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Wearing a severely cut black two-piece suit she was seated behind what he had, up until a short time before, considered his own desk in his own office, the skirt of the outfit rising up to mid-thigh as he stood before her and waited for an acknowledgement after having been summed as if he were a servant in his own home.

He had been allowed clothes for now but knew it was her intention to have him spend his time indoors naked except for a collar and lead – an image of which sprang to his thoughts as he waited for her to speak and prompted the surging erection that explained the position in which he found himself better than any words.

As she swiveled to face him, she dangled an electric-blue high heel from one foot and both his yes and then his erection responded instantly.

"You look uncomfortable,” she said, eyes roaming over the front of his Boss denims. “Why is that?”

His face was a picture of humiliation and the thoughts behind it she could easily guess at as he again asked himself how he was allowing a matronly Indian woman in her late-thirties to take command of him in such a way rather than just send her arse back to the Madras shithole she had lived in before coming to Chennai and finding employment with him.

She shook her head as if disappointed, a face that was neither ugly nor pretty – though it could certainly look severe – showing contempt for the American employer whose inner sexual flaws had placed him at her mercy:

“I read you as if you were a child’s book,” she sniffed. “Thinking this is still a game we play between us and that you can end it a such a time as you grow tired of it.”

He said nothing but the cheeks of his undeniably good-looking forty-year-old face reddened.

“But that is your problem,” she went on, lip curling with relish at being able to dominate him with such ease. “And the more you grow used to having me dominate your life the less likelihood you will ever find the strength to end it.”

Her truism enflamed his cheeks further.

“Even now, so early in our new life together, the mere thought of not having me here to guide you causes you a pain that is almost physical. Imagine, my little American peon, how devastated you would feel to know you will never again experience the taste of my toes in your mouth or get to feel the trickle of my urine as it makes its way over your docile face and marks you as mine forever. Never to see these legs you adore so much and the breasts above them you have yet to place your unworthy lips upon.”

The lowest of groans escaped him as his cock responded to the imagery but was not missed by her and she again congratulated herself for having spotted his true potential and for having listened to her older friend at the Temple in whom she had – and still did – trusted enough to confide her suspicions regarding a true nature she was certain he did not suspect himself.

“But,” she went on, swinging foot lowered to join its companion on the carpet; “I am a little puzzled. I thought I was clear on just how you should present yourself to me whenever I required your presence – no matter how often it was required.”

His reaction was instant and her heart swelled at what she had achieved already with him and for what she knew she intended going ahead as he dropped instantly to his knees and lowered his face to her nylon covered instep and counted the required number of seconds she insisted upon that he might show her feet – and her – his respect.

When the required time had elapsed he knelt up, careful to keep his eyes lowered, even as he fought the urge to tug at the cock straining beneath his jeans.
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“I told you what would happen if you disrespected me again,” she told him as her words produced from him a nervous swallow.

“Stand up now and lower your jeans and your underpants,” she demanded, thrilling to the note of command in her own voice as she told her, so-called, ‘Employer’ of her intention to punish him.

And for the first time!

The first of what she intended to be many, that is.

His eyes finally came up to meet her own at this, horrified and appalled by what she suggested.

And something... Else!

Something that delighted and excited her as she allowed her eyes to flicker towards the ping-pong paddle she had purposely rested upon the rug below her crossed legs.

“You were warned of what would happen if you were disrespectful and failed to take my control of you seriously,” she reminded him, as if her were an infant rather than a man of middle-years. “Now lower your trousers and underpants.”

Then:

“This instant!”   

Startled, looking like a scolded schoolboy, he almost leapt to his feet and began to do as she asked until both Boss denims and Calvin Klein pants were pooled at his ankles and he stood before her, hands clasped respectfully at his back as she expected of him.

“Look at you,” she smirked, as he stood before her in shame. “I wonder what your ex-wife and family would think of you were they here to see you being corrected in such a way by your Indian housekeeper.”

She saw from his expression that the barb had hit home but even the shame of picturing the wife who had divorced him and his college-age children witnessing him now was not enough to make him...

Rebel.
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“Or how about your colleagues at the Consulate?” she said. 

She watched his cheeks colour and delighted in her new ability to...

Torment him.

“What would they say to see the so important Head of the Visa-Applications Department being chastised in such a way by his lowly domestic-help? How would your boss at the Embassy in New Delhi react if he were to be told?”

Again, she saw her barb had hit home; a simple mention of his ex-wife enough to bring home to him what he had once had and the position he was now in. 

Halfway across the world in what was, in effect, a demotion from the fast-track diplomatic career he had been earmarked for back in Washington and removed from both family and friends after the disgrace of his cheating and the connections of his former wife’s family. 

And about to be corrected across the knee of the Indian housekeeper he employed!

Reaching down to take up the paddle and tap it against her palm, she swiveled her chair further around and used a forefinger to indicate her waiting lap as he stared at her disbelievingly, still unsure despite everything whether she was serious or not; the sound of the paddle as she tapped it against her hand sounding to him as if a guillotine were being given a trial run before being used for real.

“The choice is simple,” she interrupted his hesitancy. “Either you place yourself across my lap and accept my authority to correct your disobedience from this point on...”

She watched as his eyes went immediately to the strong thighs awaiting him and saw his tongue snake out to wet dry lips and his eyes lower to the feet – this time in heels rather than her normal sandals - responsible for his predicament.

Lips made dry by the shame he felt for wanting nothing more than to drape himself across her hosed thighs and submit himself to her discipline of him.

Unjust as it was.
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“...Or,” she went on, “I leave this house and your life this instant and will never return to it. As well as making a complaint to my agency concerning your behaviour and showing them the pictures I have of you on my phone proving it.”

She could see her latest revelation distressed him and was glad she had set up her phone to record him as he had pampered the feet he had become so obsessed with while whispering sweet nothings to them as if her were trying to seduce their owner into allowing even greater access to her body.

For a few long seconds he considered it: 

Be spanked like a little boy by an Indian woman he employed?

Or lose her – and her feet – from his life and risk the disgrace of having his new fetish made public?

“Yes,” she said as he went across her hosed thighs and she ran a proprietorial hand across his, for the moment, unblemished buttocks; “I had a feeling you would reach the sensible decision.”

Having pictured how she intended to go about spanking her employer many times, it was a simple matter for her to make him place a wrist beneath the sole of her foot and press down upon it while taking his other hand and twisting it towards his neck.

The gasp of pain this induced NOT disturbing her in the slightest.

Then, after allowing a silence intended to build both his anticipation and his anxiety:

That was when the ping-pong paddle came down upon his naked arse with all the power she could muster and was rewarded by a howl of pain that resounded in her ears as if it were the Sitar music of her favourite musician.

Not two minutes later, her American employer was unrecognisable, even from the downbeat man who had first arrived in her country all those months before; reduced to a blubbering and beaten wreck with all resistance stripped from him as he was rolled from her lap to the carpet for her to place a symbolic foot upon his neck.

From now on, she knew, the domination and authority she planned to exercise over him would progress more... smoothly.
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And in a way that would have been impossible for her to picture when she first took up residence in his home, feeling elated to have won the position in the face of much competition from the other women on the books of the agency.

Other women, no matter their looks, race, or class, who would never provide competition in respect of him again as they might have at the time of his arrival in her land...
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Sitting looking out to sea from the verandah of the Coromandel Coast home he had rented for the past two years and was preparing to buy, the nearness to the sea and the sound of waves gently lapping against the sand that usually calmed him could make no headway with the despondency that had been growing in him recently and been made all the worse for the fact a part of him was welcoming its cause so willingly.

Already picturing the unlikely woman responsible for it as unseeing eyes took in the horizon of sea and sky.

Or, to be more precise, the woman’s feet as he imagined her taking a nap.

For though the ego of Gavin Talbot ensured he described it differently to himself, and even now was assuring him he could end what it described as a temporary madness at a time of his own choosing and return to the status quo that existed before, a huge part of his subconscious knew that escaping the proximity of the matronly housekeeper responsible for his despondency would not be achieved easily.

If, a more cynical inner-voice told him, it could be achieved at all.

His problem in regard of her being all the more acute for it being completely unfathomable to him.
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Dangerously so.

How could it be otherwise, given what his fast developing fixation with his unprepossessing housekeeper had led him to not two days before? Something that, under normal circumstances, would have made his flesh creep with self-disgust and indignation and was, at that moment, doing exactly that.

A large swallow of swiftly warming Cobra lager later and he still felt no better for having committed an act that went against his manhood and spoke volumes for how far into the toilet his life had gone since Debra – together with their children – had divorced him after discovering his long-term affair back in Washington.

Two days ago on a Thursday to be precise. Taking advantage of his housekeeper’s decision to visit the shops with a friend after attending her Temple to do something he would once have believed himself incapable.

So low had he fallen.

Lowness that had resulted in him taking advantage of her absence to use his spare key and let himself into her quarters above the garage while justifying the intrusion as something he made only to familiarise himself with the living habits of his domestic while ensuring, as was his right, that she was maintaining the property for which he was responsible as well as she maintained the main-living-quarters. 

A justification he knew was flawed at the time of making it to himself that, just the same, provided his conscience with enough of an excuse for him to continue with his intrusion.

Upon letting himself into the “Quarters” themselves, it came as a relief – if no great surprise to find they were as perfect as the home she kept for him. The order and cleanliness greeting him as he slipped up the stairs to let himself in making him careful to touch very little and to leave whatever he did make contact with in exactly the same place and condition in which he’d found it. Which was, immaculate.

Taking in the sofa bed, television and computer; along with the tiny but well equipped kitchen with breakfast bar; he actually congratulated himself on his thoughtfulness for having provided her a pleasant living accommodation he knew was well-appointed and a sight above what she had been used to before entering his service.
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But, obviously, it was not her living habits that exercised him the most and it was no surprise – at least to his subconscious – when after a cursory taking in of the main room  he found himself heading towards her compact but spotless bathroom.

And, more pertinently, her laundry-basket.

In fact, so affected was he by actually being in her intimate space, he felt himself almost swoon with a kind of delicious and pervasive desire that forced him to lower his body to her toilet seat until it passed enough for him to trust the ability of his legs to support him. A passing that took longer than expected when it struck him that he was attempting to recover his equilibrium on the same spot where she perched herself to evacuate.

A picture of her equine but not outright ugly features formed before his eye and, far from pouring cold water on his unfathomable desire for their owner, made his breathing still more shallow.

“What the flying fuck is going on with you, Talbot?” he said out loud, head shaking almost violently from one side to the other and back again as if he expected the movement to jog loose the answer that had been eluding him until that point.

It didn’t.

He felt the erection that had been stirring from the moment he first entered her personal space reaching full extension inside his shorts and used his fingers to make it more comfortable, its urgency made no less pressing as he pictured her powerful body releasing a stream of golden piss into the bowl and imagined her matronly but strong and shapely legs spread wide, and calf muscles tensing, as what had once been nourishment was squeezed past her anus to fill the water in the bowl below.

Which was the precise moment he snaked out a hand to reach into her laundry basket – disbelievingly almost as a more sane and unaffected part of him berated his actions - and did nothing to slow the hand delving through her dirty clothing and unmentionables, let alone stop it.

The search made by that hand becoming more feverish by the second  until...

His fingers felt what they were searching for and he retrieved a pair of black panties from the basket.
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Hesitating only a few moments before he brought them up to his nose and inhaled.

Deeply.

Almost, a part of him insisted, desperately.

The pungent and musky odour of his housekeeper pussy buckling his knees so great was the intoxicating effect upon him. So great, in fact, that he only paused in his olfactory exploration to turn the panties inside out and bathe their soiled gusset with the flat of his tongue. Her second-hand secretions impacting on him with as much power as if they were fresh.

Perhaps even more so given his newly minted taste for the perverse.

No surprise then that it was only a few seconds later that he pulled his erect six-inches from his shorts to begin a frenzied stroking of himself as he imagined his tongue performing in the same way at the source for the panties owner.

No surprise to him either that it took only a few pumps of his hand until, with his housekeeper’s name resounding in his ears, his whole body spasmed and jet-upon-jet of cum exploded into the air to land on the floor tiles below as his knees buckled beneath him and he sank down next to his own mess.

A mess, when both his heart rate and his sanity had returned to something like normal service, he quickly began to clean up after restoring the provocative and malodorous panties to a spot deep in the basket from which he’d retrieved them.

Of course, after he’d made sure all was as he had found it and locked up after himself before returning to his own personal space,  he was already berating himself for acting like a sex-crazed schoolboy and telling himself to:

“Grow up, Talbot, for fuck’s sakes!”

Not to know at that point that what had just occurred was far more than some minor pre-pubescent aberration and that his out-of-character interest in a woman who would have once failed in total to register on his radar was teetering dangerously close to the edge of the abyss and a descent leading to fixation.

And especially as, during the last few days since his lewd and already regretted intrusion into her private space where she could at least have been expected to be sure of a degree of security, she had taken to dressing more traditionally.

Traditionally Western, that is.

Neither could he know – though he might have been at least troubled had he taken the time to consider it – how his growing fixation with his matronly and efficient housekeeper would see his life taken in a direction over which he would be unable to exert control.

No matter how lowly that direction might turn out to be!
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“How are you this morning, Shreya?” she had heard from behind her as he entered the utility room while she unloaded the washing machine onto a nearby table preparatory to folding it, breath catching in her throat at the sound of his voice. 

Senses heightened as, emboldened by what she saw as his growing interest in her and made more confident by what her “Resting” laptop had recorded in her quarters a few days before while she had been to the Temple and then shopping with her friend – even if she could only guess at why he had spent so long in her bathroom before leaving, she prepared to take a gamble. 

Of a kind that Nirupa, her friend from the Temple had assured her was no gamble at all, given her description of her employer and how he had been behaving around her.

Nervously, confidence bolstered a little by the Western fashions she had been wearing these past few days that had taken her employer’s interest in her to what seemed a new level, she prepared to take the biggest and riskiest step of her life so far.

A step that, if her friend Nirupa was right, would see her life change beyond recognition.

While, on the other hand, and far more troubling, she was placing not just the most lucrative position she had held in her life to this point but her residency in the most comfortable home she had known...

––––––––
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“...Why so surprised?” Nirupa Banerjee had asked her, the plus-size woman in her early-fifties staring at her over their coffees on a sofa in Tamil Nadu’s Express Mall. “He is your employer but he remains a man just the same. An American man, alone in a land that is strange to him. You have said yourself that he is not sociable and simply does his work at the Consulate before returning home.”

The fleshy but still feline features of Shreya Chakrabarti’s somewhat “Ample” friend broke into a smile as she added:

“Why is it so strange that he would start to have... thoughts ...about the woman with whom he shares a home? Housekeeper or not?”

Shreya had looked dubious as she replied, despite her older friend’s unused degree taken in psychiatry so many years before:

“Perhaps because I am a long way from the type of women he has known and can still attract. You have not seen how some of his female neighbours react to him. Indian or Foreign. Married or unmarried.”

“Female neighbours,” came back Nirupa on the instant, “who do not appear to interest him. It would seem, men being men, that he sees something... different ...in you. You are efficient and run his home for him so that his life is easier. Is it so surprising, now that he is in such a bad place, that you might become a figure of some authority to him?”

Shreya’s mood improved noticeably at this observation.

“Do you really think so, Nirupa?”

“Trust me on this,” nodded her widowed and far more experienced friend. “Everything you tell me of this man is in your favour. He is at a low ebb in his life – no matter his ‘Important’ position at the Consulate. Who better to guide him than a superior Indian lady such as yourself?”

“I appreciate your confidence in me, Nirupa,” said a genuine but frankly dubious Shreya. “But though he may be at a low ebb now he is a man who is used to the attentions of beautiful women and not...”

[image: How the #100SareePact Grew Into a Global Phenomenen in Three Months]

She looked suddenly deflated, as if the impossibility of what she had discussed so many times with her older friend since taking up service

“...and not a matronly Indian domestic nearing her forties,” her friend finished for her. “Yes. We have been over this. So what if he has been used to beautiful women. It did not prevent him losing the one he was married to. Or the one he was having an affair with that deserted him when his personal and private life took a downturn.”

“But...?”

“But now he is here,” Nirupa spoke over her. “In our country. Without family, friends, or it would appear even acquaintances to either confide in or have his back. Everything you tell me of him convinces me he is a man adrift, my love. An American abroad in search of a woman who can give his life meaning and discipline.”

“You really believe that, don’t you?” asked a wistful as well as hopeful Shreya.  

Nirupa nodded.

“Have you not told me that he seeks you out more and more during his time at home when he is not required at the Consulate and that he does not socialize with the Americans – men or women – who work with him there?”

This time it was Shreya Chakrabarti who nodded. 

It was, after all, no more than the truth Nirupa was quoting back at her and Gavin Talbot had indeed been seeking her out more.

Sensing she was getting through, her friend pressed on:

“And have you not told me also how often you have caught him stealing glances at your feet?”

“I have,” agreed Shreya.”

“And why would he not?” asked Nirupa. “Your feet – along with my own, if I might say so myself – are most alluring to men of a... certain ...mindset.”

“You really think he is one of those men, Nirupa?”

“I do, my love. I have only met him the once in passing when I called for you at his home. But even then I could tell from the way he could not take his eyes from my own feet that he was – though he probably has no idea of it himself – a man ripe to be plucked by a woman of strong will and authority enough to make him serve at them. It is well-known that a man who finds a woman’s feet attractive in such a way is more than likely to have submissive tendencies and be receptive to the more... assertive ...female.”

Shreya fidgeted upon the sofa and Nirupa chuckled, knowing as she did what was the cause of her restlessness and sharing some of it herself as their conversation became more... 

Arousing.

“And do not forget,” the older woman continued, “up until now he has only seen you in saree and sandals.”

Shreya nodded at the truth of this while praying her friend’s assessment of her employer held true.

Never in her life had she wanted anything more than to be the woman who commanded her handsome American employer’s life. 

Seeing her younger friend’s receptiveness Nirupa – who was equally as excited at the prospect galvanizing Shreya; along with the possibility of somehow sharing in her hoped for good-fortune – felt herself smile:

“Trust me, my love, the effect upon him when he finally gets to see your legs and feet in the heels and hose he is more used to seeing women wear will be, I feel sure, mesmeric.”

Still Shreya could not convince herself her long-held fantasy could be so easily won. 

Such things, after all, did not happen for women of her standing when compared to his own.

Insecurity her older friend well understood:

“It is not something you can allow yourself to believe will ever happen,” said Nirupa without bothering to supply a question mark. “It just seems so implausible to you that such a man could allow himself to be led by a woman.”
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Nirupa did not wait for an answer but went on, reassuringly:

“Believe me, my darling girl; your doubts will be as nothing and you will be amazed you could ever have had them the first time you feel his worshipful lips upon your superior Indian feet...”

––––––––
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“...You startled me, sir,” Shreya told him, feigning more surprise than she felt while using the normal term of respect to reassure him he remained in control – even if he had been reduced to entering her living-space uninvited while she was out and doing... whatever. 

“I’m sorry, Shreya,” he said, smiling at her in a way she could well believe had melted the hearts and the pussies of a number of women before her. “It wasn’t my intention to give you a fright.”

A smile, she promised herself, that would be successful in only one of those endeavors when it came to her.

“It is not usual for you to come down here, sir.” 

She gave him a look of feigned nervousness:

“I... I hope everything is alright and my work is satisfactor-...?”

He came in instantly:

“No, no, Shreya! You mustn’t worry. Your work is exemplary,”

Now it was the turn of relief to be acted out.

“It’s just that...” he began. “Well, things are quiet at the Consulate and I’ve less to do now I alternate going to the office and working from home, so I just thought I’d catch up with you to make sure everything was running smoothly,” he told her.

Closing the door of the washer, she switched it on and turned to face him with a tiny smile at what she took to be an obviously rehearsed response; her nerves running at a heightened level as she prepared to take the next step as suggested by her friend. 

A step, though she prayed at regular and frequent intervals for it to work, she had enough doubts about to explain those aforementioned nerves.
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“Everything goes very smoothly, thank you, sir,” she told him, not missing how his eyes seemed to take every opportunity to take in the contours of her hosed legs and the feet she had clad in low-spiked heels when he felt she might not notice.

As if!

“Is there a problem, sir?” she asked after a few seconds of awkward silence and immediately placing him on the back foot as he stood before in his habitual Boss denims, a white tee, and his own bare-feet in flip-flops.

“Problem?” he paraphrased, snapping at her a little. “Wh-What makes you say that?”

“Only, sir, that you seem terribly troubled by something recently and I was wondering if there was anything I could do to help.”

He seemed to buy her fake concern.

Yet more fuel for the growing confidence she had in her ability to, as Nirupa had so aptly put it...

“Manage him.”

“Sorry,” he apologised, eyes flickering from her face to her legs and back again as she feigned ignorance. “I didn’t mean to be sharp with you, Shreya. The truth is I’m at a bit of a loss recently, what with things being so quiet at the Consulate and me, as it were, a newcomer in a different land...”

Shreya allowed him a nod of understanding and recalled Nirupa’s sage advice on handling such a situation; thoughts going to them even as he continued to try and justify himself:

––––––––
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“Flatter him. Feed his misplaced sense of superiority for his race. Allow him to bask in his superior status until he begins seeking you out to feed from your supposed approval of him. 

By doing this, as well as fetching him more and more into contact with your growing appeal for him that he cannot quite understand but cannot prevent either, you begin to make yourself indispensable to your sense of well-being.

Already you are becoming indispensable to him or why else would he continue to entrust you with even more responsibility for the running of his life?

The fact he has been removed from his family back home in the States and he is here without either family, friends, or a support system means he will more and more look to you for the approval and warmth he has known and now finds missing. 

Believe me, he will soon look to you to supply it and begin to behave in ways he hopes will make you happy with him. Before long this behaviour will have become so ingrained with him – even if he regards it in a quite different light – that it will become second-nature both to his pride as an employer and as a man.

This is something that, without his realising it, makes him extremely vulnerable to the woman who knows how to use his weakness.

However, and at no time until he is under your heel –no matter how servile towards you his behaviour becomes – must you act in any way other than his obedient and admiring domestic. 

Believe me, my love; by the time he becomes aware of the position of power you have in his life he will be too lost to your influence and the perverse pleasures he takes from it to rescue.”

––––––––
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“...I suppose I’m a bit bored if the truth be told,” she heard as she came back to the moment, noting the self-pity in his voice for a situation he found himself in that was his responsibility and his alone. “It’s been quite a change for me.”

She looked at him enquiringly.

“You know?” he went on. “New country and new job and all that?”

Shreya nodded, noting also how often his eyes strayed downwards towards her feet and the new heels confining them as she took a seat at a table and began folding the freshly laundered garments while making sure to cross her hosed legs in their dark nylon.

Imagining as she did so that he was upon his knees before her with his lowered head bent towards her waiting foot.
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An image that did nothing to lessen the arousal she always felt when he anywhere close to her – and often when he wasn’t in the home at all!

“It must be very difficult for you, sir,” she agreed, only the prize lying in wait for her and the words of Nirupa enabling her to control her growing contempt for his inability to take responsibility for the destruction of both his family and professional life. “But I am sure it will not be long before a man of your ability and substance recovers from these setbacks.”

The look of satisfaction he could not hide at hearing her totally disingenuous praise heightened her confidence and she was about to set in motion the first part of her “Gamble” when he spoke again and made her introduction of it all the easier:

“So,” he began in that maddeningly superior way white-people and others had taken with her because of her race, her looks, and the humble position in life she held, “everything is to your liking here? No problems with the accommodation for instance?”

“My quarters are very pleasing, sir, and I love the privacy they give me.” 

She smiled disarmingly as her words intentionally  triggered his memory of the intrusion he had made into those same quarters and fetched some colour to his cheeks.

“As we are speaking though, sir?” she began, as if hesitant.

“Go, on, Shreya,” he supplied permission as she looked forward to that day when he would be seeking it rather than the other way around – and in all things, “What did you wish to say?”

“Well... I... I apologise in advance if I offend, sir. But...”

Shreya stared at the floor for the moment, as if weighing the options available to her.

Then:

“Well, I have noticed that you seem to ... seem to...”

Her eyes lowered again as she pretended to hesitate, her eyes going to her feet and drawing him in exactly as intended as his eyes took in the heels and hose that had taken his interest in them to a higher... temperature.
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“Please, Shreya,” he said, still in Lord-of-the-Manor mode even if the catch she heard in his voice told her he wasn’t exactly confident in the role at this moment, “say what it is you want to say.”

Standing suddenly, she allowed her eyes to rise to meet those of her employer and found herself jubilant to find his own had done just as she had expected and taken the opportunity of her lowered head to stare at the legs and feet she had crossed that he might be better able to do just that.

“Only,” she began, a faux penitent before an all-powerful ruler from whom she was seeking clemency. “that that I notice you seem to enjoy... to enjoy...”

“Enjoy what, Shreya? Tell me.”

She drew herself up as if having reached a difficult decision:

“Only, sir, that you seem to enjoy looking at my...”

To make her next words more dramatic, she rose to her feet and looked into his eyes.

“...To enjoy looking at my... feet.”

His eyes widen and, for a few uncomfortable moments, expected to be rebuked prior to having her employment and her residence terminated.

What happened instead was beyond what even Nirupa had led her to expect...

––––––––
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“Most likely he will accuse you of making a false accusation that you might win some kind of financial settlement from him rather than have you make a complaint to your agency and then to his superiors.”

––––––––
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Her friend, who had been proved right about so many things in regard of her employer, was wrong and, instead of the rebuke she expected received in its place an apology.

An apology that fair took the oxygen from her lungs and, rather than take her to task for such a “Baseless” accusation actually begged her understanding.

“Please, Shreya, forgive me. I had no intention of making you feel uncomfortable, but...”

This time he was the one to hesitate and she the one providing him the permission to continue.

A small turnabout that absolutely thrilled her and took her expectation of success with him to levels not only matching Nirupa’s but far surpassing them; feeling at this first minor capitulation from him that she was finally coming into her own as a woman.

“But what, sir?” she asked in a low but insistent voice.

“But... Well, it’s just that I find your legs and feet so exceptionally...”

She watched as he sucked a gulp of much needed air into his lungs in order to complete his sentence and only then realised she herself had forgotten to breathe.

Then, as she stood before him feeling as powerful as she had at any other time in her thirty-eight-years, he added the suffix that, though he wasn’t to know it at the time, set him on the road to dependency and personal service at the feet of his matronly Indian housekeeper... 

“...Erotic!”  
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​THREE
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The hand of Gavin Talbot encircled his cock and pumped furiously to an image of himself prostrate upon the floor at his housekeeper’s feet, still dressed in the suit he had worn to the Consulate that morning. Knowing that when he had finished showing his respect to Shreya Chakraborti’s satisfaction there would be other chores for him to complete. Chores ending with his frenzied tongue lapping feverishly at the folds of her pussy before being ordered to suck her engorged clitoris into his mouth until she reached her preferred and exalted destination.

Just the thought of himself worshipping at the shrine of his matronly servant some three years younger than himself pressing previously disabled buttons in his psyche he could be forgiven for not knowing existed, given the ease and frequency with which he had attracted women in the past and the thoroughly by the sexual-numbers way he had interacted with them. 

Women including the wife he had cheated on and loved still.

The same buttons, he was beginning to realise since his confession to the woman that he found her feet... “Erotic”, that seemed to be leading him to a place he was unsure he wished to visit.

And found himself utterly unable to cut his journey short.

“Shreya,” he breathed aloud as he reached the short strokes and began to buck upon the bed frantically as his fantasy imagery had him drawing his servant’s inflamed clitoris into his mouth to suck and nibble upon it in a way that had once driven his wife and the numerous women he had cheated on her with into a frenzy.

An approach that was no less successful with the fantasy Shreya his fevered thoughts were envisaging.

And not for the first time since the confession she’d won from him as he tried to imagine the scent of her pussy and its effusions!

Fast nearing his detonation-point an image of her lowering a delightfully puckered ass-rim onto his face rushed him to the edge of the abyss.

And then over.

“Shreya,” he cried as he neared the edge as if shouting her name would somehow save him from the fixation he was developing – had developed – for her.

“Shreya...

“Shreya-aaaaaaaaaaagh!”

With a final convulsion his cock sent rope-after-rope of his semen arcing towards the ceiling the ceiling before making landfall once again on both his own stomach and thighs along with the fresh sheets the object of his fixated desires had changed only that morning.

It was a completion, his recovering thoughts told him as he lay back to let his heart-rate calm, that was as powerful as any he could remember even at the peak of his youthful powers.

He also knew that, despite that power, the moment his thoughts fully recovered from having pulled himself off as if he were a teenager discovering the joys of self-abuse he would feel ashamed of himself and the usual round of self-recrimination and the advice to himself to “get yourself out there and find a woman” would kick in as it always did.

At least until the next time his physically unremarkable Indian domestic suggested herself to his thoughts and, once again, he found himself in a condition of utter rut for which he could offer no understanding.

Finally, just as he was girding his loins to rise from the bed and find a wet cloth to clean up after himself, his eyes sprang open and he jack-knifed into a sitting position on the mattress as a feminine cough cut into his consciousness and he took in the sight of Shreya standing by the bedroom’s open-door with what looked to be a mug of Hot-Chocolate on a tray.

Regarding him with a look of stone that did not prevent her features expressing their complete disgust that was, though he wasn’t to know it, completely feigned.

“Shreya,” he began, “I...”

Which was when, and without speaking a word, she turned on her heel and left the room; taking the tray with the untouched beverage with her...
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“It would appear much has changed since I last saw you,” observed Nirupa Banerjee as her younger friend joined her at their usual table in the Express Mall, taking in the shorter skirt that showed off her powerful legs and the strappy shoes that left her toes with their ivory varnished nails and the upper-part of the foot bare below a short Bolero-jacket a above and a clingy white tee-shirt beneath it. 

“A great deal, my dear friend,” agreed Shreya Chakrabarti as she took her seat and reached for her usual Iced Caffè Mocha Nirupa had thoughtfully provided. “And all of it good.”

She smiled before correcting herself, with her stygian black hair pushed from her face and looking as confident and sure of herself as her older friend had ever seen her:

“Though on second thoughts, I would say out-of-this-world would be a far more apt description.”

“Then I must take it that will be your excuse for not having contacted your friend or answered her texts for the past three weeks?” Nirupa asked with an expression telling Shreya she was not best pleased. “I had to tell the ladies at the Temple that you were feeling poorly to explain your absence. So be prepared for a visit from them if you cannot get the time off from your duties to be in attendance tomorrow.”

A laugh escaped Shreya at something she knew was no longer a possibility but she was quick to lay a reassuring hand over her friend’s when she saw her angry expression.

“Forgive me, Nirupa. I do not laugh at you and I apologise for not having been in touch with you these past three weeks. It is the reason their visit will not be necessary. So please do not be angry with me.”

Nirupa was mollified, but not entirely:

“We’ll see after you have explained why you saw fit to ignore me,” she responded with a little coldness.

“I will, my love. And gladly, certain that once you hear my reasoning you will not only forget your anger at your friend but be delighted for her.”

In spite of her irritation, Nirupa’s eyes widened at what her friend was hinting at and took a sip of her own Latte as she waited.

And waited, as her friend took a sip of her own beverage of choice.

“Well?” she demanded at last. “Are you going to tell me or not?”

Emboldened by the new confidence the changes in her living and working situation had supplied her, Shreya was tempted to laugh at her impatience but restrained herself. 

That would be, she told herself, insulting to her good friend. 

In truth, her only real friend.

A friend who, at that moment, was already allowing her thoughts to form the most delightful of pictures as she prayed Shreya’s good humor meant what she thought it meant.  
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“Let me begin by saying,” said Shreya, cutting in to the older woman’s reverie, “that everything you suspected about Mr Gavin Talbot has proved to be eerily accurate.”

“We witches are well-known for such a facility,” smiled Nirupa, more and more convinced she was about to hear good news.

News just the prospect of hearing had already set her pussy to tingling.

“If only you had told me,” joked Shreya in return, relieved that they were back to normal, “I could have had you cast a spell and saved myself the trouble.”

“And lost all the joy of having brought him to heel for yourself,” Nirupa responded instantly as she saw her words trigger a thought behind her friend’s eyes.

“I take it you have been incommunicado these past weeks because you have brought him to heel?” asked a hopeful Nirupa 

“If you could see my thoughts at the moment you would have the answer to your question, Nirupa,” replied Shreya as the image of herself standing above him so imperiously as he knelt before her and stroked his cock while she looked on, impassive yet haughty, refused to quit residence behind her eyes in its entirety.

“Everything changed for me when I walked in on him as he masturbated himself to a climax and cried out my name as he did so,” she told an open-mouthed and excited Nirupa.

“How...? How did that make you feel?” asked the elder of the friends, the catch in her voice making her own arousal as she herself pictured the scenario described obvious, explaining why she fidgeted upon her seat before, not waiting for her first question to be answered, asking a follow up:

“What did you do?”

A proud expression transformed Shreya’s less than beauteous features as she answered:

“Nothing,” she said with relish. 

“Nothing?”

“Other than turning on my heel and closing his bedroom door behind me. Though not before allowing him to see the contempt written across my face.”

“Oh, my! How delicious. And how did he react?”

Shreya smiled at her friend’s excitement which was, after all, no less than her own.

“If I am truthful,” Shreya went on in a lowered voice, “I spent the whole night worried about just that and what he would say to me when I served him his breakfast the next morning.”

“Yes,” nodded a suddenly thoughtful Nirupa, “there was always the danger he would simply terminate your employment rather than have you around as a reminder of his humiliation.”

“That is exactly what considered when I returned to my quarters to drink the Hot-Chocolate I had prepared for him.”

“You mean the Hot-Chocolate you had so thoughtfully prepared for him  before walking in to his bedroom and finding him with a hand wrapped around his cock.”

Both women burst out laughing at the same time before realising where they were  and raising their hands to their respective mouths.

They were, after all, in public.

In her excitement, Nirupa had gotten a little loud and both, supposedly god-fearing, ladies shot anxious looks about them with a prayer they had not been overheard.

Their fellow customers – and unlike the man they were discussing – entirely fluent, being they were natives of the same country, with the tongue in which they conversed.

Staring about them discreetly, both women checked to make certain their overheated thoughts had not strayed to the other tables.

It hadn’t and the life of the busy and noisy coffee-shop went on as normal.
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Breathing heavily, Nirupa Chakraborti was too anxious to hear what happened to wait the few seconds for her friend to tell her; lowering her voice almost to a whisper as she asked:
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