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            A Senegalese slugger and the establishment of Madam Wu

          

        

      

    

    
      The hit came out of nowhere, although I should have been ready for it, I wasn’t. Because, I was heavily sedated with alcohol, like I always was on a Saturday afternoon, full of bravado, bullshit and machismo. I don’t even know what the fight was about but it escalated pretty damn quickly and we ended up out there, at the back of Rafferty’s Irish bar, where I’d been attempting to drink them out of Guinness.

      The fresh air hit me hard as we all launched ourselves out of the fire exit door for a scrap, me and these lads, and I felt even more pissed as my feet hit the grass and I danced on my toes like some kind of UFC veteran (which I’m definitely not). I’d had about ten pints and these black guys were out to cause trouble, they were big and strong, I could see the leader of the pack was a heavy-hitter. I mean, I can fight a bit, I used to be a boxer in the amateur ranks, but this tall Senegalese thug had freak strength and his first punch put me out cold, I think it even lifted me off the ground and launched me through the air. The lights went out and it was the last thing I could remember…

      

      “Is he OK?” I heard a woman’s voice that was not British accented, but Asian, a delicate tone that was smooth and feminine. That was the voice of Madam Wu, the manager of The Lotus VIP Spa, a place I had never heard of, never knew existed, because it was a private and underground erotic establishment. It was a ‘gentle’ whore house, if you could even call it such a thing. The girls were primarily Chinese, Thai and Filipina and offered an up-market and ‘pricey’ sensual massage package that included two hours in a very exotic room. There were six ‘sex rooms’ on the premises, and six beautiful young girls to host, so pre-arranged appointments were preferred.

      “I think he’ll be fine,” a rough cockney voice spoke as I opened my eyes. I saw two people, a lady in her late thirties or early forties and a man in a black leather jacket who looked like he could lift up the back-end of a car. “That was a hell of a punch you took, you looking to be England’s next great heavyweight boxer, or something?” he chuckled to himself. “We’ll need to fatten you up a bit and get you down the gym.”

      I looked back at the lady, smiling at me with her arms crossed across her chest, she was approaching the mature ranks but looked damn good with it, very sexy, perfect soft-looking skin. “Where am I?” I felt so rough, my head was pounding, it was like a hundred of my worst hangovers all fused into one little melting-pot of pain and misery.

      “Those African men were going to beat you to a pulp,” the Asian lady spoke. She was wearing a sleek black mini-dress that showed a good pair of shiny, brown-skinned legs, all moisturised and touchable. She wore high heels, black, like the dress and she had this tight black suede jacket on top, it had lace sleeves and was zipped halfway up to reveal a black lace bra and a considerably deep cleavage.

      The cleavage was disproportionately deep in comparison to the rest of her body, which was sleek and slim. I noticed a black tattoo of a crucifix, done across her right breast, I thought this as an odd thing to see on an Asian woman for some reason. Her lips were a dark glistening colour, almost black, a dangerous colour of dark purple, it was very sexy and unique and she wore a perfume that was a class above any scented woman I’d recently encountered. She had a fair bit of jewellery on, but she carried it, it all looked real too, no costume shit, all genuine solid gold and diamonds. She clearly was a rich woman, a powerful woman, or a woman who was kept by a rich and powerful man. “Rocco here, he broke it up, he carries a weapon. No man in Soho fucks with an an Uzi.”

      I looked at the bouncer and he was smiling, looking rather smug, pulling at his collar like a caged animal in that shirt and tie and the tight leather jacket. “They would of tore you apart like a gang of jackals, vicious thugs they are, a real nasty crowd of cunts, but show them an automatic weapon and they’ll run for the fuckin’ hills,” he paused, frowning, looking at me and then the sensually-dressed lady who he appeared to be working for. “I think he’s taking a shine to you, Madam Wu…” he remarked.

      It was the first time that I heard her name – Madam Wu.

      “I can handle this from here, Rocco,” she stroked the tough man’s shoulder in a manner that suggested they’d perhaps been sexually intimate at some point in time. “Thanks for taking care it…”

      “Certainly, Madam,” he grinned at me, showing his gold teeth, “he can buy me a beer some time, as a display of gratitude, and I’ll teach you a few of my dirty tricks for handling geezers like them, deal?”

      “Sure, any time,” I spoke more coherently now, starting to get my shit together. “Thanks, Rocco, really, thank you. You might have saved my life.”

      “What was it about, anyway, the scrap?”

      “They were acting like animals over there in the Irish pub, shouting at these two young girls, University students they were, just out to celebrate passing some exams or something, they started grabbing them…you know…slapping their arses and touching their tits…I couldn’t just sit back and watch it…nobody else in the pub did fuck all…”

      “Bloody cowards.”

      “Yeah, so I stepped-up, I stepped-in, I told them to cut it out or I’d chop them up with a meat-cleaver and feed them limb-by-limb to my dog…”

      “Shit, have you even got a dog?”

      “Nah, I just thought it sounded like some medieval shit to say…”

      The cockney laughed and shook his head as he walked out of the small kitchenette. “You are alright mate, I like you, you’ve got big balls. Big fucking balls,” his bellowing, deep voice, echoed as the door shut.
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      It was just me and her now, Madam Wu, in this tiny kitchen. She handed me a coffee, just a short shot of espresso. “Thanks,” I said, knocking it back like a seasoned Italian. “What is this place?” I asked.

      “It is a high-class establishment for discreet massage services and short-term companionship.”

      “Short-term, companionship.”

      She smiled and raised her eyebrows.

      “Ohhh, I see, like that.”

      “Yes, like that, very much like that. We have the most beautiful and sensual Asian girls in London here, satisfaction is guaranteed and our clients always come back for more, because we are the best, and we give the best, your pleasure is of our utmost concern and we pay great attention to that.”

      “So, you work here?”

      “I own the place, it is my establishment, look I have to say this but if you decide to go to the police or to the hospital or something like that, please don’t mention anything about my business or the fact that my security stepped-in to help you, Rocco saved your life, you owe us that courtesy and discretion…”

      “No, no, of course not, I wouldn’t even mention it…I mean, I wouldn’t go to the cops anyway,” I attempted to get to my feet but suddenly took a dizzy spell, the coffee had been good, but it hadn’t worked miracles.

      She stepped in and for the first time she put her hands on me, around my waist, pulling me into her space and in that moment, the whole thing felt like something much deeper. Our eyes met and kind of flickered that way when you feel a person’s closeness for the first time, the physical proximity, the surprise of that intimacy. I could smell her skin, a cocoa butter lotion, and that fragrance, it was making my head spin.

      What the hell was that perfume she was wearing?

      Like a grassy bamboo kind of a smell, sandalwood maybe, it was fresh and had an undertone of verbena, it really gave me goosebumps, made me a flinch in the groin, turned me on to her style, her way, it was arousing, sensual and darkly sexy. Her lips were thin but perfectly shaped, perfectly coated in that dark lipstick. Her skin was a pale chocolate brown, I had to refrain from looking down at the valley of her bust, that deep cleavage that was on full display.

      Her bra was totally on show, for God sake, I wanted to look so much but I didn’t.

      She saw my pain.

      Her eyes were shaped like almonds, slanted and exotic, full of lust, in that sensual femme fatale Asian way.

      I’d never been with an Asian woman, never even thought about them that way, never mind actually being intimate with one. Yet, there I was, in the arms of this Chinese brothel owner, my stomach fluttering, butterflies, tingling sensations in my loins, I felt my cock stiffen and twitch in my jeans, I felt self-conscious, almost embarrassed as it got hard in my pants and I caught the sudden urge to touch and squeeze it and put it in her.

      She smiled, an erotic smile of devilment and deviance.

      She stroked my forehead where it had hit the deck. “Are you OK, I think you need to lay down,” she spoke with an undertone of tenderness.

      “I think you’re right, a bit of horizontal rest would do me some good.”

      “I have a room upstairs, would you like to come there, to rest for a while?” she still had her left hand around my waist and with the right hand she placed a palm on my chest and stroked downwards with delicate fingertips, all the way down to my belt, she was caressing around the base of my stomach just a few inches above my growing erection.

      “That’s very generous of you, thanks, I do appreciate it…” I replied, dizzy now, not from the fight but with raw, sexual excitement.

      “I’m a very generous woman, when I want to be, and I’m sure I could think of a few ways that you could show me your appreciation.”

      I smiled.

      “Come then, come with me upstairs…”

      

      I followed her from the small kitchenette to a narrow hallway.

      It was dark and I saw a bamboo ornament case at the end of the hall that was decorated with Jade ornaments and golden little statues of Buddha, so dark it was that I had to watch my step, but she took me by the hand and guided me along. I could smell wonderfully aromatic smells, oils, and whatnot. The lighting was by small flickering candles and those Asian lanterns that I’d seen in the films, movies about American soldiers in Vietnam and stuff like that, where the G.I.’s drink beer and fight and fuck all the local girls in exotic brothels.

      I heard a variety of softly sexual noises, coming from the rooms, from both men and women it seemed. “Jesus,” I thought. “This place is incredible.” It was so clean, I noticed, not that I’d been in a brothel before, no kind of brothel never-mind an Asian brothel, but this joint was super-clean and smelled like heaven; the place smelled like sex too.

      The only odd thing about the place was that the floorboards creaked a hell of a lot.

      There were three levels, two rooms per floor, with Madam Wu’s private area at the end of the top floor. The walls were adorned with artistic Asian drawings on golden and bronze frames, tall ones and square ones, samurai warriors and red sunsets, with lots of Chinese writing on them.

      The artwork looked expensive, the ornaments too.

      There were a few paintings of naked Asian ladies laid out on beds, deeply erotic in nature, their legs spread open, juices flowing, eyes shut with tongues on lips, touching themselves, pleasuring breasts and labia.

      The rooms had door-frames but no doors, just those long strings of beads, another thing that I had only seen in films, where the American Detective would storm a seedy little den in China Town looking for drug money, guns and dope. I couldn’t help but look in each room as we slowly walked passed, didn’t seem so private to me, but I guess it was all part of the Oriental openness to sex.

      I wondered what advantage this could be to the Madam Wu.

      Maybe you could watch a girl that you had an interest in and then negotiate to see her next time or join them up for threesomes.

      I saw a man on his front, naked, his body glistening with oil as a nude girl, slightly chubby and thick-waisted, rubbed herself against his back. She was stunning and had a face that was a thing of perfect sensuality.

      Big lips on her open mouth.

      Thick curls of hair that fell down over the side of her face.

      She was circling her dark nipples around his buttocks, and rubbing her hand between his legs, getting him aroused as he moaned softly.

      I wanted to be that man, so badly, and I wanted it to be Madam Wu’s hand going between my legs.
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      We continued.

      Another room saw a woman riding a tall blonde guy as their hands were inter-locked, they were just gently groaning and panting as they fucked. The whore was rather tall also, she looked Thai, her head was tilted back as she looked up to the ceiling, her skin dark and shiny and sweaty, and she was rolling her head around in pure ecstasy like a woman on drugs.

      Another room saw more frantic action, a pounding sex show of hard noises with another curvy girl on all-fours, doggy-style on the bed as another Londoner fucked her hard from behind, I realised now how sexy a shapely Asian could be and I felt that this was some kind of awakening in my life.

      It was kind of seedy in a way that was new to me but I liked it, I got this empty feeling in the stomach, adrenalin, excitement, arousal, sexual desire and need. It was an erotic place and the way that Madam Wu walked was turning me on too, weird I know, but she carried herself with grace, sexuality and power and she moved her hips in a way that invited me in to explore her body and touch her in explicit ways.

      Her hands felt so delicate as she guided me to her room.

      The room, too, was quite a thing.

      It had a desk and filing cabinets but it also had a fully-stocked bar as well as a shower and a bed. It was dimly lit and had wooden floors, walls and ceiling. A fan blew over the bed and the whole thing was sultry and atmospheric. The desk had a whisky decanter on it, two semi-automatic pistols and a knuckle-duster. “Jesus,” I thought, again. “What the heck am I walking into here?”

      She saw me as I turned and stared at the bed, the red satin sheets that seemed warm and inviting against the dark wood floors. She took off that tight leather jacket where nothing lay beneath but a black bra, she zipped it all the way down and slipped it off the back of her shoulders. Her body was magnificent and her breasts were perfectly large against the rest of her body, which was lean and toned.

      She looked fit.

      Kung-Fu fit.

      Yoga fit.

      She was turning me on so much.

      She lit a candle and slowly put it down on the bedside table. “Let me give you a massage, it will relax you, you need to relax,” she removed her high heels and gave me a towel, just in her tight mini-dress and bra now. “Take your clothes off and have a shower first, please.”

      “You are a massage girl, too?”

      “I used to be a very good one, I did it since I was a young girl in Pudong, I was popular and well-availed in my time, many rich businessmen lusted after me and I had a few tempting offers to be kept by them in money and luxury, but I was too independent to be that kind of girl. I had always wanted to focus more on the business side of things so I had to follow that dream, to be bigger and stronger than any of the men I worked for,” as she said this she glanced over at the desk, to the guns that lay there, probably loaded and waiting to be fired, at whom and for what reason I didn’t know, didn’t want to know, and that bone-crushing monstrosity of a knuckle-duster that could break a man’s face to pieces. “I only do private services for men that I like, and if I like you then it is my privilege to be with you as we can share the pleasure together, does that make sense?”

      “It does. So, where are you from, you said…?”

      “Shanghai. My mother made me learn English at a young age so that when I was eighteen I could go out and earn money as a hostess in the local bars. She said that foreigners were attracted to well-educated Chinese girls and that if I spoke well so much money would come to us, that I would bring luck to the family.”

      “What should I call you? Your name?”

      “My name is Madam Wu, but my lovers call me Li Na.”

      “Li Na,” I repeated.

      I was removing my clothes as she spoke and felt embarrassed as I stood naked with an erect cock. Everything about her turned me on. I was so self-aware that I covered my dick with my hands, trying to be casual as she turned on the water.

      “It’s hot, get in,” she said and pouted her hips, so elegant and provocative.

      I washed my body with a coconut cream and a lemony soap, the heat of the water felt so good against my skin, I massaged the shower cream around my crotch and got it all nice and clean.

      As I looked around I noticed that she was unzipping the bottom half of her dress. “Jesus Christ,” I whimpered to myself. My piece was pulsing hard, my gonads aching, the effects of the drink were well and truly gone now and I just felt horny and dirty. I often get that way when I wake up in such a state from the night before and just watch porn on my phone or download an erotica book and just stay there as I let my imagination go crazy, until I get that shuddering sensation, the spasms at the onset of ejaculation and I just coax one out, coating my stomach with thick layers of white sperm before dragging myself into the shower and cleaning it all up.

      She saw me watching her and she looked down to my stiff erection.

      She in her underwear, bra and knickers, and she sailed across the room on nimble feet to hand me the towel. She took a good look at my penis. “It’s big, I like it, I guess I don’t have to ask if I may give you a ‘full-service’…”

      “Sure,” I was so excited I was practically trembling in my skin. I didn’t know what a ‘full service’ entailed but I wasn’t a complete idiot. I knew there would have to be some form of discreet bodily stimulation, but how far it would go?

      I had no idea, I’d never done this before…

      Hand relief?

      Oral?

      Full sex?

      Whatever was going to happen, I was ready for it, by God I was ready for it.
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      She had a slim body.

      She was the quintessential specimen of Chinese femininity.

      That mysterious black tattoo, that crucifix on her breast, it merely added to her mystique.

      Her lingerie was black but the core elements were transparent.

      I saw the full shape of her small but pert breasts, the nipples large and brown and begging for me to get access, to cup them up and suck on them, to nibble and bite and taste. God, if only she let me, I would immerse myself and lose myself in the heat of her sex and every inch of that dark-skinned body.

      She was casual, just moving around the room, arranging her oils and setting the bed for me. Every now and then she would look over and smile at me. She could clearly see that I was turned on now, penis erect, mouth slightly agape, staring at her beneath the hot stream of water. Eventually, I began to pat myself down with the towel, and she took another good look at my hardness down below as it twitched there, dripping with water, a slight drop of pre-cum seeping from the top-eye.

      That is how aroused I was, I was streaming cock-oil.

      I wanted her to touch me, to massage me, but I wanted so much more too.

      I wanted to fuck her, and I wanted it badly.

      “Drink?” she asked.

      “What do you have?”

      “What do you like?”

      “Vodka.”

      “Belvedere?”

      “Great.”

      “On the rocks?”

      “Please.”

      “OK, just dry yourself off with the towel and I’ll prepare your drink.”

      I obeyed her, and I went to sit on the edge of the bed, feeling a cool stream of air from the fan above.

      Suddenly, I felt that ache again in my head, that dull pain from the fight, not that you could really call it a fight, I just got knocked out, suddenly I felt rather stupid about the whole thing.

      “Here,” she passed me the vodka and I drank it down. The bottle had been refrigerated and was further super-cooled by the ice cubes. It hit me quickly and I felt an icy chill spread through my chest and up my arms, my throat fell slightly numb and I got that drunken alcohol brain-freeze that makes you momentarily lose all your inhibitions, makes you open to crazy things, doing them and saying them, things you’d never do or say in a state of sobriety.

      I put the glass down on the side and I looked at her expectantly.

      “Lay down please, on your stomach,” her voice was like caramel and the sultriness of the room enveloped me, like I was falling into a dimension of darkness, to be swallowed up by some entity of the flesh.

      Again, I obeyed.

      My penis was semi-erect and although I liked the way it felt pressed up against the silk bed sheets, I took the liberty to position it against the inside of my left thigh. I put my right ear down on the bed so that my head was titled and looking to the side of the dimly-lit room, over at the still-dripping shower where I’d just washed my naked body.

      I took a deep breath and enjoyed the buzz of the vodka, the arousal of this mature Asian beauty, it was the most exotic and erotic thing I had ever experienced and it was only just getting started.

      She mounted my ass and I felt the heat of her vagina as it sat there right against the valley of my ass cheeks. I imagined how hot and wet it might feel if her knickers were to magically disappear. She applied oil to my back and my wide shoulders and rubbed it around in slow, circular motions, applying pressure around the tension of my muscled regions and particularly at the stiffness of my neck. She was good, talented and professional; although I had a raging urge for her to be very, very un-professional.

      I wanted her to be inappropriate and lusty.

      I wanted her to be a slut.

      “She knows what she’s doing,” I thought, she will play her game.

      The teasing game.

      She stood up and very slowly, very sensually, she peeled off her panties, right down to the ground and kicked them to the side.

      I felt my cock twitch and my eyeballs bulged against my will. “Fuck,” I thought. “I can’t believe this is happening, I want to see it and smell it and put my wet mouth onto it, slide my tongue inside it, that sweet Asian vagina.”

      She put her right knee on the bed and my peripheral vision could take in a small mound of black pubic hair, her legs were wide open, like she was one of those erotic models that had been painted for the walls.

      Then it clicked, some of those paintings actually were of her.

      She still had her bra, displaying that black crucifix tattoo on her right tit, it was such an indulgent tease, somehow it was the most erotic and sensual thing ever.

      She dribbled oil upon the back of my left leg and began to slowly rub her hands up and down whilst applying pressure down the insides with her delicate and elegant palms, graceful like the wings of a dove. When she got to the top she ran her right hand, side-wards down, through the valley of my arse and she rubbed a hand gently against my anus, an oiled finger probing softly at the crevice on the way down.

      I flinched with excitement and felt my cock throbbing with hardness.

      “Hmmmm, you like,” she purred, like a kitten.

      She rubbed up the inside of my thigh with more pressure till the skin stretched and she used her finger nails to stroke down just a millimetre from my cock. That feeling, the tips of those fingernails, it was enough to drive me insane. My legs shivered with sensitivity and I resisted the urge to start thrusting with my lower body and start humping the bed, those red satin sheets, already getting small stains from my pre-cum. I started to moan and whimper, gentle little sounds of pleasure, as I fell into the groove. She moved her hand around my butt cheeks again and spread them open, I felt the tautness and sensitivity, I felt the cool air from the fan touch down at the very crevice, open and bare. It was a new thing, to have a woman explore me there, no Western women had ever done that. I presumed that it was an Asian thing, that they were experts of the erogenous zones, and she certainly seemed to know what she was doing.
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      She mounted the mid-point of my legs and she lowered her mouth down to my asshole.

      She blew against the tight hole of my clean muck.

      This was something new, completely new, I’d been to bed with maybe fifty girls in my time so I was no inexperienced muppet, but this was a whole knew experience.

      Her breath was hot and I was tensing my stomach muscles with nervous excitement as that hot air from her mouth teased and aroused my nether end, part of me didn’t want her to be doing this, because I felt so exposed, almost vulnerable, but I had to trust her and abolish my Western prudism, because deep down I did want.

      I wanted it like crazy.

      Suddenly, I felt a hot wetness as something began to probe inside me, her tongue, she was going to tongue-fuck me ass. “Fuck,” I said in a long, drawn-out hush. It felt so good, incredible, like nothing I had ever felt before… “Fuck, yeah…”

      Li Na moved her tongue around my tautness in gentle circles and with her right hand she reached under and she began to stroke up and down the length of my cock, rubbing the pre-cum around the underside of the head. She was kissing and licking and rimming my ass and playing with my dick as I just lay there moaning and gritting my teeth with manly excitement, just us, in total privacy. A crazy notion ran through my mind that maybe this was how she drew in new clients, the first session is a freebie in the Madam’s private chamber, and if she likes you then you will be granted membership to lay down with the other girls in rooms that are less private and more ‘exposed’.

      I was losing myself, starting to swear. “Oh, fuck yeah,” I was saying.

      “Oh, fuck yeah,” she would repeat it, getting gripped by the moment and feeling it all, just as I was, her voice as soft and sensual as her expert touch.

      “Oh, God yeah, give it to me.”

      “Yeah? You want to fuck me?”

      “I want you, so much,” I told her.

      “Turn over for me, on to your back, so I can see what you have for me,” she purred.

      I flipped onto my back and my cock stood tall up to my belly-button. She mounted me and I looked down to see her labia open like a sweet Chinese flower, the lips gaping for me, for all my length and my thickness, to be filled and satisfied and pleasured, hungry for penetration, a full-cup, to have me deep inside her womanly body, flowing and gushing and streaming inside her. She pressed the wet, slick, openness of her lips down on the underside of my shaft and she rubbed her open slit back and forth

      I put my hands behind my neck and just looked at her with wonder.

      She was stroking at the top of my penis with her right hand and touching my stomach with her left. She was gently caressing it as her oil vag pressed down on the back-shaft and suddenly she bowed carefully and opened her mouth, her tongue came out, a long pink tongue, she looked so fucking sexual in that moment that it simply defied reason. A long drool of spit formed like a river and flowed out of her mouth and off the end of that lush, wet tongue, perfectly down onto the tip of my dick. “Ahhh,” she exhaled an ever-so erotic moan as it landed on my penis and she lapped it all up in the palm of her hand and simultaneously rubbed it all around and up and down.

      I was in heaven.

      I wanted to explode.

      It was starting to feel like torture.

      “Oh, shit…” I gasped, feeling like I was ready to cum, but I wanted to fuck her and feel the full tightness and wetness of her Chinese flower.

      “Yeah, shit, this is a nice big one for Li Na…” she enjoyed the gritty sexuality of how I swore, and she attempted to replicate it and mimic me, the simplicity and eroticism of it, and she was playing with my tool now like it was nothing more than a damn sex-toy. She had a glint in her eye, like she was a fucking dynamite sex-addict and she was taking me because she bloody wanted me, nothing more and nothing less.

      I saw it, right then, and I decided that that is what I was going to do too.

      I was going to take her sex and use it, to fuck it hard, because I wanted it, and she was just there for the taking, she was needy for me, for this casual encounter, a mature woman that needed sex just as bad and just as strong as any testosterone-fuelled man.

      I was going to make her mine, to own her, to dominate her.

      “Condom?” I asked.

      “No, I like bareback, I’m clean and I take the pill, so you cum, no problem…” her words were coming out more disjointed and guttural now like she was reverting mentally to same lost place in her mind, when she was perhaps younger and less educated, and she fucked men for cash and thrills, nothing more, nothing less.

      “Good, I want to cum so deep inside you, I want to fill you up with my seed, yeah…?”

      “Yeah, so deep…”

      She put a leg up on the bed, she was so slim, almost skeletal but in the sexiest way, because of those large, natural breasts and that black tattoo. I could see her stomach muscles, tight and hard as she tensed. Her muff-fluff was pointed into a kind of Asian pussy Mohawk, like it had been combed and styled that way, her vaginal folds were very dark, almost black, and they were open for me to enter, I caught a glimpse of her shiny, wet, oily insides, all pink and hungry.

      That kitty needed a feeding, good and hard, right now.
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      “C’mon,” I said. “Take that big white cock.”

      “Yeah, big white cock, I like strong English men.”

      She put the cock-head and slotted it right into that big, dark, fleshy opening and she took a deep breath before sliding herself down on it, slowly and deliberately, till she fell onto me with sensual drama that was totally real, clutching my stomach as she closed her eyes and kept them clenched shut like she’d been stabbed in the stomach with a samurai sword.

      I gasped too and my eyes bulged again as I realised that her nails had dug into the flesh of my belly. “Fuck yeah,” I gritted my teeth as I bottled up the pain and she clenched her vagina around that bulging muscle of my shaft as it squeezed and tensed right inside her wetness.

      She was breathing hard, like she was having a baby, a big o-shaped mouth, taking short and deep breaths, in and out, eyes shut and she was looking up at the fan as the cool air fell down upon us, making our hot bodies shiver with delight.

      As I felt her clenching more, so subtle yet so definite, it made my legs go stiff and my shoulders and arms kind of shot up to grab onto her thighs as an instinctive reflex, like a corpse coming to life, back from the dead, I just wanted to feel her skin and touch her, to grip her, and to make her ride me. Her pussy felt so fucking good and hot, better than anything I had experienced with any other woman, ever. “I’m going to cum,” I blurted it out, almost apologetically, but I couldn’t help it, the level of arousal was extreme, something had to give, something had to blow and it was brewed deep down in the fiery heaviness of my testicular sack.

      “Yes, baby, cum,” she said, just moving back and forth now in a gentle rhythm, riding me, riding me so good, so slow, I felt every part of her, all the heat and wetness of her body. She took my hands from where I gripped her legs and she put them upon her chest. Her tits felt so soft and moist with sweat and as I squeezed and massaged them I got her big, black nips between my fingers and I tweaked those meaty things with fascinated sensuality.

      She liked this.

      It got her going, pushed her buttons, got her cunt more slick and hot as she moved on my penis.

      She gasped and looked up at the ceiling again and she put her nails down into the flesh of my stomach. She started to rock on my dick at super-fast speed and her body felt suddenly hotter and more sweat-laced, sticky and icky and all dirty.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck…”

      “Ohhhh, fuck yes…”

      I got that sensation in my loins and felt my legs go jelly-like, all tingly, as I galloped across the point-of-no-return and into a dark haze of sexual climax. It was like an out-of-body experience as the orgasm came like galloping horses, it was unstoppable, it was so good, I felt so deep inside her, so connected with her body, her spirit.

      This was some form of Chinese ‘sex magic’, like a mystical form of healing that was taking my soul and gripping it by the throat.

      Somehow, I had the presence of mind to arouse her as I came and fired my cock-Glock inside her, so I squeezed on her nipples some more, a little harder, and she sucked-in air and looked down at me as I felt a new wave of heat erupt around my penis and it was coming from deep inside of her now, she was about to cum too, we were going to share it together, it had been a quick response. She started to shake and tremble and her face contorted into an evil, semi-psychotic cum-face, and she growled down at me like I was a piece of shit, her nails digging in so deep that it suddenly hurt and I felt blood draw, she was groaning and moaning like a demonic force that needed an exorcism, “fuuuuuuuck,” she was scary and hot and sexy and I saw all of her skeletal bones and the way her thin, brown skin rippled as she rocked me harder and faster, riding me so fucking good until she was smiling in a disgustingly evil way, something dark burning in those beautiful slanted eyes from behind her short bowl-cut hairstyle that was like a pair of curtains now meeting across her field of vision.

      She slowed down her riding and arched her back.

      She was taking it all, feeling all the wetness of my spunk inside her as she orgasmed and she loved it, I mean she really was loving it like you wouldn’t imagine. I don’t know if I was her fuck-toy or she was mine, it didn’t matter, it was the quickest but most intense sex session of my sweet life; I felt like I’d taken a tonne of damn drugs or something.

      She was still riding me, feeling me, so slow, and I felt myself go limp inside her. She savoured it, even as my dick went soft, it was so bloody wet down there, just a river of filth and muck and smut, man-spunk and lady-spunk, a delicious cocktail of Oriental sex. “The cum feels so hot inside my body,” she remarked, finally composed enough and breathing at such a normal rate as to be able to speak, and she smiled, blowing sweaty strands of hair out of her eyes.

      I just collapsed, if one can actually collapse in bed from a laid-down position, but I had, or at least I felt that I had, I had collapsed from the act, just breathing, and trying to smile, not even able to speak yet, but I just made a gesture with my eyes as if to say: “Yeah, it felt pretty damn good, didn’t it?”

      She lowered her body down upon me, her breasts and slippery nipples pressed onto my chest, and she clutched her arms under me. She holds me like that and I can feel her heartbeat. I can smell her skin and her fluids mixed along with mine. I feel the hotness of her breath on my skin and smell the shampoo from her hair. I feel the cool air of the fan and my mouth runs dry.

      I want to drink, something, anything.

      Water.

      Beer.

      Vodka.

      Anything.

      Maybe she sensed it, but she raised her head and put her tongue in my mouth and we kissed like young lovers on the banks of a Parisian river, the hotness of her saliva quenches my thirst and as she moans and groans in my mouth and I can feel myself getting hard again. I’m still inside her, my dick is still in her cunt and it is getting hard again, she feels it and starts to move on me, slowly and sensually, all over again, it was insane, but it was so good.

      We fucked, again, and again, till I fell asleep in her arms, laid there in her sultry little room…
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      I woke up to a murder scene.

      There was a pool of blood and a body laid-out on the floor, a large man in a business suit, he’d been cut across the throat and was dead as dead can be, the blood was fresh, still flowing. “What the fuck,” I whisper to myself as the door creaks open and my Chinese lover walks in wearing a red satin night robe and carrying a tray of fresh fruits and coffee. “Morning, my sexy man,” she chirps like she doesn’t have a care in the world. “What’s wrong?” she asks, the look on my face clearly one of shock and confusion.

      I look down at the bleeding corpse on the floor.

      “Oh, this guy?” she says, casually. “He was one of my men…”

      “One of your men, a lover…?”

      “Well, that would be going a bit far, love didn’t come into the equation, just sex and money and various other business perks, but, if that is what you are referring to, that we were fucking, then yes…” she just popped a grape into her mouth and leered at me with wide eyes. “Try these grapes, they are so sweet.”

      “Are you crazy?”

      “Oh, of course, coffee first. Right? You English are so proper.”

      “Jesus Christ, you’ve just killed a man!”

      “Yes, I killed him, I lured him here so that he could fuck me downstairs in the kitchenette, in private, as I told him there was another man upstairs in my bed. He was so jealous,” she laughed, sounding like an unstable mentalist.

      “You had sex with him, just now?”

      “Yes, my God, you’re not jealous too, are you?” she laughed, mocking me, and I swear to God she sounded like a basket-case, a proper psycho. “I told him that you were rough with me, that you slapped me around and called me a cheap Chinese whore, so I asked if he’d wake you up and teach you a lesson in how to treat women, beat the fuck out of you, is that proper English?”

      I was staring at her, in bemusement, like a dark cloud, a thunderstorm of madness and evil and death had descended from the skies above and was swallowing me into a real-life nightmare.

      “When we came to the room, I told him, let’s have sex on the floor so he will wake up and see us and we can just laugh at him then beat the crap out of him. He took me over the desk and put his big tool deep inside me and as he came, I took the knife, turned around and cut his throat, from one ear to the next, it was a nice slice. I left him here to bleed and I went back downstairs to prepare us breakfast. Is that OK? Or, should I have woken you up to let you watch the show? You’d like to see me killing people, right?”

      “Fuck, I need to get out of here, quick.”

      “No, you don’t need to go anywhere, you will stay here with Madam Wu until she is sexually satisfied and she is finished with you.”

      “Why are you talking about yourself like you are not even in the room? Do you realise what you’ve done? You’ve killed a person…”

      “Madam Wu would be rather upset if you just got up and left her like that. Are you going to upset her?” she sounded like a cross mother talking to a naughty child, she looked mad and evil, she scared the shit out of me; this crazy, sexy bitch.

      I just shook my head, not knowing what kind of a homicidal story-line I’d just walked in to, I was scared, to the pit of my stomach.

      “Don’t look so scared. Look, just have breakfast with me and then fuck me again, and then you can go…”

      I was still looking at the body.

      “Just forget that the body is even there, my security men will clear up the mess later, you have nothing to worry about…”

      “OK,” I thought. “This is Soho, after all, and this kind of crazy shit probably happens on a regular basis if you work in the business of vice, strip clubs, brothels and all that racket.”

      I was a different person, because I tell you what, in that split-second I started to remember how good she had felt, and I didn’t give a damn about the dead body that now lay bleeding on the floor next to the bed. This was going to be the new me, a man with little fear, who fucks Asian brothel owners and wakes up to the sight of blood and dead bodies and fruits and coffee.

      Yes, this was the new me…

      I was liking the new me…

      

      I never saw the blade coming, I guess men like me never do, but she took it from some unknown part of the bedding and she came down on me like a crazed lunatic, stabbing down into the side of my neck more than fifty times, until both our naked bodies were completely drenched in my blood.

      I was still inside her as I died and the last thing I recall thinking was that sex this good would be worth dying for…it was too…and that is how it all ended, my chance encounter with Madam Wu, the sex addicted lady from Shanghai who killed her lovers…that was the new me…new me was dead me…

      My corpse was laid there, naked, my neck and jugular just an unidentifiable pulp.

      A stinking, sex-stained blood-bath of a death, that was to be my destiny, eyes wide, staring up at the fan, still whirling around and helping all the glossy blood dry around my dead flesh.

      Rocco the cockney came walking into the room and looked around as Madam Wu sat naked and cross-legged at her desk, covered too in crimson blood, without a care in the world, in a post-orgasmic haze of sex and murder. “Nice work, Madam, you’re really handy with that Sushi blade.”

      “I know,” she was drinking a vodka on the rocks, perhaps in my honour, but unlikely, and she was breathing deeply and sensually through her nose, nostrils flaring, looking with arousal at the man who still bled heavily from the neck on her bed and she still felt his seed inside her body, dripping out of her sex. “He was a good fuck, and it was a good kill, I really enjoyed it, Rocco.”

      “Right, Madam.”

      “Usual, procedure, my dear,” she informed Rocco to take the other security lads and do a ‘clear-up’, which meant cleaning up the murder scene of blood and other bodily fluids (sweat and sperm) and disposing of the bodies before handing the room back to her in pristine condition so that she could do it all over again.

      “Usual procedure, yes, does that mean…?”

      “Yes, it means I want you to do me good and hard in the midst of two dead men that lay bleeding at my high-heel shoes. I want to smell the blood and the stale sweat of their death as you get it in nice and deep and pleasure me till I orgasm.”

      “Certainly, I love it when you talk like that, all dark and filthy,” Rocco was already unbuckling his trousers and had an excited smile on his face, his dick was hard. “Madam Wu?”

      “Yes?”

      “How many have you really killed?”

      “I don’t know, Rocco, I lost count.”

      “More than a hundred?”

      “More than a hundred in England? Sure, but, I killed much more than that in the Asian cities…”

      “Are you going to kill me too, one day, during one of these murderous sex sessions of ours?”

      “Perhaps, but you won’t care, because believe me, Rocco, there is no better way to die than in the moment of orgasm, it is the ultimate adrenalin rush for these men to die in this way, it is a gift…”

      “I suppose you are right,” he already had his tool in his hand and was stood at the edge of the bed, pulling on his tool slowly and casually. She came to him and bent over, using my blood-soaked legs to hold on to, the blood made a heavy pool and it flowed in the folds of the satin sheets like a thing of sinister finality, dripping down onto the wooden floorboards where it might seep through and fall with a tiny drip to the breast of a young Asian whore as she serviced a client in the room below.

      She was bent right over with her arse pouting to Rocco in the death-infused air, legs apart and she was practically massaging my blood-soaked dead legs, giving the security man perfect access for a rear-end insertion and a good, hard, post-murder fuck.

      Rocco slid into her with ease, he was fit and strong, and had fucked her more than twenty times, always in the aftermath of a murder and before the boys did the ‘clean-up’. He went straight into a very hard style of penetration, bringing his penis out slowly, till the tip was just sitting at the gaping lips of her Chinese slit and then using all the force of his hips and ramming his cock into her hard and deep. Each time he slammed against her body her skin rippled and shuddered and a tremor struck on her face as she clenched her eyes shut.

      Again, slam!

      Again, slam!

      He slammed and slammed until he felt her tremble more violently and she whimpered and muttered things in Chinese. He knew then, it was time to come. She got angry if he didn’t come at the same time as she revelled in the fluids; she loved it. So, he came, and she came, and once again Madam Wu was streaming again from her slit and she was satisfied, until the next time.

      Madam Wu took a shower, got dressed and left her boys to do their work.

      The other security lads who were being referred to in this situation were, of course, dark-skinned in colour and had come to Britain from the African country of Senegal. And, of course, the whole thing had been a scam, not for money but for sex and the act of killing in sex.

      Why?

      Because, Madam Wu always gets what she wants, after all she was one of the biggest crime lords in Soho and perhaps the world’s most elusive killer…

      THE END.
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      Manila Spice - Asian erotica from the Philippines

      The Girls of the Golden Temple - A Bangkok sex adventure (Tuk-Tuk Sex Diaries, Vol. 1)

      The Lap Dancer - A sexual adventure with a Thai sex-bomb in London
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