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Looking back to my time as a little girl, growing up in a tiny village in the foothills leading to the Mont St Victoire (see above) as immortalised by Cezanne, I realise that the darkness keeping me such imaginative company in the present was no less vibrant in my unformed past

A darkness, I firmly believe, brought about by the advanced reading age that led me (when I could access them at such an age) to those titles of a more adult nature. 

Not pornographic, I hasten to add as, without being judgmental, such material is of little or no interest to me and seems more like an offence designed to insult the imagination rather than inspire it to those greater heights from which the erotic experience becomes not only more powerful but – if I might dip into the purple for a word or two – more spiritual and life-affirming.

No, my adolescent interest was piqued by titles from writers as diverse as Dumas and Hugo, to Rachilde and Pierre Louys; each of whom could be guaranteed – if only in miniature in the case of the former duo – to populate their tales with a strong female character – characters such as “Milady” in the case of Dumas Pere and his Three Musketeers, together with La Marquise de Sade from the pen of the precocious Rachilde.

Thus was my interest in reading stories with a strong commanding heroine born and, those stories being few and far between, my re-imagining of many such tales from a female-led, so to speak, perspective. 

A tinkering for my own pleasure that has led to the pleasure of friends (yes, I do have them and this darkness I give air to is but a necessary correlative to the decency I find imperative in my day-to-day life) and, now, and hopefully, to the pleasure of a wider range of readers with a passion for stories of strong, commanding and dominating, women who enjoy nothing more than to rule the lives of those men who fall into their toils.

Women whose shoes, you may be assured, I have fancied wearing on many an occasion while my fantasies pictured me exerting just such an irresistible power over my male subjects.

Hence my revisiting of these classic tales from the masters of antiquity from that period between the nineteenth-century and the early part of the twentieth.

When we domesticate the imagination we lose the joy of life.

But, sometimes, our more private thoughts must not be acted upon and should remain either written or perceived.

But always as imagination.

Another reason why my harmless and never to be realised thoughts must be placed upon paper under a fictitious name; rather than have the people I love, and who love me in return, discover my... foibles ...and in their disappointment, though I would hope and expect better from them, turn their face away from one who hold them in the highest esteem.

Sandrine Bessancort

Honfleur

2012
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The liveried man knew the woman who required him to think of her as his Master would punish him severely if he were to be discovered; but the curiosity that had once gone hand in hand with an impetuous and untameable nature had gotten the better of his sense of newly developed circumspection and led him to his current position.

A position being on the landing above the same parlour where his “Master” entertained a female friend from the small provincial town outside Moscow in which both held a position of no small standing. 

From here he could hear their conversation as it drifted up and made passage through the floorboards of the comfortable, but old and quirky, family Osobnyak that had been his dwelling for the past year or so as a servant. 

It must be said here, that the manservant in question expected to hear nothing good of himself. He had been fashioned into a simple chattel, after all. Master commanded and he obeyed. And since when did the owners of men speak about their possessions in polite company?

And yet he could not prevent himself from hurrying to his position upon the landing and placing his ear to the boards. This after he had served the refreshment required of him and been dismissed from their presence. A factotum of no consequence other than the humble and menial – most times abject – service he provided to the female Master of the house and the “important” guests from their small town who visited on rare occasions such as these.

The first voice to reach his ears belonged to Oksana Vasiliev, the wife of a local grain merchant. 

A buxom and self-inflated woman, he considered, who treated her husband, despite his wealth and the respect earned him as a circumspect and canny businessman, with all the disdain of a high-ranking provincial lady for a lower than low provincial flunky. 

The lady in the process of visiting his Master doing so while her husband was away dealing with suppliers who had shown temerity enough to wish to be paid a fair price for the grain upon which his fortune was built. 

“...he is certainly a handsome example of manhood for a servant,” he heard the older woman observe, guessing immediately, and contrary to his expectation, that he indeed was the subject under discussion. “And I must congratulate you upon your choice of... uniform.”

The sound of his Master’s hateful amusement scorched the listening ear he had pressed to the gap between the boards as he minded himself to keep his movements to an absolute minimum lest the creaks and groans of the ancient wood gave his presence away.

“Yes,” her hostess replied. “It is very flattering and shows his shape off to good effect. Without...”

“...Without,” Oksana Vasiliev took up the rest of the sentence, “leaving anyone in any doubt that he is nothing more than your servant and worthy of attention only for that good fortune.”

Their laughter was joined at this and the listening masculine cheeks above them burned scarlet to hear himself dismissed so lightly.

But then...

Had it not been his own choice to accept such a position? Knowing as he did so what it might entail? 

Even if what awaited him in the “Master’s” service was beyond any humiliation he could have imagined or, until then, been persuaded to accept.

Back in the present, his senses became alert – even more alert – at the buxom and self-important visitor’s next words:

“And have you sampled what your serf has between his legs yet?” asked Madame Vasiliev – a catch in her voice giving away her excitement to be speaking so freely upon such matters.

His Master must have answered with a shake of the head because the buxom one went straight on:

“But surely you are not going to tell me that you have not put that delicious mouth of his to its proper use?”

This time his Master did supply a verbal response:

“It is not my habit to lie to my friends,” Poliakoff heard the Master give the guest assurance, voice taking on its usual assimilated delivery when it considered itself to be in ‘fine’ company; embarrassed as ever for the small and poor village responsible for its pronunciation and one shared with her bondsman himself.

“And does his mouth please you?”

“He has been... educated ...to know What I expect,” came the reply.

The “Educated” one shivered, recalling the occasions it had been deemed fit to put his tongue through its paces and how she had gone about it, the memory almost making him leave his position for fear of discovery and what painful and humiliating lesson might result from it.

“He is a decade or so your senior,” observed the buxom one, “so it is to your credit that you have trained and domesticated him so painstakingly.”

“My thanks, Oksana,” his Master replied with, what he took to be at least, a certain wariness in the tone used to express gratitude.

Correctly so, it would turn out.

“But I have the impression you are not discussing my manservant simply to praise me for having secured his efficiency and obedience and would much prefer you to speak frankly if you have something upon your mind.”

The listening man flushed red to hear himself spoken of in such a way; memories of who and what he had been in different times - and of the man of substance he had fully expected to become, re-igniting the anger that had once been feared in certain quarters.

“You see through me all too easily,” laughed Oksana Vasiliev. “And you are correct to observe that I do indeed have a pressing matter that needs addressing.”

“Then please unburden yourself of your load, my dear Oksana. We are alone and anything that passes between us will never be spoken of outside these four walls – unless, that is, you are the one wishes to make what is private between us public.”

“I cannot tell you just how truly pleased I am to hear it,” the buxom one replied, relief obvious in her voice, “because the favour I wish to ask of you is... well ...delicate.”

“Then allow me to voice your favour for you... Your husband is away and, while he is, you would like my most fetching and trained to be discreet manservant to perform those more... intimate ...duties he is not present to attend to himself.”

A long silence followed this; certainly long enough to make the manservant under discussion became uneasy from the position where he eavesdropped, ears keened for the sound of either a door opening or footsteps coming his way.

The loud burst of shared laughter reaching his ears from below came to him as a relief.

“How nicely you put it,” giggled Oksana Vasiliev. “And with such elegant diplomacy.”

A chuckle came to his ears but he could not tell from whom it was delivered.

“Yes, dear friend,” the older visitor went on, “I would indeed like to use your servant to... scratch my itch. An itch, you will not be surprised to learn, that my inflated booby of a husband is in no way capable of relieving with his pathetic attempts at lovemaking.”

She paused and the sound of her sucking in a breath before releasing it as a sigh could be heard as she continued:

“If I were to be allowed the use of the handsome man you have so easily fashioned into your abject and utterly obedient servitor I should be forever in your debt.”

[image: Coachman - Wikipedia]

A picture of Oksana Vasiliev, with her commanding breasts and superior and supercilious features, flooded his vision and he felt his manhood stir beneath the tight fitting and pocket-less black trousers his master insisted he wear which, along with a woven white jerkin, left no observer in any doubt as to the function he had in that same master’s life.

Satisfying the buxom woman in her pompous and over-inflated husband’s absence – and in his bed - made great appeal to him.

It would be an opportunity for him to, once again, feel like a man.

If only in part and temporarily.

If it was an “itch” the equally pompous and over-inflated bitch with the big-tits wanted scratching then she would have her need sated.

And he, servant or not, would take great pleasure in hearing her beg him to do what her husband was palpably incapable of doing for her.

Except that his master’s next words, spoken in a tone he knew placed them beyond persuasion, dashed that hope in its infancy:

“In this instance, Oksana,” he heard her say, “and as much as I value our friendship, I regret to say that I cannot oblige.”

“But...? But why?... He is only a servant. What possible difference could it make to you to allow me to take my pleasure from one so low?”

“Yes, Oksana. He is, as you say, only a lowly chattel. But he is my chattel. He has been domesticated, and trained to my ways. Like an obedient and pleasing pet, he has become special to me. A creation, if you like, capable of taking on many roles. From coachman to... body-servant.

“Of course, such is the way with such pets, and especially those of the male variety, he is constantly in need of a master’s firm hand.”

A nod of confirmation was imagined by the eavesdropper before his... “Master” ...went on.

“That said, his devotion to me – as mostly unwilling and shaming to him as I know it to be – is something I have cultivated and intend to keep solely for myself.”

She paused before going on and the “pet” in question could almost hear her guest’s disappointment running in tandem with his own.

“I intend no offense, my dear friend, and hope you understand what I am trying to say?”

“Yes,” came the rather vexed answer. “You are refusing to help me and I confess myself surprised at your selfishness.”

“You really feel that way? That it is selfish to wish the fruits of my labours to be of sole benefit to me? I think not. If it is an attentive manservant you require, Oksana, my suggestion is that you do as I did and find and ‘educate’ one in the same fashion rather than cut corners and take advantage of the work belonging to another.”

There was no reply and my master continued:

“It may well be that the servitor you seek already shares a home with you and needs only to be schooled by you in the correct way to behave after a more... satisfying ...fashion.”

“You...? You mean?”

“My husband may have been a respected businessman, Oksana, and a pillar of the community. But, when we were alone, I was his queen and he my lowly footman.”

“And you think...? My husband...?”

“With my help and advice, that is exactly what I think, my dear. And believe me, once you have brought him to heel you will be able to – discreetly – enjoy men of your choice without fear of any husbandly retaliation.

“You...? You do not jest?”

“I do not and we will speak more on the subject later if it is your wish... But now, all this talk upon the subject has supplied me with a certain itch of my own.” 

Laughter drifted up to him.

Then:

“So, and on that note, there is a certain servant with a rather obliging mouth awaiting my attentions.”

As he heard them make their way to the door and hurriedly removed himself from his position and made to return downstairs, the eavesdropper with the mouth being described could not fight the disturbance that tented his trousers upon hearing of his Master’s intentions - though his excitement did not prevent his thoughts drifting back once again to that time before he had surprised himself and all who knew him by not only falling into but seeking the life of domestic and personal service he now lived.

A time that seemed as distant to him as that of the dread Ivan the Fearsome but, in reality, had been no more than sixteen months ago...  
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In his mid-thirties, Gerasim Poliakoff had returned to Moscow just at that time when it was hardest to find work.

That time being a month or so after Christmas.

A time when a man sticks even to a poor job rather than suffer a life without a position while wandering the streets with the rest of the alms seekers in search of it. 

For three weeks, the man for whom the promise of youth had turned into a reality of a less desirable kind had been going about in vain seeking a position.

He had, in the beginning, stayed with relatives and friends from his village some travelling distance from the city. 

Disheartened, just the same, by his lack of the success he had felt sure would be his. 

For, although he had not yet suffered great want such as that to be seen amongst those Muscovites for whom the search for gainful employment had long since become a daily and flat out seeking of those alms that achieved no greater good than allowed them the energy to seek them once again the following day, it irked him that he, a strong and not unintelligent man, should go without work and the means to support himself.

And, if not support himself in luxury, exactly, then at least after a fashion precluding the necessity of charity from those who had once seen his golden youth and expected better of him. 

It irked him that so many men he regarded as his inferior in respect of looks and intelligence seemed to have found success where he struggled to land even a semi-respectable position likely to allow him to live in a way that was at least a poor approximation of the kind of lifestyle he had once assured himself would be his.  

Gerasim had known Moscow from early boyhood. 

When still a mere child, he had been sent out from the village by his parents to work in a brewery as bottle-washer, and later as an assistant to a groom in one of the grander houses. 

Humble positions both.

And yet there was something in his disposition that always seemed to lead people to see qualities in him that, if not indicative of greatness, spoke well for his future. 

His almost girlish good looks, most believed, destined to become an even more handsome maturity.

Looks explaining the knowing nods generated by the prospect of his going on to attain a rank higher than that of a simple peasant – even if his temper when he felt himself insulted, many asserted, could eventually see him in trouble.

At the very worst, the more experienced women of the village muttered to each other when out of earshot of the insecurities of their menfolk; young Gerasim could expect to make a decent marriage with accompanying dowry; or, failing that, a position of companionship to some older lady of rank who still enjoyed the thrill of the “romance”.

The above views of his potential ones that had prompted a youthful ego in the direction of dreams and aspirations beyond, perhaps, his intellectual capacities - if not the physical - and encouraged him to seek his fortune in the wider world.

A believed in fortune, you will have guessed by now, that had not come about since his departure from the humble village that had produced him.
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During the last two years, he had been in the employ of a merchant in a relatively well rewarded, if a lot less than glamorous, situation.

A situation he would still have held had he not been summoned back to his village for military duty. 

Whereupon, fate having nothing if not a sense of humour and after having resigned his position, he found that he was not drafted and discovered, having waited in vain for the call to arms, that his former position had been filled already and he was, effectively, without a livelihood. 

Hence the futile three-weeks spent in the search for a position in the capital and his return to the village. 

Of course, after his experiences of the wider world beyond the somewhat narrow and irredeemably set nature of village life – and especially without the means to entertain himself in the manner to which he had grown accustomed – village life itself seemed even more dull and uninteresting to him than it had the first time around. 

Intolerably so.

The poverty and deprivation he had once been able to bear there – before he experienced better, at least – no longer able to be borne.

Having had little time for the country life when he had no option but to live it, this second unsought experience of its joys was hardly likely to prove more favourable and he soon decided he would rather count the stones of Moscow’s streets than remain.

And so it was that he returned for a second time in a matter of weeks to experience just that joyless, payless and, of course, non-existent occupation which, nonetheless, seemed about all the great city and its more affluent citizens appeared willing to offer him. 

All the while as the sheen of the early promise that had seemed so notable in the confines of the village became ever more dulled.

The opportunities for “romance” of the kind the experienced ladies of the village had earmarked for him were, understandably given his situation and despite the fact his looks had matured in a way equally if not more appealingly from the days of his youth, were not forthcoming and showed no sign of becoming so. 

Every minute it was getting to be more and more irksome for him to be tramping the streets in idleness and not a stone among those his penury and boredom compelled him to count did he leave unturned in his efforts to secure any sort of work. 

In fact, he plagued all of his acquaintances. 

Implored. 

Pestered. 

He even held up people on the street and asked them if they knew of a situation suitable for a man in his situation.

All, of course, in vain.

Consequently, it was not long before Gerasim could no longer bear being a burden on his people; either those back in the village itself or the friends and former colleagues who, like him, decided to look for a position in Moscow and had, subsequently, met with a sight more success than he.

Some of them, he saw, were annoyed already by his coming to them and others had suffered unpleasantness from their employers for taking up his cause in such an unpromising economic climate.

In this, Gerasim’s thoughts were not too hard on his friends and acquaintances as it was, in the way already mentioned, a bad time to be in the capital; for when money and opportunity have grown scarce so do those in possession of both become more miserly and uncharitable towards those seeking it out.

Thus the misery born of anxiety and an empty stomach grew with each passing and unsuccessful hour and Gerasim at times would consider more... unconventional... ways of “finding his star”. 

Such are the changes wrought in a fundamentally honest personality by hunger or misfortune.

To his credit, he had resisted such temptations so far but it was not unusual for him to go a whole day without eating and it would seem scarcely necessary to remind you, the reader, that he was growing desperate and more than once thoughts of theft and schemes of dishonesty flashed themselves across vision made blurred by anxiety and malnourishment.

Very desperate was he growing, in fact.

And very desperate people, fundamentally honest or not, and as history and our own experience must surely tell us, provide the fodder upon which the unconventional ways and fundamentally dishonest methods of others in the finding of their own destinies depends. 

Such, and despite his resistance up to this point, was to be both the trap and the destiny into which the down on his luck man was about to fall.

It must be left to the reader and his – or her – independent view of that destiny as to whether Gerasim’s fortune was improved or made infinitely worse...
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One day, weary and dispirited, Gerasim gathered the energies remaining to him and made the long walk to the opposite side of the city; his aim – running out of friends to call upon as he was- being to visit an old drinking comrade who lived at the extreme edge of Moscow.

Right upon its outer-edge, in fact, in a small place near Sokolnik. 

The former drinking comrade, Yegor Danilych, had been coachman to a merchant by the name of Sharov, in whose service he had been for many years and who had recently passed on and was no doubt, having been a kindly man and both a good neighbour and employer, now selling his wares at a more elevated altitude and to a more divine custom. 

This passing, however, had left his younger wife with the deeds to the business and in sole command of its running.

As well, to Danilych’s distaste - being something of an Old Testament man when it came to relations between the sexes - its direction.

Including his.

Having ingratiated himself through his willingness and reliability with his master so that Sharov trusted him absolutely and held him in high favour, the coachman had soon realised it would require a rather different approach if he were going to win over the wife and retain the favoured position Sharov’s esteem ensured he was given over the other retainers.

An approach that had gained him the confidence of his departed master's wife who was, she had told him to his inner dissatisfaction - for she was much younger even than him and not of good breeding, even if she did possess a certain beauty; albeit a beauty of a somewhat startling aspect – grateful to have someone at her side who saw past her background and valued her as the lady of substance she had always seen herself as being and now was. 

Chiefly, he was her conduit to the other servants, and she valued him for it; even as his thoughts mocked his young mistress and her pretensions of “substance”.

Gerasim approached and greeted the coachman - who was as fond of his own skin along with his own best interests as the next man but was not wholly inhospitable, as well as being tolerably fond of his former drinking companion.

Hence the warm and proper reception upon seeing an old friend.

Seeming forever hungry and thirsty this past week or so, it was a relieved and delighted Gerasim who found himself served with tea and something to eat as Yegor Danilych, his host, asked him how he was doing.

“Very badly, Yegor,” said Gerasim. “I left Moscow after my call for the army – fruitlessly, I might tell you – and I've been without a job for weeks.”

“Didn't you ask your old employer to take you back?”

“I did.”

“He wouldn't take you again?”

Gerasim had given his usual fatalistic shrug, as if to say:

“What defence has one against cretins of such a type?”

Danilych, who knew his friend’s capacity for thinking himself an injured party well by now, was not impressed and his next words were statement not question:

“The position was filled already?”

Gerasim’s nod only confirmed what the other man had already noted as certainty.

“You were always too much of a dreamer, Gerasim. It is typical that you should have left your master’s employment so impulsively without securing an agreement for your return.” 

Too interested in satisfying a demanding stomach and used to such observations when in the man’s company, Gerasim allowed the remark to pass unchallenged and helped himself to more food.

“Never,” he told himself, “has simple bread tasted more delicious.”

The two of them had met on a day when their respective employers had business in Moscow with each other and had accompanied them on the jaunt, becoming friendly while passing time in a local inn as their employers concluded whatever arrangements it was necessary for them to make with each other. 

Arrangements that had necessitated regular meetings in Moscow between the two merchant’s and allowing the acquaintance of the two employees accompanying them to mature into a friendship of a more intimate kind. 

Intimate enough, anyway, for Yegor Danilych to know something of his new friend’s dreams and aspirations. 

“I am amazed you left your position in days such as these at all,” the man finished with a shake of the head for the slightly younger man’s impetuosity.

“I left it only on account of a summons to return for a spell of military duty which did not come about.”

“Yes, Gerasim. You have said already,” said Danilych. “And that, my friend, is exactly my point.”

Gerasim’s eyes narrowed even as his teeth kept up a rhythmic chomping of the bread he was cramming into his mouth as swiftly as decorum – or what passed for decorum with the truly hungry – allowed.

“I do not speak in riddles, Gerasim, and neither is it a mystery of any kind. Not to me, anyway.”

Pouring himself some more tea, Gerasim waited for his well-meaning but somewhat pompous friend to enlarge upon his thoughts in regard of him.

The wait was not, and the feasting man had not expected it to be, long in coming. 

“Had you taken the pains necessary to prove invaluable to your employer,” Danilych rolled on, “he would not have refused to take you back but, rather than lose such a valuable worker, dismiss the man who has taken your place.”

The perceived injustice of his position compelled Gerasim to a response now, certain as he was that if it were not for the blindness and stupidity of those whom sheer good fortune had elevated to positions of responsibility and patronage he would now find himself in a more valued situation and not be forced to accept a lecture from a friend.

Even if that friend was filling his stomach.

“How can a man do that,” he began, “if the employer himself be wanting in such loyalty? He knew I left to do my duty to the country by entering the service of a greater cause than his. Yet he treated my plea to return to my former position in a way that showed nothing short of contempt.”

The arms of Danilych went wide as if saying it was no more of an obstacle than he himself, and others like him, had found it necessary to overcome. 

“When fortune is not of a type favourable enough to confer upon one the position of master,” he explained while striking a philosophical pose ill-suited to him, “we are compelled to find our way with the master into whose hands our immediate destiny falls. And do so as best we can.”

Gerasim had heard all of this many times before and bit back his usual response. 

He had himself witnessed the way his friend found his “way” with his master and found such toadying contemptible and unworthy – even if was eating the man’s bread. 

It was a toadying Danilych was unwilling to waste upon the women of the taverns they frequented who, the moment they accepted the hospitality of his table and the money providing it became little more than prostitutes in his eyes.

It was no surprise at all for Gerasim to see him once again after a gap of a year and more and find him, still, without the wife who would, no doubt, suffer much under his old-fashioned and unbending view of a woman’s position in relation to a man.

“Toadying to his late master’s young wife,” Gerasim told himself with mild amusement, “could not come naturally to him.”

As his thoughts were mocking the friend feeding and watering him, that friend’s tone became accusatory:

“Your problem, Gerasim, is that you have an inflated view of your value and expect our masters to share it, when your energy would be far better directed in flattering the unrealistic way in which they regard their own.”

“Lick the proverbial arse, you mean?” Gerasim could not help himself jeering, hunger or not; such self-abnegation in the cause of another’s vanity finding no appeal with him.

“What's the use of wasting words? You will never understand. Which is why you are here with me in such a way and I am here in this way to be able to offer you the sustenance you so obviously cannot provide for yourself.” 

It was, as the truth so often is, a cruel barb but, for once, Gerasim found himself responding to the reality of it and knew Danilych had not arrowed it his way solely to maim.

That, for all his other faults, was not his way.

“I was simply telling you about myself that you may, in my success, find a way forward for yourself.”

As had seldom been the way before, Gerasim was listening now and, though his friend’s position in life was hardly what he himself would describe as a triumph, he was truly interested to discover if what Danilych the coachman was about to tell him could be as instructive as he appeared to believe.

Even if it were to prove so only for a few months - for lots can change in such a space of time. 

So Gerasim’s thoughts ran:

“Armed with a full-stomach and some decent new clothes who knows what cannot be achieved?”

“If for some reason or other,” Danilych was continuing, not privy to his friend’s thoughts and unable to quite conceal a certain pride he took from knowing the younger man was actually hanging on his words, “I should ever have had to leave this place and go home, not only would Master Sharov, had I returned, taken me on again without a word, but he would have been delighted and relieved to have welcomed such a valued and trusted worker back into the fold.”

Though he knew he was listening to what was boasting on the part of his friend, Gerasim knew also that there was also a large amount of truth keeping step with it and he was struck to humour the footfall.

Sensing somehow that it might lead to something more fruitful than the dead ends into which his own vanity and refusal to bend the neck had taken him to this point.

He began by letting his shoulders sag and sighing heavily, just as if his friend had finally gotten him to understand and acknowledge a universal truth that had eluded him until now:

“I know it now,” he said. “Your words have the truth of your own situation to give them weight, but...”

He shook his head, simply as a way of making his friend wait for the compliment he could see he was already anticipating.

“But... It's hard to find men like you, Yegor Danilych. If you were a poor worker, your master would not have kept you twelve years.”

Yegor smiled. 

Exactly as Gerasim had known he would.

Like most men unfamiliar and, perhaps, unworthy of the phenomenon, he loved nothing better than praise.

With the exception of money.

“You have been telling me this for as long as we have known each other and I have been too stupid to take your wisdom on board.”

Gerasim allowed himself another fake and heavy sigh.

“How often have I told you in the past?” said an emboldened Danilych to his new protégé. “If you were to live and serve as I do, you wouldn't be out of work for months and months.”

“Yes, but what I do not understand,” Gerasim began with an expression parodying his equally disingenuous inquiry, “is how you managed to make yourself so indispensable to your former master’s widow?”

For all the subtlety with which Gerasim made his inquiry he might just as well have nudged Danilych in the ribs with the point of a spear.

His friend, however, simply looked wistful and Gerasim knew that whatever kept him in his position under the supervision of his late and sorely missed master’s wife it was not the physical attraction felt for him by his new and female employer.

“You do not exactly shroud the true nature of your thoughts Gerasim,” Danilych rebuked him. “But, alas, you are wrong.”

“Alas?” Gerasim smirked, the less than subtle rebuke not having put him out of countenance.

This time, Danilych allowed himself a rueful smile.

“Unfortunately, Gerasim, we are not all blessed with your appeal for the female sex. And, besides, she considers herself rather grand of late. Despite her youth and humble birth.”

“She is not a lady, then?”

“You saw my late-master for yourself,” said Danilych by way of reply. “He was a good man but not of a widely admired social provenance. Neither was he physically... prepossessing... shall we say?” 

He shook his head wonderingly:

“To be serious, and good man that he was, it would not be too much of an exaggeration to state that he was, in his appearance, repulsive; certainly of too marked a condition to be able to find himself, with the help of money or otherwise, a partner both a lady and a beauty.”

Gerasim had seen his late master, of course, and could not deny such a description of him – good man or not. 

“So then,” he began after a few moments enjoying a full stomach and the warmth of his surroundings for as long as they might last, “she is neither lady nor beauty?”

To this, Danilych had to give a little thought.

“As to the first, that she certainly is not. She is from some nondescript village whose name eludes me in some god forsaken area or other.”

Gerasim congratulated himself for not having divulged the name of his own village; knowing that like many men of his class and station Danilych saw himself as marked for, slightly, better things and was something of a snob when it came to those he saw as being below him.

The snob himself was smiling away now; a rueful smile that pronounced itself still surprised for the way events had turned out:

“She was as raw as one would imagine a girl from such a background to be when my master returned home with her and informed us she was the new mistress of the house.”

“An arranged union, then?”

“If the simple handing over of a sum of money to a father and coming away with a young girl as a wife without the observance of any of the formalities normally associated with such arrangements can be described in such a way, yes.”

There was a brief pause as Gerasim betook of more bread and tea, then:

“You did not answer me as to the latter part of my question, Yegor.”

Danilych had to think about it until he recalled what that latter part had been:

“Is she a beauty, you mean?”

Gerasim nodded, mouth again too full to make intelligible sounds as he made the most of the sustenance on offer in the knowledge it might not be forthcoming again for some time.

“Who can say? One man’s nectar can be another’s hemlock. But she is certainly no siren of the conventional kind.”

Mouth still full, Gerasim could only arrange his features into a questioning expression, attention as always riveted whenever a female entered into a conversation in which he was involved and, as was usual with him, wondering if his looks would prove of use to him.

Danilych continued:

“I suppose,” he began with a reticence born of the grudging, it cannot be denied that her curves are all woman, despite her youth, but the face that would not inspire the most debased of our artists is, without question, a strangely asymmetrical arrangement.”

He became thoughtful:

“And, yet...”

He was looking into the distance wistfully now and Gerasim could tell his mistress, lady or not, had at least inspired positive feelings on a more... human... level.

“...And yet, that face radiates a certain... sensuousness.”

His eyes found Gerasim’s own:

“I must confess, that most of the men of my acquaintance men who look upon her find that face...”

Gerasim waited, still chewing as his obviously smitten and attempting to hide the fact – the fact he was smitten physically - friend searched for the most apposite description.

With a nod and a knowing but rueful smile, Danilych finally managed to locate it:

“...alluring.”

The only slightly less ravenous Gerasim continued to chew and Danilych took his lack of a response for the less than remarkable – poetic an achievement far beyond his own romantic and articulate capacity - description as a lack of understanding:
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“Do I need to spell it out?” Danilych laughed. “Or has that bread of mine you seem so intent upon depriving me robbed you completely of your senses?”

Knowing the rebuke to be gentle and still hungry, Gerasim simply grunted and tore off another hunk from the depleted loaf.

“She is,” the older man told him, “of that kind of woman born to be ploughed rather than seeded.”

Now Gerasim’s interest was gained and his eyes widened with shock and the beginnings of amusement for this unheard of verbal dexterity from the lips of his friend.

A friend he knew to be religious; though more in an alms against oblivion way than from simple faith and belief.

But enough not to be vulgar in terms of metaphor.

Normally.

“If the sounds she could fetch from my employer from the privacy of their bedroom were to be believed,” Danilych continued, face a mixture of wonderment and envy, his position being of the live-in variety and providing him with much experience in this respect, “her humble origins were no barrier to her gaining possessions of skills normally to be found only in the most gifted of those courtesans so treasured by royalty and those high in politics.”

Gerasim nodded sagely, as if he were the older man and Danilych were petitioning him for his views on a subject on which he had by far the greater experience; which, both men knew, given Danilych was closer to his late master in looks and deportment than he was to his younger drinking companion, was pretty much how matters stood between them in this respect.

“Yet, if she is as indifferent to your charms as you say, at least in the romantic sense, you must have found another way to...” Gerasim smiled winningly, “...woo her.”

Danilych snorted and then shrugged as if it were of no matter, but could not hide the pleasure he took from what he perceived as his triumph with the young mistress.

“She is young and of bad breeding,” he mused, “even if she does attempt to adopt the ways of her betters. With such unsophisticated types flattery is always the trump of choice.”

The two men shared knowing laughter, even if Gerasim’s did resemble the “trump” Danilych had remarked upon as he excluded himself from amongst the ranks of the... “Unsophisticated”.

“There is nothing a woman enjoys hearing more – even one as lowly as my new employer – than a compliment. Be generous on enough occasions and they can become... addicted... to the hearing of them. It is not unheard of for them to even become generous to the provider of their enjoyment.”

Again, the men laughed.

“And you, of course,” Gerasim offered, “enjoy nothing more than to be the cause of self-esteem for your betters?”

“My betters?”, Danilych spluttered with outrage that was anything but mild; expression positively insulted. 

“Her?” 

His head shook with wonder as Gerasim tried to fight back laughter for the indignation his observation inspired.

“It is bad enough for a man-of-character to find himself, through no fault of his own, in the employ of a woman,” he told Gerasim, head still shaking with what he obviously considered an indignity. “But, when that woman is not only far younger but of inferior breeding and adopts airs and graces to which she has no right, it takes great resolve to bear up under the cross with the necessary dignity.”

As he took in the misery induced by his friend’s own self-pity that was at least a match for that he had recently seen upon the faces of his fellow residents of the streets who had not tasted food for a day or so and were unsure as to when it would past their lips next, Gerasim made sure to fight back the mild contempt he felt rising lest it reveal itself too powerfully and become easily readable upon his face.

He had already accepted the man’s hospitality, after all, and was hoping for something still more substantial.

Upbraiding him for being unappreciative of his own good-fortune was not the best way to go about achieving such an aim. 

“It must be difficult for so proud a man as you, Yegor,” Gerasim the actor agreed, nodding his accord and continuing to humour his friend in the hope there might be some kind of silver-lining in it for him down the line. 

Though at this point in time he had no idea what that silver-lining might turn out to be.

“You have only the faintest of notions on that score, Gerasim,” said his friend with a solemn shaking of the head.

“She is a harsh mistress, then?”

Anger sparked in the coachman’s eyes and Gerasim knew his pride had been stung by the intimation such a... girl... could not only be his “mistress” but be harsh to him.

The man’s next words proving Gerasim correct:

“You have known me long enough, Gerasim Poliakoff, to understand at least something of my nature,” he said, pulling the collar of his jacket in at the neck with both hands as if this in itself were irrefutable evidence of a man of substance.

“You are angry, Yegor, but I intended no disrespect.” Gerasim shrugged apologetically. “It is, after all, no more than the traditional way of describing a woman who occupies such a position of... of...”

About to respond, Gerasim saw Danilych was ready to pounce on this next word and harried his thoughts for a substitute to the word “authority” that had been on his lips.

“...responsibility,” he finished.

“Hmm,” Danilych half-assented, not entirely convinced. “I tell you, Gerasim, were a mere woman – and especially one of her type - to even attempt to treat me in the ‘harsh’ way you describe, it would indeed go very badly with her.”

Again came a repetition with the collar pulling.

“Of that, you may be assured; be you assured of nothing else in either this world or the next.” 

The man was working himself into a lather and Gerasim had experienced much the same with him on other occasions when he considered he was receiving less than the respect he was due. 

A reaction he shared with other small men of Gerasim’s acquaintance. 

And yet, of disgrace there was none when it came to the shameless cultivation of an employer - be he male and deemed “worthy” enough, of course. 

To hint though at even the possibility of tendering the same toadying to a mistress who was both younger and not considered worthy was to send the small man in question into a lather.

A trap into which Gerasim saw he had fallen and took immediate steps to rectify:

“But, then, at least the wiles supplied by greater intelligence and experience have allowed you to fashion something bearable from your changed situation.”

A slight softening marked the coachman’s rough skinned and weather-beaten features above his bulky and ungainly body, but Gerasim knew he had work to do still:

“It is a tribute to you, Yegor Danilych, that you have turned such an invidious situation to your advantage.”

His friend’s reply assured Gerasim he had hit upon the right approach and his own flattery had saved the day:

“This, at least, is true,” Danilych agreed with a certain, unmistakable, smugness, his own description of the young woman employing him in regard of her pretensions, as mentioned, not so far removed from his own; recognition prevented only by a certain lack of the self-awareness necessary for one to have a healthy sense of one’s own failings. 

Gerasim paused before going on, nervous now the moment was upon him, though he hid it well:

“And you will, of course,” he smiled winningly, “use the influence your silver-tongued and insincere flattery has gained you to seek a position for a friend?”

At this Danilych’s smugness became more... reflective... and he averted his eyes from the need displayed in those of his friend’s.

Opposite, Gerasim saw instantly the same story repeated again. 

Hospitality and tea, and then...

Nothing.

Suddenly though, Yegor Danilych began to smile.

“Why not, old friend?”  
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Yegor came back within half an hour.

He lighted his pipe and took several turns about his quarters before coming to a halt in front of Gerasim who had finished the last of the bread some time before and would have asked for more had he not more pressing matters to attend to with the man.

A man whose countenance spoke of mild unease and did not bode well for the supplicant’s hopes.

“She is in need only of a servant,” he told Gerasim, unable for some reason to quite look him in the eye.

Gerasim sighed with disappointment, having expected the worst and braced himself to hear it but finding himself more than a little crushed just the same as words of resignation fell from his lips:

“And, of course, she requires a woman.”

“She already has one,” Danilych told him by way of lowering his spirit still further, though it was not his intention. 

“But,” he went on, “she is old and of no use for the kind of work the mistress requires and simply cooks and cleans.”

It was the second time he had spoken the word “mistress” since Gerasim himself had described her as such - on both occasions with a certain amount of venom – and, what with his earlier observations on the subject, it did not cost Gerasim a great deal in the way of mental effort to discern a considerable... bitterness... toward this girl of humble birth who was both younger than Danilych and now, with the passing of her husband, his master, so to speak.

“And what kind of work would that be, Yegor?” he asked, sensing all might not be lost after all.

“It is of no matter to you,” he was told, a little more sharply than could possibly be necessary, he considered; about to say as much when his friend went on:

“I told her you would not be interested,” Danilych answered the original question without contriving to answer it at all, his manner, it seemed to Gerasim, dismissive. 

“That you were a man of commerce and could be of service to her with the accounts and so forth, but she was adamant that her husband had left her more than capable of taking care of those for herself.”

“You still do not say what kind of work she has in mind for her servant?” Gerasim pressed, oblivious or uncaring of his friend’s astonishment for his continued interest.

“What?” came the expostulation. “Have things reached such a pass with you, Gerasim, that you would even think about consenting to act the flunkey for...”

He looked about him furtively that he could be convinced he was not about to be overheard and his voice dropped a level:

“...for a low-born and opportunist harlot whose provenance makes that  village of yours you decline to name seem almost aristocratic?”

Gerasim could offer only a fatalistic smile.

“You know me as well as anyone, Yegor, to be able to answer yourself on that score. But I promise you, if experienced for enough time the absence of food in the stomach and a mattress upon which to lie can force change upon a man and his notions of what he will and will not accept.”

Hardship and its ready excuses or not, Danilych appeared unconvinced.

“But... still...? Can you really have fallen so far from those lofty and - if I may so – unrealistic dreams and aspirations with which I once suffered myself to be regaled? You, for whom the whole world was an adventure just waiting to be plucked until you were in a position to best grasp it?”

The shrug of the one-time dreamer was, again, fatalistic:

“In five days,” Gerasim went on, “I will have reached the age of thirty-five. And yet this landmark sees me seeking the charity of friends and sleeping both rough and hungry upon the streets. My thoughts at this time are less of ‘adventure’ and tend more towards survival.”

Danilych’s expression towards him, though not entirely unsympathetic, seemed to ask:

“And that is an excuse to allow yourself to sink to such a level?” 

“Do not be so ready to judge until you yourself find yourself without the means to live,” Danilych,” rebuked Gerasim. “Did I not explain only moments ago that the lack of food and the lack of a roof under which to eat it can effect mighty changes upon that man suffering from the lack?”

“Evidently so,” Danilych snorted, somewhat superciliously and superior, certain in the way of one yet to suffer such setbacks in life that there would be no such shedding of basic principles should the same fate befall him. 

“Be as condescending as you wish, Yegor. But the answer is, yes. Yes, I...” 

“Gerasim, in the name of...”

“...I will,” Gerasim continued over his friend, “consent to act in such a way – whatever that way may be - until such a time as I can find more... suitable employment.”

Danilych looked positively wretched at this as Gerasim observed his disappointment, only to laugh before rising up to clap him upon the back before returning to his seat once more.

“Come, Yegor. It is not as bad as all that.”

Danilych was by no means convinced.

Certainly, the position of servant is not one I can honestly say I look fondly upon. But it hardly merits the kind of look from you I would expect if I had just asked you to direct me to the local knouter.”

“It is just that ... I fear it would be the... the...”

“Be the, what?” Gerasim asked as his friend broke off in mid-sentence.

Danilych looked for all the world like a man having an admission wrung from him by the Secret-Police:

“Would it not shame you, Gerasim,” Danilych began, “to be no more than a household skivvy for a... a... girl?”

“A skivvy? But I thought she had a woman to take care of that kind of...”

“What matters it, if that work be of a menial or... personal... kind?”

Again Gerasim’s eyes narrowed, puzzlement genuine this time.

“Personal?”

“You... You would be required to attend... Madame.

“Attend?”

Danilych threw his arms up in the air with exasperation, realising his friend fully intended for him to have to spell out the exact nature of the service expected from him – even if he was not entirely sure what exact meant when it came to “Madame’s” requirements.

“You will be expected to...”

The older man got no further when a door opened at Gerasim’s back and a female voice spoke.

There had been no knock as simple good courtesy required and neither, it turned out, was there to be any kind of apology forthcoming for the lack of one.

“Is this the man looking for work,” came a voice behind and to Gerasim’s side.

It was a voice such as he had heard many times from serving girls and the like and betrayed her origins as instantly as if they were a brand upon the forehead.

And from her distinctive accent there was worse.

Before he had even turned to look at her Gerasim knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that the woman speaking was from his village.

Then he did turn.
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Gerasim’s first sight of the girl who was, perhaps, soon to be his mistress. had hit him with the power of a thunderbolt.

Though his very first thought on her behalf was that Danilych had been right. 

She was no beauty. 

A first impression becoming even more marked after she had commented that it was getting dark and that he should light a lamp and follow her through to her office at the back. 

There was an askew quality to her countenance that pre-empted any possibility of such a description. 

Everything about the face that appraised him from the position she had taken up at Sharov’s old desk after he had followed her through, an old desk now hers, appeared as if out of alignment with its constituents. 

From the nose that seemed to curve to its left before returning to the straight and narrow and ending in nostrils that were slightly flared after the fashion of the Mongols to the east.

She would not, he told himself, in a wagon of the baggage accompanying the progress of the Golden Horde!
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Echoes of those 13th Century invaders resonating also in the pronounced cheekbones that gave the impression of beginning exactly where her eyelids ended – not to mention the piercing and unflinching eyes above a slightly flared nose before lowering to a wide mouth with lips so full they looked as if swollen from a beating.

The impression as a whole, he told himself, was of nature awry.

And yet...

His friend had remarked earlier that her face was sensuous and Gerasim - disturbed as he already was - could do no more than agree; realising as he stood before the young and haughty woman in his unaccustomed role of petitioner before a member of the opposite sex that his body had never made a response of such immediacy and potency before.

A response so powerful he crossed his hands in front of himself, not wishing to check for himself with eyes whose direction she would be sure to follow the disturbance he could feel building - certain that the potent and instantaneous desire instilled in him by this girl, who could be no more than three and twenty, must surely be visible.

“So Gerasim Poliakoff,” she began in a throaty voice that sounded older than its years yet, as well as being exactly as Yegor had described in the way of inferior elocution, possessed alongside it something that could only be described as... compelling, “times are hard and you find yourself in need of a position?”

“Y-Yes, I...” he began before breaking off, puzzled. “You know my name? Have we then met befo-... Oh! I see. My good friend Yegor Danilych supplied you my details.”

“No,” she told him, eyes fixed upon him in a way he could only describe to himself as... hungry; a response from women in his regard that he was not unused to exactly, but one, on this occasion, he found disturbed him somehow.

And, he could do no more than acknowledge... thrilled ...at one and the same time.

“Danilych mentioned only your forename as his ‘good friend, Gerasim’. Your family name it turns out, though he was not to know it, was not necessary as I already know you.”

“You, er, do?” Gerasim feeling curiously unsettled by this girl/woman. “Then I must apologise for I seem to have forgotten...”

“There is no need for apologies... on this occasion,” she came in firmly, phrasing her statement in such a way as to tell him that soon there may well be times when contriteness of such a kind on his part would be required. 

The exact form such acts of contrition might take and be expected of him remaining unvoiced for the moment.

“I was,” she went on, “but an ill-favoured child back in Ydensk when you were of the age I have now reached and the girls and women of our village vied for your favours.”

Gerasim’s mind raced back to days that had not seemed special at the time but had been lent that glow of hope and possibility supplied by nostalgia during days when there was precious little of either to be had.

Scouring the corners and recesses of his memory he could find no trace of her in their records of the time.

“Even in an insignificant village as small and dirt-poor as ours,” she continued with a sour, almost vengeful, look, “it is unlikely my family name would strike a chord with you.” 

Then, as if sensing his thoughts were of a past nature anyway and absent of her presence, “Dirt-poor or not,” she told him, distaste still visible, “we were at the bottommost end of even that lowly pecking order.”

Still struggling with the disturbance below deck, he managed to stammer an apology:

“You must excuse my lapse of memory, but I... I am afraid to say that you do have me at a disadvantage.”

Her smile as she applauded his response was of the condescending kind reserved for that person one knows to be in dire need and for whom much is invested in the finding of favour:

“That is polite and nicely put,” she praised, “and a marked improvement upon the treatment myself and my family had come to accept as usual from the rest of the village.” 

Her unblinking eyes held his and seemed to pierce right through him as she added:

“An improvement that is just as it should be now that I am no longer an ill-favoured child and you certainly cannot be said to be the promising young man of whom great things were expected.”

Even as he bit upon his tongue, Gerasim marvelled at just how far he had fallen that he would accept insults of such a kind.

And from such a person!

“Though you have not changed so much physically you would no longer find favour with the women of our village...”

Her plump and full lips curved at one side:

“...Or anywhere, come to that.”

This breach of what was considered acceptable conversation between a man and a woman who were almost complete strangers underpinned, yet again, Danilych’s less than admiring observations in regard to the girl and supplied Gerasim, despite the nature of their respective situations, with a certain feeling of superiority that allowed him to gain control of his outrage.

Biting back the rebuke that had sprung instantly to his lips, he waited. 

A wait that was not long in the making as, either oblivious, uncaring, or both, the low-born and pretentious girl who yet held his immediate well-being in her hands continued:

“Such is the way of fate and change,” she went on, “and yesterday’s slave can soon become tomorrow’s master.”

Her observation – and the word she used to highlight it - drew from him an involuntary wince she either missed or considered of no importance. 

“For,” she went on, “I am no longer little Tamara Vlacic of Ydensk but Madame Sharov of Sokolnik and I insist upon receiving the proper respect from the people who serve me.”

Her words thudded against the walls of his cranium... 

“Serve?” 

Despite the desperation only slightly assuaged by the bread of Danilych, something of Gerasim’s temper flared up at this and it was an effort to quell it on his part – even if he had been the one to press his friend on the subject of the girl’s need for a servant. 

Petitioning did not come easy to him and doing it in front of - and to - a woman even less so. 

And especially to a woman who hailed from his own village - even if he wasn’t as chauvinistic as Danilych. 

A woman, moreover, who had so obviously allowed the serendipity providing her present good-fortune to go completely to her head.

No surprise then that, along with the disturbance at his groin, he had not quelled the temper born of frustration and irritation entirely and his prospective employer was not slow to see the evidence of it that lingered in his expression.

“You do well to bite back your anger, Gerasim Poliakoff,” she warned as she read him. “We live in hard times and I am assured by friends of my late husband who occupy important government positions that they must only become even harder. I have already heard from my servant Danilych that you are in desperate straits and can neither feed nor place a roof above your head. Men who find themselves in such a situation must, if they are in possession of any sense be...”

The asymmetrical features and full sensuous lips arranged themselves into a tight little smile. 

“...pleasing, to their masters.”

It was a smile, Gerasim noted, this alongside the rising temper he was in the process of quelling that, if not outright in its vindictiveness, was at least revealing of the pleasure she took in having a man stand before her in such a desperate condition.

A former golden-boy who was once the most desired and sought after man in her village!

And one who now stood before her as a supplicant. 

She, of course, as her supplicant suspected but could not be sure, having never been sought after in the place of their birth at all, except by those lecherous enough and willing enough to pay her father for the attentions they could not receive for nothing elsewhere. 

The lowliness and desperation of her family ensuring, surprisingly, that she did not hate her father for accepting such a method intended to boost the family coffers and thus alleviate their suffering. 

Not even when he sold her to the man Sharov – though it could not prevent, nor should it have, the contempt with which she regarded him from then on.

Even if his less than familial care of his youngest daughter had turned out extremely well.

For her.

Of her family, it must be noted, she now saw nothing.

Unaware of the above but convinced of the pleasure she took from his reduced circumstances, a response which hinted to him of the less than refined nature of her former life, Gerasim mentally rebuked his friend Danilych for describing the dire circumstances of his plight and weakening his bargaining position in such a way. 

Anger, as always, inviting less than pleasant thoughts in regard of its recipient. 

Thoughts that took a somewhat unworthy pleasure from Tamara Vlacic’s description of the big and self-inflated coachman as nothing more than her “servant”.

So much for Danilych’s likewise self-vaunted “influence” over the girl.

Realisation of which did nothing to lessen Poliakoff’s anger and mortification at being spoken to in such a fashion. 

For though he was not of Danilych’s more antique attitude towards the fair-sex – at least those he considered of “lower worth” – Gerasim, nonetheless, had certain ideas of his own when it came to what was correct and what was not between the sexes.

“Certain ideas,” had he but known it, that his empty stomach and suddenly roofless existence were, from desperation – and, perhaps, something else – about to allow challenged.  

“Of course,” she was continuing, having used the opening gambits of their one-sided conversation to scent him out and sensing now an audience made captive by its desperation, “I suppose I am really a ‘Mistress’.”

She sniffed, unimpressed.

“But I don’t like that word. It is too... too...”

“Ambivalent,” Gerasim offered, not so much to assist her quest for the elusive word but to remind her that he, at least, had been the beneficiary of a certain amount of schooling and she was not, despite the domicile they once shared, dealing with a peasant.

“I was about to say... confusing,” she said, tight smile replaced by something even less encouraging.

Gerasim reminded himself to tread carefully:

“Just as well swallow one’s pride on a full-stomach and a bed upon which to lie, rather than do exactly the same with a groaning belly upon the streets of Moscow.”

“I am no longer, nor will be again, anyone’s mistress,” she told him emphatically, having expected him to have, at least, some small recollection of both her and her family and not to know he was almost entirely bereft of any memories of either them or her. “My days in the village are long behind me and will not be returning, as you will do well to remember if I decide to allow you to serve me.”

The girl was, without doubt, and exactly as Yegor had described, puffed up with her own self-importance.

An undeserved and unfitting mindset ensuring she adopted airs and graces that were not hers to assume by right.

At this precise moment also, he knew also that she held his immediate fate in the slender fingers of her hands.

As, he sensed with certainty, did she.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
3 \
2-Fantasies of Unlikely, But‘Believable Female-Ted Reverses...
the Man!





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image013.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image010.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image011.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image017.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image014.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image015.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image018.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image009.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image007.jpg





