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June 2012

“I left it for a while before spanking Denny again,” she told me.

I had just returned from the offices of the software-company belonging to the woman uttering those words and where I had now risen to de facto CEO. We were seated opposite each other in the conservatory where we liked to discuss the week’s events after my return from London. This to spend a weekend with my hostess and lover in her recently purchased – and suitably private – Kent home. The sprawl of her spacious and very well-kept garden and the rolling hills beyond which, and unseen, ran the River Medway was a tonic to eyes used to gazing out the office window at the urban sprawl of London. At least until after returning from work to the peace and quiet of the Dockside penthouse also owned by the animated and intense woman seated opposite me.

As we shared a bottle of chilled to the bone Chenin Blanc, I looked across at the woman who had uttered the remarkable sentence opening my story and who had, in effect, changed my entire way of thinking. My whole existence, in point of fact. She was some eight years older than me and had her heavily accented English not been a clue as to her country of origin then the brown subcontinent skin beneath the cool and vivid red cotton of her sari would certainly have filled in the blanks were corroboration absolutely necessary.

But it was not her place of birth that made her words so extraordinary.

Not by a longshot.

That accolade went to the fact that the “Denny” of whom she was speaking was the even older husband of the houseguest, lover and employee seated opposite at her leisure, this as she sipped wine and brought her hostess up to speed with the week’s events at the company the death of the Indian woman from Hyderabad’s own English husband had led to her inheriting.

“Events” that had now been dealt with and allowed us to broach a subject that was dear to both our hearts.

And that subject being?

Namely: 

My own spouse.

A man who, in terms of being a husband in the true sense of that word at least, or even a man come to that, was as dead to me as the one-time partner of my hostess. 

“I knew the pain he would feel,” she went on, “would be all the more excruciating, coming as it did so soon after his last experience under my hand. But I also knew that I needed to be really hard on him if he is to continue to improve his levels of obedience and commitment.”

“As well as making him think long and hard before disobeying you again,” I added with a smile.

“Of course,” she smiled in return. “And not only me, but you also.”

“Of course,” I paraphrased, knowing she was sincere as I savoured another sip of the delicious white she knew was a particular favourite with me.

“Given the severity of the beating I gave him, I knew he would have some difficulty performing his menial chores for a day or two. But... Correction needs to be applied when unavoidable and he must be taught.”

I nodded, pussy moistening as it always did when this, self-confessed, low-born and none too facially appealing Indian woman described with such relish having reprimanded my handsome one-time husband and boss.

A husband and boss who just happened to be something of a xenophobe when it came to the shores beyond Europe, let alone Britain – even if he did stop some way short of the cerebral deficiency that prompted one to vote UKIP.

Or worse!

“After an hour meditating over the form his discipline should take,” she continued, not even bothering to inform me of the infraction necessitating his punishment, knowing as she did that it was quite unnecessary, “I decided to put him out of his misery and had him leave the corner into which I had insisted he place his nose while I thought it over. Which was when I ordered him to the garden.”

“You punished him outside?” I gasped with genuine surprise, knowing that despite the secluded location there was always a chance of her – life itself having nothing if not a macabre sense of humour – being discovered in the act. 

She echoed my own thoughts and in the process reassured me instantly:

“And risk being seen? Whatever are you thinking my darling?”

Relieved, I remained nonetheless baffled.

“I sent him to the garden that he may select and cut several fresh willow switches that would suffice for my correction of his tardy behaviour.”

A giggle escaped me at the thought of my older and formerly philandering husband being forced to collect and provide the instruments of his own correction.

How far we had come!

“Then,” she said, amused herself, “I sent him down to the cellar to wait for me.”

That we were talking about an undeniably handsome man who had chosen me to be his second-wife, this after his first had grown tired of his constant cheating and divorced his arse, never failed to amaze me and the pleasure I took from the knowledge his life was no more than a series of duties and homage to his dusky female master – as well as to me when I was in residence – showed no sign of waning.

“Why the strange look, my darling?” she asked, mildly concerned.

I reiterated my above thoughts and she smiled:

“Yes,” she could do no more than agree, “it must be said that we have come a very long way with him in so short a space of time. Though - and even if I do congratulate myself for having seen through him immediately as an impostor pretending to be a man of substance - I confess myself surprised at just how little he provided in the way of a challenge.”

Her eyes were suddenly teasing but held also a hint of reproof:

“In truth, it was a far more onerous task bringing you to your senses about him and your own potential than it was in making him the beast-of-burden he was always intended to be for a strong woman.”

I gave her a huge smile that was genuine in its gratitude for the way she had transformed my previously middle-of-the-road and vanilla existence.

Adding:

“And I thank you once again for having persisted with me,” I told her, winning an equally large smile of pleasure from my ‘none too facially appealing’ – at least to my husband – hostess. 

“It has proved nothing but a delight, my darling,” she told me. “And will, no doubt, continue to prove so. But for now do allow me to put you in the picture more fully.”

I took an anticipatory sip of chilled Chenin and waited.

“When I entered the cellar he was, as taught, standing buck naked with his nose in the corner, unable to prevent himself from trembling as he contemplated what was to come and knowing, as he did, that once I had made up my mind to correct him nothing could or would dissuade me.”

This last I knew only too well.

Her face, as ever when describing the various ways in which she dominated the man I had once considered my life-partner, was beatific with unholy joy and, this time, a little puzzlement:

“I am amazed that you have no wish to witness him being reprimanded, my darling – let alone punish him for his treatment of you over the years for yourself. You would do well to forget he was once your husband, or even a man as the world knows one, and come to terms with what he is now.”

I waited, having heard much the same before from her lips and knowing she had not quite finished.

As I suspected:

“Only then will you take full pleasure from his... indenture... to us both.”

For once I disagreed with my employer and lover – or, more to the point, was already ahead of her.

“You advise me to do that which I have already done,” I told her. “How could I ever see him as a man again after the way he has allowed himself to be... reduced?”

The arms of my Indian hostess and Denny’s ‘master’ went wide with bafflement:

“Then why do you not avail yourself of the pleasure of correcting his behaviour? Especially as you are at least as much his owner as I?”

Placing my glass upon the low rattan table between us, I reached across to take one of her hands in mine:

“Because, my impatient saviour,” I chided her, “and unlike you, I wish to enjoy doing so to the full. At the moment,” I visited upon her a look of mock reprimand, “so often are you taking him to task, the full impact of having the young wife he once ruled-the-roost over correct his behaviour would be lost amidst such similar and frequent treatment.”

I could see she was thinking this over and knew from the imperceptible nodding of her head that she agreed with me.

“For the moment,” I went on, “it is enough that I get to be in a position of power over him as he performs all manner of menial chores for us he once considered beneath his dignity.”

I let her consider this for a few moments, knowing how highly she valued the intelligent application of patience.

Then, finally running low on that same quality: 

“Now, do continue. I’m becoming extremely impatient to hear of his latest punishment at your hands...”

––––––––
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September 2011

The world changed for me the day Wesley Broderick, the owner of the software company employing myself and my husband Dennis, died.

I was not to know it at the exact moment of transition, but when his Indian wife, rather than sell to the highest bidder, took over at the helm everything I considered I knew about myself as a loving wife and a straightforward woman was about to be challenged and reset.

In its entirety.

The above, of course, applies to Dennis also.

And in ways as demeaning as mine were elevating and that can be said with some certainty to have my husband viewing his current situation in a far less positive light than that which illuminates my own perspective.

But, before I jump too far ahead of myself, allow me to wind back to the week following on from the arrival in our Ludgate Circus offices of Amrita Broderick as the new owner and CEO of Broderick Solutions.

Given that we knew next to nothing about her, and what we did know came from Wesley’s long-term secretary, Jean, our expectations were not high. Wesley had, he confided in Jean – not being the most handsome man on the planet and downright ugly to those less caring and concerned with the feelings of others – entered into an Internet romance with a woman “not English”. 

Apparently, he was sending numerous emails between his penthouse in London’s Docklands and, what we all assumed and later found we were correct to do so, the more humble Hyderabad abode and birthplace of Amrita...

Apologies, but her Indian surname remains unknown to me still, despite our closeness and to this day I still think of her as “Mrs Broderick”.

As well as in other, more intimate, ways. 

To continue though, it was not long, according to the notoriously gossipy and surprisingly ultra-efficient Jean, before things between them had grown more serious and email had given way to Skype before the addition of a webcam had allowed the two would-be lovers to see each other for the first time. 

Wesley Broderick’s less than appealing features, it transpired, having not deterred his subcontinent paramour.

Not in the slightest, as a matter-of-fact.

A tolerance Jean took the view of meaning our employer’s would-be Indian bride was either as physically off-putting as her boss or was simply – Jean being married to a somewhat cerebrally challenged UKIP activist and sharing many of his moronic and populist views - making the most of the association that it might enable her to become the latest Indian visitor to our “beleaguered” shores.

The view I take is the latter. For though she certainly couldn’t be said to be a looker in the true sense of the term, there was certainly... something. And, if a new life in the UK was the main impetus for marrying Wesley, then it certainly turned out well for her.

As, it must be said, and by a more indirect route, it has for me.

After a week in which she took the time to speak with each of her staff – secretaries as well as executives and software engineers and sales people, such as my husband, the changes began.

Her husband’s former secretary being the first to be let go – and with a generous package and gushing reference assuring she went with a minimum of fuss.

And her replacement?

None other than Mrs Dennis Bennett herself..

My husband, whose secretary I still was at the time – it was how we had met, after all, shortly after his first marriage had collapsed and he had been cleaned out by the ex who cited his adultery to a sympathetic female divorce-judge and was, consequently, awarded virtually everything apart from his less than coveted collection of eighties vinyl – had not been best pleased at the disruption to his working life and had even gone to see the new CEO to protest.

And probably wished he hadn’t – even if what occurred would have been sure to have taken place at some time in the near future whether he had walked into her office without waiting to be told to enter on that fateful day or not.

Put simply, he was told she had evaluated the performance of different areas of the company and felt that his area of excellence could just as easily be covered by others in the company whilst saving a considerable amount in salary and outlay in the process.

Not only that but, and unlike Jean the gossip, the package he was offered that he might go without a fuss was the bare minimum required to be paid by employment law.

He was outraged and very, very, angry.

Understandable reactions that would shortly be joined by devastation for the loss of a position he had convinced himself would be for life given the solid relationship he had formed with the late Wesley.

Or at least until such a time as he had no further need for it.

Sorry. Did I not mention that my husband, as well as being a cheat and a chauvinist, was also something of a dreamer?

Anyhow, dreamer or not, you can only imagine the invective that fell from his lips towards my sensitive ears when we arrived home on that evening as he made his defence of me and my position as his secretary the sole reason for the loss of his job.

Invective that became no more mild when I told him of the substantial rise in salary - far more, in fact, than Jean the gossip had been paid by Wesley Broderick - that went with my elevation to the position of the CEO’s personal-assistant and that we would at least be able to get by until he found another position. 

Insisting, as he did, that the “half-crazed Indian goldigger” was about to ruin all Wesley’s hard work in making the company what it was. Ending by saying that his departure was a blessing as he really didn’t want to be there when it all went down the pan.

Actually, within a month, and despite the misgivings many had professed for one taking over the helm who was so inexperienced in business and software matters, as well as being from a... different... background, Amrita – apart from the no longer in situ Jean and my husband – had won her employees around and seemed to have a healthy knack for delegating and allowing those who were good at what they did to go on doing it without unnecessary interference. 

In short, and even more than it had during the time of the late Wesley and my departed husband, the company went from strength-to-strength.

At this point, it’s probably as well to tell you something of my background and appearance that you may, where I’ve failed, understand what Amrita saw in me from that very first “get to know each other” meeting in her late-husband’s former office.

I was twenty-seven when I first came to work for Dennis at Broderick Solutions and we married not three months afterwards. The speed with which he wood me and popped the question making me suspicious despite being flattered that such a handsome and seemingly self-assured older man – my boss – felt such a way.

Suspicions that firmed up a little when we moved into our first rented home together – we were still renting when Amrita came on the scene given my husband’s parlous finances after his divorce – and it became obvious to me that, despite holding down an exacting job of my own and working the same hours at the company, I was also expected to take care of all domestic chores.

My ready acceptance of such an imposition going a long way to explaining just how flattered I was that such a handsome and important man wanted me for his own.

At least then.

You see, for although I’ve been blessed with shapely legs and breasts to match on a somewhat hour-glass, if prematurely matronly, figure, facially – and in common with Amrita – I’ve never been what one might describe as a “stunner”. 

At just over five-and-a-half-feet tall the most striking facet of my looks above the waist has always been a crown of fiery red hair that belied my amenable temperament. My nose is a little too narrow and my mouth and plump lips somewhat too large – even if Amrita describes those looks as “sensual” and I suppose the green eyes giving evidence of some far distant Irish ancestry do compliment the hair perfectly; even if those eyes are ever so slightly crossed and detract from the effect a tad. But the truth is that - and I always laid the blame at the door of my slightly wayward eyes - I had never been much sought after by the opposite sex until the on the rebound Dennis took an interest in me.

He told me how much he liked me over drinks one night after work and I was so ecstatic to hear such a declaration from his lips that I ignored all the other warning signs to which his recent divorce should have alerted me. I was so pleased to be with him back then that nothing else mattered. And was even happier a month or so later when he told me he loved me and proposed.

No doubt doing so simply to have someone to share rent on a larger apartment and gain himself a cook, cleaner and bottle-washer into the bargain.

But then, and unlike Amrita, I was not impervious to the undeniable good looks and charm that runs in tandem with the low-grade cleverness and cunning many self-involved men seem to develop as they go through life and become more manipulative in the process.

Until, that is, and I refer to Amrita, they meet their match.

In short, things were not perfect, but I did have a handsome man on my arm who just happened to be my boss and this made it a pleasure to make infrequent visits to the family – a family I confess to not having much time for - who had assured me I would end up an old maid and confound their expectations.

Even if these few infrequent drop-ins became a thing of the past as my dislike for them remained the same and the novelty of showing my husband off to them soon lost its novelty. 

When Amrita let him go – and I did try to intercede for him without, obviously, much success – he did, in fairness to him, immediately start searching for another position.

Without any joy whatsoever.

He was a jobless man in his mid-forties during a vicious and worldwide recession. His money and what few savings he had were rapidly running out and he had been forced, for the first time in his life, to accept welfare – such as it was. This for a man who had been brought up to believe – even if he only paid lip-service to it when he considered it convenient o that it was a man’s place to provide for his wife. And here he was, knowing that he would have gone under were it not for the new and enhanced salary I made from working for the very person who had precipitated his fall to financial dependency.

Hardly surprising, then, when lack of success turned initial enthusiasm to lethargy. Before lethargy found itself joined by self-pity and hatred for the “Indian bitch” who had let him go and who was now, effectively, my boss. This until such a time as lethargy, self-pity, and too much daytime TV led him to start venting his frustration upon me.

This despite the fact I was still picking up around the apartment as if he were still in work and my being employed by the “ugly Indian guttersnipe” who had let him go, and at a higher salary that at least enabled us to get by, had changed nothing.

An “ugly Indian guttersnipe”, it turned out, who was about to make a proposal to the young wife he was riding roughshod over that would change their lives.
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November 2011

For my first visit to her home, I had dressed professionally and expected Amrita to be wearing a traditional sari for some reason. 

Instead, she was dressed in western clothes like myself. A clingy black top which highlighted her full and still firm breasts while tight jeans in dark denim drew attention to her generous thighs and plump arse. By no means a looker in the conventional sense, my boss and Indian lover with the mix of facial features that managed to combine the cruel and avian with a sense of the feline exuded sensuality.

And knew it. 

She also knew my visit meant I would be accepting the proposal she had made to me some two months before and was fully on board with the changes she had in mind.

Changes that had been thought out carefully with not just me alone in mind.

And changes that would be far more onerous on the oblivious husband for whom I was accepting them than the pleasure the suggested alterations to our entire lives together as man and wife held for me.

Alterations for which I would at one time have professed revulsion and contempt and now felt only the most incredible anticipation for what my boss and soon to be lover professed was achievable.

More of this shortly.

Sliding one heavily be-ringed hand over mine she squeezed it gently and I could feel my cunt juices beginning to stir. 

“I have been looking forward to this moment all day, my English baby,” she told me in English suffused with the accent of her homeland she would never lose and which so added to my excitement. You have teased me for too long and I have found myself quite unable to get your little body out of my head.”

Her English, as I am told the English of many from her land who had not been born to wealth and privilege – quite the reverse in her case – was, along with its heavy accent, precise in its structure and lacking in total those ticks and contractions common to those, like me, for whom it was the mother-tongue.

“Am I to take it you dressed yourself in such a professional but sexy way on your own?” she asked.

The avian cruelness noted above was evident as she added:

“Or did you have your husband assist as I... suggested?”

I was wearing tasteful silver earrings and an equally fetching silver necklace my husband had bought me as an anniversary gift the year before and my white shirt was unbuttoned sufficiently to attract attention to the décolletage of my own not inconsiderable breasts as they rose and fell below it. A short black skirt hugged my rounded hips and arse, giving way to bare smooth legs with slightly muscled and exaggerated calf-muscles which, in turn, reached down to black stiletto shoes.

“I... I asked him, aunty,” I began, using the form of address she insisted I should use if it was indeed my intention to take her up on her offer. “Just like you said I should if I took you up on your...” I stopped short of actually saying, even more nervous now the time was upon me than I’d been simply contemplating the giving of my assent. “But he... But he...”

“Like me, Chrissy,” she began, pleased to have been addressed in the way she liked that was to be symbolic of my surrender to her, “you are not what might be called catwalk model’ material, but you an attractive and highly erotic woman, just the same. It is no surprise that your husband would not appreciate being asked to help make you look more desirable for another. Even if that someone is a woman and his former boss and he has no idea of our... feelings... for each other.”

“I did get him to help me on with my hose,” I told her, knowing how she loved to hear me describe even the smallest incident where my handsome and older husband had waited upon me, my boss and soon to be bisexual lover having had no qualms in telling me how attractive she found Dennis and how much she would enjoy exercising... authority... over him. The latter having puzzled me for a while, given she had been the one who had ensured he had no choice but to leave her company and take him away from what authority she did exercise over him. Puzzlement that had turned to understanding when she felt comfortable enough with me to make her ‘proposal’ and explain the nature of the control she – we – intended to wield over him should I find her ‘offer’ to my liking.

“Your hose?” she asked, eyeing my bare and lightly tanned legs quizzically.

I giggled, it being early days in the re-definition of my marriage and still feeling unsure of myself.

“I decided you would prefer me bare-legged once he had gone to all the trouble of kneeling before me and sliding them up my legs.”

“And did it feel good to have your husband on his knees before you? Did you feel... empowered?”

I nodded.

“I can picture his disappointment when you took them off again,” my ‘aunty’ laughed cruelly, relishing anything that smacked of male discomfort.

On this occasion, I was about to disappoint her:

“Actually, he seemed pleased.”

Feline and avian features frowned their displeasure towards me.

“I thought you told me he had a ‘thing’ for women in pantyhose and stockings?”

“He has. That’s why he was so pleased to get back down on his knees as I stood above him and remove them for me.”

A few seconds were required before the light dawned and frown became beaming smile and we both burst out laughing. 

Her grip on my hand tightened and our eyes met, alive with the possibilities opening up for us now I’d finally decided to throw off my town-mouse and underling shackles to experience all she had promised were I to do just that. There was a whole world in her gaze. A whole world of sensuous and guilt-free possibilities that made contemplation of my old life pale in comparison. I wanted to give myself to this Indian woman some eight years older than myself – though she was younger than my husband by that much again – and allow her to love me and dominate me as she saw fit.

And Dennis...?

We will come to him soon.

“I am so glad your husband could spare you for this evening. I know just how much he hates me and would not be pleased to have you meet with me socially – even if I am your boss still. 

“He wasn’t happy,” I told her, recalling how adamant he was that I should stay home and his surprise that I did not concede to his wishes in the way of old. “Though he did perk up a little when I told him you were thinking of promoting me.”

“Did you tell him you would be taking over his former position?” a small hint of rebuke in her tone that I may have done just that despite her warning me against it at this stage.

I shook my head emphatically.

“Like you said, it is far too early to rub his nose in it,” I told her, the pleased expression that was a mix of both carrion and Persian she aimed my way making me feel like the ‘good girl’ she fully intended I become for her. “Though I have noticed a change in his demeanour now that he no longer earns a wage and he has no confidence of being able to in the near future and for as long as the current recession holds.

“Did I not tell say that you would soon see a different side to your ‘lord-and-master’ the moment he was not gainfully employed and you were?”

She had said that and I had noticed a difference in Dennis in the two months that had passed since he had lost his job.

Or, rather, had it stripped from him by the woman who had spent a large part of that time attempting to seduce his wife.

And in the most perverse of ways.

“Excellent, my sweet, excellent. But that is enough of... him... for now.”

Her smile broadened and became – there is no other word for it – lewd:

“He, my darling, is work-in-progress while you are what is delightfully known as... unfinished business.”

Raising my hand to her lips she kissed it and I knew from the way I melted inside that my powerful Indian boss and about to be lover could have what she wanted from me.

And not only me.

She flashed a smile at me and stroked coal black hair from that avian and feline face. Obsidian and all-seeing eyes did not taking their gaze from mine for a second as she removed her lips from the back of my hand and placed it upon the full and firm breasts covered by the tight black fabric of her top. My breathing became laboured as my own eyes took in the contours visible to their growingly hungry stare and I became aware of her nipples coming to even fuller life at the warmth of the hand she had placed upon them.

Breathing difficult, my mouth was also suddenly dry at the thought of drawing those large dark nipples past my lips and into my mouth before... 

Still looking at me intently, she placed her open palm over my crotch and allowed it to rest there – along with placing my hand upon her breasts it was the most intimate and provocative move she had made towards me.

And I loved it!

I could feel pussy juice oozing from my open pussy as she simply allowed the palm of her hand to rest above the shrine I so wanted her to invade and make her own but was too reserved to invite. 

Was I a lesbian now?

Despite my excitement, the conditioning of my background was ever-present and I found the prospect disturbing.

At least for a while. 

Sensing my nervousness, she placed her free hand behind my head and pulled me in close to hold me in her soft embrace; both heightening my excitement and providing reassurance for my misgivings at one and the same time.

If being a lesbian could inspire such feelings, to hell with prior conditioning. 

Suddenly, my inhibitions were melting away as ice before the onslaught of an inferno and I felt myself floating heavenward as I rested my head on her shoulder and planted a kiss on her exposed neck. The contrast of her brown flesh against the lightly tanned Caucasian variety that was mine adding yet another layer to the excitement she had and was inspiring in me as I ran my tongue over her salty skin. 

“Yes, my good baby, that feels nice. Your tongue will perform many such... duties... for you aunty in the coming years.”

The fact she was talking about us having a future together, so far had I been moved since her initial offer, was almost as thrilling as my close proximity to this lowly-born Indian woman for whom I was developing a most unlikely obsession.

“Does aunty taste nice to her good girl?’

“Hmmm,” was all I managed to utter as I allowed my tongue to run freely along her neck and up to her ear, probing it with my tongue before kissing her full on the lips. 

A big sigh escaped her when we broke the kiss and I realised she, like me, had never felt so horny and turned on. We were going to jelly in each other’s embrace. Even if she were the dominant partner.

Lifting my chin with her free hand, she kissed me with soft but commanding lips until I broke free, panting.

“Aunty,” I gushed, “I adore you. No one has ever made me feel like this.”

“What?” she asked with mock reproof. “Not even your handsome husband?”

“Certainly not him,” I snorted, beginning to resent the man I’d loved for having deprived me of such joy these past five years – even if I hadn’t known I had such... feelings... myself.

“You prefer me to your husband then?”

There was a depth of contempt to her description of Dennis as my “husband” I could not miss, even in my current condition that was somewhere near delirium. 

But there was something else also.

Something I knew to be desire on her part.

And how could I fail not to know it, given she was the one who had informed me of its existence in the first place? 

“You know I do,” I answered her breathlessly but no less truthfully. “I want you so badly it causes me physical pain. I want to worship your superior Indian body with my tongue, and my lips, and my fingers, and anything else of mine you desire to give you pleasure.”

“My! We have travelled a great distance in so short a space of time, have we not?” she asked with just a trace of mockery for what we both knew was complete submission to the desires she had instilled in me and I now wished to experience with every fibre of my being. 

No matter at what cost to my husband.

“That was not, you will recall, your response when I first made you aware of my interest in you and your husband,” she reminded me.

By way of not having to supply a response to a question I felt uncomfortable in answering, I took her hand from my crotch and slipped it under my skirt, knowing I was not wearing panties and what awaited her there. 

“Oh, my!” she gasped and I knew I’d pleased her as her fingers came to rest on my distended and, now, hairless cunt lips. “You actually did it for your aunty. You wonderful little girl.”

About to thank her for the compliment, I was robbed of the ability to breathe as her questing fingers began to feather my labia as her eyes, full of their own delight for the conquest being made of me, held mine with complete confidence in her ability to... control.

She stroked me gently and subtly and I had, to that point, never experienced sensations of such intensity as she accompanied the task of placing me in both mental and physical bondage to her with words:

“My darling girl,” she whispered, voice growing husky with her own excitement and increasing mine into the bargain. “I love the feel of your smooth pussy. From this moment on I must insist you keep it this way for your aunty.”

“I... I will,” I somehow managed to assure her.

“And all this juice, my darling? Is it really for me alone?”

Her face suddenly became suspicious and it would only be later when I was not quite so feverish from anticipation that I would realise I was being teased.

“Or are you simply trying to win my good graces that I may reinstate your handsome husband at my company and you are excited because he is the one you picture at this moment? Even as it is my fingers that provide you with so much... joy?”

“No, aunty!” I cried out as those same fingers removed themselves from my growingly euphoric snatch as if by way of punishment. “It is my gift to you – as is the husband I now believe to be as weak as you insisted he would prove to be.”

“You are sincere in this, little Chrissy?” she asked teasing and leading at one and the same time. “You would give him to me? Even while knowing he would never be allowed to act the part of a husband to you again?”

“Totally,” I made reply on the instant, wanting nothing more than for the return of her brown fingers to my steaming pussy. “If that is what you really want.”

“Oh, yes, little Chrissy,” she told me, not bothering to go through any charade of disingenuous protest. “That is what I really want. But what else have you to tell me?”

I swallowed, knowing I couldn’t prevent the words about to leave my lips and not sure if I would if I could.

Then, finally, acknowledging my surrender to a self-confessed and none too attractive woman from the slums of Hyderabad:

“I... I want to be yours... aunty”

She waited, pleased at what could only be described as my submission to her, even as I sensed there was something else she wanted to hear.

Perhaps even more so.

At that moment, I would have denied this dusky and most unlikely goddess nothing.

“As...” I began, clearing a throat that had suddenly clogged with debris of a perverse if no less emotional kind. “...As is my husband if... if you can conquer him in the way you have conquered me.”

A look of pure satisfaction transformed features into a facsimile that was more feline than avian and, to my utter relief and delight, she slipped her forefinger into the wet and welcoming cunt of her younger white subject. 

When her thumb circled my clit the scream of arousal that exited my lips was unrecognisable as belonging to me and I began to thrust against her soft and smooth fingers - so different from a man’s – and especially that of my husband. 

“That is as it should be my lovely obedient girl,” she cooed as yet another finger joined its neighbour in my pussy and I began to hump at speed. “You must give yourself to your aunty. Let her see how little your husband is to you and that you are more than happy for me to make him of use to both of us as we make of him what he was always intended to be and we live the lives fate surely intended for us to live.”

At the mention of my husband and picturing him at my lover’s mercy in ways more abject and denigrating to his sense of male pride than he might be able to bear, I felt my orgasm begin to swell into an unstoppable force and thrust myself deep onto her invasive fingers.

I felt, and for the first time, truly... alive. 

Again and again I thrust, all sense of pride and moral conditioning a memory as I gave myself over completely to the sensations the woman who intended to be not only my owner but – and in an infinitely more humiliating way – my husband’s.

I felt perverted, wanton, and totally out-of-control. And it felt sensational. For the first time in my life I was experiencing the kind of sex I had heard described by other women at the workplace I had thought to be exaggerating and in the more lurid novels I had read during my formative and schoolgirl years, and I simply adored it; knowing now that there could never be a return to the selfish and unimaginative efforts of the husband whose handsome looks I had allowed to blind me from his shortcoming for so long.

My scream as orgasm broke across the shores of what passed for my consciousness was nothing short of animalistic and seemed to go on forever!

“Such potential, my little white slut,” she observed when I had calmed enough to take in words that should have shamed me and had entirely the opposite effect. “I am so delighted that fate saw fit to throw us together and, now that you have made your choice, we truly do have a most delightful future ahead of us both.”

Her following laughter was not what anyone would have called pleasant.

Especially not the unknowing man at whom it was directed were he in a position to hear it.

“Though I have much doubt your husband will ever come to agree with me on this score,” she said as if reading my thoughts.

Still coming down from the most intense sexual explosion of my life I nonetheless managed a laugh at what I felt sure could only prove a truism as Amrita raised a hand soaked in the secretions from my pussy and offered it to my lips. 

The surprise I could read in her eyes when I freely licked my own juices from her all-conquering fingers mirrored in my own as I submitted to yet another unthinkable act without missing so much as a beat. 

“Oh, yes. You truly do desire this. To be auntie’s obedient slut as well as her much loved and adored sex-toy.”

I hadn’t thought of myself as a slut and sex-toy before but ,as I cuddled in the arms of this unlikely Indian goddess, pussy shaved at her behest and having given her the go-ahead to attempt the enslavement of my own husband, I realised there was nothing at that moment I desired more.

What my husband might desire was now of absolutely no account to me if it meant having my own wishes realised.

“Yes, aunty, I want it very much. To give you pleasure and feel loved in your embrace. I desire nothing more.”

“And Dennis?”

It was the first time I had ever heard her call him by his first name and I gave her a puzzled look before asking:

“What of him?”

“Are you sure it will not cause you pain to know he is owned by me as well? And in ways minus the love I will always feel and extend to you?”

Before she had even finished, I was already shaking my head to indicate “pain” at seeing her take over my husband’s life was the last thing I would feel and was, in fact, far more likely to react in quite a different way.”

“You need have no worries on that score, aunty,” I assured her. “I was committed to becoming yours before I arrived here. Now, after... that... I want to be yours forever.”

Pleased, my Indian boss and lover cupped one of my breasts before gently and playfully tweaking a nipple excitement and continued anticipation ensured remained in the condition of a projectile.

I did, however, have doubts and my “aunty” picked up on this.

“You do not feel it is possible for me to bring about such a thing?” she asked.

“Well...” I began, not wishing to offend her given the pleasure she had proved herself capable of delivering me, but not wishing to be dishonest either. 

“Go on,” she urged, smile of encouragement assuring me no offence would be taken at my thoughts. “My little girl must always be truthful with her aunty.”

“Well... It’s just that this is the twenty-first century.”

“The fact, you may be surprised to learn, has not escaped me,” she replied with no small sarcasm.

“What I’m trying to say,” I persisted, ignoring her mild mockery, “is that what you’re describing for Dennis sounds awfully like...”

“Go on,” she urged when I hesitated, feeling almost silly to even by mooting such a prospect in our day and age.

“Like slavery,” I finished.

“Yes. And what is your point?”

Both the reaction and the question took me aback. 

Was she serious? 

She had just told me she wished to manoeuvre my husband into a position akin to that of an indentured-servant, that he may be available on a permanent basis to provide us with all kinds of domestic and sexual service. 

What did she think was my point?”

“I... hmm... Well, for a start, the point I’m trying to make is that it’s illegal.”

Her laughter contained genuine hilarity now – along with annoyance for my lack of faith.

I could also see cruelty lurking not too far beneath the surface and I wondered at the depths of pure perversity that existed in the far reaches of her soul.

Despite what I acknowledged as my growing infatuation for her I was also more than a little afraid of my Indian boss and now lover.

“Believe me, my little girl,” she said after supplying my lips a reassuring kiss, “what I wish to achieve with your husband and the position into which I shall force him is well within my grasp and will not impact upon the feelings we have for each other in any way.”

Being the law-abiding citizen I have always been, a worried look must have crossed my face at her use of the word “force” as she added:

“And you have my most solemn promise that nothing we do to enslave your husband will be in the least way... illegal.” 

Her smile was positively beatific as she added:

“In fact, I promise you now that, before too long, Dennis will be making a consensual commitment to become my servant.”
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An Evening Out


[image: ]


[image: BEDROOM - Victim 4]

December 2011

I lay there, in post-coital bliss, enjoying the aftermath of the best sex I’d ever experienced.

With a man, anyway. 

Tiny orgasmic eruptions continued to explode throughout my body but I put this down to my own head and its unwillingness for the sensations he had just provoked in me to end. 

The “he”, you understand not being my husband.

In common with Dennis though, if in an entirely different and more positive way, this had not been love making. 

Nor was it the ineffectual and self-loving efforts I had grown used to from my husband over the years.

This had been fucking.

Pure and simple.

Hard, long, deep and seemingly inexhaustible.

Fucking such as I had never known in my life to that point.

And I had my own boss and female lover to thank for it.

“You will be the main focus of my love and desire, darling,” she had told me. “And I hope and expect to be yours. But that does not mean we must be off-limits to the pleasures that can be provided by the brute male should he be used to provide us with sexual service in the way nature intended. I hope – no, insist – that you take as many men to your bed as you wish that you may learn best how to make use of what pitiful talents they have to please you. It is but one more way for you to come into your full potential.”

I hadn’t gone looking for it and, despite the regular sex I was having with my lover and mentor, had not considered cheating on my increasingly marginalised husband with another man.

Until Amrita, witness her above words, explained that it would be good for both of us to be “non-exclusive” in sexual terms.

Especially, she had gone on to say, as it would be so much more humiliating for Dennis when the new home in Kent she was purchasing had been fitted to her specifications and she was ready, with my considerable help, to spring the trap upon him.

Hence her troll of the Internet and likely lovers.

For me!

The man she chose was one I know she chose deliberately to drive home to me that men were essentially selfish brutes who needed to be controlled. 

But not just that alone.

When they were controlled by a woman, she insisted, much pleasure could be gained by allowing them to assume a limited, and sexual, form of it again.

If only temporarily.

It was something I hadn’t been expecting or seeking but, once experienced, I couldn’t wait to experience it again. 

And again!

The man she had chosen after much contact and Skype conversations had been nowhere near as handsome and attractive as my husband and had, into the bargain, been rude, crude and obnoxious.

He was also blessed with a cock twice the size of the one at home I was used to and had the stamina, endurance and belligerence of a bull to match.

All the above exciting me in ways I would once have found as repulsive as it was unimaginable. 

“You’re a slut and you want this, don’t you,” he had said as he dropped his trousers prior to lowering a pair of bulging boxer-shorts.

I could only gasp my response as he had lowered the boxers and his cock stood out from his body at such length and girth I almost asked him if he’d brought a Barber-Shop into the hotel-room with him. I had known only the cock of Dennis and two others to that point and what was in front of me dwarfed them all. It was curved and was uncircumcised, its bulbous tip looking for all the world like an old-fashioned Victorian door-knob. It was, I confessed to myself, as gorgeous as its owner was crude and insufferable.

“Touch it,” he said. “Feel how hard it is because of you. Because I know you’re a slut at heart and want nothing more than to take it in your whore mouth and suck it like the filthy cheating bitch you are.”

I couldn’t believe how such treatment was turning me on but recalled how Amrita had said it was good for certain women – not her, you understand - to give up control from time to time; knowing as they did that, ultimately, they were the ones with the power. 

“Yeah, that's the way, bitch,” he urged when my lips wrapped themselves around the mushroom-head. “Lick that lovely big lollypop and show me you know what an honour it is I’m doing you.”

I licked.

“In your mouth now and suck,” he ordered after a minute or so of my grateful slurping; take it in as deep as you can.”

I took it in deep.

“Eyes on mine while you’re sucking, slut,” he commanded. “Let me see that gratitude.”

I looked.

“Here it comes,” he warned me, a brute paw going to the back of my head that I might not remove it before his cum flooded my mouth and had no other means of transport other than down my throat. “Keep... looking at me when I... cum,” he reminded me, breathy words assuring me I was doing a bang-up job in sucking my first cock other than the mini version of my husband’s. 

His eyes began to roll in his head as my own struggled to do as he ordered.

“Yes... Yes... Yes...”

His body convulsed as I continued to suck as if my very life depended upon it.

“Yeeeeeeeeeeeees!!!!!”

He came... and he came... and he...

And do you know what?

He was right. I did indeed feel slutty. I also felt truly a woman for the first time in my life as well as, strangely, and just as Amrita had said I would, feeling in complete control of both situation and man. 

Brute or not.

When we finally made it between the sheets and his pile-driving manhood took me to sexual heights I hadn’t imagined possible, I not only, and as said, felt like a slut but I also experienced a sense of liberation that was almost as thrilling as the sensations provided by the cock that had just sated me.

A world I already considered to have changed beyond recognition had just done the unthinkable and changed again.
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September 2011

“I wanted to speak with you, Chrissy," Amrita Broderick, my employer of three weeks told me after I’d entered her office not seconds after having had her buzz me to do just that.

I had been with her for just short of a fortnight and, despite a guilty conscience, was already enjoying my work for her far more than I ever did with the unemployed and seeming unemployable husband who now vegetated at home in front of the TV and who knows what Internet porn that took his fancy.

“How can I help you, Mrs Broderick?”

She appraised me and I got the distinct impression she was assessing my readiness for something or other.

Even if I hadn’t a clue as to what.

Though I soon would.

“I appreciate dedication and hard-work, Chrissy, and I like to reward it at all times.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, believing this a reference to my more than generous pay-rise and the fact I had not thanked her until now. “I was meaning to thank you for increasing...”

“This is not a discussion about your salary, Chrissy,” she informed me while holding up a correcting hand to forestall me. “Though I see no reason why this should not be increased in the very near-future.”

As pleased and excited by such a prospect as I was, even though I knew my fetching home even more money might prove a red-rag to the lethargic and self-pitying bull waiting for me to cook for him at home, I was also puzzled.

My work, I knew, was efficient and good, but after barely two-weeks it was hardly worthy of such a swift salary increase.

My puzzlement, however, was overridden by her next words:

“I thought I owed it to you to explain my reasons for removing your husband from his position here.”

“You told him that it was a cost-cutting exercise, pure and simple,” I reminded her. “At least, that’s what he told me. 

To my surprise, and rather than reiterating the same excuse, she went off on another tangent:

“Unlike the late Mr Broderick,” she began, English thick with the unmistakable sound of her own roots, “I am from what most Europeans would describe as a ‘deprived background’. But, as my late-husband learned and grew to appreciate, I am a very strong woman who likes to be obeyed by the men around her and...”

Obsidian and subcontinent eyes drank in mine and for the first time in her presence I felt a little... 

...Uncomfortable.

In fact, if I hadn’t known better at the time, I would have sworn she was undressing me from my two-piece working outfit of skirt to above the knee and bolero jacket.

And, unless I was deluding myself and being far too sensitive, she also seemed to be flicking hungry and intermittent glances towards the chest of my white cotton shirt and the breasts that strained beneath it.

“Surely not!” I told myself. 

She was – or had been until recently – a married woman.

The words with which she finished her sentence, however, were not reassuring:

“...and, sometimes, the women.”

“I, hmm... I’m not sure what you mean, Mrs Broderick?” I asked, shocked a little by my own thoughts and hoping they were not about to be proved correct.

As it turned out, they were not about to be.

Not entirely, anyway. 

“I sense,” she said by way of an answer that you are a young woman who has not only failed to achieve her potential but has absolutely no idea she is in possession of any.”

Holding up a hand to forestall my response, though I have no idea what form it might have taken, she went on:

“Why else would you have remained a secretary to your husband after marriage when you are so clearly capable of so much more?”

“I still am a secretary, Mrs Broderick” I reminded her.

“Yes. That is no more than the simple truth.”

I waited, believing the point was made.

Not so.

“But,” she went on, determined to make a point of her own, “you are now my secretary and, unlike your husband, I value the talents I sense in you – even if you do not.”

Though I was, in truth, enjoying my work with her and the fact she involved me in ways Dennis would have found unthinkable when he was my boss and called the shots, I was still baffled as to where she was going with all of this.

But then, and at this point, I realise I would not have believed the destination she had in mind had I been told in advance at this.

It was also at this point that my new boss and CEO decided to go into a long ramble about her background and how fortunate she had been to meet a man such as Wesley Broderick.

A man, she insisted, who appreciated a woman for her strength of character and intelligence rather than just her background and looks.

She also explained that she enjoyed being in control – especially of men – and that nothing maddened her more in life than seeing a superior woman waste herself on an unworthy male.

“Your husband is a very handsome man, Chrissy. But he is also vain, weak and selfish.”

Still being the loyal housewife I was at the time – even if the gutless way Dennis seemed to be reacting to his unemployment was beginning to grate upon me – I did my best to defend him:

“You don’t really know him, Mrs Broderick and, without wishing to be rude, he is my husband still.”

“That is appropriately loyal of you, Chrissy, and no more than I have come to expect from you.”

I nodded at her by way of an unspoken: “you’re forgiven but can we now put our relationship back on a working footing and refrain from personal comments that have nothing whatsoever to do with you?”

The hint was not picked up on.

“But,” she went on, “it is high time your eyes were opened to your own potential and the fact this man has held you back.”

I knew instantly that I should be taking her to task for her presumption in involving herself in my marital situation but, irritation with my husband and the admitted pleasure I took from hearing myself described as someone with potential got the better of me.

Hesitation my Indian boss was not slow to spot and make the most of:

“That, to bring me back to my reason for speaking with you, is why I decided to let your husband go. Yes, there was some economic reasoning behind my decision but, in truth, I could as easily have employed him in another area.”

“Then please do so,” I pleaded, knowing how demoralised Dennis was at his current situation and his dim future prospects – not to mention how miserable it was making me. “Losing his position here and not being able to find another is absolutely killing him.”

She nodded at me and for a moment I really thought she was thinking of granting my request.

“Then my decision to remove him has worked out exactly as I intended.”

I stared at her, askance:

“W-What?”

She made no reply and I rushed on:

“You made Dennis unemployed so that... so that he would feel...?”

“Demoralised?” she asked. “Yes. That would be the correct word.”

I stood before her stunned, unsure whether to be furious or to simply go with the flow and be grateful I still had a job and she seemed taken with me.

Taking my silence as evidence I would do the latter, she went on: 

“I also promoted you to increase his sense of... desperation.”

My lips opened at this but no sound emerged.

“It was one way of showing you on just what a weakling you have been wasting your obvious potential.”

At this, she rose from her chair and came around the desk to perch her buttocks upon its edge and face me; revealing a pair of strong and surprisingly shapely legs in tan hose that, to my disquiet, I couldn’t seem to tear my eyes from.

“It was also,” she added as I tore my eyes away and found her own, “a way of getting close to you.”

I all but felt my jaw land upon my chest.

“Cl-Close to me?”

The Indian woman’s eyes, there is no other description for it, were hungry as she nodded and went on:

“How else could I show to you the advantages of becoming my...”

She paused on the last word and I realised I had stopped breathing as I waited to discover just what it might be.

“...lover.” 
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FROM:  amrita.despotic@aol.com

TO:  beloved.niece@hotmail.co.uk

SUBJECT:  Progress

Just a few words, my lovely Chrissie, to keep you in the picture in respect of your husband and his first day as my... manservant.

Just saying it thrills me to the core and if I am so turned on at this early stage in his training and subjugation – not that he recognises it as such – then I feel sure I must become a jibbering wreck when I have him at that point in his obedience to me that I can take either slipper or switch to his unruly backside and demand the use of his tongue upon either my glorious Indian arse or the pussy made slippery and moist from seeing him in such an abject condition and knowing myself to be responsible for his fall from grace.

With due acknowledgment made to the part you have played and are playing in his demotion from manhood.

I prefer that we communicate this way at such an early stage and would rather not run the risk of him overhearing a telephone conversation concerning his... situation. But this does not prevent me extending to you my best wishes for your first week as the head of the company and the hope that you have settled in to your new home. I can assure you, the surroundings in which you find yourself will be far more to your liking than the accommodation in my cellar I had designed specifically with a live-in servant in mind.

Oh, my! You should have seen your handsome husband’s face when he realised he would not be living upstairs amidst the comfort of my secluded new home with its views over the Medway but, instead, would have as his quarters a well-appointed if Spartan cellar with its own tiny kitchen bathroom and be below stairs in the way of a Victorian flunky.

And a flunky whose employer was an Indian woman he despised, at that!

My race and gender are obviously problems for him and the fact I am a female on its own would be enough to rankle with him. 

Add my ethnicity to the mix and his obvious distaste and feelings of superiority to those of my race and colour and the extent his disapproval is vast enough to be almost physical. 

So distasteful to him is it, in fact, he can barely bring himself to look me in the eye at these early stages and he is, at best, surly and uncommunicative.

Good.

Though he does not look at me just yet as a way of showing respect but simply to avoid seeing the shame of his new position written upon my, I have to say, somewhat smug features, there will soon come a time when his eyes remain lowered for precisely that reason.

As I say, he has been surly and uncommunicative and, I sense, resents you almost as much as he hates me for your having contrived to
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