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On the fringes of the Calcutta Racecourse, in an expensive and extensive top-floor apartment with views across to the beauty that was the Hooghly Bridge, Vincent Vincennes was surrounded by affluence and lived the life of a canine.

The root of his discontent?

His Indian girlfriend.

Samira.

Where he was Anglo/French and London/Paris, Samira was all India and Kolkata. Where he was, had been, proud European, she was unrepentant sub-continent. Where he was... 

As usual at this point, Vincennes deliberations on their differences came to a halt; the others too numerous to list; sufferance of them leading him to wonder just who the hell he was these days – if, indeed, he was anything.

Sure, he had his passport – or rather she did; stashed away with the other evidence of his existence such as a driving licence and the credit cards she refused to let him use. But these unavailable verifications of his presence on the planet were all that was left to him. In his mid-forties; Vincent Vincennes had managed to die while somehow contriving to live on.

And for what?

He had been devoured and then regurgitated in a design of a young girl’s own choosing.

But how?

Positioned on the terrace as he was now; Vincennes could spend hour after hour, immobile on a recliner, staring into the distance. Gazing down and across at the famous bridge and its structure, blind to the Hooghly flowing beneath, he would see only the events that had led him to his current pass as, for the umpteenth time, they played themselves out before eyes oblivious to the reality in front of them. Fate, he would tell himself, with much bitterness for that fickle arbiter of human fortune; had decreed his life up to that first encounter -so good, so full, so vibrant- should come to an end; the full-stop it delivered consigning him to a country he had little time for many thousands of miles from his own.

The providence he’d had so much to be thankful to until then had decided to rein in its largesse and draw an iron curtain across his former existence before reopening it in a desired area of what was, in reality, a shithole of a city two oceans and a continent away from his home, his family and his business. 

That “Shithole of a city” one he knew well from former visits of a business nature and one in which he hadn’t intended to remain for a single moment longer than the business demanding his presence required.

Vincennes ruminations on his predicament, he recognised and resented, had taken on an inevitable familiarity now. Every twenty-four hours seemed no more than a repetition of the last as his thoughts took on the same numbing consistency of the day before. Except as insights into parts of his psyche he’d been oblivious to before her appearance in his life; nothing resembling either the stimulating or the plain interesting distinguished the events preceding one Vincennes bedtime from another and begged the oft asked questions:

Where had it begun? 

How had it begun? 

Why had he allowed it to escalate to a stage where it was impossible for him to locate an escape route?

Constantly he sought to reach the heart of his captivity and found only one possible explanation: 

He was obsessed.

He was also demoralised, docile and malleable, and a servile thing at her feet. 

Where once she had professed to revere his potency and masculinity she now despised him for his weakness – though looking back even he could see her mockery as she fed the Vincennes ego on the myth of its own self-professed superiority. 

Where he went she had followed: relatively respectfully to begin with – in public, at least; the object of his strange infatuation –when she wasn’t belittling him- flattering his sense of self-worth and doing so in order to lower his guard and make his coming humiliation at her hands and feet all the more potent. Going about the massaging of his ego; even as she chipped away at it; in the same insidious way most women of the East had learned to flatter the self-regard of the countryman to whom they were about to entrust their futures while having no intention of being ruled by them.

Except Vincennes was not her countryman. 

He was from a different land. And in that land women were also different; born as they were into a culture of relative equality a peasant girl of Samira’s stature could only envy. An equality ensuring they did not have to bridge the same kind of gap between the sexes - even if it did have the less desirable effect of dulling their female wiles when it came to the management of their male counterparts.

That “Equality”, as it turned out, had proved an unhappy development for the businessman from the West. 

This “Dulling” of age-old female cunning and manipulation in the face of greater male strength and privilege on the part of the women from his own culture, had made him vulnerable. The men of the patriarchal society from whence she sprang were far less indulgent to those of her sex. In the culture she had been born to flattery of the beast was learned at the breast and seen as imperative if a female of lower social standing wished to climb even a few rungs on the ladder.

Of any standing, actually.

Such a girl had been Samira when she had served drinks to the “Big important man” from London. Yet here he was -both metaphorically and in real terms- prone before those pretty little feet with their long painted toes and arched insteps. The lower extremities, with all their symbolic inferences, that occupied so much of his thinking lately. 

Now, in the heavily accented but surprisingly fluent English taught her by a former employer with the British Consulate for whom she had skivvied; it was the low-caste girl who commanded and he, Vincent Vincennes, superior to her in all ways, who stood to attention.

How the fuck had he allowed it to happen?

Still in his dressing gown and Calvin Klein bottoms, despite the late hour; he continued to look without seeing towards the bridge and the cars crossing the river. Resentment, as was usual, becoming anger as it took on more heat. The Vincennes “Rage” legendary in the business circles he had once moved and something other men –and women- of substance had quailed before. 

But not her.

He recalled an ancient Chinese maxim he had picked up in his previous life:

“The happiest of men are those who choose to cut the claws of the she-demon rather than sharpen them.”

Wise advice he wished he’d recalled earlier - though he suspected he would have found himself wanting the necessary wherewithal to implement it. For even at the beginning, when he still considered himself the big man and imagined she saw him in the same light –despite her sexual aloofness- she had been supremely unfazed by his displeasure and indifferent to his displays of temper. Now, so cowed did she have him, he was afraid to show even the slightest sign of reproach for her behaviour.

Let alone voice it.

How had she reduced him to this? 

Each day saw him in a state of rut; following her about the apartment as she supervised Tapani - the rather plain little girl she had hired as a live-in servant.

This habit of dogging her footsteps had swiftly ingrained itself as a compulsion and he found himself unable to prevent himself doing so even when the plain little servant girl herself became more contemptuous of her master and the way he allowed her new mistress to treat him. Vincennes overriding desire in her presence was to throw himself at the feet he found so unaccountably tantalising while professing his love to the Indian girl above for whom he had given up everything. 

The problem, however -amongst a whole host of other problems- being it wasn’t love.    

That was something he could be sure of. 

Nobody could say Vincent Vincennes wasn’t familiar with love. 

It was, assuredly, an emotion he not only recognised but one capable of fetching him much pain whenever he was forced to acknowledge its loss. 

Every time, in fact, his thoughts drifted back to the wife and family he had left behind in...

As was now usual with him; the images forming to portray the victims of his desertion created such pain in his breast he was compelled to cut them off.

A feat he accomplished on this day by biting into his own hand with such savagery he broke the skin; a trickle of blood running down towards his wrist and forcing him to dab at it with a napkin from the terrace table yet to be cleared of the debris from the morning. For though it had been hours since breakfast and Samira’s departure for town; the glasses with dregs of fruit juice and the muesli bowls containing the remains of his petit-dejeuner with Tapani’s mistress –the only time recently he seemed to be alone with her- were still to be cleared. 

Another source of irritation to him. 

The plain little servant girl’s increasing slackness and inattention to her duties, he told himself, needed to be addressed; even as he dabbed at the still weeping wound he had just inflicted. 

Allowing himself a purposeful nod; he made a mental note to have a word with Samira on the subject – though he did notice Tapani contrived to be super-efficient whenever her mistress was in attendance.

Still nodding, the ironic smile crossing his face proving as fleeting as it was rare; he told himself it was just what he needed in his life.

Another manipulative teenager.

Brief thoughts of a girl not Samira over, he acknowledged painful reactions to images from his former life were by no means uncommon events. 

Anguish, he knew, would always follow hot on the heels of any trip down memory lane. Any revisiting -no matter of how short a duration- was guaranteed to provoke a similar reaction whenever he considered the lust he had remained in the “Shithole”  to experience when compared to the purer emotions he had turned his back upon at home in England.

These days; far from the sanctuary of what had been his Surrey home after having spent a day at the helm of his company, and when he wasn’t following the swish of her sari or the peck of her high-heels against the apartment’s terracotta floor-tiles in the hope of gaining her attention; he could be found in a state of bemusement and reproach for the sorry condition his life had become. 

He, a man of taste, culture and refinement? 

Dogging the footsteps of a young Indian girl? 

A girl, moreover, in possession of none of the attributes he had in abundance? 

“How??”

The man formerly known as Vincent Vincennes had been reduced to a mere cipher of the force of nature he used to be - and by someone, a girl nobody found in the least remarkable whether in terms of looks, intelligence or good-heartedness. 

Quite the opposite, in fact.

Such had been the fate he was given to rubbishing so much lately; that indifferent wheel of fortune having perpetual fun at the expense of expendable and ever replaceable mortals. 

And why wouldn’t he rubbish it? 

It had, after all, been his partner in the water sanitation business who was meant to travel out to tie up the remaining ends of a lucrative cross-region contract; not him. 

The same partner who had been laid low with some mysterious virus not hours before he was meant to fly from Heathrow to clinch the deal. Ensuring it was Vincent Vincennes who would be required to step in and spend two weeks in India to cement deals, visit the proposed sites for his company’s sanitation plants and the inevitable bribing of officials – not to mention the round of hospitality responsible for him meeting the girl who would alter everything. Two weeks away from the sanctuary of his beloved family home not two miles from that of Churchill’s former bolt-hole at Chartwell the ownership of the National Trust and the footfall of paying tourists made sure was preserved for both the nation and posterity.

His associate’s malady, Vincennes had come to believe, had been for the man a fortunate misfortune, if such a thing existed. 

Blood disorders, after all, were temporary and responsive to treatment.

The contamination waiting to greet the friend and CEO standing in for that associate, with a tray and a drink on his first night in Kolkata, was of a power beyond the ken of medicine to heal.

And how much good had it led Vincent Vincennes to toss away?

His wife, Marianne: 

Beautiful. Loyal and well-bred from a good family in the shires and acutely protective when it came to her loving husband. Beauty, loyalty and protectiveness he had thanked by jettisoning her as if she were so much flotsam.

Their children, Perry and little Elise. 

Apples of the paternal eye, cuteness personified, and gone! Nothing in his new life indicating they had ever existed apart from the photographs in his wallet the new lady in his life insisted on holding and seldom allowed him to either use or see.

In the early days of his infatuation, before Samira had sucked both him and his independence in further, Vincennes had composed a long and suitably apologetic missive to explain what a brief forerunner -informing Marianne he had decided to stay in India and would not be returning- had not. 

Now, under the current regime, it was not a letter he would even be allowed to compose; let alone send.

As he’d expected, aware of the strength of will and unforgiving nature when wronged residing beneath her reserved exterior; Marianne hadn’t replied - even if the lawyer acting for her interests did. 

The process that followed one he was happy to leave to his own representative and one that left him a sight less wealthy when it was over. A process, being the man of honour he was, he considered only just and reached through a mix of reason and guilt his new idée fixe did not share. The unlikely young girl supplanting his beautiful former wife was unhappy to see his/her wealth diminished in such a fashion and was not shy about letting him know. 

The more he seemed to love her, in fact, the more displeasure did she feel free to show him - recognising his need for her was based on pure lust and wishing to punish him for not finding her worthy of the purer sentiment she knew he still extended to the wife and family back in the country he continued to regard as home. 

Before long, his life as it had been –a good life, a dignified life- was gone. No more than a memory only self-mutilation; albeit of a minor kind; could keep at bay and prevent the almost physical pain he felt in his breast whenever the Vincennes thoughts wandered to the past and the divorce and settlement had taken him from his children’s lives forever. 

That removal by far the worst of the many sacrifices he had made for his unlikely Venus.

It had been something Marianne had insisted upon, not him. Her insistence –as presented by her legal team- forwarded with all the unbending resolution of a woman betrayed in the worst of ways. Her need to strike back in a form guaranteed to inflict durable and long-term damage on the man by whom she’d been betrayed a familiar one. That “Need” being of a kind her former husband –no stranger to retribution of a corporate nature- understood completely. 

But for what had he betrayed her?

As was usual at this point in his ruminations –and unwilling to break the skin of his flesh again- Vincennes tears began to flow, streaming silently down cheeks unusually unlined for a man of his years  

“Marianne,” he sobbed with guilt, need and futility: guilt for his desertion; need for the support she had always supplied; and futility for knowing the chances of her reappearing in his life stood at precisely zero.  

Inconsolable in his anguish, he was about to repeat the refrain again, when a familiar rebuke came from behind him...
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“Disrespectful, English pig!” 

Turning, galvanised by the adrenalin of fear her presence inspired in him these days, he was greeted by the usual expression of displeasure. 

“You dare mention her name in my home?” accused the girl who had turned his life on its head as she stood at the entrance to the terrace.

The two pronouns were hissed towards him from the tip of that familiar quirt –her young Indian tongue- and he, the fixer of deals and leader of men, quailed upon hearing them; the heavy accented English with which they were delivered only seeming to increase his sense of foreboding.

“How many times do I warn you never to say her name in my presence? Are you completely stupid?”

“Completely stupid?” he marvelled, fetched up short - and not for the first time. 

Hearing his First from Bristol, his business achievements and his cultured intelligence, described in such a way by an unremarkable young Indian girl never failed to confound him. 

How could it not; given the first time he had laid eyes on her she’d been serving him and others drinks and living in a shack not far removed from a hovel; waiting on at a welcome function thrown by the executives of a company with an eye to a killing via a raised share price who, understandably, wished to twin their success with that of his own?

“What shall I do with you? Do you still feel so superior to me you can say what you wish in my presence? That you can mention the slut mother of your two brats and I must listen in silence.”

Not for the first time his mouth dropped open at her effrontery.

“Well? Do you?”

“Elise and Perry aren’t brats, Samira.” Vincennes felt compelled to defend his absent children, despite the weakness he felt whenever he was in their accuser’s presence and the faltering voice ensuring she knew it.  

“Are you contradicting me?” she snapped with wonder, as if unable to believe her older peon had enough fight left in him to voice such effrontery.

“I... I just don’t like hearing my children spoken of in such a...”

She stepped in and slapped him.

Cheeks smarting, eyes closed, he stood and took it; wondering, and not for the first time, at the reasons compelling him to do so. 

Was she beautiful? 

Was she intelligent? 

Was she interesting? 

None of the questions met with a positive.

He didn’t even like her, for God’s sake!  

In many ways, in fact, she was odious to him. If she possessed anything of Marianne’s purity of thought and self-denial when it came to others he had yet to see it. Simply put: she was a self-serving and unintelligent girl of poor background who had somehow fallen on her feet and taken full advantage of the old fool allowing her to find them. Giving thanks for this unlikely infatuation by going on to berate, slap, and treat like dirt that same fool in the home he paid for.

How could he fail to be totally mystified as to why he simply stood still and suffered such treatment? In his forties he might be, but he remained handsome and sophisticated. Whereas she...

“On your knees,” her voice exploded in his head, eyes fluttering open questioningly.

She was waiting – expectantly.

“My knee...? Surely, you don’t mean...?”

Another slap.

“Are you defying me?”

It was inconceivable! She was half his age, height, weight and intelligence. Yet he quivered before her as if he were an instrument in her possession whose strings she could pluck at will. 

Irrespective of resulting harmony.  

“I... I just thought... You know? With Tapani in the house and...”

“Just do it!” she snapped. “Tapani is no consideration of yours. She is my girl and has no interest in the pig who treats her mistress so badly.”

“Badly?” he muttered, incredulous.

“Get on your knees now. I will not tell you again.”

With a swallow he looked through the terrace windows into the apartment interior for a sign of the absent servant he prayed would remain absent a while longer.

“I am waiting!”

Again closing his eyes, and with the latest in a long line of defeated, barely audible, moans, he slid from the chair to his knees.

“On all fours,” he heard.

When his eyes opened he she had moved further out onto the terrace and rested her buttocks on the balustrade, head thrown back to bask in the sunlight.

“Come to me,” she ordered without a glance in his direction.

To her, on hands and knees, he crawled. 

“Eyes up.”

He obeyed – compliance second nature to him now. 

To him! 

He had issued orders. Commands! And men had hurried to obey. Yet here he was, knees scraping the flooring of the terrace he owned and she ruled; a pale facsimile of the man who had inspired respect and obedience from others who could hardly be observed to lack substance themselves. 

And just who was this goddess who had secured his worship and obedience and took such delight in forcing him to ever more debasing acts? 

What stellar example of divine femininity had criss-crossed the chains about a heart so large it had moved financial mountains and now ensured both his fear and obedience? 

What radiant, jaw-dropping beauty -for which men from time antediluvian had sacrificed everything, simply for the prospect of one single night of passion- had cast her net and held him supine in the unyielding mesh of its embrace? 

His raised his eyes and took in the breathtaking sight of her as she bathed in the sunlight. Oxygen not denied him by dint of the loveliness gazing back at him with the usual confidence and supreme contempt for his docility, but, rather, by her total lack of the qualities defining that description.

Why? Why?? Why???

He had not seen her since morning and, as she paused to stare down at him, he realised she had changed out of the flowing sari she had worn to breakfast and was dressed Western.

Funereal Western. 

Habitual high-heels, accompanied by black pantyhose and a severe two-piece black suit with a skirt cut above the knees, revealed the thin but somehow shapely and erotic legs that were such a departure from the matronly and powerful variety normally guaranteed to set his pulses racing. The large breasts that seemed so out of keeping on a body so slender thrust against the white cotton of her shirt and, as was usual, imparted the impression to him of a girl about to be overbalanced.

Had the face staring down at him so haughtily, went his unspoken and oft made refrain, managed to launch a thousand ships then their voyage could only have been inspired by escape.   

None of it should have worked. Not the over prominent cheekbones - and certainly not the somewhat splayed nose with its flared nostrils underpinned by teeth verging just the right side of being equestrian. Even the amazing obsidian eyes in which he frequently found himself lost, and standing out as the one saving grace of that aesthetically awry face, were unable on their own to effect a rescue. 

And yet...

With most people it wouldn’t have worked. But, as Vincent Vincennes had always known, and still knew, he was not most people. And certainly not in the superior way he had always believed.

In short; his strength sapping, will devouring, all-encompassing need to bathe in both her presence and her body was a puzzle. 

The power she exerted over him he considered an infuriating mystery fit to rank alongside the logistics required to feed, water and house the thousands of desert artisans required to erect the pyramids. A conundrum he considered complex enough to tax the architects, engineers and provender providers of the great Cheops himself.

Yet she had bewitched him. 

That was not open to question. 

How could he even pretend to deny it when his manhood responded to even her most petty cruelty? The potency of his response was as debilitating as he found it euphoric and unfathomable - and all the more undeniable for it. The man praised for his business acumen and solidity –even as he was mocked in private for the somewhat “Prosaic” dimensions of his imagination- had both found obsession and been found out by it. Nothing in his orderly and run of the mill –if undeniably successful- life could have prepared him for a passion as unexpected as it was inexplicable and the unrelenting and evil nature of the teenager into whose hands it had delivered him.

Now, looking up at that same girl who was his inferior in every way except her facility to manage him, he wanted to grab her to him, raise her skirt, and thrust his face into the hairless pussy that enslaved him and had done from the first moment she had acceded to his demands. Demands that had soon turned to pleas, then swiftly progressed to begging, before she rewarded him his first glimpse of the cunt that was to become his master and be so instrumental in bringing him to the place before her he now occupied so worshipfully. 

Now, as he knelt before her as ordered, what was the reward for his obvious adoration?

Another slap.

Though he should have been used to such treatment –she had done the same twice since stepping onto the terrace only a minute or so before- the effrontery of the action took him back for some reason to that first meeting when he had reached for the tray she carried with the glass of chilled and inferior Cava and found himself held by those, somehow knowing, eyes. 

A defining moment. 

As Vijay, the head of his company’s Calcutta operation had looked on with his wife Indira, Vincennes body language left both of them in no doubt of the intensity of his instant attraction. As if reason had been short-circuited at the neck while a current raced through the rest of his body, he became, as it were, galvanised. Immediately he had wanted the girl and many times since, as we have seen, he questioned why –how- she could have had such an effect upon him. 

The look of recognition displayed by Indira’s eyes for those first seeds of obsession - had he been compos mentis enough to question it- would have been explained by her as a sign of the same attraction she had seen from visiting Europeans for womanhood different to that of their own lands. A strangeness that struck them as all the more exotic for being so and a magnet that had drawn and destroyed the life of more than one superior and unsuspecting Caucasian. 

Even so, knew the wife of his employee, had she gone on to warn him he risked the possibility this slip of a serving girl would soon be ruling his life and have such power over him she could strike his face in total confidence he would not retaliate, her husband’s boss would have questioned her sanity.

By the time, a week later, he dined with them and Indira warned him of the dangers inherent in seemingly low-caste and harmless young girls such as the waitress it had become common knowledge he was seeing, Vincent Vincennes was questioning his own state-of-mind.   

A self-interrogation that was far too late.

By then, the poison had journeyed into areas beyond his recall and had started its travels from that first moment, at the reception held to welcome him, when she offered up the Cava and his eyes had met hers.

As Indira and her husband had looked on, the Vincennes attention otherwise engaged by the amazing obsidian eyes holding his, he had knocked his glass and spilled it over his hand; his own eyes never leaving the girl’s even as she reached out with a serviette to wipe the drops of sparkling pink liquid from his hand. 

He would never be certain if it was deliberate on her part but his reaction as her fingers made a fleeting contact with his own stunned him. Never had he felt such an instant passion. Its power all the stronger for eluding either description or explanation, and all the more mystifying when set against his other business trips to Foreign lands and the women, some of them -most of them- stunning, who had wasted their time in making it plain they were available to him. 

As a concerned Indira and Vijay continued to observe; unwilling at that stage to offer advice and take the risk of offending the man responsible for their livelihood; Vincent Vincennes’ eyes had followed the young girl and her tray about the room.

The glance shared by the man and wife who Vincennes and his beautiful wife -a glance surprised and knowing- found at least one of those reactions shared by Vincennes himself.

Not having been tempted before; he was already asking himself what was so special about this unattractive, undernourished and low-caste serving girl that he could react so powerfully?

It was a question he had been unable to answer then and was as ill-equipped to do so now.

Back in the present, he took in the sheer pantyhose clinging to her legs and felt himself attempt to become erect in the prison she had insisted upon securing about his manhood – a grunt of discomfort exiting his lips as his balls swelled against the ring locked at the base of the scrotum and attached via a tiny titanium padlock to the metal sheath encasing his penis; ensuring it was kept in a downward position.

Tumescence yet another residue of free-will she had taken from him and placed under her control.     

It was yet more evidence of her mastery over him and made itself visible as both proof and taunt by the tiny key dangling from the chain at her neck. His denial, perversely in keeping with his situation itself, made him want her all the more. A desire no less powerful for his disbelief he could have allowed her to get away with it.

“From now on,” she told him, those familiar opening words, as ever, instilling in him a sense of dread for some new humiliation she had planned for him; “I do not want you leaving the apartment without my permission.”

His eyes snapped up to hers. She controlled his money and she controlled his home. Now, together with the contraption she had locked around his cock and balls, she wanted to control his movements.

She expected him to seek “Permission” to leave his own home?

His disbelief prior to anger had nothing to do with the fact he seldom went out much these days anyway. That was his choice and hardly the point. Whether he did or not it was a decision that was his to make and trying to take it from him was a step too far.

Except it wasn’t.

He knew it and, all the worse for him, she knew it too; picturing his compliance even as he considered defying her. Certain he wouldn’t. Low animal cunning recognising that in their short time together he had conceded too much in the way of ground to suddenly turn around and start defining boundaries. 

Not now.

The story was hardly a new one and he himself had read of men brought low in such a way. His story was both very old and very human: the indulgence of power towards someone lacking it in total; certain that indulgence could be withdrawn at any time. Too confident in his own skin to realise the more one ceded a person the upper hand the more impossible it became to retake the higher ground in regard of them. 

History was littered with such examples of male complacency and Vincent Vincennes was but the latest of them.

Within a very short space of time this “Indulgence” had led her to view him as nothing more than an animal she had domesticated and tamed. It making no difference he had unwittingly supplied her with the means to bring about his downfall. He had become her creature; a simple, white and European, organism whose only purpose was to provide her with security, entertainment, a figure of ridicule, and a tongue.

From the beginning, shortly after he –as she had known he would- slipped the paper with his hotel number to her and she had entered his penthouse-suite at the end of her shift; he had been amazed to be told by this simple serving girl that his cock would not be entering her that night. 

A “Night” that turned out to be every night and a refusal that had –again as she had known it would- proved an irresistible challenge to the powerful older man who had thought she would be so overwhelmed by his attentions she would simply open her legs with gratitude.

“Samira, my dear,” he began; “you can’t seriously expect me to...”

“I want you where I can keep an eye on you,” she spoke over him.

“But... You’re hardly here these days and...”

“Tapani is more than capable of keeping me informed if you decide to disregard my wishes,” she told him, not allowing him to finish again.

“Tapani?” he asked, horrified.

“That is right. Tapani. She is a good loyal girl and more than capable of supervising a disrespectful English pig like you. The extra responsibility will be good for her.”

Vincennes stared at her as if she were mad. At sixteen the girl was only two years younger than her mistress. Yet Samira spoke as if she were a legal guardian or adult mentor intent on showing her ward the ways of the world and how best to deal with them.

“For some reason,” she continued, “she regards you as a man of substance and I will not stand by and see a superior young Indian woman beguiled by a piece of English shit like you. As of now, you may consider yourself at her disposal whenever I am not present.” 

“Her dispos...? Have you gone entirely mad?” he barked; something of his former self surfacing; despite his less than authoritative kneeling position. “Do you really think I’m going to just...?”    

Another slap brought him back to earth – the fourth in as many minutes and backhanded this time; his “Former self” preceding him with a thud.

“That is exactly what I think you will do, she told him; status quo –as it now stood between them- restored.

“But, Samira?” he heard himself plead; the whiny quality of his voice one he had heard directed his way from other supplicants and never expected to hear coming from his own mouth. “She’s just a... just a...”

“Serving girl?” she finished for him. 

He chose not to answer, even if his expression had taken the opposite route. 

“Is that how you saw me too? A little Indian serving girl you could stick your filthy English cock into and then send me on her way? Grateful the big powerful businessman thought she was worthy of such an honour?”

He swallowed with some difficulty. It was exactly how he had seen her; his amazement at feeling lust for such an unimposing and powerless teenager multiplying the strength of his uncharacteristic reaction and making him vulnerable for the manipulation that followed.

“Did you?” she snapped, taking a high tone with him now that would have been unthinkable not long before.

“N-No, Samira. Of course not; that’s not how I saw you at all.”

“Do not lie to me!” She placed her hands on the slender hips he longed to take in his own; her favoured stance when she wished to let him know she was displeased. “Why did you pass me your room number if you did not see me as a worthless little Indian whore you could spew your seed into and send away before flying home to your sainted ‘Marianne’?”

The word left her lips as if she were spewing forth a contagion and not for the first time he felt himself buckling beneath her passion.

“I... I...”

“What is wrong with you? Have you lost your tongue now? It seemed very active last night when you begged me to let it attend my juicy Indian cunny. Or perhaps you are ashamed to have treated me in such a way. Yes? That must be it. Let me hear you admit it.”

“Samira, I...”

“Let me hear you admit it,” she blazed.

Staring at her helplessly he could do no more than admit the terror she could inspire in him and once again confessed its power to confound him. 

He, Vincent Vincennes, leader of men, was quaking before a slip of a peasant girl who seemed intent upon taking control of every facet of his life.

“Well?” she demanded expectantly, sensing his coming surrender.

“I... I’m sorry, Samira.”

Staring down with a haughty sneer of satisfaction on the plain and unremarkable face that had enslaved him, she turned her back to him, took her skirt in her hands and raised it to reveal black pantyhose stretched across the surprisingly shapely buttocks not a foot from his devouring eyes. 

“Kiss my superior Indian arse and prove it,” she said, not bothering to turn; gazing out from the terrace towards the Hooghly and throwing out the request she knew would once have been repugnant to this proud man as if she were asking him for nothing more untoward than a refill of her glass or a passing of the Naan.

Heedless of her contempt and his former revulsion for the debasing act expected of him, mesmerized by the view he had been presented; Vincennes shuffled forward, salivating at the prospect. 

Contact between them had been less and less frequent lately and he saw this as a way of gaining her favour before asking for some release from the cursed contraption at his groin - so great was his need the possibility an even younger girl than his tormentor in chief could be watching from the interior had suddenly become irrelevant and of no concern. 

For it to be a concern, after all, their servant had to be present in his thoughts and Tapani, watching or not, was nowhere to be found in his conscious mind at this moment. 

Along with everything else but the enchanting and superior arse covered in nylon upon which he was in the process of placing his lips against, the young girl was of no consequence.

“Yes,” he heard and didn’t hear. “That is as it should be. Your knees and your lips are just where nature intended then to be when in my presence. The first to the floor and the second placed against whichever part of my young Indian body I see fit to make you show respect.”

Almost insensible –almost- oblivious to the shame implied by her words, he had planted kisses on the coarse fabric of the pantyhose separating him from the glory of her arse; until, growing bolder and receiving no prohibition from their owner, his fingers found the tops of both pantyhose and the panties inside peel them back from those globes of tinted alabaster for want of which he was already salivating. 

His breath caught at the back of his throat as those two soft pillows of desire caught and held him as if blessed with mesmeric abilities by some vengeful and diabolical Eastern Goddess. 

Then, brown skin inflaming his desire inches from his eyes and no proscription from their owner forthcoming, he spread the buttocks with the fingertips of both hands and dove forward to insert his tongue into the musty and moistly fragrant anus signifying both his insatiable lust for its owner and his irrevocable surrender.

The same surrender a part of him had always sensed he would be compelled to make and she would force from him.

A surrender, he now suspected; she had been intent upon from the moment he had slipped her his room number and she had visited him in his hotel room for the very first time...
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...“You wish to fuck me?”

It wasn’t so much the question as its directness that had thrown him off balance. 

Along with most people in a position of either celebrity, financial clout, or both –regardless of the good looks which, even in middle-age, he had in abundance- he was used to the attentions of the gold-diggers and sexual adventurers for whom success stories such as him were fair game. But never had he come across one as unprepossessing yet utterly confident as the girl sitting across from him.

Never.

As Conrad’s Outcast of the Islands had been infatuated and enslaved by a native beauty he, Vincent Vincennes, was finding himself approaching the same kind of servitude from the opposite end of the condition – Willems island temptress, after all, had been neither unprepossessing in terms of the physical nor perverted and cruel in the recesses of her soul.

Most waitresses, he knew from the tales told him by colleagues more used to taking advantage of such attentions, would have at least changed into something more fetching and flattering than the basic hotel uniform in which they had just served drinks. Waitresses, he was sure, with far more going for them in terms of body and looks than the waif to whom he had given his room number and who now sat opposite him with what appeared total self-possession and confidence in her ability to handle both the situation and the older man populating it.

“I’m Vincent,” he introduced himself after the fact; unused to a stranger in his room and discomfited by the knowledge he was the one responsible for her presence there and a belated worry in respect of legality: “How old are you?”

The half-smile playing at her somewhat inflated lips seemed to be saying it was a little late to be thinking of age now; her laugh as she answered revealing her amusement:

“My name is Samira,” she had told him in clear English that was, nonetheless, known to him from the accents of those employed in the call-centres of his own, economically conscious, company. “My age is my business and I doubt it would make much difference to a man of your type whatever it is.”

“And what type of man might that be?” he asked, choosing to be amused; the sophisticate humouring the peasant girl before fucking her and sending her on her way with enough rupees to keep herself for the next month or so.

“The kind of man who has a wife and a family back in his homeland and thinks nothing of placing his cock in the pussy of an Indian girl young enough to be his daughter.”

Her candour had taken his breath away; but she hadn’t finished yet:

“The kind of man who considers me plain and uninteresting enough to be so grateful for his attentions I will wrap my youthful legs about his back as he pumps his seed in my unworthy cunt and be grateful to be sent on my way with enough rupees to keep myself in rice and mutton for a few weeks.”

Though such actions weren’t his usual way –and he wasn’t happy for lapsing from his routine- he knew she had read him perfectly and his guilt must have shown in his expression.

“Do not trouble yourself,” she had told him. “You are no better and no worse than the rest of your countrymen who visit the hotel and, if it eases your conscience, you must know that your cock will be going nowhere near my luscious young cunny tonight or any other night.”

Far from deflating his desire Vincennes found her bold language had the effect of making him want her with greater urgency.

“Should I leave?” she asked with a supreme indifference he recognised now as a component of her game-plan before taking his silence as a yes and rising from her chair to head for the door.

“Stay,” he had said authoritatively and she turned to face him; expression a mixture of contempt, insolence and defiance.

“My work is finished now and my time is my own,” she reminded him. “Do not presume to order me as if I were some whore you have bought and paid for.”

“That, hmm, wasn’t my intent,” he told her, amazed to find himself tongue-tied in her presence. “My... My apologies. Please, sit down again and I’ll wait on you for a change.”

Had he just said that?

“Take a glass of this with me,” he offered, pouring two glasses of the complimentary champagne that had sat neglected in its ice-bucket since his arrival that afternoon. “It will probably be a little warm now but it’s still a sight better than that awful Cava they had you serve.”

Her face had been expressionless as he offered her the glass.

“You must be tired,” he observed by way of filling the silence as they sipped the warm champagne.

“I have been on my feet all day,” she agreed flicking a glance downwards as if unsure he knew what feet were and watching his eyes follow in the same direction.

The sight of them hit him like a piledriver and he felt sure his erection was about to burst free from the restraints of both underpants and trousers. 

If, apart from those remarkable eyes, she was undeniably plain –ugly even- then her tiny and high arched feet went some way to ensuring yet another North/South divide. 

And this time in favour of the lower hemisphere. 

The power of his reaction to them made all the more potent for his not being aware of ever having found feet of any kind attractive.

This, however, was a night of firsts. Vincent Vincennes, the man who had yet to cheat on his wife –had not even considered the prospect- had invited a girl young enough to be his daughter to his room for sex. A girl as physically unprepossessing as his wife was beautiful. Worse, having been told he would not be getting the sex he expected, he was now lusting over her sloping insteps and long shapely toes with scarlet painted nails.

“I am told I have beautiful feet.” She had read his thoughts without difficulty and intended to expand upon them. “Do you not think so?”

Swallowing, Vincennes tore his gaze from these new and unexpected objects of fascination and nodded. “They... They are very, hmm, shapely.”

“Much nicer than the face, would you not say?”

“Well, I... You know?... I wouldn’t say that exac...”

“Save yourself the trouble,” she said with a wave of the hand. “My face is not, as they say, a pleasing one. But do be careful Mr-Big-English-Businessman, it is perfectly as capable of fascinating you as the feet you cannot take your eyes from and try to sneak glances at when you think I do not notice.”

Those incredible eyes apart; the assertion was so ludicrous he laughed to himself; careful to keep any trace of amused incredulity from surfacing upon his face – though he couldn’t extend the same levity towards her two lowest extremities.

“If you ask me nicely and with respect,” she began, “I will allow you the privilege of licking the day’s toil from them.”

Vincent Vincennes, self-made mogul and a man amongst men, stared at her with complete stupefaction.

Had she just told him to lick her feet? 

To ask her nicely in order to win the privilege? 

And with respect?

“I do not promise,” she continued, “but if I am satisfied with your efforts I may –just may- allow you to kneel between my legs and sniff my hairless Indian pussy through the panties I have worn all day.”

Vincennes was transfixed and, far from appalled at her disrespect of him as both a guest of the hotel employing her and his status as an important older man, felt himself on the verge of an explosion requiring no assistance to trigger it.

“You’re very sure of yourself for a...”

He cut the words off.   

“Go on,” she urged, knowing she had him now; his unwillingness to offend telling her all she needed to know. “For a...? What? A servant? A peasant? A dark-skinned girl?”

“I was about to say,” he lied, “for a young girl.”

The curl of her lip told him she hadn’t bought it.

“Do I look the kind of man who is about to lick your feet for you?” he asked, adopting the authoritative tone and stance that had served him so well in the past.

But not here.

“I think you want nothing more at this moment than to kneel at my feet and place your tongue on their sweaty brown soles.”

Another twitch at his groin told both him and the girl she had touched a somewhat unexpected nerve.

“The only thing preventing you is the loss of face you think will result if you do as I ask.”

Vincennes attempted to say something and found himself unable to utter a word, so entranced did she have him.

“You are silly,” she had laughed, the first time he had heard her do so; sensing the time was ripe to flatter him. “What would the respect of someone such as me mean to a successful man like you? Even if I were to tell them –which I will not- who would believe that such a man would lick a young Indian girl’s feet? They would say I had taken leave of the few senses I have.”

It was just what he had needed to hear and had exactly the effect she intended.

“Who would know?” he asked himself as she held out a foot in his direction; still in a state of some disbelief at the power it had to arouse him.

“You’re thousands of miles from home. What happens here stays here. Drop your guard for once and experience something new. Life will continue on in exactly the same way afterwards. Send her on her way with some money and nothing will have changed.”     

Before he was even aware of being about to do it, Vincennes found himself on one knee before his waitress and reaching for the foot she had slipped from a low-heeled shoe and crossed over her knee; flexing her flawless toes before his eyes in both taunt and come on.
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