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BANJARA HILLS

Banjara Hills is one of the most sought-after commercial and residential areas in Hyderabad – indeed it rates highly throughout the State of Telangana in which the famous city hosting it is situated. 

As well as offering desirable residential properties in secure and attractive locations it is also regarded as the economic hub of the city and, along with nearby Jubilee Hills, Banjara is considered the most expensive area of Hyderabad. 

It is also noted for its hotels, upmarket restaurants, bars and clubs, it is dotted with ultramodern shopping malls and other examples of modern infrastructure such as schools, hospitals, parks and transport.  Living in the area – if one is of sufficient wealth – is unlikely to prove a disappointment.

All in all, a residence in Banjara Hills is all but guaranteed to offer a level of respect to the resident fortunate enough to be able to afford the experience and by any yardstick throughout the State of Telangana, and even the wider subcontinent itself, is regarded as a worthy place to live.

No surprise then that the women of the local Banjara Women’s Business Guild, gathered for their regular monthly meeting in the garden of the resident and businesswoman whose turn it was to host the proceedings, looked well-heeled and immaculately-kept in a mix of clothing encompassing both Western styles and those traditional forms preferred by the more sober of temperament – and oft times devoutly religious - amongst them.

And yet, as well-off and comfortable as they were – and even amongst those self-described as devout; many of the women exhibited a pretentious and material side that often manifested itself as envy, and sometimes outright jealousy even, towards one of their number they considered to be in possession of something they wanted and did not have.

Not exactly an unheard of phenomenon, it must be acknowledged. 

And the woman who was the recipient of that envy verging on jealousy this time?

Of course, and as was usual at their gatherings, it was the hostess herself.

A woman in her thirties whose feline and fleshy features, along with the prematurely matronly body camouflaged by the flowing folds of the copper-coloured saree she had chosen to wear in the early evening heat, served to make that envy still more... focused.

A hostess who was currently speaking to the only women of the group with whom she was friendly by the name of Varsha. An older woman who, as she herself had once been, belonged to the domestic class and had been grateful to supervise her friend’s servant as he prepared refreshments and attended the other ladies at the gathering. And a friend who was happy to report back the snippets of conversation she could not help but overhear – and even went out of her way to do so – to the friend and now employer paying her such a handsome sum to supervise her full-time and live-in manservant as he went about his duties.

A manservant Varsha was all too familiar with in a less supervisory form from a previous employment. 

“The usual suspects are green with envy,” said Varsha in a low voice, despite the fact the kitchen from whose window they gazed upon the guests in the garden was empty. In truth, she had jumped at the chance to attend to supervise her friend’s servant as much for the sheer pleasure of seeing him in such a condition as she did for the money that would boost her pay from a domestic position with a family in Rangareddy.

Her words pleased the hostess as they saw for themselves the covetous looks beamed in the direction of the boyishly handsome yet distinguished older gentleman who waited upon them with, had they not been too wrapped up in their own envy, cheeks red with embarrassment for having no choice but to defer to them in such a servile fashion.

“Some of them are wondering how you acquired such an attractive servant and if they were not so proud would be asking you how you went about it,” Varsha offered in the Hindu of which the servant in question spoke only a few words.

“Much good it would do them if they did,” the hostess nodded with a contemptuous expression. “There are a few worthy women amongst them, and I suppose they deserve credit for having built their own businesses – even if most of them required the help of a wealthy husband to do so.”

Varsha nodded agreement but could not help marvel at her friend and temporary employer’s hypocrisy given how the death of her late-husband had benefitted her. 

For though there were some years separating them, both had been born in the same poor area and had much in the way of shared experience. 

Each of them knowing the indignity of having to earn a living as the domestic servant of others.

That said, however, it was only Varsha who continued to suffer those indignities and, though she was pleased for her friend, she could not help but feel something of the same envy displeased by some of the women eating and drinking in the garden.

If without the malice that ensured envy became jealousy. 

“Look at them!” snorted her friend and hostess, pointing to some of the usual suspects as they preened for the attention of the handsome – if necessarily menial - servant. “Nipa and Indira are as contemptible as they are shallow,” she went on, pointing out two women in their forties wearing cocktail dresses as their eyes followed the servant as he made his way to each group of women and offered canapes. “It amazes me that could ever have started a business of their own let alone manage to keep it running.” 

“Then why, if you dislike them so much. do you invite them, my good friend?” asked Varsha. 

A smile greeted the observation.

“I invite them only because they are part of our group and the group itself is useful for networking and gossip.”

Her eyes became serious but her smile belied the impression:

“As you know better than anyone, Varsha; seeing as how faithfully you relay their gossip back to me.”

A second or two passed before both burst out laughing and the hostess went on:.

“I also do it to experience the pleasure of watching their envy spill over as it is spilling over now. To watch how it burns them that I, someone they do not consider their equal because of my less than catwalk looks and my background, can employ such a handsome and diligent retainer?”

Varsha, sharing that same background, even if she remained more stereotypically appealing in a physical way to her friend, flicked another glance at her fellow guests and this time saw exactly what her friend was seeing.

Hence her entirely predictable question; amazed as she still was that her friend could have secured the man’s services in such a way to begin with:

“Are you not worried that one of their number might attempt to lure him away from you into their own service? They are, after all, affluent women in their own right and married to even more affluent husbands.”

It would not surprise me,” she began, “if one or more of them tried to entice him into their own service before it is time for them to leave – if they have not made the attempt already.”

The possibility was greeted with laughter.

Laughter that was not unfriendly towards the older woman but was, nonetheless, derisive, despite knowing her friend had no idea how the man had been persuaded to take on a position that must surely have been the ultimate in humiliation for him.

“Believe me, my dear Varsha,” stated the employer of said servant with utter certainty and confidence, “there is not the slightest chance, no matter what they offer him, of my man ever leaving my service unless I wish it.”

Varsha nodded and allowed herself a tiny smile, though she had no idea how her friend could be so confident.

“And even if they could take him from me, I doubt their husbands would enjoy having such a man in their home alone with their wife while they were away busying themselves making the money that is the only reason their wives married them.”

Varsha nodded again, more emphatically this time, as her friend concluded:

“None of those husbands coming anywhere close to the looks of my man.”

Again there was a brief pause, before:

“Though there are certainly some who would give a warthog heavy competition.”

Again they burst out laughing before the hostess pointed at the window and the sight of her handsome older manservant as he offered refreshments.

Her older and handsome English manservant.

Standing out amongst her guests not only as a man who was handsome and English but, more unusually for Hyderabad society, because he was white! 

“Trust me, my dear Varsha, you know only a small part of the story concerning how he became my servant, but were you to know everything you would understand why I am so untroubled by the possibility of him being tempted away from me.”

As Varsha waited, hoping her friend was finally about to confide the whole story to her and again about to be disappointed, that friend’s eyes were focused on her servant as she pictured what she would expect of him once her guests had gone and they were finally alone.

A picture that contained the large face-dildo she had received from her Online order  only that morning and one that was making her moist as she anticipated placing the mask to which it was attached over his handsome face, inserting one end of the latex phallus in his mouth, and then securing it at the back of his head as he knelt before her and...

She shivered delightfully at the prospect and, though she had no intention of sharing the full story of his conquest with her friend, allowed her memory to relive the glorious time the missteps of the man who was now her servant along with his drunken stupidity ensured he would soon be less than a man and no more than her...

Property!  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​BEGINNINGS



[image: ]




[image: Book Best Villas in Hyderabad at Lowest Prices - GuestHouser]

“Good Morning Terry!” his neighbour called cheerfully as she approached the front of the home rented for him by his employer, noting with interest that he was sat despondently, sipping from a tumbler of gin poured from a bottle resting on a table at his side.

No matter there was over an hour of morning left before it became another scorching Telangana afternoon.

“Hi, Shreya,” he managed to grunt without offering a smidgen of enthusiasm, wondering what the woman wanted and forgiven for not knowing that, when she finally enlightened him, his life would be undergoing a drastic change. 

Right now, however, he was not in not in the mood for conversation. 

Frankly, he was terrified of what was in front of him.

“You do not seem pleased to see your neighbour,” said Shreya Varma, seemingly unfazed at his obvious dismissal of her, knowing as she did of the women the divorced man approaching his mid-forties preferred and that she – not being blonde, svelte, or Caucasian – was not of their number. Like so many Westerners visiting or working in her country, he had no interest in integrating himself into the ways or the people of his temporary home and, in common with most of the English she had come across, kept himself to the company of his fellow expats.

It was, she told herself, unable to help a small smile flitting across her fleshy but kittenish features, something that made what she had in mind for him all the more... delicious!

“Pleased to see her?” his thoughts questioned. “Why the fuck would I be pleased at any time, let alone with all the crap on my plate right now?” In fact, had it not been for the fact his Passport had been retained by the authorities to safeguard against him leaving the country – this before the company who had suspended him decided if they were going to take legal action for his embezzling - he would have been back in England before now. 

That, at least, would have placed a couple of continents between him and the threat to his freedom.

Even if it wouldn’t have protected him from the scary bastards who owned the local casino and to whom he had lost a considerable sum he didn’t have during an evening’s drunken and, he considered now, near suicidal gambling.

The same considerable sum he had ill-advisedly attempted to “Borrow” from the company employing him in the hopes it would get him off the hook with his creditors.

Creditors who were not playing.

Not for the first time, Terry Nelson’s went back over the life he had lived in England and regretted taking the position in Hyderabad offered him by his ex-father-in-law’s Petro/Chem company in order to make his acrimonious and all too public split from his daughter run more smoothly.

The same spoilt to a fault daughter who had cheated on him and expected that he would simply forgive her.

Mainly because she suspected that he had already – and on numerous occasions - been cheating on her.

A suspicion, it must be said, that was wholly correct.

“Perhaps I should have,” he told himself with a shake of the head before realising the younger Indian neighbour in her thirties seemed to be waiting on him as he pondered his future and the fact he would soon have to leave the home belonging to the company he had swindled.

And leaving he hoped, neither in a Police vehicle transporting him to some custodial hell-hole nor a body-bag supplied courtesy of the thugs to whom he still owed money.

“Did you want something, Shreya?” he asked, unable to keep impatience from his tone; though if she found his attitude off-putting no sign of it could be found on her face. 

In fact, it struck him, there was something about the younger woman and the way she was regarding him that seemed... smug.

And something else.

As she stood before him looking cool despite the fact it was the first time he had seen her in Western clothing rather than the pastel sarees and diamante sandals habitual to her, there was something about her manner that seemed to him...

Confident!

For pretty much the first time, surprising himself that he’d bother, given his complete disinterest in her up to now and the problems preoccupying him at that moment, he really looked at her. 

Shreya Varma was a Hyderabad-born lady he knew to be in her thirties who was at least ten years younger than him and, he guessed, probably more. 

Not being at all taken with ladies of the subcontinent, despite the much vaunted beauty of many of them, the somewhat cylindrical figure his less than beauteous neighbour mostly camouflaged under her flowing sarees had done nothing before to spark an interest of either a lustful or romantic kind in him either. 

But...

Now, before him for the first time in Western clothing he considered more suited to a female exec at an office, shapely but matronly legs and feet encased in low but spike-heeled shoes with pointed toes, she suddenly seemed more than the sum of the parts he had previously assigned to her. 

Parts which, admittedly, had not amounted to much.

According to Varsha - the fifty-something maid he could no longer afford to come in and maintain the spacious company villa he would soon be forced to leave – his neighbour was the widow and former housekeeper of a far older and childless man who had been the owner of a chain of restaurants throughout the region. 

Both home, restaurants, and investments having been left to the former servant who had looked after him in his declining years in return for his agreement to favour her in his will.

Entirely.

Along with a comfortable living provided by the restaurants being managed for her, Shreya had inherited all her late-husband’s and former employer’s estate and - again according to Varsha on another of the rare occasions where he deigned to indulge her gossip - it was no secret that Shreya was looking for a man to share her life with.

Certainly, it was no secret to Terry. 

The woman had made more than one less than subtle pass at him in the past but he had always acted as if he were oblivious to her overtures. turned her down. For though he believed he wasn’t racist, he was at least honest enough to admit to himself that the women of her country and culture left him cold sexually. Even the most beauteous of them. 

And Shreya Varma, he considered, was a long way removed from such a status.

Just the same though, not having had a woman for some months now as he waited to hear of his fate before the courts – and worse – his thoughts in her regard – this as she stood before him in an expensive two-piece with a short skirt and a severely cut jacket above that seemed to give her figure more a look of the voluptuous than the obese - underwent something of a sea-change and led to what previously would have been the unthinkable for him.

Would it kill him to lead her on for a while?

After all, money appeared to be the only way out of his current dire situation.

And she, as Varsha had told him, was wealthy.

Of course, he had no real desire for her and neither did he relish the idea of becoming a kept man to a younger woman.

Indian or European. 

How could he?

He had been used to a lifestyle as a company executive that guaranteed a Western salary in a land where it was worth so much more. 

A lifestyle that came with a constant supply of young, beautiful, and willing women that had now disappeared after his increasingly heavy drinking had led to his gambling debacle and his subsequent attempt at embezzling to make good on it. 

Having spent his salary on living that high-life and maxing out his credit-cards into the bargain, a short-term “Loan” from his ex-father-in-law’s company had seemed his only option if he didn’t want the thugs holding his marker to make good on his debt with his flesh – or maybe something more final.

And now it was only the final word of that ex-father-in-law and whether to have him prosecuted that stood between him, prison, or physical harm.

And if he didn’t find the money to service his gambling debt soon it wouldn’t matter what his former father-in-law decided.

No surprise then that he was taking in the younger and wealthy young woman on his verandah with more favour.

Not to know that she was light-years ahead of his thought-processes and intended an entirely different use for the money that could prove his saviour.

“Actually, Terry,” she began in answer to his question, perfect English marred only by the thick accent of her native Telangana, “I think you will find it is not so much a case of me wanting something from you as it is you needing something from me...
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...Matronly but shapely brown towered above him as he lay on the cool floor tiles of the woman’s bedroom.

Unlike the fully clothed Indian woman, he was completely naked.

Naked and totally depilated.

“I am told it is becoming more and more commonplace for women to put their husbands...”

She smirked.

“Or in this case, servants, in cages of such a kind.”

He felt himself flinch as she dangled the device she intended to place on him from a hand.

“It may seem cruel to you, but it is really for your own good and will help you be more obedient to your Maalkin,” she said with a smile that angered him for the mockery it contained rather than any attempt on her part to reassure him as stared fearfully at the device in her hand into which she intended to lock what was the very definition of his manhood.

Of ANY man’s manhood.

“I see these will be unnecessary,” she told him, indicating the tray of ice-cubes resting on the tiles alongside his hips before flicking a glance in the direction of a decidedly cowed and disinterested penis. “Really, I do not know if I should be pleased you are making my task easier or offended that you show such little interest in your Maalkin sexually.”

She looked off into the distance as if deciding on a course of action.

Then:

“I think I choose to believe you only want to be a good boy for me and make the fitting of your new jewelry all the more easy for me.”

She nodded to herself; fleshy features smug with what he knew was triumph.

Triumph over him!

“I realise that having your little English willy under lock and key and in my control is not what you would choose,” she told him, sounding almost sympathetic to his plight, as if she were being forced to exercise that control against her will. “But there it is.”

Feelings of an acute and humiliating kind formerly beyond his imagination – and certainly alien to his experience - assailed his senses at her words and he turned his head to the side that he might not have to witness the hungry eyes of the younger Indian woman about to place his manhood under her control.

Humiliation made all the more devastating for knowing that he had neither the tools in his arsenal or the personal fortitude to prevent her from doing just that as her domination of him became all the more entrenched – both physically and mentally.

“That is a good boy for your Malkin,” she cooed. “No silly and useless pleas or tantrum. It will be as your Maalkin decrees. And she decrees that, in order for you to be the devoted chattel she intends you to be, it is necessary that your little English penis, together with your mind and the rest of your body, have no choice but to recognise you are now entirely subservient to her will.”

Not for the first time, his thoughts questioned her sanity; knowing that referring to oneself in the third-person was not indicative of good mental health.

“When you admit to yourself that your life is no longer your own but belongs to your Maalkin,” she was yammering on as he tried unsuccessfully to tune her out, “things will start to improve for you. And placing you in this cage and securing the key around my ankle on a bracelet is, the Internet reliably informs me, as swift a way as any to bring such a subservient mindset on your part about.”

As an antidote to the shame he felt at the words aimed at him, he closed his eyes and tried to recall happier, more independent, times – at least until he had allowed his life to depart from the rails. 

Images of the other women – beautiful women – who had populated his life prior to the end of his marriage flashed across the back of his tightly screwed eyelids.

But the attempt to blot out the less than beauteous woman who was his new reality was only partly successful and he was soon listening again to her accented English as she delighted in telling him what life held in store for him going ahead.

A life in her service!

Continuing to speak to him, tone of a kind one would expect from a loving but strict aunt towards a loved but wayward nephew - despite the gap between their ages - it seemed to the prone and mentally agonised man as something less than concern for his well-being that was motivating her.

Something... sadistic.

As if she felt the act of emasculation she was about to perform with the fitting of his cage was not enough to hammer home to him the full horror of his humiliation as she removed him from the ranks of free and independent men and ensured he became something... else ...entirely.

“You can be sure,” she told him, “that your new penis-jewelry was not purchased without painstaking research on my part and a considerable amount of money.”

“How rea-fucking-ssuring!” his thoughts derided her.

“One day in the not too distant future,” she went on, “you will be proud to know that your Maalkin considered you such a valuable possession that no cost or effort on her part was too much if it ensured you remained that way.”

“Don’t hold your fucking breath!” his thoughts contradicted.

“And just so you know, I come from a background that makes me appreciative and protective of the things I own. So you can be sure that your Maalkin will have your welfare close to her heart so long as you do your very best to show her your gratitude for all that she does for you by being the most conscientious and obedient of servants.”

She paused, almost as if she were waiting for him burst forth with loquacious thanks for her largesse.

Then, sounding almost disappointed by his silence, and as if to punish his refusal to acknowledge his so-called debt to her by highlighting her power and his lack of it:

“I do realise that a woman locking a man so much older than her such a restrictive piece of genital-jewelry is not exactly an everyday occurrence. But it is the reality you will need to deal with going ahead and I am told – amongst other changes it will bring about – that by becoming your keyholder I will soon see evidence you acknowledge my superior status and see a new submissiveness and embrace of your new reality from you.”

Again, he questioned her mental stability and flinched as she crouched down at his side and the bare brown-skin of her knees made contact with his side.

“Many ladies who act as keyholders, it appears, prefer the use of a plastic sing and cage arrangement. But your Maalkin is not of their number. This will be a permanent arrangement between us and ‘permanent’, to my mind, requires something far more durable than plastic.”

A gasp was brought from him and he arched forwards as she reached below him suddenly and took his scrotum in the palm of her hand.

“Stay!” she barked in a voice he had not heard from her before.

A voice of authority.

“You were told to remain still and I suggest you do so,” she reminded him. “Unless, of course, you are looking to be punished by your Maalkin?”

“Punished??” raged his tortured thoughts, though he did not voice them and, instead, feeling just like the fearful canine she had just suggested he was, lowered his back once more to the cool of the ceramic floor-tiles.

“Do not test me again,” she warned in a voice brimming with both malice and promise should he defy her.

He did not.

Not even when she began to roll the balls encased in the scrotum she was still cupping from side to side as if she were testing fruit for its ripeness at a market-stall.

“That is better,” she said, voice calm and collected now she had made her point and considered him suitable cowed. “I know this is difficult for a man such as yourself, but be a good boy for your Maalkin and it will soon be over and you can begin to acclimatise your new reality.”

As if to add to his mortification and sense of being emasculated. he felt his eyes moisten and tears begin a journey down his cheeks towards his downturned mouth. 

“That is why,” she went on, picking up from where she had left off, “I decided it was necessary for your restrainer and the ring encircling your balls to be made of something less impermanent than here today gone tomorrow plastic. It is why the one I settled upon after much deliberation was the one I showed you earlier if you remember.”

He did, and the recall of it as it dangled from her nonchalant hand sent another shiver the length of his depilated torso.

“It cost your Malkin a considerable sum but I am assured you will not only find it comfortable but impervious to attempts to have it removed without both key and the combination with which it is supplied.”

A sudden influx of bile at the base of his throat joined the shivering of his torso that had yet to stop as his fear of being locked in such a device – knowing he was without the means or the fortitude to prevent it – and he had to fight back the urge to vomit.

Impervious or simply oblivious to his difficulties, his soon-to-be keyholder went on:

“For its ‘Keyholder’,” she explained, “the beauty is in being able to deny her man the use of his manhood other than for those purposes of evacuation he once took for granted and ensure he knows that any further use of it is entirely dependent upon her.”

She allowed him to assimilate her words as she stared into his eyes; knowing that he knew better these days than to look away or speak without her express permission. 

“There is, I am assured, no better method for instilling the necessary obedience and devotion to one’s Maalkin than by having the power to grant or deny the need of a man to experience pleasure through his penis. 

“From now on, and for the first time in your life,” she told him, “any pleasure you are allowed to receive will be entirely dependent upon your Maalkin and the level of deference and obedience you show her.”

She paused for a moment to allow the ramifications of her words to sink in.

Then:

“I am told you will also find that the pain of a thwarted erection, should you attempt to achieve one while in your cage, is a most decidedly unpleasant punishment – though it certainly has the ability to... teach.”

Still tasting bile at the base of his throat, he did not doubt her words on the subject.

“You can easily understand,” she continued, “how such a device ensures your Maalkin an even more marked level of control over her property and why she has every expectation her handsome English chattel will soon become the most diligent of servants for her.”

“How the fuck have you allowed this happen?” his thoughts accused for the umpteenth time and for the umpteenth time he told himself it made no difference.

He was where he was and she was where she was.

The one powerless and the other in possession of it all.

She was telling him the one recourse available to him if he wanted any kind of a life going ahead was complete and utter obedience and servility.

To her!

“Open your eyes and look at your Maalkin,” her voice, again crackling with authority, demanded.

He did as she commanded on the instant, unaware of even having told his eyes to do so, so marked was her control of him becoming. 

For the first time, the eyes staring into his did not make him wary but fearful, as if with each backward step she forced him to take the belief she could master him multiplied exponentially. 

“I want you to keep your eyes upon mine as I fit you with your new jewelry – even if my eyes are not on yours as I do so,” she explained. “When the lock and the combination click into place I want to look deep into your eyes that you may be in no doubt who it is that has taken your manhood into her possession and now owns you. Understand?”

In spite of the hatred and fear he felt for her, he nodded.

He not only winced but yelped as she slapped his thigh with her hand in another first.

The first time she had chastised him physically – even if she had promised she would.

“Be respectful,” she warned. “Do not respond to your Maalkin as if you are a semi-trained animal, unless, that is, you wish to be treated in such a way.”

She allowed the threat to sink in.

Then:

“Let us try again: I asked if you understood?”

The voice that answered was thick with the emotions of shame and defeat:

“Y-Yes, I understand,” he managed to choke out, finding it near impossible to meet the intensity of her eyes.

“Yes, you understand, what?”

“Y-Yes, I understand...” he licked at dry as a bone lips. “I understand... M-Maalkin.”

“Do not forget again and I will have no need to be strict with you.”

She stared down at him and it took him a few seconds to realise what she wanted.

Then:

“N-No, Maalkin. I won’t.” 

“Good boy,” she praised with a smiled – not that it made him feel any better. “Now it is time to make all safe and secure for your Maalkin.”

And so it began:

First, she took a firm hold of his depilated and defenceless scrotum and encircled it with the base ring before locking it in place as the preliminary step toward caging both component parts of his manly equipment.

“Are you keeping your eyes on those belonging to your Maalkin? She will be very angry if she looks and finds you disobeying her.” she asked too intent on her labours to check for herself but willing to take his word for it.

“Yes, Maalkin,” he answered in a barely audible and beaten voice that sickened him to his very soul.

“Many keyholders insist,” she began as if she were chatting to an acquaintance over a coffee rather than emasculating a once proud and vibrant male from another land, “that some men – most of them in fact – find great fulfilment being owned in such a way by a superior woman. So much so that many of them actually seek it out.”

“Sad fucking perverts!” he thought as he fought manfully against the bile showing signs of wanting to erupt from his mouth.

Her snort at her own statement was loud and derisive, as if she too shared his contempt for creatures of such a kind.

“The fact you are nothing like pitiful men of the kind is one of the things that make you so special to your Maalkin,” she offered, confirming his suspicion – much good it served him.

He was going to be fitted with a cage whether he had sought it out or not; the locking ring was already snug around his balls and, as he made sure to try and keep his eyes upon hers – even though she was not looking at him – he waited for to finish the chore and have it over and done with. She intended to have him both ringed and caged and was totally focused on achieving her aims.

“Of course,” she continued, not pausing for a second in her caging of him, “when the key turns in this last lock, you will be just as helpless to pleasure yourself without my permission as the weak-willed pervert who gives away his freedom without the slightest of struggles.”

Her sigh at her own words seemed anticipatory and he was soon proved correct as, seconds later, she said:

“Your Maalkin is ready,” she told him. “Look into her eyes and acknowledge her as she takes your manhood out of your control forever.”

Bile fouling his mouth and his body shaking as if it were suffering the ague, he fought to keep his eyes open as her own met his and reflected back at him all the shame he felt for himself.

Which was the exact moment he heard the sound of another lock clicking shut with what, to him, seemed an awful finality. 

“There!” she exclaimed, with a self-satisfied air, as if she had done nothing more remarkable than secure a desk-drawer. “Your Maalkin now has you in her possession and can truly be said to be your keyholder.

The sickness threatening to burst forth from him grew stronger and he felt unmanly tears at his eyes as she told him:

“To thank your way your Maalkin for accepting responsibility for her,” she told him, raising her skirt to reveal a mound as free of hair as his scrotum and throwing a leg over his chest before inching forward towards his waiting mouth, “It seems only just that you use your tongue to satisfy the excitement caging you has caused her.”

And then, as she moved further forwards to ease her sopping arousal over his handsome features, he knew only darkness.

And service...

...Upon waking and – unusually for him – recalling the unwanted dream vividly, Terry Nelson could only ask himself:

“Where the fuck did that come from?” 

As well as not being able to decide what troubled him more.

Was it the fact he was capable of having such a dream at all?

Or was it the even more surprising strength of the erection that dream had prompted?

“What in fuck’s name is going on with you?” he questioned himself out loud.

Of course, given his nature, his consternation did not last long and it was soon of no difference to this supremely self-interested and lacking in self-awareness man as he thought of his coming meeting at Shreya Varma’s home.

His thoughts already preoccupied with how he could turn her obvious interest in him both sexually and romantically to his own advantage.

An advantage that would get him out from under the mess he had made for him.

After shaving and dressing in casual-smart clothes, he locked up the house and made the short walk to the woman’s home; determined to be charming but not to lay it on too thick in the way that had proved successful with the opposite sex in the past.

Had he known what awaited him in the woman’s house he might just as well have not bothered... 
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As he sipped at the coffee served him by Shreya Varma in her surprisingly tasteful and minimalistic home, walls decorated with various blockboard canvases of pure and startling colour depicting nothing in particular, he was not to know the life he had allowed to run away from him was about to take and entirely different turn.

A turn of a different, mortifying, and far more lasting kind.

A turn, in fact, that would prove a long way removed from the get-out-of-jail-free card he had seen her money providing after he had accepted her offer of a coffee and a chat by way of “raising your spirits”.

“Is the coffee to your liking?” she asked, one strong and matronly leg crossed over the other as they sat opposite each other with the sun streaming in through the windows leading to an immaculately kept garden.

“It’s very good, Shreya,” he told her with a smile he hadn’t previously bothered to aim her way before his thoughts suggested her money and obvious attraction towards him made her a possible lifeline.

“Not too strong?”

He shook his head and managed to insert even more warmth into his smile.

“That is good,” she smiled in return, accented English grating on him a little but something, obviously, he was willing to put up with.

For now, at least.

“Normally my serving-woman would make it but I had to let her go and I am in the process of finding another.”

“I know the feeling,” he told her truthfully, even as he admitted to himself he was unlikely to be employing another housekeeper now that Varsha had left and his immediate future was so uncertain.

Her answer and the suddenly serious expression accompanying it startled him a little:

“Yes. I spoke with Varsha a few days ago and she told me of your... problems.”

As well as a little startled, he was also annoyed to hear his private business had been discussed in such a way.

“She told you of...?” he began.

“Your problems,” she nodded confirmation, completely unabashed at what he considered an intrusion as she went on to outline them:

“Varsha explained how you were suspended from your position pending an investigation and possible charges and that the Police had insisted upon retaining your Passport to prevent you leaving the country at the insistence of your company CEO.”

Terry’s stomach lurched and his thoughts raced:

“How the fuck did Varsha find out? I never mentioned a fucking word to her!”

“Do not be annoyed with Varsha,” Shreya Varma told him. “We have known each other a long time from when I also was a lowly domestic. It was only natural she would confide in me when she came to say goodbye before taking up a new position with a German family in nearby Rangareddy. Though we will keep in touch.”

He did not look anywhere near mollified by the knowledge and Shreya went on:

“Varsha also knows I am very discreet.”

His expression remained thunderous at having his personal affairs discussed in such a way by strangers.

And especially as those affairs were so scandalous and shaming to him.

Even if he believed she couldn’t possibly know the worst regarding his situation.

Not to know he would soon be disillusioned on even this:

“You are angry,” she observed without looking the least troubled by the fact. “And I understand how terrible you must feel and how worried you are. That is why I asked you here for coffee and a chat as I may have a way of helping you.”

Despite his annoyance, her words buoyed him a little as he began to suspect what she had in mind. For all his failure to react to her rather obvious overtures in his regard, the woman hadn’t seemed to take his dismissal of her to heart and was always friendly and upbeat whenever they met. The reason for her friendliness not a mystery to him exactly.
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