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The conversation taking place over the computer that evening was as fabulous and unbelievable to one of the participants as it was just fabulous to the other; who, having been just as incredulous to begin with as her friend, now found its import simply fabulous.

“It has been exactly as Aunty always told me it could be if I were fortunate enough to ever find the right man,” the London-based Indian woman not three days from her thirtieth birthday told her friend in Hyderabad, the connection, apart from the usual hiatus in the reception between them, as clear and distinguishable as if she were speaking to her in a room adjoining her home-office.

Still wearing her clothes from the office, the excitement of the somewhat plump woman was obvious and showed no sign of lessening. 

“You are not serious?” came from her equally fleshy, perhaps more so, longtime friend’s lips in the Hyderabad apartment in which she spent her single life. “You mean she...?”

“...Was speaking truthfully?” cut in her equally single friend from the home that had once belonged to said Aunt and was now hers along with EVERYTHING in it.

The onscreen Hyderabad nodded.

“That she was, my dear friend. And to think we spent our youth making fun of her – even if we were, in our defence, no less fond of her for it.”

“It is incredible,” admitted the Hindi coming down the connection to her, before her kittenish features took on a suspicious look.

“You...? You are not making fun of me?”

“I am as serious as a heart seizure, my love; though this particular coronary arrest is light-years more pleasurable.”

“Then he really is...?”

“Addicted to me?” the question was once again answered before it had been fully asked. 

From the other side of the world the nod came again.

“Believe me, my friend, I understand your disbelief. Like you, I always considered my eccentric Aunty’s assertion that I was the latest of our line’s women to have such a power to be no more than the ramblings of a good but over-imaginative woman. Even after travelling to the UK to look after her during her last few years, she remained adamant with me that, should I meet the right man, I would have the power to completely rule him... The difficulty being the task of finding such a creature.”

“And now you have,” observed the Hyderabad end of the connection with her own excitement building.

The emphatic nod of confirmation was followed by the verbal variety:

“There can be no doubt of it. I only wish I had some photographic proof to show you.”

“Oh yes,” came a wistful sigh. “That would be... nice. I well remember the fantasies your aunt’s stories won from us both back then.”

“Fantasies, I suppose, that are now in the past?” asked London with a wry smile.

“Sarcasm does not suit you, my friend. You know only too well how such a prospect thrilled me – and still does. To have a man so enamoured of one he could refuse nothing – no matter his own feelings about it. Remember how we became so excited whenever one of us devised a new way to humiliate one of the pigs?”

“All too well, my dearest,” came the equally wistful answer. “In fact, I do believe our youthful fantasies may well be responsible for our lack of any meaningful relationships with the opposite sex... Until now.”

Hyderabad gasped as it occurred to her, knowing her friend as she did, that this was neither joke nor tease.

“You...? You really are serious.”

“Have I ever lied to you?”

The face onscreen was thoughtful.

“Well, I do recall a time when we were about to go out and you assured me my costume made me look slimmer.”

After a pause, both women laughed.

Then, from Hyderabad:

“You really mean it, don’t you?”

“I not only mean it, my love, but the evidence is before me every day when I go to work.” 

“He...? He works for the same company as you then?”

“Not for much longer though, I am afraid.”

“He is leaving?

“Both work and his marriage. It is unavoidable, my dear. After all, a man cannot serve two masters.”

“This... This is wonderful!”

“It is more than wonderful, my love, it is everything we used to fantasise about. Having a handsome older man of our own at our beck and call while being totally unable to refuse us anything.”

“He...? He is handsome then?” came the question from the plump and kittenish features onscreen, intoned, the more avian featured friend thought, with just a hint of understandable envy.

“Handsome, older, and, to enhance the lily... English,” came confirmation.  

The way Hyderabad squirmed in its seat as it took in these added details told London she was not the only one who found the cocktail she was describing as utterly delicious.

Even if, it appeared, the old country still required some convincing.

“Did your aunt not also say that the likelihood of you finding this person was about as likely as finding an honest man in the Parliament in New Delhi?”
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This won a laugh from London.

“You go too far. Aunty may well have been eccentric but was never a pessimist on such a monumental scale.

The laugh was replicated in Hyderabad.

“But you are right. My aunt was always at pains to tell me that this gift of mine was not... comprehensive. That it would take a very specific man to succumb to my special... abilities.

“And now you have found him?”

The nodded response was emphatic.

“I have and he is a man who has been under my nose for some time now.”

She thought about it.

Then:

“Unfortunately for him, the moment I placed myself under his nose was the moment his life as a free man ended... 
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“Have you done as I told you?” asked the detested voice of the woman who had been my personal-assistant for the past two years and was about to become so much more.

She was actually seated at my desk in my chair while I knelt to her side in a condition of high arousal and self-disgust that was coming to seem more and more like the norm to me these days.

The submissiveness to her I felt becoming more unanswerable by the day, all the more unpalatable for having no logical basis.

To me, anyway.

How could it possibly be logical for a mature adult to be acting in such a passive way towards a woman who held no appeal for him on any level save the professional.

Certainly not the physical.

But then how, if I felt no physical attraction, was my growing obedience to her being coerced and my excitement levels off the scale?  

Even the ever so slightly malodorous foot in the black nylons she had been wearing all day, the same foot that was resting upon the surface of the desk awaiting my attention, did not seem as outlandish to me as it once had when I first submitted to that unaccountable and shaming desire to place my lips upon it in worship.

The shoe she had removed it from was also resting upon my desk and it was all I could do not to snatch it up and place my nose inside it.

Why, you ask – as well you may?

Simple.

That I might savour more fully the scent of her that had embedded itself in the leather insole.

Perfectly normal behaviour on the part of a boss towards his assistant when in the office, wouldn’t you say?

No.

I agree.

Neither would I.  

“Yes, Ms Hemani,” I answered, unable to take my eyes from her toes as they waved before me; so engrossed by them the shame of addressing someone lower than me in the pecking order in such a servile and respectful way lost its usual power to disquiet me..

“And how did our all-powerful CEO react?” she asked. “Tell me as you massage the feet you worship so much.”

As usual, I was finding myself slipping into that strange end undignified headspace I seemed to occupy whenever I was so close to her body – at whatever end. 

And even when I wasn’t close my constant thoughts of this perfectly average - and more than a little plump - Indian woman yet to reach the age of thirty to my forty-seven ensured it was impossible for me to function in the way employees and bosses had come to expect from me. 

The usual rigour, due diligence and attention to detail that had seen me rise to the position of Chief Financial Officer for the property development conglomerate with whom I’d spent the past eleven years, seemed entirely beyond me these days when all I could think about was being in the presence of my Indian assistant...

...Small surprise that David Lydgate, our, “all powerful CEO”, as she had described him, seemed less than devastated when I presented him with the month’s written notice I was obliged to give – though with leave owing me I would be able to take off immediately - and recommended that Hemani Jayashankar would make an excellent replacement and provide a seamless option for the company, given that she knew the position inside out and, into the bargain, had pretty much been doing the job on her own anyway recently.

He had placed the letter down and, I thought, looked relieved. I had made a number of errors my assistant had needed to correct over the past couple of weeks and my input at various meetings had been negligible to the point of risible.

My notice relieved him of the onerous responsibility of letting someone go who had not only once been a star performer but was also a good, if not close, friend.

“Your letter states marital and various other issues,” he said. “Gail was only out shopping with Jessica a couple of days ago and your wife said nothing to her – and you know how my Gail can wheedle out a confidence. So what’s going on?”

“I’m afraid Jessica doesn’t know herself yet,” I told him and saw the look of shock that greeted my revelation.

“Your own wife doesn’t know you have marital problems?”

I’d given him a shake of the head.

“But...?”

“I’ll be telling her tonight, David,” I told him, feeling sick to my stomach at the prospect yet knowing it was unavoidable.

Despite the fact it was the last thing I had any real desire to do.

I loved Jessica and that love was returned.

Nineteen blissfully happy and childfree (a joint decision) years.

“Another woman?” he asked in a somewhat judgmental voice, he was as fond of Jessica as his wife, after all. 

“Not really,” I told him, unable to answer completely truthfully when the truth was that it was indeed another woman; even if it wasn’t another woman I wanted, except at the most base and emasculating of levels.

“What does that mean?” he asked, then gave up when I simply shrugged and looked off to the side.

After a few seconds, he let out a huge sigh.

“Well, I can’t say I haven’t noticed a deterioration in your performance lately but... Look, Alex, speaking as a friend and not a CEO, wouldn’t it make more sense to take a sabbatical – unpaid, of course – and get some help. Counselling of some kind perhaps? Surely that would be better than just tossing everything up in the air?”

He was right, of course. 

I knew it. 

And it made no difference.

Right or wrong.

Good, bad; wholesome or revolting.

Nothing made a blind bit of difference.

I was beyond being swayed by even the most persuasive and articulate of moral arguments.

I was, as they say in the British Army for items in need of outside and expert attention: 

“BLR”.

Or, to be more precise:

“Beyond-Local-Repair”.

“You’re at a dangerous age,” he went on. “I know because I’ve been there. Everything seems to have a question mark beside it. It’s normal and most of us come through it. Just give yourself a chance. There’s no rush after all. You said yourself your assistant’s been virtually doing the job for you so why not let her do it for real over a month or two until you feel more like yourself?”

He paused but continued again when I did not respond:

“At least until... Until you sort out your feelings in regard of Jessica too... You owe the girl that much, surely?”

Again he was right. I owed her much more, actually, given her support down the years. 

The thought of what I was going to drop on her later on made me feel literally heart sick.

More so because I knew with certainty there was no power save death that would prevent me from doing it...

“...So...?” came the voice I hated even as I allowed it to rule my thoughts and my actions, my hands kneading the soles of her hosed foot as my nostrils strained to take in as much of her scent as I could. “How were things left?”

“He... He asked me to think about taking a sabbatical until I could... could think more clearly,” I answered, groin raging at the effect of my closeness to her.

“Which you refused, of course,” she said, in absolutely no doubt I would not go against what she had instructed me to tell David.

I nodded and placed a kiss on the tip of her big toe that sent tremors throughout my body and set my already energised nervous system to tingling.

“And he agreed to your recommendation concerning me?”

Again I nodded and her foot was wrenched from my grasp, leaving me with a sense of deprivation that was as risible on level as it was on another... desolating.

“Concentrate!” she snapped, leaning forward to – and for the first time – slap me across the cheeks.

“Surely you are not going to take such treatment from her?” raged my inner-voice.

To no avail.

Instead, and rather than verbally excoriate this plump Indian woman for laying hands on me, I apologised:

“I’m sorry, Ms Hemani,” I told her, actually wanting to strangle her almost as much as I wanted to feel her foot in its perspiration damp hose in my hands again.

“What did he say?” she demanded.

“He... He actually thought it would be a good idea,” I told her truthfully. “Said your work has been exemplary during my problems and could see no reason why you shouldn’t take the position on a trial-basis leading to permanency. I... I think he was relieved not to have to go through the recruiting process and pleased he had a ready-made replacement.”

Her features, the same ones I had always considered a mixture of plump kitten and predatory avian, broke into a smile at the news; but her questioning of me was not quite complete:

“You told him you were leaving your wife?”

I nodded.

“Do not nod at me like some dumb animal,” she snapped.  

“Y-Yes, Ms Hemani,” I told her. “I told him I would be leaving her the moment I returned home this evening.”

Her smile grew wider and, as if providing me a treat, she returned her feet to the desk and allowed me to fall upon them, uncaring that a colleague might drop into my office at any time; even if we would hear them approach from the outer-office that was supposed to be her work-space.

As her toes entered my mouth and I sucked on them as if I were a dehydrated Bedouin attempting to win sustenance from five succulent and painted figs, her next words barely registered:

“I see no point waiting until this evening,” she said. “When you have finished pleasing my feet with your mouth, you may as well take the rest of the day off and put your wife from her misery as soon as possible... 
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As I descended the stairs of what had once been my Aunt’s home and was now mine, I could not help but muse upon the changes in my life.

Barely two years before I had been a dumpy girl coming towards her late-twenties, eking out a living and a drab existence in her hometown of Hyderabad with her one much-cherished and equally dumpy schoolfriend her only social outlet. My parents had passed away the year after I had left college with my qualifications and, unlike my Aunt, they were not wealthy.

In fact, we were not an affluent family and my rather more conventionally attractive Aunt had only joined the ranks of the more financially secure by accepting an offer of marriage from a Bhopal man who settled in the UK and, stereotypically, built a chain of successful small supermarkets. A man who, when he himself passed after selling his interests in the stores, left my Aunty very comfortable. Which, in turn, delivered the same favour to me when my much-loved Aunt passed away and left me her beneficiary.

This after I had relocated to the south of England from my drab Hyderabad existence with the intention of looking after her during her final illness.

And now I was here.

Wearing a short and sleeveless glittery black dress accompanied by heels and dark pantyhose below which showed of my most redeeming features to best effect.

My legs and feet?

Yes. 

And no, they were not the svelte and endless type one sees on the models of the catwalk. 

Far from it, in fact.

Mine were compact and almost caricatured in their shape, with firm and curved calves graduating down into a pair of surprisingly slim ankles.

The thighs they supported equally as firm and surprisingly shapely.

They were, in fact, the only things about me, apart from a pair of full-breasts, likely to win any interest from the dismissive and sometimes ridiculing boys and men from both school and then college.

An experience my lovely and even larger Indira suffered with far more intensity even than me.

Was it really to anyone’s surprise that men were not our favourite creatures on the planet?

Even if we did concoct many a lovely fantasy – especially after my Aunty’s wild assertions on my behalf – regarding them.

Suitably abject and servile fantasies.

As I descend the stairs I notice HE is waiting for me as instructed. 

On his knees with head lowered in the way I wished.  

It is not until I near the bottom, feeling as powerful and aroused by the exercise of my power over him as I could recall feeling, that he looks up and gasps at the sight of me.

Or, to be more precise, the short and coiled whip I toy lovingly in my hands.

Yes.

It is as obvious as it is stereotypical; even if I do draw the line at wearing the demeaning outfits normally favoured by those women who are paid to dominate and ill-treat men.

But carrying a whip in his full-view, with him knowing I intend to punish him for his poor behaviour and he can do nothing but accept it, is arousing to the point of dementia.

In truth, of course, whatever his infraction was must have been so minor I have already forgotten it.

Such are the burdens of a chattel. 

It is a situation I adore and one that would have been unthinkable other than as a fantasy less than a year before.

Small wonder, given my past experiences with both boys and men, I revel in my power.

Once again, I thanked the Fates that I had insisted I travel to England to look after my beloved Aunty.

That I would do so for one I loved who was the only family remaining to me was never in doubt and after her husband had passed away, and she had contracted the long-term illness that would eventually take her from me, that is exactly what I did. 

She had been as adamant in her final years as she had been in my youth regarding the family gift I was assured had been passed down to me. But, frustratingly, had no idea how I could go about finding this elusive man she spoke of so wistfully. The man, she insisted, who would prove so susceptible to the alluring and captivating scent she told me certain women of our line were blessed with he would be as soft clay in the hands of a sculptor. 

Certain women of whom I was but the latest – according to her.

In truth, this gift my friend Indira and I both considered fictitious, though it provided us with much fantasy fodder, was one I rather enjoyed, no doubt for the same reason as Indira. 

In our fantasies, you see, this man who would be so enamoured of my scent he would be enslaved to its owner was never elusive. 

Though of course we were both well aware such things were no more than wives tales and wish fulfilment.

So we both believed.

Anyhow, Aunty was also blessed with the same work-ethic she had carried with her from our country to England and had served so many of our fellow expatriates so well. Explaining why she had also been adamant that I used the admin and accounting skills I had acquired at college in Hyderabad to find myself a suitable position in London. She would not be around forever, she reminded me. And though she would be leaving me her house in what was a desirable area of South London’s Clapham and a considerable part of the savings her late-husband had, in turn, left her, she felt a position of my own would benefit me socially, and financially while boosting my own self-esteem.

“Work ennobles us, Hemani, and even though you will be financially secure when I pass on, it is necessary for your own self-esteem and well-being that you pursue a career which provides you with pleasure.”

It was, it turned out, the best advice she had ever given me.

Especially, not three months in to my spell as an administrative assistant with “DevelopRs”, property development and investment company with worldwide scope, I was promoted to the position of Personal-Assistant to the Chief Financial Officer himself.

Alex Morant.

A happily married man in his forties with a stellar reputation as a safe pair of hands.

As well as handsome.

The stuff of our childhood fantasies.

Mine and Indira’s.

For me, certainly not for him, it had been lust at first sight.

If not love.

I am afraid that emotion had been somewhat stunted by my treatment from the lips, certainly not the hands, of my boss’s fellow men..

To him, however, it was obvious I was only of interest as someone whose efficiency he came to value as he realised my financial skills, at least in accounting, were on a par with his own.

As a woman?

Well, I might as well have been a Tibetan Yak.

So little interest did I find coming from him to me.

Until that day...

I was just under a year and a half into my position with him as his PA when it happened. My Aunt’s somewhat occult and supernatural assertions on my behalf forgotten except when called into service to underpin some of my more lurid sexual fantasies. ALL of them, with no exceptions, regarding my handsome and very much married boss, who had become something of an obsession to me.

The day my thinking underwent a one-hundred-and-eighty revision came some three months ago now.

An ordinary day doing ordinary things.

Until, suddenly, it wasn’t and my whole life – together with his – was changed by the most mundane and every day of minor misfortunes.

A misfortune that would turn out the most wonderful of gifts.

An innocuous cramp that would bring us into close – closer, at least – physical contact than at any time since I took up the position with him.

I had crouched down to see under my desk and check out what I thought might be a loose-connection preventing my new printer from working while cursing IT for not having pre-programmed it for Wireless use as they had promised.

Which was when just about the most severe episode of cramp I could recall having – cramp I now see as more evidence of Aunty’s fate – made me cry out so loud with agony it fetched my boss from his own office.”

“What is it, Hemani?” he asked with concern, for he was not a rude man or, to my knowledge, a closet racist.

He was, in fact, and what seemed worse to me, a man completely uninterested in me as a woman.

“Cramp,” I told him truthfully, almost screeching with the agony of it as I struggled back into my seat and screwed my eyes shut against the pain. “I am a martyr to it.”

Which was when, seconds later, I felt my shoe being removed from my hosed foot and my boss kneeling below me.

Cramp or not, my eyes snapped open and I was instantly wet at the sight of him at my feet as he kneaded, twisted, and rubbed the offending appendage.

Never had I known such a sensation of... 

“RIGHTNESS!”

This, the thought struck me with such power I could not dismiss it as wishful thinking, was where my boss belonged in my life.

Below me.

At my feet.

Making my life... pleasurable.

The prospect was so heady I might have swooned had I not wished to savour every second of the experience. 

And better was to follow as the smell of nylon soaked with perspiration wafted up to me and had obviously found a home in my benefactor’s nostrils.

My initial embarrassment at having my boss crinkle his nose with distaste at the smell was almost instantly blown away when I saw the equally as instant and galvanising effect his taking in of my personal odour had upon him and the expression those handsome features took on.

A look like no other.

Revulsion...

Shock...

Need...

And, most wonderful of all – for me...

Arousal!

The scent of my hosed feet was actually turning him on, I realised, as I – genuinely – oohed and aahed with relief and pleasure as he went about easing my cramp and continued doing it for some minutes, as engrossed in his task as he was appalled by it.

“Oh, Alex,” I breathed, infusing his first name with a greater familiarity than usual. “That is so wonderful.”

I could see he was embarrassed as he answered and my immediate thought was that he felt bad for me and the odour he knew I was aware he had to have noticed.

It would turn out we were both wrong.

|And in fundamentally different ways.

“Is...?” he began, and I could not miss the thickness in his voice he coughed to clear. 

Thickness, it struck me with a first suspicion my initial reaction could be wrong, that sounded to me less as a frog-in-the-throat caused by lack of recent use and more like... desire.

“Is it any better?” he managed to croak out, still kneeling before me with my foot in his hands and continuing to massage the sole.  

With an effort of will, I eased my foot from his grasp and immediately noted the look of loss mixing with the puzzlement forming his expression.

“Yes, thank you, Alex,” I told him, sliding my foot into its pump. “That could not have been very pleasant for you and I appreciate it.”

He was still on his knees below me and seemed at a loss as to whether he wanted to move or stay where he was, hesitating even as my own thoughts raced at the speed of light.

No.

It couldn’t be, could it?

Surely not.

Could he really be...?

My mother’s scepticism for her own sister’s assertion, she claimed had been learned from my grandmother and her own equally fertile imagination, suddenly seemed a lot less persuasive as Aunty’s own words rang in my ears...

“That first intake of a certain Jayashankar woman’s scent marks them forever and is unmissable in both their words and their actions. No matter how disinterested in her the man may have shown himself to be prior to taking it in, he will gradually lose all such inhibitions afterwards and not only begin seeking out her company but become more and more... obliging ...to her wishes... Wishes, my love, that will soon become unapologetic commands.”

...I recalled asking her how I could know if this ever happened and what were the first effects on the man; though I was really only humouring her at the time, exciting as I found the prospect.

Recalling her answer all but tipped my tingling and sensitized pussy into a crisis.

A crisis I knew I would not be able to hide from the boss who was only now rising from his knees with cheeks as red at the varnish to be seen on the toenails beneath my hose...

“...It will be as a lightning bolt to his senses. Whether his first taking in of your scent be courtesy of your hair, the skin beneath your armpits, or your feet and most intimate parts; he will react in the same way. Any confidence he held in your regard prior to the moment will vanish as if it were the slightest of moisture beneath the midday glare of the Indian sun. He will look puzzled and unsure, even as he attempts to go about what he was doing prior to the intake. 

“His eyes will be unable to meet your own, and yet... he will attempt to seek out your face when he thinks you are not looking. It is, my lovely Hemani, the beginning of a fixation from which he will never be able to escape...”

...I prayed to Shiva that what I had seen on his face was not in my imagination.

“Please excuse me,” I told him as I ticked off as present ALL the signs my aunt had mentioned and, as his eyes veered from my own with a kind of sheepishness I had not seen in him before, made my way to the ladies bathroom along the hall.

This to find a cubicle that I might think this wondrous development through – though I was still far from convinced such unbelievable, mystical even, good fortune could be mine. 

And thinking alone would not be all I would do in that cubicle as I recalled my Aunty’s words and what my grandmother had told her again...

“...It is, your daadee ma told me, a source of never-ending torment for the afflicted man. Never will he know why he is compelled to seek out the object of his obsession and obey her wishes – even when doing so affronts everything he holds dear and most moral. 

“All he knows is the great pleasure he takes from obeying his Maalkin and serving her pleasure. From which, of course – in the age-old way by which man is enslaved to female – he takes pleasure for himself.
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