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My brown hand was startling against the white cock that strained within its grasp. Angry red lacerations, where it had thrust so urgently against the metal bars containing it not minutes before, adding yet another visual element to the meeting of East and West. As well as confirming the triumph of the former.

“Me”

“There,” I cooed down to him, his back against the less than luxurious paillasse that now rested upon the unadorned floor and served as his bed – less inviting even that the single-cot he had provided for me in the tiny box-room that had once been my quarters in his home. “Does it not feel... right... to have your revered young Malkin’s hand around your manhood in such a way?”

I knew from his own lips – from his writing, anyway – that he despised my heavily stressed English, no matter how fluent and articulate I was in his native tongue; so the fleeting grimace that crossed his handsome, if undeniably preoccupied, features was not a surprise to me exactly. The man was a snob and a xenophobe of the highest order and to find himself dependent upon a creature such as his young Indian housekeeper was a humiliation great enough to cause him an almost physical pain. And yet, such is the complexity, weakness, and contrary nature of the human mind – especially of the male variety – his obsession for the body of that same young Indian housekeeper, along with his growing acceptance of the obedience and respect he must show in order to receive its bounty, ensured the human-bondage that kept him in place at her feet.  

Using two fingers either side of his pylon hard penis, I began a slow up and down movement, squeezing intermittently on the journey down and then back and feeling my own unholy excitement rise as the breath of the older Englishman who had considered himself my master became both ragged and rasping.

“That is a good obedient boy,” I told him, deliberately exaggerating the thickness of my accent that he be under no illusions as to just who was exercising such intimate control of him. “You see the rewards that can be yours if you please your young Malkin.”

I gave his cock a firmer squeeze, robbing him of even more breath and making any reply he might have considered making academic.

“Yes, your Indian master may be so much younger than you, but she is also your superior now, and knows just what her servant needs as a motivation to prove himself her most dutiful and doting chattel.”  

My words were calculated to enflame further the fire of his submission to me but were also sincerely meant on my part.

I am his superior.

His Malkin.

His... MASTER.

The outward differences between us, in looks, age, and background that might make the casual observer consider the reverse to be true, have been placed upon their head and it is the young Indian woman who rules his world.

Totally.

“To whom does this worthless white cock belong?” I asked, and to this question I did require a reply; regardless of any difficulties he might have in finding it.

When no response was forthcoming, I removed my hand from his cock and held it palm up before his eyes that he may inspect what had been withdrawn in greater detail.

“Your Malkin asked you a question.”

It was all there in his eyes: anger, need, self- disgust and, most important of all, weakness. He was being stripped of his manhood and it was the pusillanimous of that manhood itself allowing me to do it. The outward appearance of strength and authority had always been a façade and, now it had been removed, would never show itself again.

If I had my way.

“It... It belongs to you, Malkin,” his voice croaked up to me as I squatted upon the floor at the side of the paillasse to which I had relegated him.

He was prevaricating, knowing exactly what I expected from him and trying to avoid the giving.

“What belongs to me?” I snapped in a voice that left him in no doubt I was losing patience and his manhood would soon find its way back into its cage if it snapped completely.

The contemplation of such loss was enough:

“My cock belongs to you, Malkin,” he said, voice thick with a shame that matched his perverse and pitiful desire.

Still not good enough.

“Are you trying to provoke your Malkin?” I hissed, supplying his naked thighs with slaps upon each from my free hand. 

“No, Malkin!” he protested, his desperation to feel my brown hand again take his white cock in its grasp strong enough to lend force to his words; the images in my head of how his snobby friends would react upon seeing him in such an abject condition before a young Indian woman who had come into his home as a housekeeper and, instead, had taken him as her own servant enflaming my own desires further.

Imagery, if he was experiencing the same, that diluted the power of his need not one whit.

“P-Please, Malkin. Wh-What I meant to say was: your servant’s worthless white cock belongs to you.”

I gave him a few seconds, peering down at him with a stern expression it utterly thrilled one of my years and race to be directing towards a man of his. My firm and hourglass shape and the bare and full breasts with hardened nipples that swayed above his prone form, seeming only to emphasize my superiority over him; despite the undoubted attractions of his older but well-kept body and the handsome head atop it. There was no longer any doubt in my mind at this point that we had reached the exalted condition of “owner” and “owned”.

Exalted for me, that is.

“Do not forget again,” I reminded him, before returning my hand to the cock that remained at rigid attention and being rewarded with the gasp that was part swoon and served to let me know my conquest of him was all but complete.

Retaining my grip upon his erection, I swiveled my head in the direction of his feet and slung a leg over his face before lowering my hairless and gushing cunt to within a few inches of his mouth.

“This is not all about your pitiful pleasure,” I told him. “You can thank your Malkin for her kindness by worshipping her superior Indian womanhood in the way she has taught you.”

I was about to lower my dripping sex onto his waiting mouth when I paused:

“And if you wish to be released from your cock-cage in the near future, you would do well to remember not to cum until your Malkin has received her own satisfaction.”

Not waiting for a reply from below, I sat my brown arse directly upon his waiting white face and felt his tongue protrude to slather the length of my gash; my own sigh that was more of a swoon having followed the moment his head was trapped between my thighs and made no less... incredible... by the throbbing of the cock he had conceded I now owned against the palm of my controlling hand.

That I had waited until granting my own excitement expression not so surprising when all was taken into account.

It would not do to have a lowly servant see the effect he could have upon his Malkin now, would it?

He was not entirely stupid, after all, and, just like her, he might see it as a means of gaining some power of his own.

As his lapping tongue became bolder and I felt my orgasm rushing ahead of me that it might break on some very welcome rocks, the up-and-down strokes of the hand manipulating his cock became faster. 

Much faster!

After all, I did wish him to disobey me and spout his pathetic English semen before I reached my crisis and gave him permission.

And punishing him was so pleasurable, I thought to myself as the mere thought of doing as much brought the rocks up to meet me faster than I had anticipated and jets of creamy white semen left his cock before I made impact.

Ensuring my own scream of release that followed a few seconds later owed a great deal to the imagery of how I would be meting out his discipline once I had recovered...  
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When I, Aadhaya Bahl, look upon myself today, in the present, I see no connection to either the child I recall from my schooldays or the young woman that child became before the inevitable dissatisfaction with the non-feeding stage of the pupa and the happy coincidence of events that would see her predatory and controlling nature take centre-stage.

That ‘predatory and controlling nature’ being the one constant connecting me to my former existence and the very qualities – yes, I truly regard them in such an exalted light - responsible for the position I hold in his life now. 

A position that must, I know, surprise and torment the man who once thought himself the master of his lowly Indian domestic; the complete reversal of our roles in relation to each other something that would have seemed to him no more than the most outrageous fantasy had he – unthinkably for one possessing his suspicion and contempt of all things not Northern European – consulted a Romany fortune-teller and been informed of what awaited him in his future.

That ‘what’ being me.

As I stand before the mirror of the master-bedroom and take in the contours of the full and womanly body that had been so influential in my progression from servant to master; I correct myself.

There is indeed another connection to my past and it is staring back at me with the same strength of purpose but lack of beauty with which it has always stared back at me.

You see, in distinct contrast to my body, with its Rubenesque curves and large shapely breasts with narrow and natural décolletage, my face was never, I was told cruelly, likely to be my fortune. 

Though that same body, I was also told, might go some way towards making a fortune for another. 

I was left, on more than one occasion, in no doubt as to which profession the kindly soul informing me of my facial lack felt I was best equipped to follow and was at an age that ill-equipped me to retaliate against such a disgusting insinuation – even if I was old enough to promise myself that the man who would set himself up as my pimp had yet to be born.

And if he had and possessed the nerve to try, I remember promising myself, he would not be partaking of the joys of life for long.

The face staring back at me now, the instigator of much petty cruelty aimed my way over the years, has been described in many ways. 

As strong and purposeful, by the more kindly or diplomatic.

And as avian and off-putting – to quote one of the more acceptable put-downs – by others less caring of the feelings of another whose unthinking cruelty stirred in me a lifelong need to punish and correct those of a similar mindset.

Mostly men.

Face aside, however, and though I do not consider myself ‘ugly’; I soon came to realise how accurate – if disgusting – my early tormentor’s description of me and the occupation it should lead to had been. Clothed in the garments of concealment traditional to a child of parents whose religious beliefs were strict to a degree bordering on the fanatical – at least in respect of my father - I was, nonetheless, aware of the scrutiny of male eyes as they attempted to picture the curves below those garments. On many occasions I had both seen and sensed the effect my budding young body could have on the opposite sex when revealed to them. 

And in even the most innocent of ways. 

Those curves below, impossible to conceal completely, making the view awaiting my fair-weather admirers atop the shoulders irrelevant. 

As an example, the merest glimpse of my shapely feet, concealed above the ankle by the sari and fine cotton trousers my parents deemed de rigeur, could rivet the attention of certain men and, to use the flowery language certain writers adopt to describe such behaviour, have them following the progress of my perfectly shaped toes as if they were a guide sent to earth to lead them to the palace of heavenly delights. 

Seeing as how these and my hands and forearms were the only parts of my body I would not receive fatherly punishment for revealing, it is hardly surprising I would invest so much time in their upkeep and relish the quirk of parental guidance that would prevent my wearing of make-up but make no comment on the painting of perfectly shaped and well-tended toenails.  

As you would expect, the ‘effects’ of my lower extremities upon the opposite gender were something of a delight to me and went some way towards compensation for not having been blessed with a face likely to enchant the men who gazed upon it.

That ‘delight’ something that soon became a forensic interest in the sexual psychology of the beast, ensuring that, and before long, my school work and the English in which I was determined to become at least proficient were not the only demands on my time and concentration. 

Soon, my studies were sharing equal time with anything on the subject of male sexual response on which I could lay my hands in the State Central Library. The same library so generously left to my hometown of Hyderabad in 1891. Not by the departing Raj and the guilt-ridden benevolence of the rapacious English, but by the Nawab Imad-ul-Mulk and known to all as the ‘Asafia’.  

Our culture existed long before the English existed as a racial grouping themselves and neither needed nor wanted their baseless and xenophobic patrimony.

As for the contents of the library itself, it must be said that material along the lines I sought was not exactly profuse. But there was enough to... inform. Through translated literary classics such as ‘Venus in Furs” and academic works including Krafft Ebing’s ‘Psychopathia Sexualis’ I gained much insight into the mindsets of men that may not have been of a practical variety but was revealing to my thirsting young mind nonetheless.

And one insight in particular. 

When I finally left my State School I found, much to my lack of surprise, that the only course open to one of my looks and background – at least if I had no wish to become a part of the sordid and degrading sex industry – was in a domestic capacity. Consequently, I bowed to the wishes of my father who, though not for a moment seeing me as a piece of sexual merchandise, had little or no faith in my ability to become something meaningful and signed me to a domestic agency whose forte was the procuring and training of menials for the wealthy. They would, he assured me, provide me with the necessary expertise required to polish furniture, prepare food and clean lavatories to the expected standard; thus ensuring I would become a desired employee of one of the European families living and working in Hyderabad while being paid above the local rates my willingness and diligence.

He also told me, if I were very fortunate, I might just be housed, fed and watered as a condition of my employment.

I suspect my autocratic parent was not at all displeased at the prospect of my leaving the nest. This despite the loss of my new and above ‘local’ income to the household and, therefore, his disposal. It would explain his lack of dismay when I informed him and my poor powerless and downtrodden mother that the position the agency had procured for me would indeed – and as he had intimated - be live-in. 

Though in truth, I must confess, I was not exactly dispirited by that aspect of the position I found hateful in all other respects myself.

Just the same, I was, as stated, distinctly underwhelmed by the employment prospects available to me – and especially this one. To say I was disappointed would be to place my sentiments at the time on a far more elevated plain than they occupied. But, and regardless of the way I felt, I signed with the agency, completed the training I found so insulting and demeaning and was soon ready for my first assignment.

If not raring to go exactly.

Even at that young age, you see, it rankled with me that I should be in the country of my birth and yet be considered fit only to do the bidding of a white foreigner from a land that had much to answer for in respect of its actions in ours.

That I had been present on many occasions to witness my tyrant of a father turning into a toady of the most spineless kind when confronted with anything remotely English only served to exacerbate my growing anger.

None of which altered the certainty that, no matter how much I despised the prospect, I would soon find myself a dogsbody in the home of a person or persons I resented sight unseen simply because of their race.

Xenophobia, I told myself at the time, was not a preserve of the English and I had no intention of allowing them to colonise this metaphysical fiefdom for themselves as well.

By a miracle of fate and coincidence, and despite my misgivings, the position assigned me would turn out to be my last of such a kind and prove to be the single most fortuitous event of my life.

Believe me when I say I cannot stress the above “my life” enough.

For, when it came to the handsome older Englishman to whom I had been contracted, my introduction into his service would be the first of the bars fate was in the process of fashioning as a means of keeping him the captive of a young girl from a race and a country he both mocked and despised.

Bars of silk, nylon, and unyielding subcontinent femininity that would hold him to his new master as surely as if they had been forged by Vulcan himself.

Though I could be forgiven for neither knowing nor suspecting at the time, though, as mentioned, I did sense... something, a bountiful and giving fate had chosen me to be not just his jailer but something far more important and irrevocable.

His master.
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“I insist upon my privacy and, where possible, the gift of silence,” my new employer explained to me with the condescension I would soon come to realise was habitual to him. 

That he was explaining his requirements to me in my native tongue in no way lessening either his superior manner or tone.

Fresh from my induction into the whys and wherefores of caring for the superior European visitor to my own land, and yet to reach my seventeenth birthday, I stood before my new employer and putative master in the study of his home with eyes lowered and body covered in a colourful sari and light cotton pants.

Well, as colorful a sari, at least, as I knew the agency who had recommended me for the position of domestic to a superior Englishman would allow a servant on their books to garb herself. 

The images I had stolen and stored of my new, and instantly condescending, ‘master’ when he had not been looking were, despite that condescension, pleasing. For, though I knew from the small information supplied me that he was about to celebrate a forty-second birthday, he was still a handsome and imposing man. The realisation he was by no means difficult to gaze upon going some small distance towards compensation for finding myself in a position in regard of him I despised.

A flunkey.

“I will, as agreed with the agency,” he told me, “provide you with a much higher than average income and accommodations, but, in return, I will expect you to discharge your duties to the best of your abilities and exactly as I wish them to be discharged.”

Careful to keep my eyes lowered deferentially, I told myself – and despite the looks I found so appealing – that if he were to continue on in such a self-important and patronising way I could soon come to loathe this man as much as I already loathed my position in his service.

This before it had even commenced.

“Do you understand, Aadhaya?” he asked, using my forename for the first time while still contriving to remain on a superior and formal footing.

Pompous ass!

I nodded without looking up, careful to adopt a submissive attitude and sensing, even at that early stage, that this was something the obvious self-regard of my English employer would find appealing as well as natural.

His name was Andrew Corbett and I had been told he was attached to the Salar Jung in Darushifa - the museum and art depository formerly housed in the long-time residence of the Salar Jung dynasty, the Diwan Devdi. 

Since 1968, I knew, the collection of art and antiquities had been given its very own home and it was here my new employer worked – though in what capacity I had yet to learn. 

I do remember telling myself, however, that if the spacious and luxurious house he occupied on the south bank of the Musi river was any guide – the same house in which I was intended to skivvy – then his employment was not exactly undervalued.

The expensive linen-suit and pure cotton shirt minus a collar something else by way of a give-away in regard of his financial situation, as were the tan Prada moccasins worn without socks.

Already, and notwithstanding the attraction his looks held for me, the distaste and suspicion for this most fortunate of breeds that had accompanied me into his house was swiftly turning to detestation.

“Yes, Sahib,” I said in a small voice as I glanced up at him from under hooded eyes, anxious to put him at his ease and perhaps make my own life easier in the process. “I understand perfectly.”

It was 1995 and the form of address: ‘Sahib’, as a means of addressing the superior European had long since fallen out of fashion, Nowadays, it was all but non-existent and rightly so. Especially when compared to those times during which ludicrous films such as, “Gunga Din” and “Northwest Frontier”, popularised the form and made cringe-worthy kow-towing of the sort something the stiff-upper-lipped Anglo expected as no more than his due from a lowly Indian. 

Even at my young age, being something of a cinema buff whose distaste for westerners did not extend to their films – the same ones I watched as much to study and test my English as I did for their content - I was well aware of the insulting celluloid portrayals of my countrymen – portrayals doing much to cement European and American prejudices in regard of us while boosting their ludicrous and unfounded sense of superiority in the process.

Though I coveted the comparative luxury of the lifestyles described on-screen, admiration and envy of a lifestyle, it should go without saying, can be a great distance removed from envy of the person or persons living it. 

Just the same, and regardless of my sense of insult, a voice in my head told me ‘Sahib’ was the right thing to call this self-regarding Englishman. Assessing him immediately – and correctly as it turned out - as being of a type who would accept anything that tied in with his belief in the superiority of both himself and his race. This despite the irrefutable fact of his presence in our country and his willingness to earn a lucrative income from both a place and a people for whom he had nil respect.

He was, I recall telling myself, the kind of man who would find nothing ironic or satirical in anything appearing to bolster beliefs and racial stereotypes that had been nonsensical and stupid even before they became outmoded.

Call it female intuition, but I knew such a bolstering would stand me in good stead during my employment with the pompous, self-regarding popinjay and, even at that early stage, saw his stupidity in such matters as less of a drawback and more as a means by which to manage him.

One of the reasons I remained at pains to disguise the full extent of the English I was able to both speak and understand and allowed him to direct me in my own tongue – in which he was proficient but not nearly fluent.

A happy lack.

For me, that is.

You see, at that time, my command of his language was more functional than conversational and I understood a great deal more than I could respond to in the instant way required if one were to engage in a dialogue in the language. It would change rapidly, of course, and before long - and though to this day my English is heavily accented and I am unmistakably an Indian speaking in a foreign tongue - I would understand all and be able to respond as swiftly as if I were speaking in my own language and dialect. But to have let my employer know this would have been to deprive myself of those times when he would speak freely to someone in front of me, either in person or on the telephone, in the belief I would be unable to follow either his words or his train of thought.

The decision to hide my facility with his tongue had been made shortly after meeting him and, even at this earliest of stages, I see now that I was placing myself to become unthreatening and indispensable to both his sense of self-esteem and security together with the running of his home. 

Despite his advanced years and greater advantages, I recall almost from the start of my employment with him a certain ‘weakness’ in the man that could be to my long-term advantage and, if my memory serves me correctly, it had been at this point during our first meeting that - for reasons I am still unable to pinpoint exactly – the image of a fellow pupil at my State School came to me.

His name was ‘Nandi’, which, as it transpired was entirely apt in regard of me for, in keeping with the origins of his name, he truly did enjoy being ‘pleasing’ to others.

And especially his younger fellow pupil.

Aadhaya. 

I could not have been more than thirteen when I first noticed the interest of this beautiful older boy from the year above me for his younger and ‘hawk-faced’ fellow pupil. The same ‘beautiful boy’ who lived on the same street and whose passion I found as fascinating as it was inexplicable as I watched it mature into infatuation. An ‘infatuation’, you will not be astonished to learn, that came as something of a bolt from the blue to the prettier girls whose hearts he had captured and for whom the fierceness of his attraction for their ‘ugly’ and friendless schoolmate remained a mystery.

Initially questioning why a boy so beautiful would wish to spend time with one as unprepossessing as me, I soon overcame such misgivings. Facts are facts, I have always maintained. No matter how inexplicable. 

It was not long after I shed these initial suspicions of Nandi’s motives, when I noticed that the more besotted with me my older admirer grew the more demanding and imperious towards him I seemed to become. Though my father would have been very angry to think I had anything to do with a boy at such an early age, my admirer was soon hiding at the bottom of our street each morning simply for the pleasure of carrying my books to-and-from school. which was pleasing in itself.  

To my surprise and delight he was, before very long - and to my every small request he was capable of satisfying - acquiescing to my demands.

I am sure that you, the reader, is ahead of me when I inform you that, very soon, he, found himself acquiescing to a great deal of them and within days of insinuating himself into my good graces, he was spending the money he earned from working in his family grocery on me.

From the time his infatuation for me took root until the time his family moved west to Panaji some three months later, I never lacked for an ice-cold Kachi Lassi or some other treat I desired and he was capable of supplying me.

Not a single day passed, I tell you truthfully, when I did not desire something from my smitten captive.

Of course, I realise now that I was simply testing my fledgling power as a female to entice and manage the brute male. Back then, however, it was little more than a fun game with the added bonus of being highly instructive to a young girl interested in what made men behave the way they did. A game, moreover, made all the more exciting for knowing my father would be incensed with righteous and hypocritical religious rage were he to somehow find out his innocent girl was already familiar with a boy.

An innocent girl who, without becoming sexual with him, was intent on learning all she could from the older boy that would further her knowledge of the opposite sex.

Shortly before his departure to the more affluent coastal region of Goa and Panaji, however, the game did become something... more. 

And, if not overtly sexual, then with sexual overtones at least.

For some trivial reason I cannot recall, Nandi offended me and, testing the extent of my power over him, I refused to forgive until he knelt before me and kissed my bare foot.

Distant from the event by a good many years I still picture exactly the look upon Nandi’s face as I made my request and he waited to see if I followed it with a laugh as a reassurance to him that I was joking.

No such laugh was forthcoming.

Despite his unaccountable fascination with me, he was a proud boy and at first refused to countenance such a humiliation. He even called me vile names for suggesting such an outrage. But I was and am a wilful girl and refused to have anything more to do with him until he came to me and begged forgiveness before actually asking my permission to show his sincerity by placing his lips upon my toes.

And doing so in the very playground where the girls by whom he was desired and the boys who looked up to him were present to see his display of contriteness.

The battle of wills that ensued was one, I see now, he was never likely to win.

On the third day of being treated by me as if he did not exist he came to me in the playground with tear-filled eyes and begged in a soft voice - hoping it would be enough for me to forego the rest of his penance - to be allowed back in my good graces.

Even now, with the benefit of hindsight and greater maturity, I cannot put an exact description to the feelings flooding my juvenile frame back then. 

Suffice it to say, that the sensations I felt as, oblivious to the stares and mockery of his peers, his will crumpled before mine and he sank to his knees upon the dusty playground to place his lips upon the toes I was even then painting the deepest red was a physical revelation to me. 

Sensations of an orgasmic intensity I have equalled on certain occasions since but have yet to surpass.

It was this memory and my reaction to it that transfixed me and left me to ponder what it was in the manner of my erstwhile employer that had led me to recall that wondrous first experience of making a member of the opposite sex bow to my will.

And in the most demeaning and unmanly of ways.  

Whatever had prompted it had, and in seconds, transformed the demeaning position I had been loath to accept into a wholly different perspective.

As unversed, though reasonably well-read on the subject of male sexuality as I was for my years – and even at such an early stage of both my employment and knowledge of my employer himself - I somehow sensed...

Possibilities.

“Good, Aadhaya,” the ‘Sahib’ had congratulated me as my mind returned to the present, totally oblivious to my thoughts and unable to quite keep the pleasure he took from my servile form of address evidencing itself upon his expression. 

My bowed head and lowered eyes only served to heighten his pleasure, I’m sure, while making it easier for me to conceal both my amusement and my contempt.

“I do not expect you to grasp the exact aspects of your service to me all at once,” he went on, “but I would like to see signs of progress on a daily basis.”

The insult to my mental faculties, made simply because of my age and race and the self-evident fact I was in such need of a paying position I would accept a glorified substitute for human bondage, was something I would not forget in a hurry and one I would pay back in spades should I ever be in a position to have the chance. 

His voice now was reaching me through a scarlet cloud of barely concealed anger as I contrived to keep my eyes on the floor and my expression neutral.

“Though you will, of course, have me to answer to,” he was informing me, “there will be only the two of us and you will find yourself in sole charge of the daily running of the household.”

“Pompous shit!” I remember describing him to myself, too angry at that point to see the advantage ceded to me by the above words – though it would not be too long before I did. 

“Grasp the exact aspects?”

Condescending clown! 

“Service to me!!”

“It is quite a responsibility and you are somewhat young,”  he had continued on, self-awareness and consideration playing no part in what he no doubt intended as a motivational opening speech - even if recidivism and self-love did. “But the agency spoke highly of you and I can only hope you realise what a marvelous prospect for a girl of your age and background this is. It is an opportunity, Aadhaya, you should seize with both hands.” 

At that moment I knew exactly what it was I wished to ‘seize’.

Maybe it was a delayed reaction against the household tyranny of my father towards both me and my mother, but I remember promising myself that, along with grasping the ‘exact aspects,’ of my ‘service’ to this English ass, I would also be a less than positive force in his domestic life and, perhaps even, his life as a whole.

Though I would take pains not to let him divine my intentions and give him no chance to suspect I was not the dutiful and obedient servant whose every waking thought was devoted to his comfort and pleasure.

Quite the opposite, in fact.

The above was no more than an inner flash of youthful temper at the time but, before long, I would find myself occupying a place in his life I would have considered inconceivable had someone mentioned the prospect to me at the time.

It was to be a slow process, but the more I managed to insinuate myself into every aspect of his public, private and home life – though he would not have seen it in such a way at the time – the more dependent upon me he became.

There were, however, a number of years between the onset of my growing ascendancy over him and the realisation of my current happy and authoritative position.
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​​​THREE
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​​​Insight
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“Yes!” cried Andrew Corbett to the woman astride him as they copulated on the living-room rug he had been so insistent I shampoo and vacuum earlier that same day. 

“Faster!” 

From what had become my regular, thrice weekly, vigil, prone on the upstairs landing, belly to the floorboards, I watched and listened to the latest of his sexual escapades I was about to add to the already numerous pieces in my possession that were indicative of both his emotional make-up and his preferences. Pieces that were close to completing the jigsaw of his sexuality. The same sexuality I had been studying almost from the beginning of my employment with him some two-years earlier. 

I already knew that, in common with me, he was someone who preferred his own company and, on many occasions, had professed surprise to myself that someone so private would wish to have a fellow human-being share his home and, hence, his privacy with him. But, then, I also knew that he saw me only as a servant. To him I was no more than a functional piece of domestic equipment placed in his service to make life comfortable and convenient for him.

Invisible, in fact.

Hence his confidence that his fornication – and with such a person - in such a conspicuous part of the house would go undiscovered.

When Andrew Corbett told his servant to retire you can be sure she did as he commanded and went to her room.

And stayed there until she was required again.

Except this particular servant did not and far preferred to watch his nightly exploits than the small television he had placed in her room. Not to mention the computer with internet connection I had bought with the money scraped together from the less than magnificent wage he paid me for the “opportunity” of serving as his flunkey. A most judicious use of my hard-earned salary and one that was proving educational in all manner of ways I found delightful.

Like most handsome men of his kind of whom I had some small experience - almost entirely through the writing of others on the subject - he was idle and indolent on matters not relating to the making of money or pursuing the opposite sex. And even there he allowed his money to save him the effort of seduction - if you take my drift. But, no matter how indispensable I made myself to him in matters of domesticity – and I had done so with such success in the two years since I had been with him he now looked to me for anything and everything when it came to household matters – he always maintained his sense of superiority and I knew I would always remain a servant rather than a flesh and blood human-being.

And, as stated, an invisible one, at that.

A state-of-affairs I had no intention of allowing to stand.

Not only had he not once shown the slightest interest in me physically but, other than as a tool to make his life easier and more comfortable, I did not seem to exist in flesh and blood form at all. Not once in those two years had he revealed even a mild curiosity regarding my background and at no time had he ever initiated a conversation pertaining to anything other than a recital of his needs and requirements. It was as if for all but in a domestic capacity I was invisible. 

As I watched the candlelight flickering against the smooth skin of her back, the long black tresses of her unbound hair swished from side to side in either her pleasure or her imitation of such.

It was at this point that I saw her raise a hand and bring it downwards in answer to his earlier demand.

The sound of the slap reverberated up the stairs from the interior of the living-room and took my breath away as I realised this... whore... had just struck my master.

Before I had a chance to fully absorb what she had done and its implications, the woman above my employer drew back her hand again.

Once more, the impact as her palm made contact with his cheek echoed up the stairs towards me.

And, once again, he simply lay there and took it.

“Do not dare tell me how slow or how swiftly I should take my pleasure from you?” snarled the woman. “English filth!”

Though he had let her into the house after telling me he did not require my services further, then sending me to my room until the morning, added to which I could only make out her outline by the dim light of a few candles, the broken and heavily accented English – not so far removed from my own at the time – told me, to my incredulity, that she was... wonder of all wonders...

Indian.

A revelation to me.

And a wonderful revelation at that.

Not once in the two years of my service to him had he shown the slightest interest in the women of my race; either socially, sexually or intellectually. 

In fact, and regardless of the fact he was making a handsome living in my country from the acquisition of antiquities for the Salar Jung – as well, I knew, as selling some on the side to private dealers -  he gave the impression of one who was bathing in thrice used bathwater when it came to interaction with anything Indian that did not have a sell-on value and was live, flesh-and-blood, subcontinent.

Yet another inconsistency for which I despised him.

And yet there he was! 

Naked on his own living room rug, with a woman of my race not only astride him in the female superior position but slapping his face as she rode him for her own satisfaction.

And doing so, it appeared, irrespective of whether her satisfaction corresponded with his.

For me it was, as they say, a defining moment and one that gave the scene unfolding below me an even greater... frisson.

As well as making all my fantasies in which he played such a prominent part seem achievable.

Possibly.

Previously, the women I had seen him with were from the British Club. The club so popular with the Hyderabadi English who considered themselves far too superior and could not condescend for a moment to partake of Indian society and preferred to stick to a once removed version of their own. A dismissal of the country housing them for which right-wing newspapers and thugs in their homeland vilified immigrants who had the temerity to settle there and do the same. 

These women, I had noticed with a superiority of my own, had all been of a type: thin, well-heeled and, all of them, fair. I had, in fact, shown many of these pampered clothes-horses into the house and served tea or other refreshments before being banished to my quarters. A banishment enabling me, courtesy of my new computer and the club’s website and pictures of various social events, to put a name to the face of many of my master’s conquests.

Names usually preceded by a ‘Mrs’.

Not once had I seen this defiler of the married English-Rose give any indication that he looked upon the women of my race – and no doubt the men – as inferior beings placed on this earth to make the domestic lives of those of the English persuasion more comfortable. 

Hardly surprising then that I would not suspect he might harbour sexual feelings for women of the subcontinent. Though I had fantasised that he did on numerous occasions and allowed my feverish young imagination to use the knowledge to bind him to me. In much the same way as I had used such an attraction to the detriment of my obsessed school-friend, Nandi.

“You are filthy,” she spat at him. “Tell me, Andrew. I wish to hear it.”

The mockery implicit in her ‘Andrew’ and the heavily accented demands of the woman riding him climbed the stairs to me as I watched my superior employer’s humiliation unfold with one hand to an astonished mouth and the other to a cunt made slippery and demanding by the scene below me.

“Yes... I... I am filthy,” came his breathy and excited voice, weak and malleable in a way I had yet to hear and underscoring the suspicions I had sensed in regard of his character at our very first meeting.

Until now.

“Yes, what?”

The frantic manipulations of my fingers against my pussy were taking me over the edge now as my countrywoman rode him with more urgency and he answered:

“Yes, Ms Ojaswini!”

I almost went over the edge at that point.

Almost.

What happened next would guarantee it.

Standing, the girl he had just addressed so obsequiously presented her rear to him and took a step back to place her rather thick legs with their muscled calves either side of his head.

My breath had caught in my throat.

No.

What I had viewed on the internet and read so much of while picturing myself doing the same could not possibly be about to...

Surely he would not allow her to...

Without further hesitation, and to my astonishment and utter delight, ‘Ms Ojaswini’ dropped to her knees and then her haunches and clamped her pussy over my erstwhile master’s mouth.

“Yes... English dog,” she began, her own voice breathy and excited by now but in no form submissive or malleable. “Lick at the piss-slit of your Indian goddess and know it is all you are fit for. Not that I have any expectation of your tongue proving any more worthy than the rest of your pitiful white carcass.”

Unseen by my smothered employer, the open mouth and eyes she raised to the ceiling told me she was already revising those expectations in a more positive manner.  

Lit from the front now by the candlelight, her face visible, that small part of me still rational beneath the sensations inspired by the scene and the nature of it told me I had seen her before. 

Though I was, as you can imagine, not in the best position by this point to analyse my discovery to any great extent. 

“Oooh, yes! Such an obedient English dog for... for his... for his... owner...”

Here voice tailed off and her large breasts heaved as the ministrations of her captive’s tongue lathed at her young cunt and she reached forward to take his pulsating cock in her hand and bring him off. 

To this day I still cannot be sure whether it was her scream as his servile tongue began to take her over the edge that did for me or the way her swift hand extended him the same courtesy.  

What I do know is the puzzle of that candlelit face, the same one I seemed to know from somewhere and one that was, if anything, even less pretty than his housekeeper’s, had no power to lessen my own imminent eruption.

That my ‘master’ could be demeaning himself before a girl of my own race even more facially unprepossessing than his servant breathed new life into my fantasies and increased the urgency of both my fingers and my passion. The next thing I knew all three of us were reaching a crisis. Each, I knew, reaching it via a mixture of differing intentions, motivations and needs though, whether ‘Ms Ojaswini’s’ orgasm was borne of true ecstasy or was simply a piece of playacting designed to keep a good customer coming back for more, I cannot say.

What I could say with complete certainty was that if it were a piece of playacting then her true vocation lay on the stage rather than the bed.

Make that rug, in this instance.

If I was in some small doubt regarding the sincerity of ‘Ms Ojaswini’s’ reaction, the muffled groans of completion coming from beneath her cunt and the seed spraying over my employer’s own stomach left no room whatsoever for ambiguity.

My superior employer had just been treated as if he were a low form of life by one of my countrywomen – and one pretty low on the food chain at that; yet I could still see his response arcing from his manhood towards the ceiling and down again as I considered the situation through a cumming of my own and the ecstatic sounds, both screamed and muffled, reaching up to me from the combatants.

Had I been in a position to vocalise my own feelings, the sounds of my own orgasm would not only have added themselves to the sound-effects but overridden it.

As I recovered from an explosion I feel sure would have been detonated even without the help of my own fingers, I saw that Ms Ojaswini had already retrieved her sari and was dressed.

She was, it appeared, waiting for my master who had also moved out of sight.

“There,” he said, moving back into view, still naked and in reasonable shape for a man of his forty or so years.

As I watched unobserved he stretched a hand towards her:

“As agreed.”

The woman I had just seen treat him with such contempt while forcing him to worship her netheregions bowed her head in his direction and I heard a rusting of notes as they were clutched in an acquisitive hand.

“Thank you, Mr Corbett,” she said in a heavily accented English as obsequious as his more clearly enunciated native variety had been a few moments earlier. “You are indeed a man of your word. I am at your service if you require me again. At any time.”

Mumbling something dismissive and waving a hand in her direction while unable to meet her eye, sexual excitement a memory and embarrassment for his need of it in such a way filling the void, he draped a robe over himself to usher her out.

My last thought as I ducked from sight and tiptoed to my room was not that he might have seen me watching – which was highly unlikely anyway – but that I had not until now known my own hand to bring me to such an explosive orgasm.

And with such a minimum of effort.

Back in my room I lay on the bed and brought myself to another incredible completion at the events I had just witnessed, before, recovering a little, I forced myself to analyse exactly what it was I had just seen and how my new knowledge of my master and his proclivities could work to my own ends.

Before me, as you can imagine, lay a sleepless night of racing thoughts.

Racing thoughts full of glorious possibilities.

Play-acting or not, for payment or otherwise. The simple fact remained. Simple but, for me, glorious and full of possibilities.

The nationality of the woman he had paid to dominate and degrade him had been one I shared with her.

You may only imagine the contents of my racing thoughts as they kept me from sleep until the small-hours. 
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​​​FOUR
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​​​Small Beginnings
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After the events described of the previous night you could say I was a young Indian girl on a mission – though I was extremely careful to keep my renewed sense of purpose from the master I had seen allow a woman of my race to sexually dominate him.

I cannot tell you how encouraging the sight of her mastery over him had been to me and it made no difference that he had been the one both instigating and allowing it.

Not to mention paying for the privilege.

The whole night long I had replayed the scene I had watched unfold below me upon the ceiling above my cot in the back room allocated me and serving as my living quarters; each revision seeing me in the position of my countrywoman as my employer paid slavish attention to my demanding young snatch; completion after completion arriving swiftly after each visualisation of myself astride the man.
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