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Staring about the stone-floored basement as if the strength of his aversion for these new surroundings might transform them to something more in keeping with his tastes, he once again allowed misplaced and unrealistic self-pity to divert his attention from the task to hand.

The comfort and style of the home he had shared with his former wife not so long before was replicated nowhere in the domestic appliances of washing-machine, tumble-dryer, iron and ironing-board he could see ranged against one wall of his new lodgings like an accusation; while, to the other side of the wash-basin before which he stood, the tiny cupboard space containing what passed for his clothing these days, a shower-cubicle, a small two-ringed cooker and a tiny fridge, served his mood no better.

Delving a hand into the dirty-laundry-basket containing her smalls with a sigh, the usual sense of wonderment creased the middle-aged man’s unlined, if not exactly untroubled, face as an image of his ex-wife from the days before their divorce played at the back of his eyes. The bliss he could see written across it as her curvaceous and still sexy body writhed beneath him something of a consolation. Some small solace for the knowledge – the certainty – that he would never again be the one to put such a look upon it.

Or if the “Bitch” whose home this was had her way, the face of any woman other than her either.

The sense of loss he felt for his former wife not only for the fact she had divorced him because of his serial cheating with other women.

That and for other personal traits going straight to the lack of character his own aunt had...  

His train of thought broke then, as a reason far more physical than legal for his presence in the basement hit him the moment, almost involuntarily, his hand snaked the soiled black panties from the laundry-basket and almost without thinking fetched the flimsy fabric up to his face that his nose might luxuriate in... HER ...smells.

A reason evidencing itself in the sharp groan of discomfort exiting his tight lips as the earthy subcontinent aroma of his unlikely feminine idee fixe produced its usual effect upon him.

As his thwarted desire took his already beaten and dispirited thoughts lower, he placed the hand holding the panties into basin of soapy water at his side and set about the process of cleaning them to the lady of the house’s specifications.

Even after everything, and the backward steps his masculinity had been forced take by her, the description curled his lip with derision.

“Lady of the house?”

The fuck she was! 

“So how would you describe the young Indian woman your useless cock would like to at least masturbate over but can’t then?” asked the returning image of his wife, derision of her own unmistakable for having witnessed, albeit in metaphysical form, the demeaning and lust-filled way he had held the soiled underwear of the lady in question to his nose.

Not to mention the item of personalised jewelry preventing him from expressing his perverse sexual appreciation.

The shame, never far away from this weak but physically attractive man’s conscious thoughts, reared up in him again.

Not for the first time, he cursed the sybaritic nature and the self-involvement, together with the lack of substance accompanying it, with which he had been cursed.

Knowing, even as the obscenities towards what nature had made of him spilled from his lips, that he had at one-time seen that nature as more of a blessing than a curse.

But then, why would he have seen it as anything else?

He had been born with an appearance and winning manner that women loved. 

Nobody but a saint or an imbecile would have ignored the benefits of such a happy duality.

Even if hindsight had assured him he shared far more with latter than former.

Why else would he be in an almost constant state of thwarted lust from contact no more substantial than the handling and sniffing of the underwear and other items of clothing permeated with her earthy scent belonging to the Indian bitch?

And especially as at one-time she was no more than a microscopic speck of no interest whatsoever upon the panoramic sweep of his comfortable but worthless existence?

No answer was forthcoming to this deluded and self-pitying man as he contemplated the underwear he had submerged beneath the soapy water as if expecting the fabric recently held to his nose to provide a solution.

A rebuke, however, was supplied to him as he stared deep into the suds covering the basin and his unwanted lust returned with renewed and futile vigour as simply being near to his new and troubling idee fixe set his pulses racing:

“Concentrate on your work!” ordered a hateful voice from behind him; her entrance into the basement-cum-utility-room which also served as his quarters having been missed by him  despite the stone flooring and the spiked heels that were de rigeur for the bitch since she had become the “Lady of the House”. “I want it finished in the next thirty minutes before you drive me to the mall.”

Unwanted lust in her presence or not, his spirits sank at the prospect of again being seen in public with her and have other people – other women – believe he was her partner.

Or worse.

Her employee!

“I expect you to be finished and waiting by the car at that time, understand?” the hated voice in its sing-song English demanded; its authority to govern him becoming more and more marked, to her as well as him.

Not sure what he found most inexplicable: the fact he was in such a position of dependency to her at all; or the equally undisputed truth of his body’s unaccountable response to her growing and confident control of him; he considered something he was sure of. 

The loathing and self-loathing he felt at the knowledge she was once again about to reveal something of their relationship to the world at large – even if they were total strangers.

It was something, even in limited form, from which he knew she took a deep and perverse pleasure.

Having others witness – if not in its full and degrading entirety then at least enough of it – the circumstances that had led him to have no other option than to dance servile attendance upon such an unlikely... mistress ...delighted her almost as much as it led him to consider the possibility of a ritual seppuku he knew he would never have the moral fibre to attempt.

Or any other form of self-harm come to that.

As she stood behind him, thankfully dressed for their tour of the mall in English fashions that did not draw even more attention to the short Indian girl and the handsome and older Englishman dancing attendance upon her, a discomfiting image flashed before him. 

The image in question being that of his former wife.

A former wife smiling with approval at his being treated in such a way.

And by such a lowly and unprepossessing member of her own sex.

Once again, spirits that could hardly be described as elevated plummeted with even greater speed towards rock-bottom.

The hated voice prevented any further perusal of his unjust treatment and the self-pity that went with it:

“Understand?” she demanded, surer and more confident in her control of him, it seemed. with each hour they spent together without a confrontation likely to challenge her.

Then, in a beaten voice, and just as she required of him:

“Y-Yes, Malkin,” he answered in a beaten and docile voice completely unrecognisable from the tone of authority he had once used towards her on those few occasions when he had visited and deigned to acknowledge her at all.

“Good,” she told him, air of satisfaction for her undoubted and unassailable mastery of him obvious and galling to him, even as his senses and the cock driven by them attempted to pay that mastery an even greater compliment than mere domestic servility. 

“Then you had better concentrate more fully on your chores if you are not to disappoint me.”

“Yes, Malkin,” came the reply with lowered eyes as the man was unable to meet the eyes in which he knew he would see his disgrace reflected back at him.

Not, thankfully, saying any more on the subject to him, he heard her heels peck their way up the stairs and despite his shame sneaked a quick look behind him that he might drink in the sight of her hosed legs and capacious arse.

The same legs and arse, on the same disregarded body, that had once been of no interest to him.

As they disappeared from sight and he was once again left with a burgeoning and painful erection he could not satisfy and his baffling new need for the young Indian bitch who held more than simply the keys to his security in her tiny brown hands.

Or, to be more precise, hanging from a thin chain attached to her ankle

Resuming his handwashing of her unmentionables; he could not help but think back to his life of not eight months before – knowing as he did so that it would cause him nothing but pain for its loss; marvelling as he did just that how he could possibly have fallen so low in so short a space of time.

Not to know that the young woman in complete control of his life was thinking exactly the same thing as she made her way upstairs to those more opulent surroundings that now belonged to her and her alone.

Their thoughts on the subject, and as might have been expected, wildly divergent...
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There had been only two people present at the reading in the small and unpretentious office of the Solicitor.

A man and a woman.

The former, a good-looking and stylishly dressed Englishman in his mid-forties whose suitcases full of his worldly belonging, prior to being deposited at the cheap B&B he had booked into for one night only, resided with the old solicitors equally venerable secretary in the equally small and unpretentious reception outside. 

A man, considered the old solicitor, and not for the first time, who for all his good looks possessed certain characteristics which were not so pleasing. 

Avarice, condescencion, and weakness, but three.  

The latter of the two visitors to his practice, however, was even more well-known to him and, though not the older man’s equal in terms of looks, was, Mr Percival considered, by far his superior when it came to duty, loyalty, and pure strength of character. 

She being a younger Indian woman in her very early thirties who was a little on the fleshy side and had chosen to wear the sober sari and sandals of her homeland. 

Choice of clothing made, it struck the aged but still perceptive legal man, simply because she knew it would annoy – make that incense - the man at her side who was the nephew of her late and much loved employer and about to be given some news he would find...

...Disturbing.

To say the least.

Not a nasty or vindictive man, and having been on exceptionally cordial terms with the self-regarding and venal nephew’s aunt, it required an effort of will, nonetheless, for him not to crack a smile at what he knew the man was about to hear.

The woman at the nephew’s side also fought hard to contain the satisfaction she felt at what was about to unfold as old Mr Percival came to that part of the reading she knew the likewise older man next to her was anxious to hear; the voice of her late-employer filling her thoughts as she sensed the nephew’s impatience to finally be the recipient of what he no doubt saw as his “rightful” inheritance.

“My nephew,” her employer had informed her in the Gujarati in which she was fluent, this after having had the will witnessed in her housekeeper’s presence, “will not be at all pleased.”

Watching his eager face next to her as he expected to hear the news that would restore both his spirit and th comfortable lifestyle he had known until recently, she felt a shiver of arousal at what his late-aunt had explained would happen.

“You must never forget, Inika, that my nephew has been spoiled all his life and will expect to have you do the same as most of the other women in his life except for me. In fact, if it were not for love of my much missed and far too doting sister, it would be you who inherited my estate in its entirety without any strings attached...”

The young woman recalled the knowing and amused smile her much missed mistress had turned upon her:

“Though I suspect they will prove to be strings you will find most... pleasing.”

Inika Goswami had listened to her beloved employer intently. She was well aware of how clearly she saw her nephew and had never been as charmed by his good-looks and so-called winning personality as either her late-sister or the other women he had wooed and bedded before and during his marriage. A marriage that had recently ended and, along with a rather severe pre-nuptial agreement and the fact that his – again, so-called – writing career had gone, and was going, nowhere, left him in a pretty dire condition finance wise.

“He will need a firm hand to guide him, my lovely Inika, and who better to supply it than a younger Indian woman such as yourself who will not be taken in by his charm and good looks and will apply the discipline to his life it has sorely lacked until now.”

Inika’s look of shock had amused the ailing lady, though she could also see the excitement such a prospect induced in her beneath the surprise – shock and surprise, the older lady had told herself happily, that would soon become, if she guessed correctly, a steely determination.

“Do not be so surprised, my love. You witnessed the relationship I had with my late-husband and I know it is one you always wished for yourself with a man... And, without wishing to embarrass you, a man of my late-husband’s own race as well as mine.”

Inika could not refute her employer’s words and had found the unusual arrangement between husband and wife – one in which the woman led and the man followed – thoroughly arousing and did indeed wish the same for herself; even if she knew it could never be.

Which, of course, had not prevented her picturing such a state-of-affairs.

“I cannot think of anyone better to provide my waster of a nephew with the discipline to become something useful – even if he will certainly view it in a different light,” the ailing octogenarian had gone on. “And, before you protest otherwise, I am going to use part of the time left to me to educate you in the ways a woman such as yourself can place her collar about the neck of a man in need of it.”

She had taken Inika’s hand in her own at that point and the orphaned girl, the same girl she had taken in to work as her maid at the age of ten, had felt moisture at the back of her eyes as sadness joined excitement with the knowledge her benefactor would soon be removed from her life.

The same benefactor who had ensured she was educated to a good level and spoke fluent English; albeit with a stubborn subcontinent accent – an accent which refused to budge even upon their return to Europe from Ahmedabad.

“I see it as only just that my nephew who has had every advantage should find himself in the service of a young and far more deserving young Indian woman who has had none,” the woman named Marjorie Fairfax had continued as her maid, housekeeper, and confidante had listened at her side and recalled their time together in the largest city in the state of Gujarat on the western bank of the Sabarmati river. 

“It will I am convinced, be good for both of you. My nephew will finally learn – as late as that lesson comes - that the world does not turn to his good looks and false but winning charm and be taught the virtues of discipline and service; while your naturally private and insular nature will be provided with both a servant and, on those occasions when you feel the need, a... companion “

Inika recalled listening to her ailing employer in a condition of some shock. She had met the nephew in question on a number of occasions when he had visited his aunt – no doubt with an eye to his legacy and to keep himself fresh in her mind – and found him undeniably and sexually attractive, despite being fifteen years or so her elder. She had also found him infuriatingly patronising and superior; as if her being his aunt’s housekeeper and being of Indian birth somehow made her inferior.

It was an attitude that was not shared by the employer and benefactress she adored. The same wonderful woman who had changed her life and provided her with a new existence. A comfortable existence beyond anything she had known or imagined in the ten years she had spent begging on the Ahmedabad roads – even for a young woman in service. A life of service spent in the luxurious home that had once belonged to an affluent cloth merchant and been purchased by her husband off the back of his own trading in the region’s antiquities, for which he found such a demand both in his own country and Europe at large.

A demand which had continued up to his death and explained how the widow who had ruled his home as easily as she had seemed to rule him was easily able to afford the equally comfortable and spacious coastal home on the cliffs above the sea just outside the village of Corfe and its castle on the Purbeck Hills in Dorset.

The warm and secure home, with the spectacular views of the castle itself and the channel separating England from France, which never failed to thrill young Inika and ensured she felt no homesickness for the land of her birth.

The same home her waster of a nephew was expecting to acquire the moment old Mr Percival gathered himself together to read it aloud.

A nephew growing more and more eager and impatient as the geriatric and soon to retire solicitor prepared himself to do so.

Inika smiled at a memory of her departed mistress and hoped she could live up to her expectations.

Just thinking of how she was going to disappoint his self-loving avarice upon her death, and how she would elevate her young housekeeper above him, had often left a smile on the old lady’s still youthful face, Inika came to understand only a short time before her passing; even if the growingly frail and ailing body of her mistress was unable to provide a more physical and exuberant expression of her pleasure.

Inika, though, had been less than credulous on the subject and recalled telling her employer and benefactor that such a handsome man of his years could hardly be expected to submit to being... “supervised” ...by a young woman so many years his junior – and especially so, given her race.

Not excluding the fact she was nothing like the women she knew he found attractive.

Their polar opposite, in fact.

“You are mistaking his good looks and the benefits supplied him by others as evidence of his strength-of-character,” Marjorie Fairfax had told her. 

Then, so emphatically it was too much for her weakened lungs and she had coughed; the effort not diluting the strength of purpose in eyes that had once ruled her own husband and had no qualms whatsoever when it came to consigning her own nephew to a similar fate under the heel of a woman not... to his taste.

“That is most certainly NOT the case.”

Then, when her lungs calmed:

“He is without a morsel of manly character and the moment he realises that the easy life once provided him - first by his doting mother and then the long-suffering wife who has now divorced him - is gone and will not be returning - is, I promise, the moment you will see him in quite a different light, my dearest Inika.”

At this point, old Mr Percival - to the contempt and growing impatience of the nephew, shuffled yet more papers together before favouring them with a smile.

Inika’s racing thoughts recalled the aunt’s words to her as she awaited the solicitor’s own with equal impatience but a corresponding absence of contempt – or at least contempt of a kind either man could detect. 

“It is wholly just, that the good fortune that has always been his, and been used so... unworthily, should now fall to someone who – in all ways apart from the circumstances of her birth and in superficial good looks – is my nephew’s superior... In the short time left to me, my love, I intend to show you the ways and means to be used if you are to bring my waster of a nephew to heel... And I truly feel you will enjoy the books of mine on the subject, both fictional and non-fictional, that deal with the subject...”    

As the solicitor straightened his reading-glasses and began the formal preamble insisted upon by tradition before reading the contents of the will; a slight smile curled the plump lips of the young Indian as she felt a build-up of pressure between her legs she knew could only be attributable to sexual arousal.

What other explanation could there be?

“My entire estate and all its chattels, savings and investments...” old Percival began, voice growing more intense, if no stronger, as he came to the meat of the text
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