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ROBERT

I’d had been living in her home for two months before I first saw the landlady who was effectively my employer in Western-Style clothing – but it was the second of those occasions responsible for changing my life.

Again!

Our arrangement was one that had suited me reasonably well after the ending of my marriage and my subsequent ejection from the family home. An arrangement that provided me with a small but rent-free room and lodging in return for handyman duties around the house as required. It being that “As required” element of the arrangement prompting the past-tense in its regard.

It was as if my younger Indian landlady in the home left to her by her uncle – the same uncle she had looked after during his final illness - had suddenly realized how dependent I was upon the rent-free arrangement and had decided to “Broaden” the meaning of the term “Handyman”.

Why else would she have started asking me to take on jobs that had nothing to do with the DIY duties and garden work I’d expected to be carrying out for her and which had, until a week or so ago, been the only small and not particularly onerous tasks I’d been required to perform? 

The first of those new tasks coming when she’d asked me to prepare sandwiches and refreshments for the members of her Indian Women’s Support Group for those like her who were relatively new to the UK.

Not only prepare the sandwiches and refreshments but actually serve them!

As if I were some no-account domestic of the kind to be found in her hometown of Hyderabad, rather than a divorced man in his late-thirties and former account-executive for a thriving Logistics company. The same thriving company, in fact, that was still owned by my former-father-in-law.

The same former, and now vengeful, father-in-law who had insisted upon the prenuptial-agreement that had seen me kicked from the home and my place of employment with nothing more than I’d brought into the marriage –  admittedly not a lot - after the last of my numerous and now much-regretted affairs had been discovered.

Hence my presence in the woman’s home after a search for employment that had proved as joyless as it was fruitless, given the less than glowing recommendation supplied by my former employer.

And as for women?

Well, given my only income came from Universal Credit, and if it wasn’t for the roof over my head provided by Kashvi Chopra, I would have been homeless, licentious opportunity wasn’t exactly hammering at my door.

Even if I’d been told I remained a good-looking man by more than a few women spoken to during my rare trips to the local pub that was my only recreation and had been the object of more than a little interest on the part of the women there.

With partners or without.

Interest I could hardly follow up on given my Indian landlady’s strict insistence that fetching back “Guests” to her home was a no-no.

Which, speaking of that home, brings me back to her most unwelcome request:

Trust me, waiting on a bunch of giggling Indian ladies as they chattered in a tongue of which I understood nothing – no matter the youngest amongst them was displaying a fair amount of surprisingly horny leg in black nylon - was not how I’d imagined myself ending up.

No matter that doing so was entirely my own fault.

And now, entering the office that had once belonged to Kashvi Chopra’s property-developer uncle and, along with everything else of his, was now hers, I had an uneasy feeling I was about to be asked to do something else I wouldn’t find pleasant...
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KASHVI

After having invited the women of our local support association in Broadstairs to visit and be waited upon by an all too obviously uncomfortable Robert, I felt more and more confident that this physically attractive Englishman could be persuaded to take on a more fitting and... servile ...role in my home.

It was, when it came down to it, why I had placed the advertisement for a handyman in the first place and worded it in such a way as to know that any man applying for the position would not be in the best place.

Either financially or maritally.

A desire on my part - and after dozens of unsuccessful applications - Mr. Robert Enderby satisfied completely.

And even more so when I had a background check carried out as to his financial and social status along with the various thoughts supplied to the security-agency on his behalf by those who knew him, either as friend or colleague, to the agency’s operatives.

Good looks apart, it seemed, Robert Enderby was not regarded particularly well – be it as a friend, a colleague, or, and especially, a husband.

The general perception of him being that of a weak-man who had traded upon his looks throughout his life.

A perception serving to underline my own first impressions of him.

A general perception that made him seem even more perfect for me and, after having allowed him to get used to the comforts and security my home provided him, buoyed my confidence as I set in motion the events I fervently hoped would see him brought to my heel in exactly the same way a dog is made familiar with the heel of his master.

And for those of you who happen to be, like myself, avid readers of female-led fiction and find the thread of my thoughts vaguely familiar, you can thank various writers such as Rafael Menton, Kurt Steiner, and Frederick Hambling for setting my fantasies on the path to reality.

Anyhow, having him wait upon my friends and sisters from the association during the first of those events mentioned, my confidence was buoyed to an even greater degree as, tight-lipped, he consented to serve up the teas and the sandwiches the very appreciative ladies – even though it was obvious doing so most likely numbered amongst the very last things he would prefer to be doing.

Though, having said that, I was also aware of the attention he gave to the legs of Nirupa, one of our younger members in her early twenties and exactly ten-years my junior.

Nirupa, you see, and unlike the rest of us that day, had decided to dress less... traditionally ...and was wearing a short-dress with black-hose that showed off strong shapely legs that caught Robert’s eyes from the beginning and ensured his waiting-on became a little less onerous to him.

A little, anyway.

More encouragingly for me, was the fact that young Nirupa’s legs bore a definite similarity to my own! 

Hers too were what might be described as “Matronly”, you see.

Matronly but shapely.

And it did not escape my notice how his eyes were drawn to her hosed feet in their strappy shoes with the peek-a-boo toes.

This despite the competition of a pretty face high above them unlikely to be mistaken for the more crab-apple-cheeked toothiness of my own summit – even if our compact and generous figures shared certain similarities also.

By the time our little soiree had finished and Robert was clearing away, the information I’d gleaned from the attention he’d paid to Nirupa had set my thoughts racing and I was already set on a course of action I put in motion the very next morning.

Dressed in one of my sober and less than daring and sexy outfits of a more European provenance, I had waited until an hour after breakfast before telling him:

“Robert, I want you to order me a taxi to take me to the Westwood Cross shopping centre.” 

He had looked disappointed as I would usually have him drive me to the shops and he could spend some time having coffee as he waited for me – ogling, no doubt, those shoppers whose legs, like Nirupa’s, took his fancy.

Instead, and for the first time, I handed him a list of menial domestic chores I wanted him to complete while I was away.

His expression told me it did not sit well with him but I simply went on as if oblivious to his annoyance at my slightly... haughty ...manner; emboldened by the fact, despite his irritation, he did not refuse my orders.

He would, I told myself, need to get used to it if he wished me to keep a roof over his head.

For now though, he at least called for a taxi and I was soon at the shopping-mall shopping for clothes more likely to attract his interest than the more flowing and traditional garb of my native-land.

Clothes and shoes of which, with the help of a very attentive store-assistant whose salary I assumed was commission-based, I was soon in possession and ready to head for home and about to call a taxi to take me there when I had a better idea and pulled out my iPhone:

“Robert, I want you to call a taxi for me and have it pick me up at the entrance to the mall,” I told him, not giving him a chance to speak before concluding with one final instruction: 

“Text me when it is arranged.”

It was the first time I had acted towards him in such a way and the sheer thrill of speaking to this older Englishman so demandingly suggested what I had to look forward to if – when – I was successful.

“Successful in what?” I hear some of you ask.

Allow me to inform those of you yet to divine my intentions:

My intention was to fashion the handsome and older Robert Enderby into my loyal, faithful, and utterly obedient English chattel.

A transformation I intended to begin in the office that had once belonged to the uncle I had cared for and now belonged to me the moment I returned from my shopping trip and changed into one of the outfits I had purchased that, in contrast to the small selection of Western clothing I already had, was something of a daring departure for a young woman just turned thirty who had yet to experience the penis of a man in her vagina.

And had no intention of ever doing so.

At least not one of flesh and blood rather than a phallus fashioned from more reliable and consistent latex. 

Though I was not so dismissive of a live and servile tongue.

Later that evening, when I was dressed to my satisfaction and ready with the speech I had practiced over the past few days, I called Robert Enderby into my office...
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After meeting Kashvi in her office that evening as she had asked and sitting before her stunned as she laid out what she – and I use the term mockingly – described as a job offer I would be a fool to refuse; it was hardly surprising I found sleep elusive when I finally took to my bed. Unable to work out what shocked me the most. The job offer itself or the fact I didn’t supply her a verbal excoriation before packing my meagre belongings and leaving her home.

The latter, being I had nowhere to go and even less in the way of money to get me there, the less puzzling of the two.

Hardly surprising also that, when I finally did drift off it was to thoughts of my wedding to Kimberley and the beginning of what promised to be a golden future.

At least until the marriage-wrecker between my own legs acted on the self-harm-chip in my head to send me into the arms – and pussies – of other women.

Memories of the love-filled and bathed in sunlight day of our wedding filling me with regret as I finally dropped off to sleep.

Until, the images of that day changed and became something quite different... 

...the bare brown epidermis of her matronly legs and the crack of her capacious yet shapely arse rose before him as he knelt before her, his naked and depilated body still shaking from having been handled by her in a way no man was ever intended to be handled by the hands of a woman.

“It will make you more attentive and more obedient,” she had told him as the padlock clicked shut to secure him in his new genital-jewellery and his eyes took in the cage in which she had secured his manhood.

“You have been a good well-behaved boy for your Malkin,” she congratulated him, unaware of the incongruity of speaking to him in such a way when he was eight years her senior. “But this will ensure your thoughts focus on becoming the very best servant for her you can be.”

Stepping away from him, she seated herself on the closed toilet-bowl, crossed her bare legs and dangled a heel from her foot – much in the same way she could now dangle the freedom she had just stripped from him.

“Now we can move forward into our future,” she told him. “Now that control of your penis is also mine, your mind and body will find it easier to accept my ownership of you and allow you to become completely subservient to my wishes.”

Her laugh was not pleasant as she supplied faux sympathy:

“Oh, do not look so sad, Little Robbie. This is a good thing. You will soon see. Life is about to become simpler for you from now on. Now that you are certain the only way for you to receive pleasure is to be as obedient and pleasing as you can be for me it will be easier for to focus upon your service to your Master in the hope she might reward you.”

Thoughts of the most emasculating kind lacerated his senses and her words were made all the more stinging for his awareness of his own inability to refuse her anything.

And, what was worse, he felt a desire growing in him to actually bare his neck to the power of this younger Indian woman who seemed intent upon dominating the whole of his existence.

As if aware of his thoughts, voice almost maternal, despite the difference in their ages, it seemed to him as if she wasn’t satisfied with a physical display of her dominance but needed to add a more humiliatingly verbal accompaniment to his misery that the full and powerless horror of his situation might be felt more keenly.

“I did much research before deciding upon your chastity cage,” she told him as he continued to kneel on the cold bathroom floor, body still shaking with a mixture of the chill supplied by his nakedness and the realisation his manhood had just been taken from him and placed in the hands of a young woman from Hyderabad who had only been in his country just over two years. “You will be relieved to hear that it is one of the most comfortable devices on the market for the man who must wear it.”

Her smirk was unmissable as she added:

“Though not so much if that man is unwise enough or aroused enough for his manhood to try and become erect. So, the advice of your Malkin to you, Little Robbie, is to control your urges – unless you have no problem feeling the metal bars of your cage biting into your manhood.”

Realising she was not expecting a reply and happy to oblige her, he eyed the shoe dangling from her swinging foot before she uncrossed her legs and rose to stand before him:

“It seems that most ladies prefer the chastity-device of their men to be made of plastic,” she said, as if she believed she was imparting knowledge he wished to learn. “Mostly because of hygiene concerns. But this seemed to me far too... playful. To my mind plastic-restraint indicated a lack of seriousness when it came to commitment.”

Turning her back to him, she waited until he divined what she required from him and lowered his forehead to the floor to begin to lap at the back of her heel.

“That is my lovely boy!” she cooed. “So obedient to your Malkin even at this early stage. Imagine how delighted she will be with you when you are truly attuned to her every desire.”

Which was when, crouching and reaching back a hand, she took his ringed scrotum in the palm of her hand, allowing it to rest there and rolled his captive balls and used her fingers to roll and inspect them as if checking the ripeness of fruit; seemingly oblivious to the fact she was dehumanising the man below her in a way likely to prevent him ever feeling a man again.

The key word being: “Seemingly”.

“Anyhow,” she went on in her thickly accented English; though it was not accented enough to hide the sheer joy she was taking from his capitulation to her; “for some reason, I wanted your restrainer and the ring encircling your ball-sac to be made of something more durable than plastic.”

Her hand left his scrotum to tug at the cage containing a penis that, to his horror, was beginning to respond to her belittling of him and a shiver travelled the length of his denuded body.

“Which is when,” she said, that the model you are now wearing took my eye. “It is called ‘The cage of Celibacy’ and was not inexpensive. However, seeing my boy inside it and feeling the key dangling safely from the chain about my neck, I consider it worth every penny.”

A feeling of sickness began to compete against the unwanted desire causing him to strain at the bars of his confinement and was soon forgotten as he let out a gasp of pained discomfort as his erection met with the bars of its prison and fetched a mocking laugh from his “Malkin”.

“You will find,” she told him, “that the easiest way to avoid the pain of a thwarted erection is to school yourself to wait until your Malkin is pleased enough with you supply her permission for you to have one.”

He groaned again and won more amusement from her.

“The alternative being to experience what you are experiencing now,” she advised, her laughter becoming even more unkind as the growing excitement of having her own restrained white-man at her disposal became more and more marked.

Releasing his captive penis, she rose to her feet and placed the toe of a shoe under his nose, delighted once again when, without further instruction, he placed his lips upon the shiny leather and kissed it.

She paused for effect:

“Which would also make your Malkin extremely angry.”

“I am told,” she began as he continued to places kisses upon her shoes, “that once certain men are caged by their Keyholder, they find the experience of being owned and controlled in such a way highly erotic.”

She did not miss his involuntary wince at such a prospect and thrilled as, despite his distaste for the prospect she had just described, he not only continued to kiss at her shoes but moved his lips higher to begin lapping at her hosed instep.

The level of her intoxication was off the chart and she knew he, as well as her, could surely not miss the scent of her arousal as it permeated the air of the bathroom as she realised her money and home and his lack of both had placed him squarely if not fairly under her control. 

She was, she told herself, as sexually excited at this point as she had ever been in her life until now.

Her intention to have him at her feet in the role of a servant had not only worked but worked spectacularly and she knew his service to her - the more respectable elements of it at least – would only enhance her standing amongst the women of the Indian community in this wealthy Kentish seaside town of prosperity and English privilege.

For now though, those “Respectable” elements of his service to her were the last thing on her mind as she moved to the toilet receptacle, lowered her panties and sat upon the closed lid with legs spread wide.

“By way of a thank you for your Malkin,” she told him, knowing how uncomfortable this was going to prove for him when he again attempted to become erect, I think it is only fitting your tongue shows her superior Indian cunny your gratitude for taking you into her service.”

Then, as his eyes widened at the hairless and pristine looking labia above him, and with all the urgency of a woman in dire need:

“Now!”

––––––––
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...So convincing was the dream that woke me, the first thing I did was to reach for my erection.

An erection, to my relief that was so free of restriction it was girder-hard from a dream that should have appalled rather than encouraged it.

Even more so when I recalled the events in Kashvi Chopra’s office of earlier in the evening that had prompted my subconscious to present me with such a distasteful fantasy.

A fantasy, distasteful or not, and worryingly, that had woken me in a condition of rut... 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​KASHVI


[image: ]


[image: ]

I was dressed in a dark blue scoop neck dress to just above the knee and beige shoes with a pointed to and a short but spiked heel.

Nothing obvious but enough to let him see my figure for pretty much the first time in more... fetching ...and flattering fashions.

For makeup I had applied nothing other than a little mascara to darken my eyes and a thin coating of dark-red lipstick. 

It would be the second time he would have seen me in Western clothing, of course, but the first time in the aforementioned “More flattering”, if sober, fashions. 

My nails – feet and hands - were painted the same dark-red as my lips but, unlike my young friend from the coffee-morning Robert had waited upon and been so taken with, absent the black nylon hose he had found so... interesting.

That would come later.

My black hair was hanging loose this evening and the efforts I had taken with my appearance were more than rewarded when Robert Enderby knocked and then entered my office and I came around from the desk where I had been seated to lean against it and he took me in.

He was wearing his usual denims and comfortable long tee-shirt when he entered and, as ever, I motivated myself by picturing him in the servant’s livery I had in mind for him when his position with me became one of a more lasting and more... servile ...one. 

Nothing likely to draw attention to the relationship I intended us to have, you understand? 

But, while not based on leather or latex or some other material favoured by those into the more role-playing aspects of female-domination, a uniform that would underline the difference in our respective household status. For visitors as well as Malkin and chattel.

Used to the sight of me in a flowing and brightly coloured sari or the unflattering Western outfit he seen me in previously, I watched as his eyes lowered and fairly drank in the sight of my bare brown legs that were at least the shapely and matronly equal of those belonging to young Nirupa he had found so alluring.

Instantly, and for the first time, I sensed his attitude towards me change as the knowledge dawned upon him that he was actually living in close proximity to the type of woman whose leg and body shape seemed to excite him most.

Even if her race and age still led him to believe he was somehow superior to her.

“Do you like my legs?” I asked suddenly as his eyes came up guiltily from my feet perched in their spiky heels and the exaggerated calves beneath the hemline of my skirt.

“I... I’m sorry?” he tried to prevaricate.

Prevarication I had no intention of allowing to stand, my confidence running high that I could achieve with him exactly what I wished to achieve.

“I was wondering why you were staring at my legs,” I told him in a no-nonsense voice he had yet to hear from me and would, my confidence had me convinced, be hearing a lot more – and even more demandingly.

“I... I...” he spluttered when no believable answer presented itself to him.

“When my friends and colleagues from the support group were here I also noticed you staring at the legs of young Ms Nirupa in just the same way. Is this something I should be concerned about?”

For the first time a look of panic stole over his smooth cheeks, as it occurred to him how tenuous was his current living situation; though I sensed he could not help my mention of Nirupa fetching her legs to mind.

“For all that I have been pleased with the way you have settled in here,” I told him as he struggled for a response, “the fact remains I am a woman living alone with an older man I have not known for long. The way you stared at Nirupa and the way you are staring at my legs now is, I have to say, something of a concern.”

Finally taking the drift of my thoughts, his hands were held up wide and he was suddenly all apology:

“No, Kashvi,” he implored as I stared at him. “You have it all wrong, I assure you.”

“All wrong how?” I pressed him. “Wrong that you were looking at my legs? Or wrong that you like them and those belonging to Ms Nirupa?”

“I... I...” he began, at a loss how to frame a reply without giving offence. “I mean, I did notice Ms Nirupa’s legs and yours, of course, but... but...”

Hands folded across my chest authoritatively, I decided to help him out a little, thrilling to the way I was already manipulating his responses with so little in the way of effort.

Not missing either how he paraphrased my “Ms” when he spoke of Nirupa.

“...You were surprised to see me dressed for the first time in more stylish European clothing?” I asked, even adding a tiny smile of understanding to reassure him – though it was not my intention he remain reassured for long.

“Well, yes,” he agreed, grasping at the lifebelt I had thrown him. “I was a little taken aback, that’s all.”

“I see,” I said as relief washed over him. “Actually, on the advice of Ms Nirupa I have decided to dress in more Western styles. Though I will, of course, alternate it with the more traditional costumes when required at the Temple or the support-group.”

He gave me a nod and I could see that, though he was relieved, he was also curious as to why I had asked him to come to my office.

Curiosity I would soon satisfy.

But not just yet.

“So, I assume that means you are not taken with my legs as much as you were taken with those belonging to Ms Nirupa?”

It was obvious from his expression and a slight furtiveness about his eyes that he was taking my words just the way I intended him to take them and was in the process of convincing himself I was attracted to him.

And he would not be wrong, of course; just in error as to the nature of my feelings for him. 

It being all I could do not to smile as I could almost hear his thoughts describing the benefits to be had of making his landlady his lover.

No matter that, other than his new appreciation for my legs, I was convinced I made no womanly appeal to him.

“On the contrary, Kashvi,” he responded at last, “I think you’re legs are just as attractive as Ms Nirupa’s. I just didn’t think you’d appreciate me saying as much.”

“Then you think my wearing of clothing that’s more European suits me?” 

He nodded an instant affirmative, already wondering, no doubt, just how... forward ...he could be with his comments without offending me.

“I think the style you’ve chosen looks very fetching on you. It flatters you far more than your usual...”

“Traditional costume,” I finished for him, noting how his eyes were now flittering from my legs and up over my hips to my breasts as my own thoughts pictured myself above him as he kowtowed at my feet in his new role of English chattel to his Indian master. 

It was obvious from his expression and a slight furtiveness about his eyes that he was taking my words just the way I intended him to take them and was in the process of convincing himself I was attracted to him.

And he would not be wrong, of course; just in error as to the nature of my feelings for him. 

It being all I could do not to smile as I could almost hear his thoughts describing the many benefits to be had for him of making his landlady his lover.

No matter that, other than his new appreciation for my legs, I was convinced I made no womanly appeal to him.

“On the contrary, Kashvi,” he responded at last, “I think you’re legs are just as attractive as Ms Nirupa’s. I just didn’t think you’d appreciate me saying as much.”

“Be truthful now,” I began, keeping my head lowered to my feet that he might be able to take in my legs unobserved, “are my legs shapely enough to get away with my shorter dress and these heels?”

Fetching my eyes up quickly I was in time to see him swallow with some difficulty before he answered:

“No question of it, Kashvi,” he began, voice firming up as he went on. “Not that your more traditional sarees don’t suit you, but I think you look far more, hmm, stylish in what you have on now.”

“Then you think I should continue to wear outfits of the kind?” I pressed, rising to my full height and twirling to present him with my back that he might take in the legs of the younger Indian woman who fully intended to own him; feeling about as sexually aroused in the presence of a man as I had ever been.

“I certainly do,” he told me as I moved to the two-seater sofa against the wall and seated myself as yet another image of myself, this time with my back turned to him as I ordered him to crawl to my hosed buttocks and place his lips – reverently and worshipful – against them dominated my vision.

“You look every inch a young woman of substance,” he continued, laying it on thick with the same tongue I was imagining deep inside my shit-chute after ordering him to lower my hose and show his Malkin the devotion she expected from him.

Imagery fast turning my already swamped nest into a flood-zone.

Coming back to earth, I noted how his eyes were taking in the expanse of thigh revealed by the riding up of my skirt as I seated myself and decided to press on and take advantage of a feeling almost unnaturally confident in regard of what I was about to tell Robert Enderby of my expectations of him going ahead. 

Some subliminal and persuasive reasoning assuring me that this man who was already part dependent upon me would consent to what I wanted. Reasoning of a subliminal kind which was obviously taking into account the assessment of him I had already reached as to the true weakness of his character. 

“It would seem from the way you are staring at them that you like my thighs also, Robert,” I offered as his eyes flittered between them, my calves, and the feet supporting them.

He had been caught out and I watched as he again swallowed hard as he attempted to frame a reply and was still trying when I took the temperature of our encounter up a few notches:

“As you like my legs and feet so much, and as you are living in my home as my handyman...”

He flinched at hearing himself described in such a way but, though his cheeks coloured, he did not correct me.

“...I think it would be nice if you were to supply me with a foot-rub on those occasions when my feet are aching from wearing these heels you seem to like on me so much.”

Still there came no response, though his cheeks seemed to take on the kind of red shade one might expect to see inside an extant volcano.

“You would not mind doing that for me, I take it?” I asked, emboldened by the last few minutes and wishing to press home the advantage it gave me; so confident for the reasons I have already outlined I did not even accompany my words with some small smile likely to take the edge from them for him.

In fact, so assured was I of his capitulation to the demands I was preparing to make down the line, I pressed on with even greater... authority ...before he could even frame the acquiescent reply that seemed to be eluding him:

“It is why we will soon be needing to have a conversation regarding your stay here with me in my home,” I told him, winning myself a look of worry from my intended chattel that boded well for my prospects of success and sent my confidence soaring.  

A look, worried as it was, that contained alongside it a more calculating expression as my words, and exactly as intended, held out the promise of something more... familiar and led him to sense... 

Opportunity.

Even if the opportunity presented to him would be a long way removed from the one he was imagining at that point...
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It was hardly surprising to Robert Enderby at such a time that his thoughts would wander to his former wife and those other women responsible – with his help – for losing her. Though, and not for the first time recently, it struck him that the remorse and regret for his former stupidity came nowhere close to approaching the levels responsible for having him curse out the libidinous and self-entitled follies that had set him on course towards his current situation.

Posed on all-fours beneath the desk of Kashvi Chopra as she went about some business and household matters as if it were normal to have a handsome and older Englishman placing reverent kisses upon her feet, he couldn’t help but picture the shock upon the faces of those who had known him prior to his current situation were they to see him below the younger Indian woman in such an abject position of servility and dependence.

And be even more surprised to learn of the levels of arousal he felt that had grown stronger ever since he had embraced his submission to the young woman who now – and if the levels of his obedience to her spoke truly -  rightfully described herself as his owner.

The penis she had been threatening to place in chastity of late seemed in a condition of hardness – or readiness to become so – at all times lately and was filling his trousers even before he delivered her coffee then lowered himself to her feet to place his lips upon her toes in the way he knew she expected from him.

Never the most self-aware or soul-searching of individuals, Robert could not help but question where his need to abase himself before the younger woman had come from and – like the true-beast of Santayana’s that he was – simply accepted the fact of his new passions and the warped pleasure he received from them were reason enough for their existence.

A lack of introspection on his part that went a long way to explaining how she had managed to use his fear of what awaited him without money, job, or support system outside her home to insist he become no more than her chattel inside it and, with every day that passed, take his dependency and obedience upon and to her to new levels.

Aware of the analogy of the frog in a saucepan of gradually warming water allowing himself to be boiled alive before he realised his fate, but unable to apply the lesson to himself, Robert more and more began to be susceptible to her...

Authority.

What else could explain, not three days before, her having ordered him to take down his pants in the blazing sunshine streaming through her thankfully secluded garden and accepting ten “Corrections” from the thick leather belt she wielded with such efficiency?

And the fact he had accepted her correction of him and even apologised to her afterward for the minor infraction she had used to insist upon it!
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