her sandal pressed just above my ear. “Get down and present yourself for use as a foot wipe,” she sneered. “It’s all you’re good for, you untouchable loser. If you want to come with us, prove you’re worth bringing along.”

I flinched at her speaking to me with such derision, but, despite my cheeks flaring with shame, I popped my lips from her demanding toes and rolled onto my back. As I stared up at her smug face, Pooja leaned down and eased free the straps around one ankle.

I watched with a mixture of anticipation and trepidation as Pooja's delicate fingers worked at the straps. The sandal came loose, and she slowly lifted her foot out, revealing the soft sole that had been pressed against my face many times over the past weeks. There was a clear sheen of perspiration clinging to her wrinkled skin, and I became excited at the thought of feeling it being absorbed into my pretty face. Without even thinking, I licked my lips, and Pooja immediately snorted to herself.

“Thirsty, are you, foot wipe?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. “Are you eager to lick up all of my foot sweat? Amma’s feet weren’t enough to meet your needs?” She dropped her foot slightly closer to my face and wiggled her toes. My nostrils twitched and flared as the funky, vinegary odour of her sweaty toes, exemplified by the strappy, leather sandals invigorated me and reignited my need to serve as her foot wipe. She curled back the majority of her toes, while the biggest remained pointed and determined. “Open wide,” she commanded, a wicked glint in her eye.

Obediently, I parted my lips, my heart racing as she lowered her bare foot towards my face. The scent of her clammy skin continued to excite me, almost pushing me to convulsions of need as her toes hovered just above my mouth. She was correct, even after slobbering all over her mother’s feet, I was craving the younger, softer sensations of her glorious toes. Pooja was so much of a brat compared to her sister, but that was fulfilling in its own way, especially because of her younger age. I used to be the brat, and I used to always get my way with Stephen, but while sprawled out before the Indian brat’s feet, I was completely helpless in resisting her wants.

“Beg for it,” Pooja taunted, her voice dripping with disdain. “You pathetic little untouchable foot wipe. If you want my sweaty toe in your mouth, then you better beg for it like it’s the last thing you ever do. You need to worship your higher caste superior and make yourself useful to her.” She was almost seething in her bitterness while peering down at me. “You’re even lower than the real untouchables, you know that? Even they wouldn’t lick the sweat from our feet, even though they should.”

Most of the insults were going over my head, but still, it felt like I was being brutalised as Pooja demonstrated how little she thought of me. There was none of the playful affection that was always present whenever I was at Arpita’s feet, and I felt literally worthless while staring up at her big toe as it neared. Still, my lips were as hungry as ever as I eyed the sweat and dark patches of toe-jam stuffed up between her delectable, brown toes.

“Please, Princess Pooja,” I whimpered, my voice trembling with desire and ravaged with humiliation. “Please allow this worthless untouchable to taste your divine foot.”

With a cruel laugh, Pooja pressed her toe against my top lip, before spitefully snatching it away as I craned my neck upwards. “I’m not sure you deserve such an honour," she said. “You may not be Indian,” she added as she flexed her sweaty toes just out of reach. “But you’re most definitely an inferior untouchable.”

“Please can I suck your sweaty toe clean, Princess Pooja,” I whined, completely honed in on my needs to the point her insults were bouncing straight off me. I was a foot wipe. I was a foot wipe for Indian feet and at that moment all that mattered to me was ensuring that Pooja’s toes were cleansed of their filth. I wasn’t even sure I cared about being permitted to socialise with them that evening: I only cared about tasting Pooja’s teasing toes.

Pooja's eyes narrowed, a wicked gleam flickering in their dark depths. She slowly lowered her foot, letting her big toe graze my trembling lips once more. I could smell the pungent, spicy aroma of her sweat, and feel the moist texture against my mouth. “As you wish, untouchable loser,” she spat with an unnecessary harshness. "Since you beg so pathetically from your pretty lips, I'll allow you this great privilege of sucking my feet clean, right here in India.” She snorted to herself once more.

With that, she roughly shoved her toe into my mouth, and I moaned uncontrollably as the mint polish disappeared between my lips. The softness of her youthful, brown flesh was irresistible in its draw. The taste was overwhelming, salty, bitter, and bizarrely spicy in its tang. I groaned involuntarily, my tongue working frantically to lap up every bit of grime and sweat. While I suctioned her toe deep inside my mouth, and refused to allow it to escape, I slid my tongue up its side and nestled it snuggly into the moist crevice with her second toe as it rested against my cheek.

Pooja laughed cruelly. “Look at you, so desperate and pathetic. You’re actually licking the sweat from between my toes. You’re lucky you’re white and you were born in USA. Imagine you were born here and actually an untouchable. You’d be living on the streets.” She then chuckled and sneered. “Maybe you’d even have to do this to get the scraps from the upper castes.”

I nodded ardently while her toe was still stuffed deeply in my mouth, right where it belonged, proving that every insult she was slinging my way was absolutely correct and justified. I sucked so intently that it felt as if I was going to pull her toe right off, and my tongue wiggled enthusiastically, my heart doing flips whenever I touched the tip up against the clump of toe cheese. I was momentarily paralysed by its intense, zingy flavour. I wanted that toe-jam and I struggled with all of my being to remove it and swallow it down. I was embracing my fate as the untouchable, pathetic foot wipe that Arpita’s alluring feet had reduced me to, and Pooja’s sweaty toes were completely taking advantage of.

Her big toe popped free, and I hungrily dragged my tongue along the length of her greasy arch before she could snatch her foot away. I trembled on the floor, invigorated by the bitter, salty taste, before rejuvenated, I leapt forth once more, stuffing my tongue beneath her scrunched toes and into that most tasty of sweaty areas.

“Ohhhh,” Pooja said with a snigger. “The untouchable beggar is hungry, huh?”

I nodded eagerly, my tongue still probing between her toes. The taste was intoxicating, and I craved more. Pooja's words only fuelled my desperation.

“Well then, little beggar, if you're so hungry, why don't you clean between all my toes right now? Get them nice and sparkly before I go and meet our friends.” She wiggled her toes enticingly, spreading them to reveal the dark, sweaty crevices between each digit. The filth was in such contrast to the pretty, unblemished mint polish that looked so inviting against the caramel tinge of her skin. Her little anklet dangled and swung around as she teased me ruthlessly with her wiggling toes. “Come on, beggar,” she said in a merry tone. “Does the little white untouchable want to eat the sweat from between my perfect Indian toes?”

“Yes,” I wailed, and without hesitation, I dove in, my tongue darting frantically from one space to the next. The pungent flavour was overwhelming at times in its salty bitterness. I lapped at every inch of skin I could reach, determined to prove my devotion to the bratty teenager.

Pooja laughed again, a cruel, mocking sound that was biting in its effect. “That's right, lick it all up. Show me how low you'll go for just a taste.” Her face contorted in disgust. “My sister is so naïve. She cares way too much about you. She needs to start seeing you as what you actually are: nothing but a loser that exists to clean feet. If I do join the college in your city, things are definitely going to change. I promise you that.”

That threat caused me to shiver, because though Arpita completely indulged my ever-growing depraved desires, she was considerate and gentle in her approach. At times, it almost felt like we were two friends just experimenting together. It felt as if we were on the brink of being something so much more.

“Do you really think Amma and I will allow you to corrupt my sister? You’re a foot wipe, not her lover, so you better get any silly, romantic thoughts out of your head. You understand? You’re not a partner for her. You’re untouchable!” She rapidly shoved her foot back, and then I gasped as she was violently wiggling all five of her toes between my lips. “Eat my foot, beggar,” she snarled.

My tongue worked feverishly around Pooja's toes as they invaded my mouth. The taste grew in its intensity, a potent blend of sweat and Indian grime that made my head spin. Yet, as always, the more I tasted, the more I found myself craving, desperate to please the imperious teen who was toying with my desires so effortlessly.

“Yes, eat it all,” Pooja taunted. “I bet you wish this was Arpita's pussy in your mouth instead of my toes, don't you? Well, dream on. My sister deserves so much better.” Her words stung, but then Pooja withdrew her foot, leaving me gasping. “Now the other one,” she commanded, presenting her left foot still in its sandal. “And don't you dare miss a spot, or I'll tell Arpita you were begging to lick my pussy too.”

I whimpered in response, because such a lie would devastate my princess. I mean, surely Arpita wouldn’t believe it? But, there was always the possibility she would and Pooja just seemed to have a talent for manipulation. And yet, even as her threat tormented me, I couldn't stop myself from worshipping Pooja's foot with ever-increasing eagerness, jamming my tongue between her funky toes and slurping up as much of the salty, sweaty moisture as I could find.

“So, pathetic,” she said with a roll of her eyes, and then she casually pulled her toes free. She pressed her wet, bare foot against my messy hair. I grunted as she twisted her foot back and forth, wiping away the saliva while yanking on my scalp.

Just then, Arpita came back in along with her mother, and the two paused while seeing me prostrate at Pooja’s feet. “What’s going on?” Arpita asked, and Pooja removed her foot and slipped it back into her sandal.

“Poppy was just telling me how much she would like to try and bond with Amma while we’re out with our friends.”

“Oh, really?” Arpita asked, and she had such a pleased look of relief all over her pretty face that I couldn’t bear to ruin the moment. Evidently, her mother accepting me in Arpita’s life was a bigger deal than I realised. Perhaps that was a good thing, and over time, there could be a very real possibility of us being together officially. “That’s funny, because Amma hast just been saying something similar. She wants to get to know Poppy a little better and understand everything more.” She smiled towards her mother. “She’s really trying to be open-minded and modernise her views.”

“Well, let’s leave them to it then,” Pooja said. “We’re already late.”

Arpita stepped past me as I climbed to my knees. She playfully wiggled her fingers through my hair. “You’ll be alright here, right?”

“I guess,” I said shyly, and I glanced at Amma and swore there was a little grin on her face.

“Good,” Arpita said while patting my head, and then she slipped her gorgeous feet into her leather sandals. “Kiss me goodbye, foot wipe.”

For a second, my eyes lingered on her juicy lips, and I honestly wanted to climb to my feet and make-out with her. However, her eyes rolled down, leading me towards her toes as they wiggled anxiously, needy and longing for the caress of my worshipful mouth. She dropped her hands to her hips, and then her voice dropped to its usual, playful giddiness. “Come on, foot wipe. Give your princess’s feet a nice big kiss.”

“Yes, Princess,” I whispered, blushing slightly as her mother looked on. I scooted forwards, dropping my head and kissing each of Arpita’s wonderful toes. I closed my eyes, breathing in their euphoric, feminine fragrance, before opening them wide to marvel at the naturally tanned skin tone. The yellow polish truly popped, and I hunkered low, placing my lips against her toe ring and smooching lovingly. “Have a wonderful time, my princess.”

“I will,” she said, bending her knees to give my hair another ruffle, and then she giggled while trying to pull her feet free from my eager lips. Even as she was stepping away, I still tried kissing at her heels. “See you later,” she said, and then she nodded towards her mother, muttering something in Hindi.

Pooja gave me a patronising wave, and she too said something to her mother that I couldn’t understand.

Amma waved them both off, and then suddenly, the door closed and we were all alone. I gulped, still on my hands and knees as the older woman eyed me in thought. “Come,” she eventually said, and then she beckoned me towards her while sitting down on the mattress. Her bare feet extended towards me from within her saree. “Come,” she said again, while I was still nervously hesitating near the door.

Even though she was a small woman, there was something about her that remained intimidating. Perhaps it was due to her age and status within their family, but she possessed a natural authority.

“Come,” she said a third time, and then she somewhat glared at me.

Instantly, I dropped my eyes, and slowly crawled my way towards her.

“Lie down,” she said, while pointing towards the edge of the mattress. “We will bond, as you want, in the way you insist.”

“Okay,” I whispered, and then I dropped down onto the floor with my cheek against the cool concrete. Instinctively, I faced away from her, too nervous to look her straight in the face, but then I flinched in surprise as one of her heels came up above and then roughly dropped down against my cheekbone. The second foot followed, and just like that, Amma had crossed her feet up on my face and lazily used my head as her personal footstool, as if it was an entirely acceptable thing to do.

“This is how you want to be treated,” she muttered from behind me, “then this is how I will treat you.”

I felt absolutely pathetic while I was laying on my side, and in the reflection of the blank television screen I could see my pitiful form in all its misery. She dipped one foot, and then her toes gripped at my cheek while her arches and heels pressed down forcefully against the side of my face; pinning me to the floor as she carelessly used me to relax.

There were a few beeps, and then just like that, she was talking to someone on the phone in rapid Hindi. The sentences may as well have blended together for all I could understand. Occasionally, she’d drop in the odd word in English, and her toes would relax before gripping all the more forcefully.

I remained silent throughout, wondering if the girls had already reached their destination and were having fun while I was just lying there and doing nothing. Being treated like furniture by their mother was hardly bonding. After about half hour, where my cheek had basically fallen numb, Amma finally removed her feet from my face, and then she pressed the ball of one foot against my shoulder and gave me a shove. Without ceasing her conversation, she pointed towards a straw brush in the corner of the room, before waving her hand around the floor. “You clean for my daughter, correct?” she muttered. “Demonstrate your skillset. I wish to know how your living arrangement works in place of you paying her rent.”

I rubbed my face as I clambered up to my knees, and the impression of her toes was still warm on my flesh. I traced a finger along the shape of her feet in my cheek, as if they had sunken deep into my face and left their mark.

Amma again shoved me in the side with her foot, completely displaying her absolute lack of respect for me. I looked at her in confusion, and she pointed once more at the straw brush in the corner of the room. Her finger then moved towards the floor, and she gritted her teeth while stabbing it with intention. “You, girl,” she said while covering the receiver of her phone. “Sweep.”

I scratched my head a final time, and then while feeling utterly worthless, I sheepishly padded towards the corner of the room and scooped up the brush. Amma momentarily smiled, and then she scooted back on the mattress and stretched her legs out. Her mature, wrinkled soles bared themselves in my direction as she crossed her feet on the corner of the makeshift seat. Her ankles jiggled as she began to wiggle her feet from side to side as she returned to her enthralling conversation.

I gripped the straw brush tightly, my knuckles turning white as I tried to process the humiliation of my current situation. The coarse bristles scratched against the floor as I began sweeping, the sound barely audible over Amma's animated chatter. It almost felt like I was being interviewed, or even tested, and it was most unsettling. My eyes kept darting back to her feet as they lazily swayed around. The soles that had just been pressed against my face were on full display, their wrinkles and calluses, slightly dusty from walking around the concrete floor. I felt a confusing mix of resentment and fascination as I watched them, my cheeks still burning from where they had rested.

As I swept, the dust gathered in small piles, and my movements became mechanical and sluggish. Amma rose to occasionally follow me around, freely stepping through the dust and dirtying up her feet. She pointed at various areas, insinuating I’d missed a spot, all while kicking apart the neat piles and forcing me to start all over. It was boring, and tiresome, and she never seemed to be pleased with my efforts, yet seeing Amma just sitting there with her feet exposed, relaxing and breathing softly was almost like a reward. My skin tingled all over as I worked, all so the older woman could relax in comfort within her own home.

“Come, toe rag,” Amma said as she ended her phone call. She lazily snapped her fingers and I flinched at the abruptness of her calling me that. My own mother would never insult a guest in our home, yet my position amongst their family had already been firmly established. She adjusted her feet so that both were visible outside of her saree, and then flexed her toes back so her brown soles were facing me. Like Arpita, the gold rings on the second toe of each foot taunted me as she pointed at her feet with intention. “You’re an adequate servant,” she said. “Usually it is only the untouchables that would take on such work. I must admit, it is rather fanciful to have a white, Western girl sweeping my floors, especially one of your beauty. I’m starting to understand my daughter’s interest in you, though I’m still curious of your interests in my daughter.”

I baulked slightly at her saying something like that so openly. I hesitated, my cheeks flushing in a fusion of shame and indignation. But I knew I had no choice, because we were in Amma’s home and she was surely the matriarch. Slowly, I knelt before her, my eyes fixed on her expectant feet. The ornate gold rings glinted in the soft light of the room, a stark contrast to the dust and grime that caked her soles after she’d arrogantly walked through swept piles. The faded henna was somewhat enticing in its own right, and I wondered what occasion had merited its crafting.

“Well?” Amma's voice held a note of impatience. “The floor is nice and clean, but I can’t really walk on it while my feet are still dirty, can I?” Her eyes flicked towards her flexed toes. “Since you’re a toe rag, shouldn’t you be making my feet clean too?”

“Yes, Amma,” I said after a loud, embarrassed gulp. I shuffled towards her, and then as I neared her bare soles at the edge of the mattress, I dropped to my knees and stared at the wide, fleshy balls of her feet. They were a little dusty, which had been somewhat compounded by her using my face as a footstool moments earlier. The heat of flesh on flesh had resulted in the hot sweat turning the dust into a paste-like substance, which had only caked up with extra from the floor.

“Come on, girl,” Amma said with a disgusted snarl. “I want to see that white face of yours turn a nice shade of brown after wiping it all over my feet.”

“Should I lay back down?”

“No,” she said with a shake of her head, and then she dropped her eyes back to her wiggling toes. “You’re a foot wipe. So, by that term, you should be wiping your face all over my feet, correct? Why should I be the one that’s expected to expend any energy? You came to India, I didn’t come to USA, did I?”

There was a tingle in my spine, because neither Arpita or Pooja had ever demanded me to wipe in that way. It was almost like Amma had found a method to demean me even further.

I hesitated for a moment, my heart racing as I contemplated Amma's demand. Her impatient sigh snapped me back to attention. “I'm waiting,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “You came to India to be my foot wipe, correct? So, be my foot wipe.”

Swallowing hard, I leaned forward, bringing my face closer to her feet. The musky scent of sweat and dirt filled my nostrils as I pressed my cheek against the side of her foot. I began to move my face slowly, dragging it across her skin, literally using my cheek as if it was a cloth or sponge as I attempted to wipe the sweaty filth from the bottom of her feet.

Amma let out a low chuckle. “That's it, girl. Make sure you get between the toes too.” I felt my cheeks burn with humiliation as I obediently nuzzled my nose between her toes, feeling the grit and moisture transfer onto my skin. I could hear Amma's breathing quicken slightly, and I knew she was enjoying the service. “The British came and pillaged my country. They colonised, stole and left it in ruin. It is only fair that you redeem your race for those transgressions.”

My face burned with shame as I continued to wipe Amma's feet with my cheeks and nose. The grime clung to my skin, a physical reminder of my degradation. I tried to focus on the task, to shut out the overwhelming emotions threatening to consume me, but it was difficult every time I noticed the sneer in her face.

“Look at me," Amma commanded suddenly. I hesitated, then slowly raised my eyes to meet hers. Her gaze was piercing, filled with both contempt and satisfaction. "Are you not ashamed of yourself?" she asked, her voice low and intense. “You flew all of this way, at your parents’ expense, to wipe the dirt from the bottom of my feet with your face?” I nodded, unable to speak. Amma's lips curled into a cruel smile. “Good,” she sniggered. “Now, show me how well you can use your tongue. My feet are filthy, I have made sure of that, so, demonstrate how useful you can be for my daughter in this manner.” She narrowed her eyes. “Show me how sorry you people are for the atrocities you inflicted upon my country.”

I wrinkled my forehead, because I wasn’t even British, and yet, I was apparently solely responsible for redeeming the white race for whatever historical crimes had occurred. I was ignorant to all of that too, so I wasn’t even sure exactly what the British had done to leave Amma with such a grudge. Yet, with Amma in control, and needed to assure her of my situation with Arpita, I knew I had no choice but to comply. With trembling lips, I extended my tongue and tentatively touched it to the sole of Amma's foot. The taste was bitter and acrid, far worse than when I’d licked her feet earlier, and it left me wanting to gag. But I pressed on, running my tongue along the length of her foot, feeling every callus and crack and literally licking up the dust and crap I’d swept around the floor.

Amma sighed contentedly above me. “That's it, girl. Taste the dust of my homeland. Let it remind you of your place.”

The weight of centuries of colonialism and oppression seemed to press down on me, even though I had no personal connection to those events. But in that moment, as my tongue once again slurped up the length of her wrinkled, mature sole, none of that mattered. I was there and tasked with atoning for sins I didn't commit.

Slowly, hesitantly, I extended my tongue yet another time. The bitter taste of dirt and sweat assaulted my senses as I dragged it along the sole of Amma's aged foot. I heard her sharp intake of breath and felt her toes curl against my cheek.

“That's it,” she hissed. “Clean every inch, toe rag. Lick my feet clean with your pathetic, white tongue.” She raised an eyebrow. “This is how you like it, correct? You find enjoyment in cruelty?”

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block out the reality of what I was doing, but it was impossible to ignore the rough texture of Amma's foot against my tongue. Each swipe brought a fresh wave of revulsion, yet I couldn't stop. The weight of her gaze bore down on me, a constant reminder of my subservience.

“Open your eyes,” Amma commanded, her voice sharp. “I want you to see what you're doing. I want you to live in every single second, the same way us Indians had to suffer through years of being occupied.”

Reluctantly, I obeyed, my gaze catching the blurry sight of my own tongue sliding across her weathered skin. The contrast was stark, my pale flesh against her dark, sun-baked foot. It was a visual representation of the power dynamic at play, of the history that had led us to this moment. White had committed terrible sins against brown, and now, brown was getting its revenge.

Amma's toes flexed, pressing against my lips. “Now the other foot,” she instructed. “Tell me how it tastes.”

I hesitated, my stomach churning as I contemplated her demand because I was so damn confused. Arpita never got all political when it came to having me lick her feet. She usually just basked in the power of rubbing her foot sweat all over the pretty face of a white girl, but Amma seemed almost emotionally invested in degrading me. It made me wonder exactly what Pooja had been saying to her. Swallowing hard, I shifted my attention to her other foot.

“It...it tastes like...” I struggled to find words that wouldn't offend her. Both of her daughters’ feet always tasted so salty, and at times, tangy. There was actually something bizarrely pleasurable in slurping up their feminine foot sweat and swallowing it down. But, Amma’s feet were so much drier, and the taste far bitter, and it was honestly an ordeal dragging my tongue along the cracked skin of her heels and digging the tip into the calluses below her toes. It physically hurt and felt as if my tongue was going to be tore open. “Like dust,” I said while wrinkling my head in confusion as I likened the unique flavour to something as best as I could.

She laughed, a harsh, grating sound that nearly shook me from my kneeling position. “Dust? No, girl, it tastes like decades of oppression. Like the sweat and tears of my people. I’ve walked around bare foot for many years.” Her foot pressed harder against my mouth, nearly choking me. I gagged, but she showed no mercy. “Keep going, toe rag,” she ordered. “And while you're at it, tell me why you deserve this punishment.”

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I continued my degrading task. I felt so isolated and vulnerable, and completely abandoned of all of the affection that Arpita would usually show me. I felt like we’d grown so close over the past weeks, our increasing intimacy bridging the gap between princess and foot wipe. However, between licks of her mother’s dry, wrinkly foot, it was like I was being served a dose of reality. I wasn’t Arpita’s lover, however much I eagerly licked her pussy and brought her to orgasm. I was her foot wipe, and evidently, I existed to serve the feet of her entire family.

My tongue was already aching, and the roughness of Amma’s skin left it feeling tender, sore and as if it were about to blister. Yet, while she looked on, her head imperiously held in the air as she sneered down at me, I continued to lavish her soles with attention, all while savouring the atmosphere of worshiping a true Indian matriarch in her own country, all while she was adorned in her traditional attire and ceremonial jewellery.

"I...I deserve this punishment because I’m white and Indian women are superior,” I stammered between licks. The words tasted as bitter as Amma's feet. “I'm just a lowly foot wipe, nothing more. I’ve never even had a job. I can’t do anything. All I’m good for is using my face to wipe the sweat from your family’s feet.”

Amma's eyes glinted with cruel satisfaction. “That sounds like a rehearsed answer.” She flexed her toes, digging them into my cheeks. “Now, tell me about your feelings for my daughter.”

My heart raced, and I wondered much did she know. Had Pooja lied and told her mother everything? I hesitated, unsure how to respond.

“Speak!” Amma commanded. “Do you think I’m uneducated? Do you think I’m oblivious to your true intentions?”

“I...I care for Princess Arpita deeply,” I confessed, my voice miniscule in its strength. For a second, I thought about disclosing the true nature of our closeness, but with Amma’s harsh, unforgiving nature, I knew in my heart that I’d be betraying Arpita. “But I know I can never be more than her foot wipe.”

“That’s exactly what you are and all you’ll ever be for my daughters,” she said cruelly, and to underline her authority, she began to carelessly wipe her rough soles all over the tender, pampered skin of my cheeks. “Nothing but a foot wipe. You and your awful people will not corrupt my daughters. They saw through your degenerate ways and found a much better use for your delinquency and penchant for self-destruction.”

I winced as Amma's calloused feet scraped against my face, but I dared not pull away. Her words stung more than the physical discomfort. I wanted to protest, to defend myself and my own family, but I felt like it would only make things worse. A woman of Amma’s age simply wouldn’t listen.

“Yes, Amma,” I murmured, my voice muffled against her foot. “I understand my place.”

She laughed, a cold, dour sound that sent chills down bent back. “Do you? I wonder.” Her toes curled, pinching my cheek painfully. “Tell me, toe rag, what do you think would happen if I found out you harboured any inappropriate feelings for my Arpita?”

My blood ran cold. I could hear the threat in her voice, barely veiled. I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice steady. “I wouldn’t do anything like that, Amma.” I gulped as the blatant lie slipped from my lips.

Amma rolled her eyes and didn’t seem at all convinced. “But, what would happen if you did?”

“I don’t know, Amma,” I said as things suddenly turned quite sinister.

She pressed her big toe against my lips. “I would ensure you found yourself amongst the untouchables. I do not believe in such separations within society, but, if someone attempted to corrupt my daughter and led her down a path of shaming our family, I would surely make an exception. Despite your fair skin, you are no better than those who have surrendered to ungodly vices.”

The weight of her words hit hard and I knew she wasn't bluffing. “I understand, Amma,” I whispered, my lips struggling under the pressure of her toe. “It won't happen. I promise.”

She snorted derisively. “Promises mean nothing. Actions, girl. That's what I'll be watching.” Amma dropped her feet from my face, and then she shuffled up and strode across the room. Near the broom was a reed of some kind, and she swooped it up and came back towards me without hesitance. “Do you know,” she said. “During the British Raj, when Indian servants did not perform to expectations, it was considered acceptable to dish out strict supervision and discipline?”

Before I could even say anything, Amma swished down her arm and struck me across the back with the reed.

“Argh,” I screeched, as the thin, bamboo-like switch caught me right across my exposed spine.

“You will only ever be a foot wipe for my daughter,” she sneered. “Nothing more. Do you understand me, girl?”

“Yes,” I wailed, but then I shrieked once more as Amma struck me a second time.

“Yes, what?” Amma demanded, her voice dripping with venom.

“Yes, Amma,” I managed to choke out through my tears. The pain seared across my back, but I was too shaken and overwhelmed to move or try to shield myself. I was fearful of inviting more of her wrath.

She circled me like a predator, the reed tapping ominously against her palm. “And what are you to my daughter?”

I swallowed hard, almost choking on my own tears. “A foot wipe, Amma. Nothing more.”

“Correct,” she hissed, satisfaction evident in her tone, “and don't you dare forget it. I’ve seen the way you look at her and I’m acutely aware that you have ulterior intentions for my daughter.” In a flash, she swished the reed another time, catching me on the soft flesh of my forearm. “I will not allow you to bring shame to my family with your delinquent American ways. I will not allow you to advance beyond your place.” While I was cowering, the top of my head pressed against the tips of her toes while my forehead was against the floor, Amma hit me another two times across the back of my shoulders, and my whelps rapidly shifted to streaming tears down my cheeks.

“Please, stop, Amma,” I pleaded, and I snaked my hands forward and clutched her rough, mature toes with my fingertips. “Please, I’m begging you.”

“As you should, untouchable American,” she sneered, and even though I was prostate before her and desperate, Amma kissed my back with another three swats of her reed. “Is this the cruelty you desire?”

My entire body was juddering from my cries, and my back felt as if it was on fire. I was so much taller and younger than Amma, but my self-esteem was shot from my extended period of being a foot wipe and I simply couldn’t find the courage to clamber to my knees and defy her. Instead, I shifted forwards and pressed my lips against her toes. “Please,” I wailed again through my sniffles while kissing her toes in desperation. “Please, Amma, stop hitting me.”

“Why should I?” she sneered again as her toes wiggled beneath my lips. “You came to my country and disgraced yourself? You wanted this. Are you a great representation of American girls? You’re not capable of achieving anything, but instead just beg and plead for the scraps of those who are a success? It’s not lost on me that you’re leeching off of my daughter, despite her claims of otherwise. You live in her apartment and you don’t work. All you do is pester her to indulge your depraved fantasies and desires, in the same way you’ve forced them upon me. Well, I will not stand for it. If you wish to be treated like a slave, then I will show you the reality. You desire cruelty? Well, I will indulge.”

Amma's words cut deeper than the reed, each syllable a dagger to my already wounded pride. I trembled beneath her, my lips still pressed against her toes, tasting the salt of her sweat mingling with the dribble from my own sniffling. “Look at me,” she commanded, her voice sharp and jarring.

Slowly, I raised my head, my eyes meeting hers. The contempt in her gaze made me flinch.

“You are not my daughter’s companion or lover,” Amma declared. “You are nothing more than a parasite living off of her success in your country. Pooja has made me aware that you have snaked your way from your ex-boyfriend to my daughter. Living off of one successful professional to the next.”

“That’s not what happened,” I pleaded and I was absolutely furious with Pooja’s two-faced meddling. I raised my hands to protest, but then Amma silenced me by crashing the reed directly on the top of my head. My tongue caught beneath my chattering teeth, and I yelped from the pinch while tasting blood.

“You are a slave,” she said. “Say it.”

I opened my mouth to object, but the words died in my throat as Amma raised the reed once more. Instead, I nodded meekly, my shoulders slumping in defeat. “Yes, Amma,” I whispered. “I am a slave.”

“My daughter’s slave,” she sneered. “A slave of my daughter in your own country.”

“Yes, Amma,” I whimpered. “I’m Princess Arpita’s slave.”

“That’s right,” she said. “You will get yourself a job, and you will start contributing towards my daughter.” She scrunched up her face in disgust. “I will not see my daughter covering your expenses any further. It is simply not enough for you to offer your face as her footstool. I expect financial contributions too.”

“Yes, Amma,” I whispered as my eyes darted side to side. I’d never even had a job, and the idea of having to go out in the world and actually work was most daunting. Perhaps that’s why suffering the humiliation of being Arpita’s foot wipe was easy for me to bear, as it simply meant I had zero responsibilities or expectations in my achievements. At that moment, I wondered if I was actually a leech and that Amma had seen straight through me and was justified in dishing out her lesson.

“My daughters may find your lack of dignity to be amusing, but I am certainly not amused.” She then nodded to herself. “I am pleased we have been able to bond and I have revealed the truth without any interference.”

I heard the swish of the reed cutting through the air again and braced myself for another blow. But, it never came. Instead, she paused, mid-swing as we both heard footsteps approaching along the outside balcony.

“Mother?” a voice called out, and it was undeniably Arpita who had returned. The door creaked open.

Amma’s big toe was still pressed against my lips. Her eyes widened for a split second before narrowing into slits. With surprising agility for her age, she withdrew her foot and smoothed her saree, composing herself just as Arpita entered the room.

“I forgot my purse,” Arpita said as she reached for her luggage, but then her gaze darted between her mother and myself. “Is everything alright?”

I was still on hands and knees, cowered before Amma as if I was an admonished pet. My limbs were barely holding my weight as my entire body was trembling all over, on the brink of collapse and completely ravaged from the whipping of her mother.

Amma attempted to hide the reed behind her back, and despite her age, her expression became all sheepish. She whispered something in Hindi, but Arpita had already cocked her head with query.

“What’s going on?” Arpita said, and then she slowly stepped further into the room. She ducked slightly, as I cowered away, turning my head in shame. However, as she neared, she bent her knees and gripped my chin. Her eyes narrowed, noting the state of my face; my tears having fixed with the dirt from her mother’s feet. “Why does Poppy look a complete mess? Why is she crying?”

I remained frozen, unable to move or speak, completely paralysed in fear as my skin throbbed all over. My mind raced, desperately trying to come up with an explanation that wouldn't upset Arpita or further anger her mother. But my thoughts were a jumbled mess, clouded by the lingering pain and humiliation of the ordeal I’d just been through.

Arpita's eyes narrowed as she took in the scene before her. Her gaze flickered from her mother's guilty expression to my trembling form on the floor. Slowly, realisation seemed to dawn on her face. She leant her head to the side, noting that Amma was hiding something. “What is that, Amma?”

Amma just continued to stand awkwardly, even as Arpita stepped up, and reached around to snatch the reed from her hands. She fingered its length without a word, before she came back and lightly placed a hand on my spine. When I gasped and winced, she shot daggers towards Amma with her furious eyes. “Mother,” she growled. “What have you done?”

Amma straightened her spine, attempting to regain her air of authority. “I was merely disciplining your disobedient slave in the old way,” she said defiantly. “Someone needs to teach her proper respect.”

“She’s not a slave.” Arpita's nostrils flared, and I could see the anger building behind her eyes. For a moment, I feared she might lash out at her mother while she still clutched the reed. But then she took a deep breath, visibly calming herself. “We’re not living in the Raj anymore, Amma,” she said, her voice stern. “How do you expect India to modernise if you’re so obsessed with the past? You can’t just go around beating people because you feel like it. Poppy is mine to discipline as I see fit,” she said coldly. “And you certainly had no right to touch her like this.” She was absolutely seething. “You were supposed to be bonding and getting to know each other, not abusing her.” She held the reed up, and for a second, I actually flinched, braced for another swat. “Look at her. You’ve completely traumatised her,” she spat, and then she made a show of snapping the reed in two and tossing it towards her mother’s feet.

She crouched next to me again, and her perfectly pedicured feet came into view. Even in my distressed state, a part of me longed to worship those beautiful feet, to feel their softness against my lips as I lost myself in Arpita’s superiority. Instantly, I felt calm, and safe, as if I was protected. “Get up,” Arpita commanded, her tone soft and comforting as she placed a gentle hand on my shoulder.

I struggled to my feet, wincing at the pain that shot through my body. Arpita's other hand came to rest on my lower back, steadying me, though causing a grimace as her fingers brushed against a tingling welt. I had to bite my lip to keep from sobbing further.

“We're leaving,” Arpita announced, grabbing her purse from her suitcase, “and mother, we'll be discussing this later.”

As Arpita guided me out of the room, I caught a glimpse of Amma's face. For the first time, I saw a flicker of uncertainty in her eyes, as if she was losing her grip as the authority figure within the family. “Where are you going?” the older woman asked. “You’ve only just come back.”

“Come on,” Arpita said while warmly wrapping an arm around my shoulders. I was still shaking from the treatment of her mother, and after everything that had happened with Pooja too, my confidence was completely shot.

Amma scurried to follow and said something in Hindi, however, when Arpita completely ignored her, she stamped her foot. “Where are you going?” she asked again. “You do not have my permission to leave.”

“And I don’t need it, Amma,” Arpita said without hesitation. “I haven’t needed your permission for anything in a long time.”

Amma baulked and appeared taken aback, but then she attempted to compose herself by adjusting her veil. “My fears have been realised,” she said with a tut. “You have lost your decency to the Western influences.”

“I don’t want to hear it, Amma,” Arpita said with a roll of her eyes. “It was obviously a mistake coming back here.” She then glared. “There was a reason I moved to USA in the first place.”

“Bringing you back was the smartest thing your sister could have done,” Amma said defiantly. “At least now I know what you get up to over there. Besides, you’re the one that brought this”—she pointed at me accusingly—“to me and forced me to indulge in its moral delinquency.”

“Like I said,” Arpita casually muttered. “It was a mistake. I should never have let Pooja talk me into this.” She slapped her hand against her forehead. “What was I thinking bringing you here?”

I felt my chest tighten at Arpita's words. Maybe she regretted bringing me here, but I regretted coming even more. The tension in the room was suffocating, and I wanted nothing more than to disappear.

Arpita tugged gently on my arm, guiding me out of the door. “We're leaving now, Amma. Don't try to stop us.”

But Amma wasn't done, apparently. She strode forward, her saree rustling with each angry step. I winced each time her rough soles slapped against the concrete floor; a jarring reminder of the filthy, mature feet I’d cleansed until exhaustion. “You cannot just walk away from your family, Arpita. I raised you better than this. Family comes first, not this thing.”

Arpita paused and I could feel her trembling slightly, though her voice remained steady. “You raised me to think for myself, to be strong, Amma. That's exactly what I'm being right now.”

“By consorting with another woman in an ungodly way? Are you not ashamed of yourself? If you want to treat her like an untouchable, then do so, but do not romance or share intimacy with her. Marriage is to be between a man and woman. You think I didn’t see through your ruse? It was not difficult to get the truth from her.”

“She’s my foot wipe,” Arpita said defiantly. “She’s my special girl and her submission means a lot to me. It's like a gift, Amma, and I appreciate everything she does for me. You cannot justify the abuse you’ve inflicted; however you try to paint it.”

“You almost sound like you’re in love with her,” Amma sneered with a look of disgust. “Maybe you should run off into the sunset together and shame your mother completely?”

“Maybe we will,” Arpita said snottily, and she encouraged me outside.

I clung to her side as she led me along the extended balcony, and then down the staircase of the tired apartment block. All the while, Amma called out after her, right up until the point the neighbours in the other apartments started to open their doors a crack. Only then, in fear of her reputation, did Amma cease in her tirade.

***
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We shuffled inside the hotel, all while Arpita was affectionately cradling me at her side. It was her that paid for the room, while the receptionist looked on and shyly ogled the state of my dirt-smeared face. I caught a glimpse of myself in the reflective glass behind her and cringed at the state Amma had made of my mouth. It was almost like she’d painted a makeshift clown-like smile all over my chin and cheeks, such was the smudges of foot filth that she’d squished all around my slobbering tongue.
Once up in the room, Arpita helped me to sit on the bed before she dropped to one knee before me. It was odd to see her in that position, since it was always I that found myself on my knees for her. She held my hands gently and narrowed her eyes with concern. “Are you okay, Poppy?” she asked in a soft tone. “I think this all got out of hand. Amma isn’t as open-minded as my sister and I. I don’t know what I was thinking bringing you here, especially when Pooja moved this all way too fast. I honestly believed she just wanted to get to know you better.”

“I’m sorry,” I eventually managed to whisper between sniffles.

Arpita appeared bemused for a second. “Whatever are you sorry about? You’ve done nothing wrong.” She released one of my hands and then pressed her palm against her breast. “This was my mistake, not yours. You may be my foot wipe, but I’m your princess, and I should have known better.” She reached up and caressed my cheek with her thumb, before grimacing at the state of my skin. “We should get you cleaned up.”

She stepped towards the bathroom, and even though she’d only be a few feet away, I suddenly felt vulnerable once more. “Please, don’t go,” I whimpered.

“I’m just getting a wet towel,” she said with a bemused expression. “I’ll be right back. We need to get all of that dirt off your face.”

“Don’t leave me, please.”

Arpita paused, and then her forehead furrowed with concern. 

“I just...need to be your foot wipe right now,” I whispered while dropping my head. My watery eyes lingered on her sandals, and the sweat was obvious from the way her pretty toes were shimmering under the dimmed lamps of the hotel room. Even though I was still breathing deeply after the whole furore with her mother, while staring at Arpita’s delicious brown toes, with the yellow polish, and her toe rings, I suddenly felt relaxed and, bizarrely, safe. “Please,” I said while shyly looking her in the eye. “Please just use me as your foot wipe.”

She bit her lip, and it was obvious that her instincts were telling her to continue on to the bathroom and clean me up. However, while we stared into each other’s eyes, I silently communicated my need. I craved being free of all torment and emotional distress. I craved just laying down and having my troubles soothed and rubbed away beneath Arpita’s perfect, sweaty feet.

While still biting her lip, she crossed her arms, and then she nodded towards the floor. “Of course you can be my foot wipe, dear.”

I slipped from the bed, and once laying down there and staring up at the ceiling, my anxiety was immediately replaced with a growing excitement.

Arpita took a seat, and then she casually kicked off her sandals. “This is what you need, isn’t it, my cute little foot wipe?” she said softly, peering down between her legs as her toes rested against my face.

“Yes,” I wailed.

“This is where you belong,” she said as her clammy soles flattened against my sore skin. “Nowhere else. Always down at your Indian Princess’s feet, making yourself useful and being my foot wipe.”

“Yes,” I whined, and I instinctively ground my face deep into her heavy, fleshy soles as they smeared her stinging sweat all over the raw flesh of my cheeks. It hurt, but oddly, in a good way while knowing the pain was coming from Arpita’s feet.

“Are you sore?” she asked while noting the way I was wincing.

“Yes, but I love it.”

“Such a good foot wipe,” Arpita cooed from above as she pressed her warm, moist soles all over my face, smearing and smudging the dirt with her sweat. “Even after my mother punishes and threatens you, look at you, always my loyal foot wipe and ready to serve.”

“Yes, Princess Arpita,” I gushed, and I’d never felt more happier to be on the floor beneath her feet.

She lifted one foot, and then gently traced the tip of her big toe along the blistering welt across my forehead. “Does it sting?” she asked with curiosity in her voice. “My mother can be so cruel. You can’t imagine what she put us through when we were younger, but it’s kind of accepted within our society.” She sighed. “I didn’t expect she’d treat a guest in this way though, but I suppose we demeaned you in her eyes. That really was my mistake. We didn’t set any boundaries.”

“It’s okay,” I whispered, and I looked up at her adoringly as her toes continued to press all over my face. “It was worth it if it means I get to stay as your foot wipe.”

Arpita grinned, then she playfully gripped my nose between her toes. “You’re not going anywhere my little foot wipe,” she said in a cute voice. “I’m keeping you forever. I’m going to be rubbing my sweaty feet all over your pretty face for the next fifty years or so.” I gasped at the thought of that level of commitment, imagining Arpita’s gorgeous, youthful feet still humbling me when they were more wrinkled than her mother’s. “How does that sound? You want to be my foot wipe for the rest of your life?”

My chest tightened and it felt like my heart was going to thump right through my ribs. “Yes, Princess Arpita,” I breathed, my voice trembling with emotion. “There's nothing I want more than to serve you and your divine feet for the rest of my days.”

Arpita's eyes sparkled with delight. She removed her foot from my face and leaned down, her long dark hair cascading around her smooth, caramelish complexion. “You really mean that, don't you?” she whispered, her warm breath tickling my ear.

I nodded passionately, unable to find words to express the depth of my devotion. My experience with Amma had made me fully appreciate how lucky I was with Arpita, and I wouldn’t do anything to risk losing her as my princess. Arpita's lips curled into a mischievous smile. “You want to come up on the bed and give your princess some loving?”

“Yes,” I said way too excitedly, and I wiped my nose with my sleeve. All of the horror I’d been through an hour earlier mattered little once given the opportunity to slide between Arpita’s sexy legs again. I clambered up onto my knees, way too excitedly, and was just about to scurry up onto the bed when she placed one of her feet against my shoulder.

“Not so fast,” she said while wagging a finger at me. “You should see the state of your face.” She nodded towards the bathroom. “Go and clean yourself up. I’m not letting you love me while your covered in Amma’s foot dirt.”

I blushed, and then sheepishly I headed over to the bathroom. I actually gasped while staring at myself in the mirror as Amma had completely done a number on me. My skin was smeared in brown muck, which had only spread further from the ministrations of Arpita’s sweaty soles. As I removed my clothes, I just wanted to cry all over again from the state of my back. My pale skin was blistered with deep, piercing welts that looked as if they’d possibly scar.

As I showered, and cleansed myself of the sweat and dirt, I winced each time the soap stung one of my sores. Each jolt of electricity in the wounds was an awful reminder of how out of hand my submission could get, and how the wrong person in control could severely hurt me. It only made me appreciate Arpita all the more, and treasure how lucky I was to be in her service.

I stepped out of the shower, carefully patting myself dry to avoid aggravating the welts on my back further. As I caught my reflection in the mirror once more, I was struck by how different I looked compared to minutes earlier. Other than the red mark across my forehead, my face was clean, but my eyes held a new depth of longing that I hadn't seen before. I wanted to be in Arpita’s embrace once more, and I needed it so badly. I needed to feel safe and cherished. Her mother had tried to outlaw our relationship through brute force, but perhaps her efforts had only pushed us closer.

Wrapping a towel around myself, I padded back into the bedroom where Arpita was waiting. She lay on the bed, her legs stretched out before her, feet crossed at the ankles. My gaze was immediately drawn to those perfect feet, soles smooth, delicate, and with perfectly painted toenails. Even after everything that had happened with Amma, I felt a familiar tingle of desire coursing through me as I eyed Arpita’s toe rings with hunger. How does she always manage to look so damn sexy?

“Much better,” she hummed, beckoning me closer with a crook of her finger. “Now, come here and show your princess how much you appreciate her.” Her eyes narrowed in a sultry way, and seemed so kind and welcoming. “You’re safe now, my sweet foot wipe. I promise you. I’ll never let anything like that happen to you ever again.”

I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing, yet I couldn’t peel my eyes away from Arpita’s delectable soles. The way her wrinkled foot bottoms were a slightly creamier shade than the rest of her brown skin was so alluring. Yet, I was conflicted. How could I still be salivating over feet so soon after the ordeal I'd just been through? But as I looked at Arpita's beautiful face and those irresistible feet another time, I realised that my submission to her was more than just a physical act of seeking pleasure. It had progressed to a fundamental part of who I was now. I was a foot wipe. I was Arpita’s foot wipe, and whatever happened, nothing would change that. If she wanted my mouth all over her feet, despite the beating I’d just survived, then, my mouth was at her beck and call.

Slowly, I approached the bed, my heart pounding. Arpita's eyes gleamed as she uncrossed her ankles and wiggled her toes invitingly. “Start with my feet,” she commanded softly. “Show me how devoted you really are. Even after my mother punished you, you still want my feet, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I whimpered, and without hesitation, I knelt at the foot of the bed and gently took her right foot in my hands. I brought it to my face, inhaling deeply, and the scent was more intoxicating than ever. Her natural, slightly musky aroma from the short excursion in her sandals already left her flesh warm and tasty. My tongue darted out, tentatively at first, then with growing confidence as I feasted on the soft skin of her sole, playfully running my teeth along on her arch as I gently nibbled.

Arpita reached for her phone, and I watched as she swiped away various messages. Amma was likely bombarding her, demanding she return, while Pooja was probably wondering where she’d disappeared to. None of it seemed to matter to her, and she switched her phone to silent before tossing it on the bed. At that moment, all that mattered was the two of us.

As I worshipped Arpita's feet, her soft moans of pleasure only fuelled my devotion. Having been rescued from the sadism of her mother, I honestly felt like I would do anything to keep her happy; to remain her loyal foot servant for as long as she would have me. The memory of Amma's cruel treatment gradually faded away with each further lap of my tongue along her smooth arch, replaced by the overwhelming desire to prove my worth to my princess.

Arpita wiggled her foot free from my grip, and then she lewdly spread her legs, inching up the skirt of her kurti until it was bunched up around her waist. I looked up, licking my lips hungrily as she inched her panties down her legs, spinning them around a single finger before tossing them to the floor. The same finger crooked back towards her, and she blinked invitingly. “Ready to love me, foot wipe?” she teased, and then her legs spread further, teasing me with the glistening slit of her sex.

I nodded eagerly, my mouth watering at the sight before me. As I crawled up between Arpita's legs, her feet came to rest on my shoulders, the soles still damp from my ministrations as her toes tickled my ears. The scent of her arousal mingled with the lingering aroma of her feet, creating an intoxicating perfume that made my head spin.

“Wait,” Arpita commanded softly, halting my advance. She lifted her right foot from my shoulder and pressed it against my lips. “Kiss it again. Show me how much you worship me.”

Without hesitation, I peppered her sole with reverent kisses, my tongue darting out to taste her skin once more. I turned my head from side to side, kissing each of her feet a final time, before I dropped down and slid between her thighs. Her heels thudded along my back, and I grit my teeth, struggling through the pain as she accidentally provoked the sores.

“Good girl,” Arpita moaned, and her toes curled with pleasure, gripping at the torn flesh on my back and causing me to grimace further. “Now, use that talented mouth of yours where I really need it.”

Her glistening sex beckoned me closer, and I dove in eagerly, my tongue exploring every fold and crevice. As I pleasured her, Arpita's feet remained pressed against my back while her thighs clamped tight against my ears. The softness of her soles was irrelevant at that moment, as each time she moaned and writhed, they dragged along the stinging sores on my back and caused me to groan and lick all the more intensely.

As Arpita's pleasure lifted her closer to climax, her feet began to twitch and flex carelessly, causing my pain to bizarrely increase the more her own arousal grew. The scent of her juices flowed stronger, mixing with the lingering aroma of her feet until I felt drunk on the combination. I redoubled my efforts, determined to bring her to the heights of ecstasy and show her how devoted I was to pleasing her.

“That's it, my little foot wipe,” Arpita gasped, her hips beginning to buck. “Make me cum with that eager tongue of yours. I don’t care if Amma doesn’t approve, all that matters is you’re my pussy licker.”

I obeyed earnestly, my entire being focused on bringing her pleasure and it felt so damn sacrificial. I was the one that had suffered the ill-temper and archaic punishments of her mother, and yet, Arpita was the one getting licked to orgasm. I loved every single second of it, even as she wiggled around, her feet setting my back on fire as she clamped her legs tight. It almost made the experience all the more intense, and I grunted through the pain, determined to put her at the forefront.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she screeched. “Eat my pussy, foot wipe. Eat my pussy.”

My lips clamped against her sex, and then the tip of my tongue gently circled her clit as I encouraged a much-deserved orgasm out of her gorgeous body. Her glistening skin became dotted with goosebumps, and then she gripped the back of my head, her heels dragging harshly down my back as she bucked and writhed against my face, her own pleasure at the centre of her thoughts while my pain was barely considered.

As Arpita's orgasm washed over her, her feet pressed ever harder against my spine, her toes curling so her nails felt as if they were ripping the welts open. Yet, the pain felt almost pleasurable as I revelled in the feeling, knowing that I was putting my princess’s enjoyment before my own suffering.

Her tremors eventually subsided, and she gently stroked my hair with her fingers, a much-needed gesture of affection that made my heart swell. “That felt so good,” she murmured, her accented voice thick with satisfaction. “I’ll never get enough of your mouth all over my pussy.” She stroked my cheek, and then she traced a finger along one of the marks on my back. “Does it hurt?” she finally asked. “It looks so horrid and painful. I can’t believe she did this to you.”

“It does,” I whimpered. “But when you touch it, it’s like in a good way. It makes me want to pleasure you more.”

“Really?” she asked while cocking her head. “You like a little bit of pain?”

“Only if it’s from you,” I said sheepishly, and Arpita’s fingers continued to dance all over my back, soft in their curiosity though firm enough to cause me to flinch and wince.

“I’ll always protect you,” she finally said, caressing my hair, and then she dipped her head to softly kiss my forehead. “I promise, my little foot wipe. Your princess will always protect you.”

“I love you,” I whispered, without really thinking, but it was as if the words had come naturally to me. When realisation hit, my body instantly stiffened, and then I made a move to wriggle free so I could explain myself.

“Shhh,” Arpita said soothingly while patting my head again. “It’s okay my little foot wipe,” she whispered. “I know you do.”

I looked up at her adoringly, and then I waited with bated breath for her to say it back. However, she smirked, and then I squinted while feeling the pressure increase on my head as she encouraged me downwards. “I’m ready for another,” she said while pushing me back down between her legs. She spread them lewdly once more. “This time get your tongue up my ass,” she said rather crudely. “I love the way that feels.”

As I slipped down, and the tip of my tongue began to tickle her puckering rosebud, I started to wonder if life in India was much different than it had been back in the States. Arpita’s fingers lazily crept down my back, and then my tongue stiffened within her ass as she playfully pinched one of my sores.

“Come on, foot wipe,” she said. “Lick my ass good or I’ll squeeze this a little harder.” I jolted as she did just that, and then my tongue became rampant, sliding in and out of her tight asshole as she continued to poke and prod at my wounds.

She picked at one welt with her nail, and my tongue probed deeper into her tight anus, swirling and flicking as I desperately tried to please her. The taste was musky and intense, but I found myself craving more. As I worked diligently, my mind wandered to her perfect feet, imagining how they would feel pressed against my face. Her mother was correct in that her feet had enslaved me, and there was literally no escape from Arpita’s control over me.

“Keep going, foot wipe,” she whined while biting her lip, her fingers still teasing my tender back. “Worship my ass like the good little pet you are.”

I moaned into her, the vibrations causing her to shudder with pleasure. My own arousal was still building, and I longed to touch myself, but I knew better than to do so without permission.

Arpita's heels thudded against my ribs, sending shivers through my body. “You want these, don't you?” she teased, slowly dragging them back and forth. “You want these feet so, so much.”

I whimpered in response, my tongue never ceasing its relentless assault on her asshole. I plunged right in deep, pressing my lips firmly against her ring as I sucked and slurped.

“Tell me,” she demanded, and then I almost screeched into her ass as she poked her nail more sharply into one of my sores. “Tell me how much you want my feet.”

I gasped, pulling back just enough to speak. “Yes, Princess. I want your feet so much.”

Arpita breathed deeply, gasping. She tried to say something, but then seemed to give up, instead roughly grabbing the back of my head and shoving me back between her ass cheeks.

I dove back in, lapping hungrily at her ass. Her moans grew louder as I redoubled my efforts, determined to bring her to climax, and all the while, she poked and squeezed at my tender back, encouraging me to lick more intensely as if she was tugging on a leash. When she finally came, her thighs clamped around my head with such force that I feared my head would pop. She kept me there, holding me in place as she rode out yet another orgasm right against my face; her fingers gripping and clutching against my punished back as I closed my eyes and struggled not to scream. Throughout, I suffered in silence, my tongue remaining lodged deep up her ass.

Her pleasure eventually subsided, and her legs spread, allowing me to breathe. “Such a good foot wipe,” she whispered breathily, and I dropped down, similarly exhausted, my cheek resting against her taught navel. Still, she fingered at my back, almost casually, exploratory in her curious fingers as I twitched whenever she pressed just a little too firmly. Despite the pain, my excitement rose, and I realised that our visit may have pushed Arpita and her mother apart, but it had only drawn us closer together.

My head rose and fell along with her breaths, and after a few minutes, when I felt her fingers roughly grasp my hair once more, I licked my lips, already snaking my way back down between her thighs. Her hand slid roughly along my tattered back, and I extended my tongue, craving for the pain to begin while Arpita tormented me in pursuit of her own pleasure.

We still had a week left to explore India together, but nothing outside of the room interested me anymore. All I wanted to explore was how else Arpita could make me fall even harder for her.
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