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​PROLOGUE
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It was just a door like any other door.

And yet...

To the man in his mid-forties prevaricating before it, this gateway to the study beyond and the woman waiting for him to enter seemed like nothing less than the entrance to what was, if not life and death, a life that would be like nothing he had known before.

And not in a good way.

Not for the first time, he asked himself if he could really be so close to anything resembling acceptance and consent to what had been asked of him by the person he knew was awaiting his decision on the other side of the door.

And, not for the first time either, the answer his thoughts supplied him was one he did not want to hear and was, at one time, a response he’d have found utterly unthinkable.

Yet...

Knowing what awaited him if couldn’t bring himself to accept the conditions he would be expected to live-by - this if he was to remain in the spacious and expensive Kentish chalet-style house that had become something of a buffer between himself and the wider world awaiting him should he ever leave it - he marvelled that he had been so far lowered as a man that he could even be contemplating the possibility.

Yet here he was, hand already raised as he prepared to knock and wait for permission to enter before opening the door and giving the Indian widow who was some eight-years his junior an answer to the conditions she insisted her Hindu faith had obliged her to insist upon from him.

If, that is, he wished his comfortable but humble position in her Tunbridge Wells home were to continue. 
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Which was when, images of the barely habitable temporary accommodation he’d occupied before taking up his current position weakening his resolve further, his knuckles rapped at the wooden door.

“Come,” came the familiar female voice from inside as he felt a surge of nausea rise up in his throat for what he knew that voice expected of him.

Only for him to swallow it back and, feeling as if his world were coming to an end, turn the handle and step through the open-door into a new existence in the home of the woman waiting at her desk for him...
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Rajani Bhargava could read the thoughts of the Englishman whose flaccid cock she was manhandling with ease, a disappointed but determined smile creasing her fleshy but kittenish features as she accepted he was finding the feel of her brown fingers manipulating his manhood into its new home less than arousing.

She also knew his response would likely be much different when the reality of what he had agreed to in the face of her insistent ultimatum became more... pressing ...to him, after at least being free to use his fingers and indulge himself at a time of his own choosing until now.

His lack of even the slightest arousal at her handling of him ensuring the bowl of ice she had placed to her side on the bathroom floor remained entirely redundant. 

In fact, she told herself with inward laughter, were his average-sized penis to shrink in upon itself any further it might never be coaxed out again.

So great was his distaste for what she had insisted upon if he was to remain in her home.

And yet. For all that, here he was. 

Naked from the waist down and standing with legs apart and hands clasped behind his back as she removed him from access to his own manhood.

The feeling of power she experienced for being able to insist upon such a thing sending pulses of pure euphoria to a womanhood that was certainly not beyond access to her own fingers and ensured she would be addressing her own pleasure in the privacy of her bedroom later.

At least until such a time as her plans for her English lodger and handyman matured.

And the fact she was already handling his manhood as if it were hers by right was nothing if not a good start as she made ready to place both his cock and his balls under her control; knowing from her extensive reading on the subject that his heart and his mind would not be long in following so long as she remained true to her own message.

As she rolled his balls between her fingers as if inspecting them, though in reality she was simply prolonging the intense feelings of power provided by being able to do so, her thoughts again went to the online advertisement she had been persuaded to take out after reading a work of erotic fiction that was as close to the situation she wished to engineer as she would ever be likely to find...

“MAN, 40-to-60, SOUGHT BY RECENTLY WIDOWED LADY FOR LIVE IN POSITION. 

SUCCESSFUL APPLICANT WILL BE EXPECTED TO PERFORM DOMESTIC TASKS AND OTHER VARIOUS HOUSEHOLD DUTIES IN RETURN FOR FOOD AND RENT-FREE ACCOMMODATION TOGETHER WITH A WEEKLY STIPEND AS SPENDING MONEY.

THE POSITION OFFERS THE OPPORTUNITY TO LIVE IN LARGE COUNTRY HOME IN AN AFFLUENT AREA AND IS INTENDED AS A LONG-TERM SITUATION FOR AN OLDER MAN WHOSE LIFE HAS NOT GONE EXACTLY AS PLANNED

...That advertisement and it’s deliberate and carefully thought out wording had turned out perfectly for her, even if she had needed to wade through a number of unsuitable – many of them extremely so – candidates for what she had in mind until Sean Burnham put in an appearance and made the question of further interviews redundant.
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