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Not for the first time, he wondered what his ex-wife and now thirteen-year-old daughter would say if she could see him from the comfort of the home they had all once shared.

A home that had been awarded to the treacherous bitch in their divorce – at least until that daughter came of age and it could then be sold.

The thought of them knowing his situation added yet another layer of self-disgust and anger to those already consuming him.

As the brown-skinned woman above him applied gloss to her lips with the aid of the bathroom mirror and he squatted behind her to place soft and reverent kisses upon her naked and capacious buttocks in the way she insisted upon, he again questioned how he could have allowed himself to fall so far.

And so quickly.

“That is my lovely obedient boy,” her words drifted down to him, more with the intention of demeaning him than supplying praise for the servility he was showing her more and more readily these day. “Show your Malkin how much you appreciate her kindness towards you.”

The brief bark of a laugh that followed was not kindly in nature.

“And to think you considered yourself above supplying me such service at one time.”

He felt his cheeks fill with colour at the reminder of what she described as his “Indenture” to her and felt the stirring below which never failed to take his disappointment with his own weakness to levels that could only be described as subterranean.

Again his thoughts went to the wife whose affair and subsequent desertion of him had led him to his current position and he felt his anger flare.

It was not missed.

“You are thinking about her again,” observed the woman above him who had once been a neighbour to him and his wife and was now so much... MORE.

And not in a positive way.

For him, anyway.

“I... I’m sorry, Malkin,” he told her, using the term of address she insisted upon which, she had told him, defined their positions in regard of each other and would leave none of her visiting friends from the Temple in any doubt as to their relationship and its propriety.

At least on the surface.

“It cannot be helped,” she told him. “Even I cannot prevent you from thinking what you wish. But it would be so much better for you going forward as my servant if you could stop yourself looking back to what has gone and will not return. You old life is gone now and all that remains for you is to serve your Malkin and show her how much you appreciate her giving you a fresh start.”

He would, he told himself, lips inches from the smooth skin of the brown arse his lips had been pressed against, like nothing better than to show her the true nature of his “appreciation”.

An appreciation that would be best shown with a chain-saw.

And knew also that he was far too cowed and beaten by recent experience to ever find the courage to do it; though he looked forward to that day, some seven years in the future, when his daughter was of age and he could begin what was left of his life with his half of the money from the sale of the house.

She moved from him to lower that same arse onto the lavatory seat and, completely untroubled by his presence, released her bladder into the bowl below.

The sound of her stream cascading into the water below made a discordant musical accompaniment to his anguished thoughts until stream became dribble before stopping completely and she snapped out the word he had been expecting from her in her own tongue:

“हील!”

No word, and the way she snapped it out, could be more guaranteed to make him feel more cur-like in her presence and it did not take a genius to realise this was why she had told him its meaning to begin with.

Knowing what it meant, how could he be anything but humiliated whenever she used it to summon him to her from wherever he was and whatever he was doing at the time.

“HEEL!”

Though, thankfully, it was not a word or a command she felt comfortable using in front of her fellow worshippers on those occasions when they visited and he served them refreshments.

Moving amongst them respectfully, if shamed to be doing so, while they complimented their friend and devotee on her servile and attentive English manservant. 

His humiliation all the more marked for hearing them do so in their shared tongue with words whose general meaning he could guess at, despite his lack of familiarity with the language.

Placing himself on all-fours as she expected and feeling the weight of his “Jewelry” hanging from between his legs, he crawled across the cool ceramic floor tiles towards the thick but not unshapely legs she had spread in expectation of his arrival to be met by her hairless subcontinent pussy.

As the last of her waste tinkled into the water below, she snapped her fingers instead of reaching for the roll-holder adjacent to her and, knowing what was wanted from him, he leaned in and allowed his tongue to substitute for the ignored tissue.

Closing his eyes as his nostrils were filled with scents of her urine and her arousal, he again asked himself how he could stand to be used in such a way and recalled the events that had weakened him enough that he would submit to the owner of those scents who insisted upon it...
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Laying on his back and staring up at the ceiling of the box-room allocated to him a few doors down from hers as he searched for an elusive sleep, Thomas Hudson’s mind went back to that time she had first visited him in the grim and frightening surroundings of his new and, thankfully, temporary home in Lewes Prison.

The letter he received from the Indian woman who, along with her husband, had been a neighbour before his incarceration had come as a surprise. If anything, she had been more an acquaintance of Caroline’s than his and the Indian businessman she had married was even less known to him. Though he did recall Caroline teasing him about the younger woman’s “crush” on him.

“Some crush!” he thought bitterly, lip curling with contempt for both himself and the woman as he ruminated on just what her attraction to him had led to.

The letter had explained how her husband had recently passed away and how she would like to visit him in prison if would be so good as to send her a visiting-order as she had something urgent she wished to speak to him about he might find interesting.

Not having received a visitor other than his solicitor since being sentenced, he was more than willing to have some outside contact and was curious as to what she thought she could possibly say that he would find interesting.

Strangely, the fact it was a woman visiting did not fill him with the anticipation one might have expected from a man who had been denied female company for well over a year. 

The fact that she was some eleven years younger than him and was, being a short and verging on the chubby Indian woman, factored in to his response. “Crush” on him or not.

For another time beyond counting since the events of over three years before, he thought about the wife and the man he had worked for who were directly and indirectly responsible for the loss of his home, his freedom, and, most important of all, the young daughter he was prevented from seeing and had probably forgotten his existence by now.

He had vowed to himself – and as terrified as the prospect of a return to prison had him – that his former boss would eventually pay the highest of prices for what he had done to him.

And the nature of that “price” would include the suffering of the woman he had once loved to the exclusion of all others.

Though at least he would ensure she would be alive to feel its full impact. 

It was his need for vengeance that took up most of his waking and sleeping hours when not preoccupied with the duties that came with his new reality that sent his thoughts from the visit to him of Adhira Khatri to the events that had put him there.

It was a Thursday evening and he was returning from a trip up north to see some clients to sort out some concerns of theirs – concerns that turned out to be mere trivialities rather than problems – and the significance of his boss ordering away for those days did not sink in with him until later.

Not even when he returned home that evening to find Paul’s Jag parked in his drive. 

Not a surprise in itself.

He was a friend as well as a boss, after all, and both he and Caroline had been supportive of him after his own marriage had tanked a year before. 

Too supportive, on her part, as it would turn out.

He had spent the last couple of days on company business up North and had said he would drive back on the Saturday morning. 

The contract they were after looked good for them so Thomas hoped this visit wasn’t to tell him bad news.

It was worse than he could possibly have imagined.

Paul and Caroline were on the sofa next to each other when he entered and his first inkling something was not right was when his wife of eight years remained on the sofa rather than moving to him and affixing her lips to his own in welcome as she had every other time he had been away from her for more than a few hours.

“What’s going on?” he asked, spider-senses tingling.

“Thomas, we need to talk,” his wife had said in a voice that sounded ominously formal to him and set him on edge even more. “And don’t worry, it’s not about Kasey; she’s upstairs in her room watching cartoons.”

“Go on,” he invited, feeling the temper he hadn’t shown since the playground rearing its head once again as he saw his boss and supposed friend take his wife’s hand.

“You might want to sit down,” she told him, her words more empathetic than her expression, though he could see she was nervous.

“Just say what you’re going to say,” he told her, eyes switching to those belonging to his boss and adding: “then, if it’s what I think it is , I’ll do what I’m going to do.”

The fear in his boss’s eyes and the difficulty he was having swallowing should have given him pleasure but didn’t.

What his wife was feeling he couldn’t say but whatever it was it didn’t stop her from plunging a dagger into his left-ventricle as she took a deep breath and let it out:

“Thomas, I need to tell you myself before you...”

He held up a hand and she fell silent.

“Paul, if this is what I think it is, then you need to leave if you prefer to go on living.” 

The lover’s exchanged looks and now a little fear did seep into his wife’s expression. She did, after all, know enough of his early days to know what he was capable of if roused. Not that she had ever really believed it of her easy-going and loving husband.

Until now.

“Five seconds, ex-boss with a beating in his future. Either get ahead of the game and call the paramedics now or leave and save the physical damage for later...”

His voice thundered in his own ears as he added:

“...But there WILL be physical damage.”

“Thomas, please. Don’t make this more difficult than it is. I'm sorry, but I’m in love with Paul. It wasn’t planned and neither of us wanted to hurt you.” offered Caroline.

“Unlucky, you treacherous pair of shits,” he roared, hoping Kasey had  her headphones on and wouldn’t hear, knowing his rage was building to a point where he would have to express it. “I’m hurt beyond fucking belief.”

The two at least had the decency to look semi-guilty.

“How long have you been fucking each other?” he said, trying to rein himself in and knowing he was losing the battle. 

A thought struck him that made his anger even more incendiary and the winning of that battle even more unlikely:

“Is that why poor Dianne divorced this piece of crap? Because you two treacherous arseholes were fucking around on the two of us?”

His eyes found those of his cheating wife’s as an even worse suspicion seared his thoughts:

“Do I need to have my DNA checked with Kasey’s?”

She actually had the nerve to look shocked he could say such a thing and was about to say as much when Paul made his next error of judgment in respect of his former friend and employee.

He stood up with outrage to protest that he had never cheated on his former-wife and from that point an unstoppable red-mist descended on Thomas, until the next thing he knew he was being restrained by two uniformed officers.

Both wife and lover were on the floor as she had tried to come to Paul’s aid and received some unintentional blows to the face as she finally found religion in regard of her husband’s temper; but it was the lover himself who had come off worse

A fractured skull, a broken jaw, some busted ribs, and testicles that would not be much use to his new woman for some time – if at all – being just some of the injuries suffered by the man the enraged Thomas was still trying to kick as they dragged him away; unaware that, at the top of the stairs clutching her a distraught and terrified young-girl was watching it all take place.

Thomas had reacted in just the way required to make his situation a hundred times worse - and this was before the induced-coma Paul hadn’t been brought out of for almost a fortnight until the swelling of his brain had reduced.

A restraining order prevented him being within three hundred yards of either his wife or his daughter and his only consolation was that being remanded in prison until his trial made seeing them – his daughter, at least – impossible anyway.

Found guilty of attempted murder upon his one-time friend and boss, and assault upon his former wife, he was sentenced to five years in one of Her Majesty’s care-homes for wrongdoers.

In fact, it was only the plea of Diminished Responsibility, given what he had walked into, that ensured his sentence was not longer.

Despite this and the horrors of prison-life that had terrified and appalled him as well as doing so much to make his temper a thing of the past, the man who walked from prison nearly three years later was still the handsome specimen in his early-forties he had been when he’d entered. 

On the outside, at least. 

A man, in fact, made just ripe for the future Adhira Khatri intended he was to have and hinted at on her first and only visit to him in prison.

A visit during which she told him she had lost her husband and intended to move to a home she was in the process of purchasing on the Dorset coastline.

Telling him also that she had an offer for him when he was released that he might just find interesting.
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In sleep she had transformed.

Where she had been in her waking hours a short Indian woman with fleshy features she was now a commanding goddess with flawless skin and voluptuous curves bending at the waist to take a better look at the supplicatory white man kneeling below in yearning for her attention.

That he could leave at any time but was so obsessed with her just the thought of doing so was painful to him enflamed her senses.

The fact he was on his knees while fully clothed seemed somehow to make his obeisance to her all the more real.

Though he would not be clothed for long.

Her magnificent dream breasts were half-seen beneath her dress and her dark nipples had already hardened at the evidence of his submission to her superior will as she took in his need for her that was so different to the disinterest he had once shown her.

The memory of it made her angry and she suddenly lashed at his handsome cheeks with her hand and then backhanded him for good measure; daring him to act like the man he had always believed himself to be and rise from his knees to leave and NEVER return.

Something she was convinced he was utterly unable to do.

So great was his new and all-consuming need for her.

The thought fetched a derisive curl to her full red lips and she turned her back upon her supplicant to present him with an insult and boon all in one movement.

“Kiss my arse,” she demanded and had to force back a sigh of the most perverse and pleasurable kind as this once-proud Englishman shuffled towards her instantly and as if his life depended upon it to place his lips upon her hosed buttocks.

“That is my good boy,” she gave emasculating praise at this fresh evidence of her power over him and, so taken was she with his ready submission, she allowed him a few moments more to pay homage to her arse, knowing full well he would not desist until she compelled him to do so.

For a few moments, she toyed with the idea of peeling down her hose and having him use his tongue to pleasure the interior of her most sacred and intimate place.

Then decided against it when the object held in her hand reminded her of the even greater pleasure ahead of her.

And besides, his tongue would still be there afterwards. 

As she withdrew her arse from his frantic lips and turned to face him, the object she was holding aloft attracted the older man’s eyes and, to her delight, they bulged out with terror as a realisation of what it was and what was her intention occurred to him.

She held the latex phallus before his eyes that he might see more fully the object she intended to use to cement his status as her chattel forever.

Not his position in her life was in any doubt.

In truth, this was nothing more than pure pleasure.

For her! 

Thick, long, and dark, in homage to the cocks of her countrymen it possessed at its base, where the cock should have ended, a less lengthy replica that, like its larger cousin was already glistening with oil.

There could be no doubt of its purpose and the fear she saw in her chattel’s eyes confirmed it as she strapped it to her waist and ordered him to lose his trousers and his underpants.

For a moment – just one small moment – she was afraid he might rebel at this final assault upon his masculinity.

Until, rising to his feet, eyes unable to meet hers, he kicked off he did as he had been told and stood before her in nothing below the waist but his cock-cage as she inserted the shorter end of the latex phallus into her hungry cunt and sighed with anticipation for the even greater sensations sure to follow; knowing that by the time she had finished with him the life he had known as a man would be a memory and she would be the new creature’s master.

Ordering him onto a low table placed in the centre of the room for this very purpose, she saw he was trembling with fear even as he obeyed her and marvelled at how much power she had gained over him in so short a space of time.

“Your Malkin is going to take your last virginity now,” she said as she positioned herself behind his white buttocks. “And when she is done you are going to thank her and swear to be the most devoted slave you can be.” 

The feeling of utter and unholy joy she experienced as she slid with surprising ease into the uncharted territory of her Englishman’s arsehole and the shorter phallus made itself felt in her sopping and hungry cunt flooded her senses almost to the point of overload and it took only seven or eight thrusts before she reached her own crisis and raised her head to the ceiling to scream...

And scream...

And...

––––––––
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...She awoke with a start, body bathed in the perspiration compelled from every pore of her short brown body, after the most thrilling dream she could ever recall having.

A dream that not only fixed her on the path she had decided to take after her neighbour’s incarceration and divorce but filled her with the worst kind of fear that what she wanted would prove beyond her.

That the backbone belonging to the object of her warped desires might not be as jellified after its experiences in prison and the thought of the future that lay ahead of him.

That she might 

be deprived of the opportunity to fashion him into the kind of servant of whom she had just dreamed.

As she fell back to sleep her last conscious thoughts were a mixture of excitement at what the next day would bring and fear that, with it, would come disappointment...
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True to her word, and to Thomas Hudson’s surprise, Adhira Khatri had picked him up outside the prison gates on that blessed day when he finally sucked in the air of the free world again.

He stepped into the left-hand-drive Mercedes she was, for some reason, driving in a right-hand country, in a frame of mind that was relieved and baffled.

Relieved anybody was there to meet him at all and baffled as to why.

That she preferred to own a left-hand-drive car in England surprising but nothing more than a personal choice.

Other than this neighbour his wife said was attracted to him and with whom he could not recall one meaningful conversation, not one other living soul was there to welcome his return to society; but relieved to have her meet him as he was, he couldn’t for the life of him wonder why she was doing it.

Aside from this mysterious offer.

She was originally, he would discover later, a Hindu from the capital and the largest city of the state of Rajasthan. Jaipur. Or the Pink City, as it is also known due to the dominant colour scheme of its buildings. 

A city of the British Colonial period, it had become wealthy through tourism to see its World Heritage sites. 

Though, apparently, this wealth had not trickled down to Adhira Khatri’s family and it solely due to the family from Surrey for whom her parents worked as household domestics that she received a decent education and acquired her excellent, if doggedly accented, English.

Her personal situation becoming far better when it was arranged for her to marry a distant cousin who had emigrated to England and built a chain of launderettes and dry-cleaners that had proved very lucrative. 

An older man, with no relations other than the distant link to her own family, Rahul Khatri had wanted little more than a housekeeper and general dogsbody and her family had been more than willing to offload her to him for what was to them a small fortune in British Sterling.

Their daughter’s views on the offloading making no headway against their insistence she accept his offer of marriage and word of honour that she would inherit his estate when he passed.

An estate she had determined the parents who had bartered her as if she were livestock would see precisely nothing.

Her upbringing in the home of the family from Surrey also explained her tastes. These, save for the traditional costume she always wore to the Temple, were rigidly Anglophile and when it came to food and drink she had become more Northern European than Indian Subcontinent.

Standing at a diminutive five feet even she was, as mentioned, her hour-glass curves were verging on the chubby Thomas Hudson imagined might appeal to a man of certain tastes.

Though not to his own preference of rail-thin blondes of whom his faithless and now hated wife had been one.

Facially, there was a certain kittenish quality to the face and its faint double-chin and he soon noticed that there was a certain strength of will beneath the thick black glasses she habitually wore.

None of the above doing anything to make her more physically appealing to him at the time, you understand.

His stint in prison with no more than his hand for sexual company – and on at least two occasions much, much, worse – not broadening her desirability.

By far her best feature was the long and raven-black hair she normally wore pushed from her bespectacled face and tied at the back; only on occasion allowing it free to frame those fleshy and kittenish features. 

In short, and though he considered himself by no means racist, neither her looks or its culture had ever made much of an appeal to him.

“If you are agreeable,” she began when he was seated, plump lips covered in blood-red lipstick and watching him through her sunglasses, I will be taking you to my home where I have an offer to make you, after which you can either leave or stay the night.”

“Is she propositioning me?” he asked himself before addressing his more pressing concerns to her on the subject of staying in her home with his faithless ex-wife and former boss residing next door with the daughter their actions had estranged him from.

Cowed and beaten from his time in prison he might have been, but seeing them play happy families might just send him over the edge and see him returned to that place still dominating his nightmares; his intention to make the man who had taken his place pay back on ice for an even longer duration.

Though, as weak and broken as he felt, Thomas Hudson was as certain as he had ever been certain of anything in his life that his one-time friend would pay.

His fears about seeing the two shits en famille with his daughter, however, proved to be unfounded.

“It is not an issue, Thomas,” she told him. “You wife no longer lives in your former home.”

“But...? She was only given permission to live in it until Kasey comes of age; not sell it without my permission.”

“Not ‘sell’, Thomas. Lease.”

“Lease?”

She nodded and concentrated on the road, full-breasts rising and falling he noted as if she were excited about something.

Had he known the cause of that breast-heaving, he might just have told her to stop the car and let him out there and then he would often think at a later date.

Might have.

“They have sold your friend’s... your former friend’s home and rented a property in Oxshott,” she told him. “By using the money from the rent of your property to pay for it - well, at least in part – they are also remaining within the remit of the court-judgment against you. Oxshott, as you know, is an even pricier area than our own.”

It was his turn to nod and feel relieved there would be no accidental encounters. It would of course be a long time until Kasey came of age and the house could be sold. Just the same, though, his share of that sale would be considerable by that time and allow him to try to maintain at least a half-life without the wife and daughter in whose company it had been his intention to grow old.

Though he did have hopes and dreams of one day telling his daughter the truth and forging a relationship with her as an adult.

“So you see,” she went on, “there will be no awkward and embarrassing meetings with either your former neighbours and your wife and her new man.”

He winced at the description of the snake who’d replaced him.

“The new occupants do not know of you and the other two homes in the Close have different owners since your time away. The only reminder you will have of your former life will be of your old home itself.”

Turning her head she gave him a smile he was unable to read.

“Apart from me, of course.”

Suddenly, he was certain this former neighbour and widow wanted a relationship with him.

A relationship involving sex – though he could be forgiven for not knowing at this point that the sex she would eventually demand from him would be nothing like what he had known previously.

A sex he had only considered happening in the warped fantasies of people gravitating towards such acts or acted out in exchange for cash.

And something between them that would only unfold gradually; sucking him in bit by bit to the agenda she set that would result in...

Later.

“But let us get inside,” she said, pulling onto the drive of the home she had shared with her late-husband, watching as her still handsome passenger threw a wistful and no doubt bitter look at the home next it in which had once resided in marital bliss that had turned out to be of a type destined not to last.

“We can have a mug of tea and I can tell you of the offer I have for you...”
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There was a long silence as she finished outlining what she had in mind as they sat in her kitchen. 

A kitchen in a home, she told him, that she was putting on the market soon and relocating to the relatively secluded house on the Dorset coast she had purchased after selling her late-husband’s chain of launderette’s and dry-cleaning shops. 

When he finally raised his eyes from the cooling mug of tea she had made him, she was staring at him intently; wide and serious brown eyes fixed upon him as they awaited his response.

It would only be later that he would realise she seemed totally confident he would go along with what she had in mind – despite her knowing in doing so he would sounding a death knell for his own masculinity rather than providing himself with an interregnum between prison and the sale of his former home that would enable him to begin a new life.

“You realise, Thomas,” she told him as he thought it over, acting already as if he had accepted, “that my offer will change the relationship we have to each other?”

Unaware they had a “relationship”, Thomas Hudson remained silent, still shocked at the nature of her offer.

Though not so shocked he had turned it down flat.

Even if he could not quite believe he hadn’t.

There could be, he told himself, no greater proof of the effect imprisonment and what he had experienced during it had wrought to his manhood. For though what she described appalled him, he remained realistic enough to know that offers of work and accommodation were going to be few and far between from now on. Even as she sipped at her own tea and gauged his response at this early stage, he realised he was already inclining towards accepting her offer and biting the bullet for however long it took that his return to society didn’t become the horror-show he had heard other inmates describe who had been that route before.

“You see, Thomas,” she lied when he remained silent, “In my land nothing is thought of a man in financial difficulties who offers himself as a domestic servant to a woman of means.”

Her use of the word “servant” in regard of him seemed to sear his nerve-endings, yet still he remained in place; unwilling to leave the warmth of her kitchen and the comfort of the home she was about to sell anyway and understandably less than thrilled at the prospect of taking up the lodgings at the half-way house the prison-service had provided for him should he choose to use it.

But what she asked of him was not only shocking but... offensive.

Some of his distaste must have shown itself on his face:

“I see you are offended that a woman of my race could offer you a position in her home as her manservant?”

“No, no!” he lied quickly at her exact description of his thoughts, and in doing so told both of them his pride had already bitten the bullet. “None of that matters to me. It... It’s just that I... I wasn’t expecting you to make me such... such an offer.”

Her expression became softer and seemed to him... confident.

“Then you have no objections to becoming my manservant and moving with me to Dorset?” she asked.

His eyes lowered to the table at which they were sat and saw that, whether by accident or design, some glossies of a beautiful home overlooking the English Channel were spread out before them.

She noticed his scrutiny and, knowing his he wouldn’t see, smiled.

A smile that was almost contemptuous for the effortless way she had managed to lead him by the nose so far.

“As you can see, it is a beautiful house in a peaceful and secluded area that, is also extremely picturesque,” she informed him.

He nodded his assent, unable to deny her observations.

“Surely,” she went on, “you can see how what I am offering you is an answer to your prayers?”

“My prayers to become your servant?” his thoughts snorted dismissively.

“The worries you have concerning how you will support yourself until your daughter is of an age where your house can be sold and provide you with funds will be no more. And, in return, all you need do is become my housekeeper and servant. Or does that sound as if I am asking too much?”

“Why me, Adhira?” he asked, still genuinely embarrassed and perplexed by her offer, even if he was taking her points on board and beginning to warm to the advantages – if not the working reality at this point.

It also struck him that she was not the timid Indian housewife dominated by an older husband holding all the financial cards he had always taken her for.

In fact, as he sat opposite her and took in that fleshy but feline face and the full breasts below, there was something about her that struck him as... commanding.

Her next words did nothing to question his response as they exited her full and somewhat thick lips:

“Because you are a man I am attracted to physically and the prospect of having an English manservant is one that has always appealed to me.”

His mouth fell open and she gave a small laugh.

“Do not be surprised, Thomas,” she said in her precise and somewhat stilted English over his shocked expression. “I like the idea of control. Most likely because I have experienced so little of it from a superior viewpoint.”

Her next statement was even more shocking to him.

“And my impression of you has always been that you were a man who appreciates order and would flourish under a strict but no-nonsense maternal hand.”

Again his jaw sagged open.

“Even if that hand does belong to an Indian woman some years younger than yourself.”

Thomas Hudson’s cheeks reddened with embarrassment at hearing her speak such nonsense to him but wondered why, if it was nonsense, he felt suddenly weak at the knees and was grateful to be seated - almost as if this short Indian woman had struck some lost chord in his psyche as she continued with her analysis of him.

Worse, he felt a sudden and unaccountable stirring at his groin.

What the hell was that about?

“I realise that this is not how you see yourself,” she told him, holding his eyes with her own while looking totally confident in herself. “But I also know that the way we see and portray ourselves to the world are not always true depictions of who we really are at our core.”

“You think so, do you?” he asked, attempting to inject a little edge into his voice to cover the fact he felt distinctly uncomfortable with both the situation and the way their conversation was going.

Not to mention his reaction to it.

“I would not have said it if I did not,” she corrected him. “Sometimes it takes but one extreme event to give our true natures free rein and I believe the shameless and despicable way Caroline and Paul treated you served that purpose for you.”
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