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My name is Shafiqah. 

It is the only name you will need to know me by. 

You who eventually come across this journal must also be told that I write this simply for my own pleasure and that if you are reading these words I am either long since removed from this life or my private thoughts have been purloined after some fashion.

No matter. 

Be this stolen or otherwise it is written in such a way as to make it impossible for any scandal to attach itself to my revered and beloved father who made my dream possible. Though I have little doubt that those of you who read this who are not of either my region, faith or mindset will certainly be scandalised. But then, how could you not be to find a young woman who is not only brutally honest about her passions and how she satisfies them but writes this simply as a means of reliving the deep joy of what perversion, as some would describe it, has brought her.

Aa I say, my name is Shafiqah and I am from...

No.

As I also say, I have no desire to give clues that would bring infidel opprobrium upon my ageing father’s head so be content to know that, if you are American or European, my country is not yours.

And, to dwell on the subject of the respective merits possessed by these hypothetical countries, neither is it saddled by the troublesome notions of personal liberty that we find so unnatural and so against progress and which hamper your Western societies.

What I will tell you is that my country is oil-rich and I am the only daughter – the only child - of one of its wealthiest and most powerful men. 

My mother having passed shortly after my birth it is not so surprising that he would revere his surviving offspring in such a way and it is fair to say that I am not just his only daughter but his highly regarded daughter, as well as his most vociferous and loyal ally.

And you must believe me when I tell you that my father is not wanting for support elsewhere. 

But, to reference my looks, it is only proper to say that it is not to these alone that I owe his devotion to me. Rather, it is a certain symbiotic likeness that makes our thinking indistinguishable from each other’s and the loyalty of a father to his only daughter that is returned with equal amounts of love and sincerity. For though I have a young and firm body that is not displeasing to me, I must confess also that I am unlikely to ever be regarded a beauty by dint of my somewhat sharp and angular features and the scimitar nose that could equally accurately be described, and no doubt has been, as “avian”. 

The “kittenish” and soft behaviour many women use to gain there ends is beyond me by reason of looks as well as temperament and I should sooner suffer the ancient punishment of impalement as beg a man for his favours – no matter how much they might prove to be in my interest. 

I was educated at Oxford – though only money gained me entry and not academic ability - for which capacity I have none – and it was there that my dislike of the English, and especially their men, turned gradually to hatred and a need to have one of my very own that I may torment, dominate and, eventually, domesticate one of the breed. 

In short I wanted a male-chattel.

An English chattel.

More than this, I wanted an Englishman who would hate both his service to me but be conditioned, just the same, to obey and revere his Arab mistress.

You must make the most of this clue as to my exact nationality as no more will be forthcoming.

Even as that “English chattel” wishes to take my slender neck between his powerful hands and squeeze until the life leaves my eyes, my servant and creature would be so conditioned that he would obey despite his antipathy. 

You who are reading this and hail from what is considered a more “enlightened” culture no doubt consider me frivolous and unrealistic in my perversity?

I must warn you that, if you decide to continue reading this journal that has somehow found its way into your hands, then you must be prepared to not only acknowledge such an error of judgement but concede that the men of your race – and most certainly the one to whom I will shortly be introducing you – are not, perhaps, the gods you have come to see them as being.

Do not be deluded, as most Western women are deluded, into believing that the women of my culture are held to be second class citizens by its men. This is a misconception as old as your history and equally as tiresome. It is only the low-grade man in my country who rules a woman through terror and violence and such a man is regarded as less than vermin by those true men whose women respect them for that reason.

Likewise, and the reading of this journal must persuade you, do not anchor yourself with the thought that it is only the Western woman who is truly liberated. This is a refusal to engage with a different reality and the ways in which the women of my region and faith come to terms with it. For there is no shortage of powerful and influential women throughout Islam and the Englishman I am about to bring to your attention would speak very eloquently on the subject were he to be given permission to do so by his Arab, and female, master.  

Of course, in my world, of course, this man is seen and regarded as my personal property as - though our part of the world pays lip service to Western notions of democracy and personal freedoms - we know that the old ways work best and that only by personal service to a superior can a person of inferior abilities and personal strength be fulfilled. 

For the infidel, however, it is different and you have fashioned for yourself a mendacious world where weakness is applauded as moral strength and the more commanding individual vilified should he or she ever give vent to the superiority gifted them by nature.

It is a world I have lived in and visit still and, apart from a weakness for certain facets of its social make-up, have little in the way of time for.

Anyhow, it was a life of service to me that I intended for the man I had chosen. Even – especially - as he went about speaking down to me in his position as my tutor at Oxford. Though, fortunately, he had not been the necessary vessel my father’s money had persuaded into the awarding of at least a respectable 2-1 in English Literature.

You will not be amazed to learn that very little of what I took in regarding the subject I studied actually stayed in. 

Anyhow, my problem was that I enjoyed travelling and, though I preferred the luxury of hotels rather than the tiresome necessity of having homes dotted about the globe, all of them requiring upkeep and at least some expense of effort on my part, I liked to have a servant – a manservant – to wait upon me.

And wait upon me above and beyond the attentions of the hotel staff.

“Where is the problem?” I hear you ask. Surely, my father being as wealthy as he is, and given the region we inhabit, there must be no shortage of paupers willing to sell themselves into such servitude.

And you would be right to ask such a question. 

There is no shortage of such creatures, and my father owns – and I mean that literally - many like them. But where is the deep and abiding pleasure of dominion in this for a young woman such as me, yet to reach her twenty-third year, who wishes to exert absolute autonomy over a mature and adult male?

A mature and adult English male. 

For all my praise of them, Arab men, for me anyway, make the most dull and uninteresting of servants and slaves. Any spark of rebellion that is in them – and it is rare that such a capacity is found – soon becomes so ludicrously servile it is obvious their fawning obedience is insincere. More akin, as a point of fact, to those ludicrous black-and-white Hollywood films shown so often on television. Films that depict the Arab man in one of two ways.

He is either the handsome and dashing, English educated, romantic love interest or, equally as stereotypical, the fawning and servile, sly, disloyal and mercenary, trader or flunkey. 

And where is a strong Arab woman to find the pleasure in that?

No. 

What I wanted was a male creature who was as unwilling as he was attractive but also very trainable. 

Someone who, through intense conditioning and the knowledge the life he had known was no more and that I was his only future, would become my slave even as he hated the knowledge I now considered him as such. 

A man so well-conditioned and with no other options I would have no concern in having him accompany me on those trips I spoke of earlier. 

At least when he was made familiar with service to me in the way I intended and realised it was to be his life from then on.

A man, in fact, who would be seen as a young woman’s servant by his fellow Westerners – and no doubt sneered at for the service he gave to an “A-rab” – but who would know himself at heart a piece of that young woman’s property.

This is what I had asked for when my father – he shares my detestation of the English even if he does approve of their educational accomplishments - called me at the house he had rented for me in Oxford that I may be comfortable as I studied. After, of course, I had begged that he allow me to end my studies in this hateful place, full of people I despised who looked down upon me, by way of a gift for my upcoming twenty-years-and-one birthday.

To my sincere disappointment – at the time at least - my father had refused.

To allow me to curtail my studies, that is.  

He would though, should I at least see out my remaining terms of study -and certain the carrot would convince me, give serious thought as to how my plans for my tutor could be accomplished and see to it when I graduated.

As urgently as I wished to leave Oxford, this was one gift I could not refuse.

By way of an intermediate birthday gift a manservant, hired from an agency in London, arrived at my Oxford address a few days later.

Very nice, but not at all what I had in mind.

Though the presence of the gaunt and somewhat serious man of middle-years sent by the agency did, at least, supply my imagination with many fruitful avenues of thought in regard of my tutor.

But, when it all boiled down to it, the man was, after all, a paid servant and with flunkeys of that nature there are many limitations for a... “Master”.

And imagination takes one only so far.

No matter how vast its scope.

Or vivid. 

I remained excited by the promise of what was to come, just the same. To my knowledge, my father had never been known to break his word and the fact he took as many details from me regarding my tutor and would-be chattel made my lessons with the handsome and insufferable know-it-all almost bearable. It would, I knew, be no small feat on my part to endure the terms remaining to me, but my father had supplied me with the motivation to do just that. 

In fact the smile that lit up my eyes in what was usually a set, bored and displeased visage whenever my tutor could tear his attention from the other members of his tutorial – the prettier and Western students of a female variety that is - seemed to puzzle my late-thirty-something hate and lust object.

But then, how could he possibly know that the moment I had made my request to my father and that request had been given consent, I already owned him as surely as I owned the unseen Jimmy Choos into which my feet nestled so comfortably beneath my burqa.

Before long, and as one of our revered holy-men stated, he would be seeing much, much more of me. 

“And say to the faithful women to lower their gazes, and to guard their private parts, and not to display their beauty except what is apparent of it, and to extend their head-coverings to cover their bosoms, and not to display their beauty except to their husbands, or their fathers, or their husband's fathers, or their sons, or their husband's sons, or their brothers, or their brothers' sons, or their sisters' sons, or their womenfolk, or those slaves that their right hands rule.”

My only addition to the wise words above, would have been that it would not be my right-hand alone that ruled him.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​One


[image: ]


I had never known such levels of excitement when I again saw my Oxford tutor.

Excitement made all the more incredible by the fact he was here, in my father’s secluded residence some miles outside the capital of... ?????.

Hooded and disorientated, he was crouched in the same dishevelled clothes he had been wearing when taken three days ago and was in one of the travelling cages more commonly seen in his country as they transported circus animals from one engagement to the next. His hair was longer than I remembered it and he had obviously allowed it to grow in the three months since the graduation he had markedly refrained from congratulating me upon. The handsome face that attracted me even as I wished the lips upon it to be placed upon the toes of my feet in abject subjugation was swarthy with several days’ growth and a little grey flecked the whiskers as evidence that I did indeed have a “mature and adult male” in my possession.

A mature and adult English it was my rock-solid intention remain in my ownership. 

I could not see any detail of his body as he remained fully, if shabbily, clothed, but I knew he worked out and that his height of just under six-feet would be well complemented by his weight and shape.

I also knew that he had a wife and three children back in Oxford – the same wife behind whose back he had bedded a procession of pretty and willing students – and would never be seeing them again.

The feeling of power tingling through my veins from knowing that already, with one simple birthday request to my father, his life had been changed irrevocably and that I now held his future in my hands was simply too exhilarating to describe. Making it better still was the knowledge that he had yet to be made aware of just how absolute was the situation in which he found himself.

Utter confusion as to the how, the where and the why, you may guess at for yourselves.

From my father, I discovered that he had been taken, as I have mentioned, three days before and I had not been informed of his presence in the cellar designed especially to hold him that my surprise and delight in finding him in my possession already might not be diluted.

You can well imagine just how effusive were the affections rained upon beloved father by devoted daughter.

“I cannot thank you enough for the trouble you have gone to, father. To be in a position to make this man the most obedient of servants is...”

“Slaves,” my father corrected. “He is only a servant when trained enough to accompany you beyond our borders.”

I gave him a mock bow of contrition and he laughed.

“By that, I mean at least his fellow Westerners will see him as a servant. We, and more importantly you, will know otherwise.”

Hurtling across to him I threw myself in his arms to kiss his smoothly shaven cheeks.

“You are the greatest man known to me,” I told him without a hint of any insincerity.

He had shrugged as if it was nothing. My father is a short and diminutive man yet, as many have discovered, there is nothing diminutive when it comes to his intelligence or strength of will. Also, he like me found Europeans, and especially Europeans of the English variety... distasteful.

If, you must understand, his distaste was made up of different components to that of his doted upon daughter.

“It was as nothing my jewel of a daughter,” he told me in that flowery language I heard upon his tongue only when addressing me. 

“Whether it was or not, I cannot tell you how grateful I am to you.”

Again shrugging, he had continued:

“My people drugged him and had him crated in no time at all. Within two hours of having been acquired in Oxford he was safe and secure in the cargo hold of my private-jet and made undetectable by the immunity from customs supplied by that most efficacious of privileges, the diplomatic –bag. “One moment he was on his way home to his wife and children, together with a family meal, no doubt, the next he was waking, hooded and chained in our cellar. Where, at this very moment, your former tutor and now slave awaits you.”

There were other things father told me of concerning his “acquisition” and I could only marvel at my parent’s cleverness as well as the immaculate and fool-proof nature of his planning.  

By the time I had descended to view my... property... I knew, and without the slightest doubt, that the man I would find there belonged to me.

Completely.

My task now was to ensure that he knew it.

In many of the ancient books I had read on the subject of breaking a man’s spirit but leaving the essence of the creature he had been behind – books I had found in my father’s own library - it had been mentioned that, often, the most highly intelligent of males succumbed to their conditioning the most speedily. 

So long as one went about it in the correct way. 

To do this most effectively, it was said, it was necessary that the male in question be made to realise there was no correcting his position and that his life from now on was to be ordained for him. 

As opposed to the more stupid of underlings, with barely enough sense to prevent themselves spitting at the sun that they might put out the heat under which they laboured, those chattels of a more finely developed intelligence would, these books insisted, succumb to the inevitability of their situation and, in so doing, provide their trainer or trainers with the perfect platform from which to mould them to the specifications required.

Such a man was my new possession and the teachings of those ancient books had been something my wise father had kept in mind when devising the set of circumstances that would bind my “creature” to me most effectively. The dossier he had presented me with and with which I had familiarised myself before descending to the cellar was, in its own unique way, an illegal life-sentence for the one that cellar had been re-designed to hold.

I had my man!

Now it was time to set in motion the process of breaking his spirit and taking him as low he could be taken.

Prior to his remoulding as a good, subservient and utterly obedient, slave and travelling manservant.

I have always enjoyed a challenge – that of Oxford being of a variety interesting me not at all - and I was somewhat bored with the torment of the Arab slave who had been with me for some years now and whose unquestioning obedience was becoming irritating. 

As irritating, in fact, as all obeisance irritated me when coming from one of the lower orders of whom my country possessed many. 

So, if you are a likeminded woman reading this – and I am sure there will be Western women amongst you should this journal be circulated to a wider readership - you will easily imagine the joy I felt at the prospect of owning this handsome and self-regarding Englishman.

An Englishman, you must remember, who had been my teacher, if you please! 

A “teacher” whose former pupil was about mould into a most perfect chattel.

And go about doing so even as he hated me, and would continue to hate me, for having made him that way and for having ensured he would never again know anything of his wife and children or the life he knew before he was unfortunate enough to take a high attitude with me at Oxford.

Yes, I know what you are thinking. 

Perhaps even those women amongst you who harbour desires of dominion over such a man as I.

Can such cruelty to a fellow traveller be justified, simply to satisfy a young woman’s fantasies?

Believe me, I have had such thought s myself.

And immediately discounted.

It is, you see, the difference between a man or woman of real and natural power and those impostors who prefer to dream their desires rather than take the decisive action that would enable the living out of them in the clear light of day.

Do you recognise yourself in this description?

No matter. You are not to be blamed. We are made to be who we are and you can no more fight your personal timidity than I can overcome my desire to totally control another human being.

One of the secrets of success when it comes to men such as my father is being able to train and promote trusted subordinates. This that they may carry out those tiresome and mundane tasks one has no wish to be troubled with but are, just the same, necessary. In this respect I was also blessed as my father had any number of like subordinates in his employ and I had the full use of them should their expertise or simple willingness to perform tasks others may find distasteful prove essential.  

I believe you know of those “tasks” to which I refer but, on the unlikely basis you do not, allow me to be more graphic.

I refer to those duties involving discipline of the subject undergoing conditioning.

And, having heard me correctly, you now ask me what might those tasks entail?

To a woman who is reading this journal, I would suggest that you continue reading and try not to let impatience ruin what I promise will be a story of fulfilment and delight.

To a man?

Well...
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My father had left the residence by the time I descended to the cellars in order to travel to Kuwait for a necessary inspection of his oil-repository there. 

For, no matter that his mastery of delegation freed up much time for him, he remained a busy and ambitious man for whom to sit still was a positive torture. 

This, not that my father would have interfered anyway, meant I had my former tutor all to myself and could call upon those I needed to assist as and when required.

During my descent, as I pictured myself before my captive former tutor, it amused me to visualise what I was about to do to this proud and self-regarding womaniser. 

I was also trying to imagine the looks upon the oh, so superior faces of those fellow undergrads – so much prettier than their Arab colleague - were they able to witness the position in which she had the sex-god and faithless husband they had allowed to fuck them. 

This last, I knew, was only a fantasy given the nature of what father had done to him – and quite illegally.

And a fantasy I would willingly forego rather than risk my beloved father’s reputation. 

But then, there was no harm in imagining such a scenario.

It also pleased me to think I was to be the one who would turn this “sex-god” into a perfectly trained slave and travelling factotum. Knowing as I did that, despite his undoubted intelligence and liberal background, he was like many men who are best described as “closet racists”. He would, I knew, and just like them, be repulsed by the prospect of close personal contact with females other than those of his own genetic ilk.

When his worthless white tongue made contact with my superior Arab womanhood for the first time, I told myself I would insist he kept his eyes fixed upon mine as he went about an act that would be both worship and abject submission.

A “tongue”, while I am on the subject of it, I had overheard a number of my fellow students wax lyrical about as they gossiped in a way that made them look exceptionally cheap and made me despise them all the more.

Though having heard the way they had spoken made my ownership of that... “Tongue”... all the more precious to me.

To my surprise, my father had told me that my tutor had not been stripped.

But, when I questioned him as to his reasons and he explained why, I had yet another reason to feel reverence and gratitude for my superior, indulgent, and most definitely understanding of parents.

“I specified that he should be allowed to wear the clothes in which he was taken,” my father began. “Though I know you are used to those countrymen of ours who have entered our service to be stripped, prior to the inspection of their body protocol and medical priorities insist upon.”

I had nodded, knowing this was correct as I had been the one insisting upon it, but still at a loss as to where my father was going with this.

“This time, however,” he went on, “my jewel is not dealing with the low-grade scum willing to sell themselves in such a way that their inferiority may be fed and watered. This time – though he is English and, therefore, very definitely low-grade – you are dealing with a cultivated and academically successful Westerner who, so you tell me is also intelligent on a social level. Is that not correct, my dearest only daughter?”

I was becoming impatient and allowed my impatience to show:

“You know the answer as well as I, father. Your people checked him out thoroughly and I would be most surprised if there were anything you did not know about him. And this includes the brand of underpants he prefers.”

Loving me for my willingness to stand up to and correct him – within limits acceptable to his own sense of pride and what was and was not... respectful... and secure in the knowledge that, at heart, I was as devoted to him as he to me - my father chuckled:

“I believe some mention of Calvin Klein was made in the report,” he teased, continuing to be amused by my impatience as I wondered just how an investigator went about unearthing such intimate knowledge and drew the conclusion that, for the right sum, there were people who would go to any lengths to make just such a discovery.

His expression altered, becoming serious of a sudden, almost as if a switch had been thrown:

“To have one of our own vermin stripped of his clothes and made inspection of is no great matter,” he reminded me. “These are people with minimal to infinitesimal expectation who expect such treatment and see nothing out of the ordinary when it is duly delivered.”

“You have mentioned that once already,” I chided him, though the look he threw my way was not so indulgent this time and warned me I would be best to listen.

I did.

This was neither “vermin” nor a “low-grade” Englishman I was dealing with, after all.

This was my father and, as secure as I was in his love and devotion, I had seen enough evidence of his temper when turned upon others not to wish the same visited upon me.

A father, moreover, who was a proud and mega-successful tycoon with connections worldwide and had just given his daughter the gift of her most fevered and arousing dreams.

Adopting the look of a penitent and fixing adoring eyes upon him that were not completely manipulative, I waited for him to continue.

It took a few moments for the anger in his eyes to die but, when it did and he was satisfied his doted upon but feisty daughter would not interrupt again, he began once more:

“As I had been about to say,” he said, shooting me a reproving glance as he did so, “for a white and English professor of his years to be compelled to remove the garments concealing his private body parts before a woman of such tender years is quite a different and far more telling concession than that same demand being forced upon one of our own and native pieces of detritus.”

Sensing where he was leading I again marveled at my father’s forethought and the fact that he was always ahead of me. 

Always! 

It seemed to me, in fact, as if he knew my wishes and desires better than I knew them myself.

But then, the two of us so alike and in so many ways, that was exactly what he did know, having been there and experienced those desires for himself long before I had even been born.

Though, I presumed, not with a white and male professor of English literature from Oxford University.

“You had already informed me,” he went on, “that you wished him to remain hooded initially and I was insistent upon this necessity with the men engaged to acquire him,” 

I nodded, anxious now to hear his thoughts. 

“I was also specific that no violence was to be used towards him and he was not to be whipped or beaten – though I did insist at this stage that he be lightly, if securely, cuffed.”

Again I nodded, everything so far being as I had wished.

“After we have finished our discussion,” my father informed me, “and you descend to the cellar to view your property, you will notice that instead of the usual cuffing with the arms hanging loose behind him, that I asked for his arms to be secured high up in the middle of his back when the cuffs were applied.”

This was not something I had expressed a desire for and my quizzical expression conveyed that message to him while his own urged me to patience.

“Not so high as to be painful, you understand?” he asked, as if I had already divined his reasoning, which I hadn’t, “but enough to make him uncomfortable and to let him know that only through good behaviour and compliance would that discomfort be eased.”

A glimmer of light partly lit the path he was upon and I listened still more eagerly as he went on:

“It is a position that can only make him aware of just how helpless he is right now and the arms are held in place by a light chain affixed to the collar.”

Despite myself my eyes flashed.

“A collar with your initials engraved upon it that is already about his neck,” he added in what, for him, was a conciliatory tone.

Warned as I had been not to interrupt him again, he had, just the same, been unable to miss the look of disappointment written across my face as he realised he had intruded upon what should have fallen to me by right.

“It was remiss of me,” he conceded immediately, willingness to correct himself only elevating his status in my eyes. “He is your property and it should have fallen to you to be able to look him in the eyes as you secured the collar about his neck that proclaimed him such.”

His hands went wide, palms upwards in the gesture meant to invite forgiveness.

“Forgive your thoughtless father, wonderful Shafiqah.”

I already had and my smile told him as much even as my words underlined the fact.

“As if there could ever be a time when I would not forgive the father who has given me everything,” I answered, already considering, just the same, the placing of another collar of my choice about my former tutor’s neck in the way my conciliatory parent described.

“You are my jewel,” he said with a mock bow as he sat opposite me, looking for all the world the successful business man in a sober and navy Saville Row suit that was just one of hundreds lining his personal wardrobes along with the Turnbull & Asser shirts and ties for which he had a particular weakness.

Enjoying the smile my “avian” features fashioned for him, he went on:

“Again, though,” he said, continuing where he had left off, “I insisted the arms not be secured to the neck so tightly it would cause him pain but in such a fashion that, if he  tried to lower his arms he would receive a most unpleasant strangling sensation.”

I waited, still not totally sure of his reasoning and what lay behind it, though I trusted his judgement enough to know I would not be displeased by that which inspired it.

“I may have been wrong, my jewel, but I guessed that your intention in regard of your former teacher was to adopt the more mental torments to correct and mould his responses. In tandem with this, and by using discomfort rather than outright pain we concentrate his thoughts upon not just that discomfort itself but the person or persons with the power to make him endure it.”

The mist inside my head was beginning to clear.

“Were we to use pain alone as a method of bringing him to heel – though I am sure there will be times when such... corrections... are necessary – his only thought would be of the pain and, though he will eventually beg for it to be eased, he will not have had the space in his thoughts to consider his situation and its helplessness.”

I was nodding excitedly now, more and more au fait with this great man’s advanced thought processes.

But then, I was his daughter.

“This way, my jewel, you will not only have the satisfaction of witnessing him beg you to ease his suffering but know also that he has had ample thinking time to apply his intelligence to the situation in which he has been placed.”

“Father,” I began, fully up to speed now and genuinely awed by his wisdom and forethought, “now it is I who asks your forgiveness for my earlier intrusion.”

The delight he took in my humility and the simple pleasure of having pleased me creased the smooth and unlined features beneath the full head of black hair into a smile and, despite my disapproval of the hair-dye he used that made him look like a somewhat overage and Arab Superman, I could not help but be moved.

“You truly are the wisest and most considerate parent a girl such as I could have and I thank Allah that we were cut from the same cloth. How else could you divine my wishes so easily and accurately?”

“As I said, you are the jewel of my existence and there is no need for thanks.”

He spread his arms wide:

“Now, come and kiss your father before he leaves and then descend to the cellar to unwrap your present.”
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​​Three
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Taking the long and cool walk from the pristine white stucco walls and immaculate interior décor of my father’s perfect and secluded country residence down the stone steps leading to the cellar, the unadorned brick of the walls descending lit only by the light from electric lamps in the form of flaming torches to lend an antique feel, the blood in my veins had almost felt as if it were molten as my thoughts raced at what awaited me there.

There were three levels to the cellar – if so grand and large a space can be described by such a simple one-word term and my acquisition waited for me in the bottom-most of those levels. Above his new, if temporary, home on the level above resided father’s comprehensive wine-cellar, the collection and consumption of which he was almost as passionate about as he was passionate and obsessive when it came to the acquisition of wealth and power itself. This was the level I was now passing, having just left behind the upper level housing the comfortable but somewhat claustrophobic quarters, given we were underground and the rooms were without windows, of the five or so hand-picked staff who had been with us for years and were as devoted to my father and I as if they were the most highly trained of Bullmastiffs. 

It struck me, and not for the first time, that for somebody who despised the French almost as much as he detested the English my father had no problem when it came to borrowing from their respective cultures – whether it be the wine that was kept below ground or the servants.

Then again, even the most reprehensible of races possessed at least one thing worthy of either envy or acquisition and, to my knowledge, there was no law against cherry-picking of such a kind. 

Reaching the third level and moving past a large room given over to the housing of the air-conditioning equipment that ensured the whole house was kept at a bearable temperature, even here at so low a depth, I made my way to an imposing steel door.

It was here, behind this almost impenetrable barrier, that my no doubt bemused and outraged, not to mention terrified, former tutor awaited the opening salvo in what would be, unbeknownst to him, his new life.

What I was in absolutely no doubt about whatsoever was the fact he would not have experienced anything coming close to comfort in the past three days.

A lack that could only make him more... amenable.

As well as being cool, it was also deathly quiet this far down and not a sound from above penetrated. Here, deep below the earth, the noises we associate with normal life were entirely absent. Not that there was an abundance of such noises above either, given the secluded setting of my father’s property and its extensive grounds.

A property and grounds now housing a handsome English professor who, unbeknownst to him
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