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By

St John Wilson

[image: Balliol College Oxford | Oxford england, Balliol college, Scotland landscape]

balliol college

It was in the autumn of 2009, well into the calamity that had rocked the world’s financial institutions and sent economies reeling, that I rented a house in Oxford that was a leisurely stroll to my Alma Mater of Balliol and – more importantly for my research into the life of the undeservedly neglected composer and 18th Century musician, Giovanni Battista Viotti - the various Bodleian Libraries; that I came across the script you are about to read.

It was while exploring the, in common with Viotti, neglected attic of the old but spacious three-bedroom terraced house I had taken for the duration of my stay - this with the intention of setting up my study to take advantage of the view comprising various dreaming spires as I wrote - that I came across a battered tea-chest left by the former occupiers. 

Naturally curious (almost to the point of prurience, I confess), I soon found myself rifling through the various documentation of bills and letters in English until I came across a manuscript around halfway down the box. 

It was written in Hindi and, having spent my formative years with my Foreign Office father and long-suffering mother in Northern India’s Haryana before leaving to study in England, I remained fluent in both the speaking and the reading of the tongue.

In possession of the Trust from my late-parent’s estate and with no pressing money problems – even in such parlous times – it was perhaps understandable I should have been tempted to take a break from my research of the neglected Viotti and devote my industry to a reading and then a translation of what, the writer protested, was an adventure from true-life.

A temptation proving too great to resist.

And especially after I had read the first few paragraphs of a manuscript titled: 

“Dayamai and Her Chattel”.

It was, it turned out, written by the Indian woman who I discovered lived in the house with its English owner prior to my renting of it; much of my later knowledge derived from those benefitting from the owner’s passing.

More of which will become clear as you read on and will mostly be found in the Postscript supplied at story’s end.

The manuscript itself was handwritten in a novelistic style and, intrigued by its title, I immediately took it downstairs and set myself up with a pot of tea in the kitchen before seating myself at the table to begin a fuller exploration of its contents.

An exploration which immediately galvanised both my interest and my attention – Viotti completely forgotten at that point and still to be revisited in the passing of the years since – and would later turn out to be all the more compelling in a low and base way for the events of the script turning out to be of factual rather than fictional provenance.

If after reading those same contents you share my original scepticism on their behalf, then be assured, from the inquiries I made afterwards from various neighbours, friends and acquaintances of the deceased man himself, the narrative of its writer is of neither the fevered nor fanciful fictional variety and, I must confess, disturbed me in ways I found almost as surprising as I found them shaming.

The former explained in part by the coincidental but no less disturbing similarities between myself and the description of the man described in the narrative.

What questions remain – at least in regard of me – must remain the responsibility of your own imaginations to answer, as I have already revealed more of myself than I intended.

St John Wilson

Rye

Kent

2022

NOTE: 

You will find that the author describes herself as a humble Indian woman of lower education, despite her fluency when speaking English. This may not sit well with the fact that my translation may indicate a more academic background. 

Not being a writer of fiction (I see this as more biography) my translation tends to be written in a voice with which I am comfortable but could seem strange coming from the lips of a woman of self-confessed humble social and academic background. 

My apologies for my lack of the necessary skills required to make her voice sound authentic and I only pray this does not dampen your interest in a tale which, as far as I can verify, appears completely authentic and factual – if, at its end, tragic.
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VARANASI

My name is Dayamai Chabra a forename in my tongue that means ‘compassionate’.

You may take my word for the fact that compassion is the last thing I feel for the smug, egotistic and entitled Englishman whose pulsing white cock throbs imprisoned in my hand and the last word the man himself would use to describe me.

An Englishman whose need for me ensures his obedience to a person he despises.

You can believe me when I tell you that his hatred of me is not only something I find amusing but welcome.

Especially when he is so far gone in his sexual and domestic subservience to me that he would never dare become too obvious in his... distaste.

And especially at times such as these.

It really is too delicious and I ask you to picture, if you will, the angry lacerations crisscrossing the taut skin of his foreskin from thrusting unsuccessfully against the metal cage in which it had been locked up until a few minutes ago.

The sense of self-satisfaction I feel for having debased this pompous man to such a degree truly is overwhelming and is matched only by my anticipation of how far I have still to lower him.

Many of you reading this will not be thinking too highly of me at this point and, should you reach my story’s end, are unlikely to feel any warmer towards either me or my actions at the conclusion of what remains a still enduring true-life slice of auto-biography. That said, however, I am equally convinced that a number of you – men and women both – find a certain erotic, maybe even shockingly and disturbingly so, charge to the events I am about to describe. This in spite of the fact I am not a professional writer.  so urgently against the metal bars containing it not minutes before, adding yet another visual element to the meeting of East and West. 

As well as confirming the triumph of the former.

“Me”

The striking looking man had been a self-entitled snob and racist when I met him and was no different now I felt sure. At least in his unspoken thoughts. |So, to find himself in thrall to the Indian woman he had initially hired to skivvy for him was a humiliation almost physical to him.

So why, kneeling on the floor as I manipulated his erect and finally free cock, did he allow himself to suffer under it, you ask?

We will come to that.

For now, let me explain that I am just a humble woman from the Uttar Pradesh - Varanasi, to be precise; though it is still known as Banaras or Benares, and in ancient times as Kashi, a city on the Ganges river in northern India that has a central place in pilgrimage, death, and mourning in the Hindu world. 

It is also a...

But enough. 

This is neither geography nor history – except that of the most personal kind – and if I feel myself grow impatient to get to the meat of my story then anyone reading this at some future date will no doubt feel the same.

And enough snippets of personal history – his and mine - will be divulged as we move on for a fuller picture of us both to emerge.

It is enough to say that I am of humble origins and remain something of a racist myself towards men of his colouring.

And, given the history of my country and a civilisation that predates his by many centuries, ESPECIALLY the English!

It made my enslavement of his mind and body all the more satisfying.

Using two fingers either side of his raging erection, both to titillate further and to increase his humiliation for knowing I could control him so easily,  I began to slowly tease his taut and lacerated foreskin up and down - my own excitement, as it always did when exercising such command over him, rising as the breath of the older white man who had once considered himself my superior caught in his throat.

No longer were words necessary to heighten his shame and highlight my control of him and I simply gave his cock a firm squeeze, robbing him of what rasping breath he had as his eyes rolled in his head and the growing pressure inside his swollen balls ensured he approached a crisis he knew he could not allow without my permission.

Knowing also how I would punish him if he disobeyed.

And in a variety of ways.

Ways that were demeaning and adolescent to him and utterly thrilling for yours truly.

Not to mention lasting in their effect.

The eyes rolling in their sockets of my plaything found mine suddenly and the beseeching look they gave me was almost enough to make me finish him there and then that he might put his tongue to the use to which it had been trained.

By me.

As always, the knowledge I had stripped this formerly proud but pompous man of his manhood thrilled me to my core and it was with my own exciting building and what I pictured making him do afterwards that had the permission exiting my own plump and anticipatory lips...

“Cum...”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​THE BEGINNING


[image: ]


[image: A picture containing indoor

Description automatically generated]

It was my feet that proved his downfall.

That is right, your eyes do not deceive you and you do not mistake either my words or my intent.

No doubt you who are reading this are already describing me to yourselves as both a fantasist and self-deceiving; though only in the former respect would you be correct.

And even then I had every intention of bringing my long-held fantasies to life.

In a way I hoped would be both real and irreversible for the man seated across from me.

So, yes; it was the feet of a humble Indian woman in her mid-thirties that started the oh so important Mr Vernon Lampeter (BPhil., MSt.) on his slide to obsession and servitude.

Not so shocking really. 

At least not to me.

Not when I had pictured such a thing the whole of my childhood and into the adult life I found so unfulfilling.

After our first interview and the obvious interest he had tried to hide without success in my long toes and the crimson nails I had painted only that same morning that I might at least look presentable as I suffered beneath his patronising and self-regarding interrogation of me – an inquisition made in order to satisfy himself I was worthy enough to take on the role of his live-in housekeeper - I was soon familiarising myself online on the subject of the fetish in men. 

It was, to say the least, eye-opening.

And particularly for a woman such as myself who had long held similar interests on the subject even if it was from an entirely different perspective.

The nature of his interest making an instant connection with certain fantasies and desires I had held from childhood and appealed to the controlling nature that had already pronounced itself much taken with the smug and striking Englishman in his late-forties – even if he did look much younger.

As I sat before him on that June day during the summer of 2004 and listened to him outline my duties – should my application be successful – in his pompous and condescending tones, I realised he was everything my schoolgirl dreams had pictured when fantasising about the man I would enslave and dominate.

Fantasies I was long past youthful hopes of ever having fulfilled that his obvious interest in my feet kicked back into life with a vengeance.

As well as assuring me I would most likely be successful in my application to become his housekeeper.

Not that I am a woman of great beauty, you understand? Were that the case I would hardly have been applying for such a position in the first place. But there is a certain feline quality to my somewhat fleshy features with their pronounced cheeks, thin nose and full plump lips that has proved appealing to certain men of my own race – even if none as yet had proved either appealing or solvent enough given the nature of my own desires. 

The thick black hair I took pains to keep scraped from those features and tied at the back only served, I knew, to highlight the kittenish aspects of my face that did much to hide to hide an inner mindset that was anything but cute and cuddly.

Clothed in the unflattering garments traditional to a humble Indian woman of parents whose religious beliefs were as strict as their lives were poverty sticken, the full and firm breast beneath such camouflage and the thick but shapely legs at an even lower altitude could only be guessed at but were impossible to conceal entirely.

And my feet, even amongst the Indian men I encountered, seldom failed to gain interest.

On many occasions when younger, it had amused me to see the eyes of men seem riveted by the merest glimpse of my feet below the cheap cotton trousers my parents insisted I, as a good god-fearing Hindu girl, insisted upon my wearing along with the obligatory saree; though even this concealment of my upper body seemed to serve only to make men more interested in the perfectly shaped and painted toes that were available to their gaze.

An interest that was not absent in my prospective employer during that first interview and one that pretty much determined me to see how far I could take it should – as I was growing more confident I would – land the position the humble but now extremely promising position as his live-in housekeeper.

“Your English appears good, even if your pronunciation could use some improvement,” he told me with all the superiority he seemed to think his country of birth entitled him, despite the fact it was a long way past anything resembling the pre-eminence it once enjoyed. 

The agency recommending me for the position had told me he was a Professor on contract to the university where he lectured on English Literature at the BHU and, no doubt, he felt it no more than his natural right for his own native tongue to be favoured over our own.

Despite the fact he was a guest living and working in my country.

“I like my privacy and a quiet household,” he went on to explain with the superior condescension I took as second nature with him – at least when dealing with those he probably regarded as being ‘of my ilk’.

For the moment, I was content to endure his – to be charitable - unintentional contempt. 

The images I had snatched of him when he had been stealing looks of his own at my feet were pleasing to me and I could do more than admit that, despite nearer fifty than forty, he was still a handsome and physically fit looking man. 

An older and mature Englishman who was, for all intents and purposes, a near perfect prototype of the white serf my fevered dreams from childhood onwards had pictured to ensure my fingers became... agitated... if you take my meaning as I am sure you do.

Anyhow, the realisation of my attraction more than offset my dislike of him and the position he was describing to me prior, I felt certain, to offering it.

Attraction becoming even more marked when I considered what I had already promised myself I would work to bring about.

The unrealistic nature of my promise, so great was my excitement for simply contemplating it, not strong enough to throw cold water on my expectations at such a point.

“As agreed with your agency,” he told me, “I’ll provide you with a much higher than average income and accommodations, but, in return, I will expect you to go about your chores and responsibilities exactly as I wish them to be discharged.”

Careful to keep my eyes lowered deferentially – submissively; knowing instinctively he would like this and take it as a compliment to his own superiority, I waited for the next tablets of English stone to be delivered to my increasingly irritated ears.

“Do you understand, Dayamai?” he asked, using my forename for the first time while still contriving to remain on a superior and formal level.

“Of course, Sir,” I’d answered, outrage at the base of my throat not far from becoming bile for acting so obsequiously before a man it was fast  becoming my most fervent wish to own. 

I almost swooned at the power of my own thoughts.

“To own!”

Careful not to meet his eyes; sensing, even at such an early stage, that a submissive attitude towards him on my part would be something the obvious self-regard of my English employer would find appealing as well as natural, I tried to keep the excitement and arousal from my warming cheeks as I pictured him with his lips attached to my toes as he genuflected before me.

I have no idea if he notice my state of agitation or not but later assured myself that, if he had, then his considerable vanity would no doubt have mistaken it for exhilarated anticipation of being allowed to enter his service. 

A few questions more, during which he could not help his eyes wandering to my feet whenever he thought I would not notice – and thought wrong – and he seemed satisfied that, though no scholar, my education would at least enable me to follow simple instruction and that my basic diploma in computer studies would be of some use to his household for the simple matter of paying bills and utilities and the ordering of goods.

And in this he was not wrong.

It would be extremely useful.

Of use to me. 

He went on to inform me, to my inner rage, that the position in his household would be quite a feather in the cap of a young woman from “your... background”, hesitating just long enough between words for me to be aware he had a far more demeaning description of my beginnings in mind.

“Pompous self-deluding cretin!” my thoughts described him; his academic qualification no more to me than scraps of paper allowing him to bolster a vanity that. along with his looks, had long ago tipped him into narcissism.

I would, if my application proved successful, he went on, be paid a very reasonable salary as well as being housed, fed and watered as a condition of my employment.

Was he not good, great, and just?

And yes, that is sarcasm.

My hatred of his entitlement and my desire to turn it upon its head was already running at a temperature approaching white heat but I remained at pains – for the moment - to be the caricature of what men of his kind expected of a woman of my race and “background”.

It was, as you may have suspected, not easy and in this I was helped by my own racism and xenophobia in regard of his own people and his own land. For if he thought that xenophobia was fiefdom to which only those with white skin had access he would eventually find himself with a nasty surprise. Looking down upon someone simply because the colour of their epidermis varied from that of one’s own was not only an English prerogative.

To cut my introduction into his service short, allow me to tell you I was indeed successful and wa soon moved into a bedroom at the back of his rented Villa where I set up with my rented computer and began the laborious process at the time of arranging a telephone line with a dial-up connection to the Internet – for which, to be fair – and knowing my having such access would be beneficial to him also – my new English employer actually paid the installation charges.

And so began my time in Mr Vernon Lampeter’s home as his housekeeper.

Soon to be so much more...
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My first real online exploration of foot-fetish and what it involves did not inspire me.

Quite the reverse.

For though my first few months in Vernon Lampeter’s home had done nothing to make me think I was wrong when it came to the attraction my feet held for him, my very first reading made my spirits sink when a learned piece on the phenomenon assured me that simply having such a sexual preference did not necessarily mean the man holding it was a closet submissive.

Though my mood revived when, in almost the next paragraph, the writer assured me that the odds were heavily against the submissive tendency – no matter how subconscious – not being present in a man with marked proclivities of the kind.

And if there was one thing of which I was certain during my first few months getting to know my duties and observing my employer: Mr Vernon Lampeter’s attraction to my always immaculately kept feet was growing by the day.

I was, of course, impatient but, despite his continued high-handed attitude towards me, I could see the care I took with his home and my diligence in anticipating his needs were beginning to win him over. 

Not only was he deluded and superior but, in common with many men of his looks and background, lazy and apathetic when it came to looking after his more functional domestic needs.

This was good.

Becoming indispensable to his home-life could, I felt sure, prove vital if I were to become indispensable to him in other more... crucial areas.

Though it must be said, when it came to those more crucial areas, he was not exactly wanting for female company – even if, to my relief, there was not one particular woman – women always white and European, by the way – he was at all serious about.

Something from which I took much encouragement.

I had also, by sheer fluke – having heard him mutter it to himself as he booted it up - discovered his computer password and was now able to access it when he was either at the university or out for the evening.

It would prove a revelation to me and would ensure the plans of mine that were still only tentative at this stage took a more distinct shape and could be acted upon.

Albeit tentatively.

The discovery on his computer of a journal not only made me believe what I wanted from him was possible but, if I played it right, was probable.

Especially when I studied his History and the sites and files he had neglected to clear and realised exactly what kind of fiction he had been reading.

But it was the entries themselves that gave me most hope and allowed me a much fuller picture of my employer and his life back in the UK.

As well as his thoughts upon his new housekeeper.

Unsurprisingly I began my violation of his privacy by starting with his first mention of me from my interview...

––––––––
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...JUNE 7, 2004

A day free of lectures and yet another interview with a prospective housekeeper that I might rid myself of the temporary cleaning service I’d hired and my own none too satisfying cooking duties.

A woman whose application puts her at thirty and who at first seemed about as dull and uninteresting as the other applicants preceding her.

And yet...

As bored as I am with her people, if not its history – after only having arrived in it two months before on a contract with the university which still has another three years to run - there was something about this none too beauteous Indian woman that stirred me in a way in which I’d not been stirred since the discovery of my former wife in our bed with a student as she...

No!

Suffice it to say, that a good number of woman had tried but with only varying and not wholly satisfying results since...

No!!

I will not go there again.

Celine is a memory from my past and she can remain there. No matter how many letters and emails she sends professing that it was only once and something she will regret for as long as she is able to draw breath. A feat she seemed singularly incapable of achieving with the considerable cock of one of her own students blocking her airways as I looked on in horror and...

Enough!!!

She even sent me a written confession detailing her affair in the hope I would see her remorse and take her back.

Just how fucking delusional was she?

That she is still employed at the red-brick college willing to accept her second-class qualifications has more to do with my monetary arrangements than any desperate need for the college to keep such a stellar educator on board. 

A continued employment explained more by my unwillingness to divulge details of her affair to her superiors. 

And not from any fondness towards her on my part I might add.

Not in the slightest.

A forbearance on my part more in keeping with economics than anything resembling sentiment.

Had she lost her position while earning considerably less than me, after all, I might just have been on the hook for some kind of restitution after our seventeen childless years of marriage.

Though my pain was no less acute for our uncontested divorce and equitable splitting of goods and home. Explaining – at least I think it does – my desire to put a couple of continents between us. Even if that pain still...

No!

Fuck it and fuck her!

Enough is enough and if interviewing the young woman calling herself Dayamai Chabra results only in my finding a diligent and trustworthy servant who can also follow simple orders it the interruption to my day will have been worth it.

Even if my behaviour during the interview – at least of the internal kind – leaves me as perplexed as it has left me sexually elated.

Why else after she had accepted the position and left to arrange the move from her parents’ home in what is little more than a hovel on the banks of the holy Ganges? Though knowing the river and that particular stretch of it I can truthfully say there is absolutely nothing about it to inspire reverence. Distaste, even sympathy, yes – reverence no.

I’ve been thinking about it since the woman left and can only put my reaction to her down to one thing.

Something as bemusing as it laughable.

Her feet.

Had I not been confiding this to you, my totally secure, discreet, and non-judgemental journal, I’m pretty sure the words I’m writing now would never have been heard by another living soul.

And if they were to be I’m not sure they would believe it.

Especially not those who know me and Celine, who - despite my hatred for what she did to me and a marriage I thought was good - remains a beautiful and desirable forty-something still.

Even if she is also a cheating and treacherous...

But this young Indian woman?

She was not even on one of the lowly foothills leading to beautiful and, on first impressions, seemed lacking in the necessary debased intelligence to carry off cheating or treachery successfully. 

So, that being the case, since when was I attracted to either women of her race and, worse, feet?

Had my former wife done such a number on me when it came to women that not only had I felt no real desire of the kind I had known for women prior to my discovery of her cheating in our marital bed but was simply going through the ritualistic motions in order to convince myself my manhood was still intact?

It was, I have to confess, entirely possible given the lack of joy I had taken from my encounters since.

But this did not explain why, when I did finally feel a spark resembling that of old, it was provided by a subcontinent woman not in Celine’s league in terms of either looks, class, or intelligence?

More to the point, if I found my attraction for my soon-to-be housekeeper’s feet so inexplicable, why had I masturbated myself to exhaustion the moment she had left the house?

And why had it been such a woman who sparked the first real and powerful sexual stirring in me since Celine’s betrayal.

It was a disturbing thought and one I knew I would be returning to with some frequency until I had a handle on my inexplicable reaction to Dayamai Chabra...

––––––––
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...My blood ran both hot and cold at his description of me. Elated my suspicions regarding his attraction to my feet were correct. Incensed at his casual dismissal of me in all other regards.

And yet, it was elation that was by far the strongest emotion I felt.

Not only was the job mine and I was already in everyday contact with the man,  but I now had access to his innermost thoughts via his computer journal and could use his thoughts to manipulate him.

The conviction I was in a position to make my fondest – and yes, most perverse – dreams come true carried a sexual charge all of its own.

And having the attraction he felt – and resented – to my feet did nothing to lessen its power.

I also knew he had been married and had his wife cheat on him.

A knowledge as revealing as it was worrying when I recalled him saying she was remorseful and wanted him back.

That was not something I could allow.

And had he not mentioned her writing letters and emailing him?

I had found no letters from her amongst his personal belongings but...

Her email – unless he had deleted it – could be checked.

Switching to his Inbox there was no sign of it.

Neither there nor in his deleted items.

And for the obvious – and initially disturbing - reason that he had stored it in his Archive Folder.

Did his keeping it mean he still had feelings for the woman who had cuckolded him?

With this disturbing possibility in mind I opened the email.

It read...

––––––––
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...My Darling Vernon...

...After what you saw at our home before you stormed out I know you’ll wonder how I can begin this apology in such a way, but it’s true. You were my darling all those years ago when we first met and nothing has changed...

––––––––
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...I had no idea what my employer had thought of this but it was all I could do not to laugh.

“Nothing has changed?” 

Even as beautiful and better educated than me as he had described her to be in his journal, she was also a sight more delusional; perhaps even more so than the husband she had deceived and I wanted.

No, nothing had changed except the cock of the younger man your husband had watched you slurping over.

I was still laughing as I picked up the thread of her email once again...

––––––––
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...Another thing you will find it hard to believe is that not once have I ever stopped loving you – even if my actions suggest otherwise. 

When you caught me disrespecting both our marriage and the marital bed belonging to it I felt a part of me die. As I looked into your eyes with his... in my mouth... and saw the depths of your pain and how I’d betrayed all the love you’ve given me over the years I wanted to vomit.

And guess what: the moment you turned on your heel and left that is exactly what I did the moment my mouth was free. 

Believe me, from the moment you left until now I've spent almost every waking second questioning why I allowed myself to do what I did and feel no closer to finding an answer now than I did at the start...
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...Again I had to laugh. The woman might have an education I was lacking but there was an obvious deficiency in natural intelligence if she believed the rubbish she was trying to feed the husband she cheated.

And how much more deficient would he have to be if came to believe her?
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...Really, my love, I’m no nearer to an answer now than I was on that day when I allowed my middle-age hormones to give in to the lust I felt for a young and attractive man for whom I felt nothing emotionally...
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...My snort was derisive. She was not even bright enough to use a defence other than the obvious. Menopause or its onset? Really?

Contempt growing, I read on:

––––––––
[image: ]


...What I do know, and I appreciate you will find this hard to believe, is that at no time when I was with him that once – and yes it was only once, if that helps – did I feel any lessening of the love I have for you. 

He was nothing to me except an outlet for my lust-crazed hormones and became even less to me the moment you walked in on us and focused my thoughts on what I was doing and most likely had already done to our marriage. 

Please believe me, my love, he was nothing to me then and has become even less since.

He was no more than a mistake my hormones insisted was needed by me at the time. A bad and unfeeling mistake on my part? Yes. But a mistake just the same that the new medication from my GP ensures my hormones will not browbeat me into making again.

Please, my darling Vernon, come home and let me try to put the harm my stupid actions have caused right. 

Despite what you must be thinking, you are the only man I will ever be married to and the only man I want to be married to. 

I love you as much now – more even – than before my stupidity and all I want is for our life together to continue as it was; even if I know there will be difficulties ahead.

Please let me know when we can speak face to face, my love, as I not only miss you but so do all our friends. And yes, I told them all of what was happening between us and took full responsibility for a time of madness I still can’t fully explain and will regret for as long as I live.

If you believe nothing else, and despite what you saw, please believe me when I say you are the only man I want in my life and if you give me this second chance you will NEVER regret it.

Your still devoted and loving wife,

Celine...
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...I shook my head with wonderment and still lingering contempt. It was the typical letter of a wife wanting it both ways and getting caught while setting about it. 

All she really regretted was getting caught. 

The fact the husband she had cheated on was here, thousands of miles from her, indicated he had not bought her self-serving rubbish; though it did make me wonder if he had responded to her.

Switching to his sent emails I saw that he had and realised that as I was in the process I was actually holding my breath – despite the fact what I had already seen in his journal indicated he was not of a mind to reconcile with her.

Though I also told myself how swiftly events and emotions can change...
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...Celine (unlike you I shan’t begin with loving words and platitudes we both know have no meaning after your betrayal of what we had)...
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...The breath I had been holding expelled itself with a rush.

This was not the opening of a man about to offer even a twig from the olive-branch of reconciliation.

Anything but, in fact.

With relief, I read on...
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... If you ever knew me at all, you’ll know that we are done. I won’t forgive, forget, or fight for you. You opened your legs – or, to be more precise from the little I could stand to watch, mouth – to a man who was not me. I did not cheat on you throughout our marriage though you can be sure I had my opportunities so you can be sure I will not beat myself up wondering what I did wrong for you to disrespect me in such a way in what had been at the time OUR bed. The truth is that if I was not enough for you after seventeen years together I can’t see what would make me any more satisfying to you in the future.

I have no wish to make this last communication between us any longer than ii needs to be, so let me state in closing that, given you are no longer the woman I loved and married, I intend to mourn you as I would mourn any loved one no longer with us and, on those occasions when memory commends you to me, I shall regard you as I would regard someone of my acquaintance who is already dead and cremated. 

Obviously, the creature who took over your body will continue on, but as far as I’m concerned the woman I loved will, to my regret, have departed this life never to return.

You have the details of my legal representative and I have ensured our split is equitable on all counts - other than the emotional, that is, where your debt to me is one I consider unable to ever be repaid.

Simply sign the necessary papers and we can each go our own way.

Goodbye.

Vernon...

––––––––
[image: ]


...I had closed down the computer with relief for the cold and almost brutal way he had answered her and felt a surge of elation and high optimism lift my spirit.

Not only was his wife out of the picture but I now had access to his innermost thoughts through his journal.

A journal that had just unwittingly informed me that his sexual response to his new Indian housekeeper was...

How had he put it when describing his attraction to me ...?
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“...why, when I did finally feel a spark resembling that of old, was it provided by a subcontinent woman not in Celine’s league in terms of either looks, class, or intelligence?

More to the point, if I found my attraction for my soon-to-be housekeeper’s feet so inexplicable, why had I masturbated myself to exhaustion the moment she had left the house?

And, again, why had it been such a woman who sparked the first real and powerful sexual stirring in me since Celine’s betrayal...”
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...At this point I was – apart from a picture of his face as he all but salivated over my feet during our first interview and at times afterwards – as mystified as my employer. 

But, mystification or not, the hope I took from this was immense. 

Not to mention gratifying.

Had he not said that his sexual response to me was the most powerful he had experienced since leaving his ex-wife back in England and coming to India?

And this despite the many British and European expats who had called on him since my arrival and who were, each one of them, beautiful or at least highly attractive to my envious eyes.

How could I not be lifted to read that his attraction towards me was greater than any he had in regard of them?

From now on, I told myself, everything I did would be geared to not only making myself domestically indispensable to him but sexually also.

Though even as excited as I was I urged myself to be cautious as well as patient.

By increments and not by overt actions that would offend his sensibilities would I insinuate myself into every crevice of his thoughts.

And the smile that spread across my fleshy but feline features, even as I made sure no evidence of my presence in his study could be seen and switched out the light before closing the door and resuming my household duties, was born of excitement and anticipation.

For I knew exactly how I would place him on the road leading to utter dependence...
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​DAYAMAI
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The words I read on my own computer, from a work of fiction I had purchased online only that same night, stoked the almost constant sense of arousal I felt under the roof of the self-important Vernon Lampeter and, along with what I had read in his own journal earlier that day, bolstered my belief that I could achieve what I set my heart on so dearly. 

Namely: the complete and utter subjugation of my older employer... 
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“...Many times it is the recognition of futility in a man that brings about the breaking of the human spirit,” offered the East African woman.

A woman who was also her Eastern European patient’s friend and confidante.

“Even as he pines for a life that is gone forever the command of the woman who took it from him is confirmed and consolidated in his mind. The awareness the situation is hopeless and their position would be even worse position if the woman who was now his owner decided she no longer had a use for him is also a large contributory factor.” 

The look on the woman’s attractive and unlined face as she informed her friend of this seemed to underline that a man breaking in such a way was not exactly displeasing to her. 

Ethically, morally, or sexually. 

Dr Aluna Odhiambo gathered her thoughts and went on: 

“Simply through his need for you – the need you have instilled in him; economically, emotionally, and sexually - you have stripped him of his autonomy and he is as mentally your de-fanged animal as he is your physical chattel.” 

The reddened cheeks of the Ukrainian woman named Saskia as she listened gave witness to the pleasure and, yes, the pride she took from having her valued friend underline the control she had taken and continued to take of her older husband. 

Control she had not asked for but taken and would not be returning. 

That friend continued: 

“He has been deprived of the ability to make even the most basic of decisions in respect of his own life and with each day that passes with him in the same condition so the likelihood of him ever making a return to the entitled masculinity he once enjoyed becomes ever more indistinct.” 

The cheeks of the friend and doctor herself were a match for the woman listening as she enlarged upon her theme: 

“It was also an inspired move on your part to insist he not speak without first having received either your permission or that of Elena. Depriving him of the voice that has been so important in his seductions of the women he once cheated on you with will be as demoralising a factor as any other and will facilitate his fall to a lesser manhood with even greater speed.” 

The Ukrainian wife and would be dominatrix gave answer to this: 

“Yes, and having to answer to a serving woman he had once treated so poorly before I decided he need taking down to a point more in keeping with his true status.” 

Both women laughed, knowing just how accustomed the man had become to an easy life through his seductions of various women of whom his wealthy Eastern European wife was one. 

Knowing also that he would have no fallback upon either savings, investments, or working abilities should his wife decide to cut him loose entirely. 

And, as the doctor had suggested, once the cock-cage had been secured about his manhood and the key to it safely in his wife’s possession – making her his only sexual outlet – his physical response to her would undergo a radical and more subservient change. 

That change made all the more radical by giving the bulky and unattractive to him Elena a key also and letting him know that she had the right to unlock him and provide a release of her choosing. 

Should, that is, she find his behaviour suitably... servile. 

“All the more humiliating for him,” observed Saskia, “for knowing Elena has my permission to use physical punishment if he disobeys.” 

This was news to the doctor and the interest she took in her friend’s marital situation became even more animated; chiming in as it did with her own natural inclinations for the exercise of control over the male beast. 

“Now that, Saskia, is something I would be most interested to witness.” 

“I have no doubt of it,” snorted the Ukrainian, immediately smiling to show she was only being lighthearted. 

Adding: 

“And I see absolutely no reason your desire cannot be obliged the next time his behaviour displeases either myself or Elena.” 

“I should like that,” said a flushed of cheek Dr Aluna. 

“It is the least I can offer by way of reward for all your... immoral ...support.” 

Their shared laughter was instant. 

Both Dr Aluna and Saskia fell silent then, both lost to the same image of the Ukrainian wife’s husband submitting to the gargantuan serving woman. 

Obeisance given instantly and with gratitude. 

At least if he wished Elena allow his cock and the swollen and ringed balls below it the release both craved. 

“Though I have yet to observe your... situation ...at first hand,” the doctor went on, “it seems to me that the importance of denying him not just the right to speak his mind but to speak at all without express permission should not be downplayed.” 

“I agree,” said Saskia. “Depriving him of the ability to spout the honeyed and deceitful words that seen so many women before me seduced and bedded had – and exactly as you indicated it would - a lowering effect on both his spirit and his sense of himself as a free man. Words, had I not been made of sterner stuff than the bimbos, heiress’s and faithless wives succumbing to him previously, that might just have seen me sharing the same fate while he frittered away my fortune.” 

“You don’t believe he ever loved you then?” 

Saskia’s snort would have made a warthog proud, so dismissive was it. 

“Men of his kind no of only one love and that is love of self. His looks and honeyed words may have beguiled me for a time but I would have had to be spectacularly stupid not to have realised that the love he professed for me was no more than what my money could provide him.” 

The doctor nodded before supplying her friend a vindication for her earlier credulity: 

“Well, my dear, if it is any consolation to you, I doubt very much that what your money is providing him now is much to his taste. 

“No,” Saskia nodded. “I also doubt that he takes much joy from what financial largesse brings him.” 

“I wonder if he has regrets?” 

Saskia gave it some thought before replying. 

Then: 

“I am certain that he does. But they will not be of a kind that will torment him. His only regret will be that his end game in regard of me was thoroughly trumped by the one I put in place in respect of him and he now labours under.” 

She paused, before adding: 

“And end-game I find utterly wonderful as well as, if you take my drift, completely satisfying. 

The envious smile on the face of the doctor indicated she did indeed take the thrust of her friend’s words. 

A love of power in its purest form and the fact her advice and guidance had helped deliver it for her closest friend contributed to a certain wetness beneath the doctor’s tight fitting and form flattering designer Versace’s and she wondered if she would ever be in such a position of personal power as her Ukrainian confederate. 

It was almost enough to make her offer up an unheard of prayer. 

Almost.             

“I intend for Elena,” Saskia began, aware of her friend’s envy and fully intending to indulge her somewhere down the line; if that is she could do so without compromising her Hippocratic Oath and, with it, her career;  “to be instrumental in both his training and his humiliation. She will be in complete control of during the time we spend on the slopes at Interlaken and I expect to see a marked change in him when we return.” 

“I do not doubt it,” the doctor chuckled. “From what I have seen of her and what you tell me, she seems a most dedicated and trustworthy woman. 

Allowing her eyes to take in her friend’s full and alluring form – the same form she would be sampling in their suite at Interlaken as well as when they returned home, Saskia replied: 

“And the fact she is not of his class, less well-educated and physically unappealing to him will not only make his humiliation all the greater but break what is left of his spirit with even greater speed.” 

The doctor nodded. 

“By the time of our return; I fully expect to find a former husband who accepts that he is not only the property of the wife he would have deceived and robbed but also the servant of the maid he once looked down upon.” 

She paused, savouring the imagery prompted by the words she was about to deliver: 

“A maid with the right to take him over her thick thighs and spank his disobedient behind until he screams like the little girl he is for the mercy Elena will most certainly not be of a mind to provide for him...” 
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...You may imagine after reading this and retiring to bed that my fingers spent a most busy and, yes, rewarding evening. 

All that was required now was for me to somehow take the inroads I had made into my employer’s sexual subconscious and apply an edge of reality to our domestic interplay. 

Buoyed by my reading and my fingers, I vowed to myself to work harder to bring my dreams about...  
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​DAYAMAI AGAIN
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It is two months since I came to live here as the housekeeper to Vernon Lampeter and, even if I am the one to say it, I have made great strides towards not only becoming indispensable to his household but to the man himself.  

Of course, at this stage he would rather be dismembered than admit such a thing to the young housekeeper he finds so beneath him. 

Fortunately for that same young housekeeper, however, he is not so reticent with the journal he keeps on his password-protected computer to which, unbeknownst to him, she has complete access when he is away from the home at the university. 

This is the same access that has given me an insight into his most intimate thoughts and, as I will show, was a source of great offence and anger to me as well as the most exciting sexual experience of  my life to this point. 

Even if that experience has been necessarily in the third-person. 

Though, as I just finished mentioning above, I was about ready for that to change. 

More than ready. 

As an example of why I was both offended and sexually aroused, I will supply you with some extracts from the man’s written thoughts...   
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“...The young woman Dayamai is without a doubt the most efficient of domestic servants. 

I truly find myself happy to delegate more and more of the responsibilities I’ve always found such a chore to her.  

The same domestic responsibilities Celine was so good at taking care of. At least until she found other physical diversions more to her liking. 

Dayamai not only ensures my home runs with a clockwork efficiency, as well as looking after all the prosaic and tiresome responsibilities of paying bills and organising provisions I’ve always had a problem dealing with for myself, but after only a couple of months in my employ I find it hard to imagine her not being a part of my day-to-day life. 

Not least because I find her so erotic. 

Inexplicably and worryingly so. 

For the first time in my life I find myself attracted to a woman other than the svelte Anglo-Saxon or, once in a while, Mediterranean type I’m usually drawn towards. 

Actually, and as reluctant as I am to admit to it – even to the anonymous and secure pages of this journal – it’s not only her feet that affect a libido suddenly out of step with everything likely to have triggered it in the past. 

Not only are my waking and sleeping thoughts fixated upon her feet as I either supply my servant with foot-rubs or soothe her immaculately painted and shapely long toes by gently sucking upon them, but I seem to have become obsessed with her full and firm breasts beneath her habitual sarees and the legs below them with their exaggerated almost to the point of caricature matronly legs. 

And these are by no means the most puzzling of my new obsessions. 

That pride of place is reserved for her arse. 

You read me correctly: 

“Arse!” 

If I find it humiliating to dream of her feet as they take my cock between their high-arches and bring me to a slow and incredible release, then imagine how shamed I feel to picture my lips slathering over brown buttocks with skin I can only imagine to be as smooth and flawless as that comprising her feline but fleshy face. 

And how much worse do I feel when the efforts of my own hand fetch my cock to completion accompanied by the image of my tongue rimming the puckered epidermis surrounding her butt-hole? 

So remorseful and full of self-disgust am I after these growingly frequent – and growingly addictive - bouts of self-pleasuring that I’ve even considered asking her to leave and replacing her with a less... disturbing ...example of Indian womanhood. 

Or at least one that does not disturb me. 

Which is when I recall how my life is made so much easier with her in it to make and perform all those decisions and piddling little duties I hate so much. In fact, she seems to have no life at all other than the one she goes about in my home. She mentioned at her interview that she was something of a loner by nature and this certainly explains the absence of any friends. It also appears no different where family are concerned and if she is bothered by the absence of them in her life it has escaped me. 

Each to their own, I say. 

Though if I am truthful – and if I’m unable to be truthful here then where can I perform the feat? – it is the power of my sexual response to her that shames me almost enough to wish to see her gone. 

A power that compels me NOT to take a course of action I am adamant about taking after each growingly frequent completion. Each of them brought about by a hand with a mind of its own on and an erection becoming more and more independent of its owner by the day. Not to mention as vigorous and demanding as I can ever recall my erections being. 

How can this be?  

Did Celine’s base betrayal of me somehow alter not just my sexual predilections but their very focus? 

Am I, on a subconscious level, feeling somehow unworthy and unable to satisfy women of a more beautiful type because my wife went to a younger man to get what I obviously wasn’t supplying her? 

But even if that is the case, why are my fantasies regarding my housekeeper becoming more and more submissive in nature? 

And by that I mean submissive on my part, NOT hers! 

If I weren’t so private by nature and shamed by my new sexual obsessions I would definitely seek out some professional help. 

But the thought of confiding those new obsessions to someone living and breathing, rather than you, my impersonal journal, fills me with a horror I know I’m unable to surmount...” 
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...More and more I was becoming less and less angry with his frequent reference to my physical shortcomings and more elated that they were at least enough to attract him the way they could. 

It was a real charge and the more I read the more powerful in regard of him I felt myself feel and was beginning to believe more and more that I could actually achieve something similar to what the Ukrainian wife of my reading had achieved with her deceitful gigolo of a husband. 

Similar by way of being even more binding and lasting. 

From my reading I am more than aware of the perversity lurking in the deepest recesses of our souls and how we can sometimes fixate on the very opposite of what our conscious thoughts tell us we desire. 

Likewise, I am also aware of the great addictive power such perversity can bring to bear simply because of its... strangeness. 

And...?  

Well, if his words spoke truly – and, as the man himself wrote in his own journal:  “if I’m unable to be truthful here then where can I perform the feat?” – then I was becoming something of a fixation to him and the knowledge invigorated me and confirmed me on my path. 

As insulting to me as his bewilderment on the subject of my appeal to him was. 

He was right though when he mentioned the fact I was something of a loner and had no friends. 

Nor wanted any. 

Likewise contact with my family. 

For if he, at base, despised me as his inferior then my thoughts in regard of my parents and siblings certainly mirrored that opinion. 

Not having contact with – even had they been bothered enough to initiate it – was not something I regarded as a loss. 

Mor a benefit, I would have to say. 

But the development that really thrilled his younger housekeeper was his admission that not only was he growing used to my, in effect, taking command of his household in domestic and administrative matters but was beginning to please himself with images and fantasies of him pleasing me. 

You may be sure that, when I read that my smug and superior English employer was massaging the erection that had not been enough to stop his wife from straying and was using my image to ensure the end result, my own fingers had busied itself also as I sat in his study before the computer betraying his innermost thoughts to me. 

And when I was finished, knowing it would be some hours before he arrived home – though he had been working more and more from the study in which I was sat - and I fetched him his preferred gin and tonic water before serving him his dinner, you can also be sure that I went straight back to familiarising myself with those parts of his journal I had yet to read... 
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...For the life of me I don’t understand what goes on here. I seem unable to function as I’ve always functioned.  

Only yesterday one of the younger female lecturers on faculty came on to me and left me in no doubt she would not be displeased if I invited her to dinner and... more. 

Not as beautiful facially as Celine she was certainly her equal when it came to the aesthetics of female physique and previously, at least during my single days – especially then - I would have jumped at her invitation. 

Now? 

Nothing! 

Even the young and eager female students attending my lectures – some of them utterly stunning, I must confess, do not hold my sexual attention more than the prosaic version of femininity waiting for my return from the university as she keeps my house in perfect order. 

Not one smidgen of desire for my colleague had made itself plain during our chat and it was only with some verbal dexterity that I managed to decline her invitation without giving offence. 

Though I couldn’t avoid eliciting disappointment from her. 

Far worse though was the knowledge that throughout our conversation images of Dayamai Chabra kept suggesting themselves to me and made the words being spoken to me by my would-be seducer all but meaningless. 

It was an indifference I hoped the younger woman did not detect, as she is a pleasant girl and not one I would choose to offend.

But as I listened to her desire to be gracious did not preclude images of my young housekeeper tormenting my cock in a way the more beauteous colleague propositioning me could not. 

I’m beginning to think my inexplicable attraction to this young and thoroughly mundane on an intellectual and physical level Indian girl is simply a result of the perfect storm of consequences that have battered me recently. 

First Celine’s fixation with a more youthful cock and the self-doubt regarding my manhood her faithlessness instilled in me; the fact I am at the stage where what many regard as the mythical male-menopause is likely to kick in; and the reality of being thousands of miles from home and surrounded by a culture and a people unfamiliar to me. 

None of which three explanations satisfy completely. 

Though it does strike me that my ludicrous and seemingly ever more powerful fixation could be connected with the onset of my middle-years. 

Middle-years I am happy and relieved to say are not too well represented by my physical appearance. 

Do I suddenly need a counsellor of the kind I have always mocked our American cousins for running to with their piddling little problems? 

Appointments made, it always seemed to me, from a desire for attention rather than a desperate need to solve a problem they should have been capable of dealing with for themselves. 

Whatever the answer, my inexplicable attraction to the young Indian woman is showing no signs of lessening and I have even found excuses lately to accommodate my marking and assessments, etc., that I might complete them at home and thus be in her presence for longer. 

At times such as these I feel like just another sad old-man; the fact I’m still a way off from my fifties making no difference.  

Again it strikes me that I should simply let her go and find an older woman for the position who would be less likely to appeal to these new... desires ...of mine. 

Desires, I have to say that fill me with self-disgust – when they are not providing me a level of self-prompted sexual pleasure of the most acute if unwholesome kind. 

And yet, self-disgust or not, I do nothing as an image of that wonderful arse even the unflattering sarees can’t disguise completely dominates eyes already glazing over with desire. 

In fact, if Dayamai were to start clothing herself in a more Western style, I think seeing her in hose and heels, together with skirts and jackets, would take my self-abuse with her in mind to levels approximating a successful moon-shot. 

If, that is, my self-pleasuring hadn’t already attained such an altitude! 

I can’t deny how much I crave to place my lips on that wondrous arse after having spent some time worshipping toes and feet that were at least equal to me in terms of attraction and... 
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The writing broke off suddenly and I smiled to myself as I realised why. 

Sure enough... 

...This was not the first time I have
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