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The talk he could hear drifting up to him that afternoon of November 25, 1922, this as he lay in bed praying that his daughters and their husbands would not insist on coming upstairs to see him, was all of the newspaper reporting of a discovery by Howard Carter and Lord Carnarvon in Egypt.

They had become the first people to see inside the tomb of Pharaoh Tutankhamun, in over 3,000 years.

Much good it would later do them.

From what he could make out via the voices below, reaching him courtesy of the air-vent in the bedroom directly above his own drawing-room, much of the reporting had dealt with the so-called curse many Egyptians – experts and public alike – insisted would fall upon the heads of any person foolish enough to believe themselves above such supernatural consequences and intrude upon the ancient Pharaoh’s last resting place.

Upon his back in one of the spare rooms that had been adapted for his own use now he was denied the bed in the master-bedroom, the news of the explorer’s belief in their own facility to be beyond disaster of such a kind seemed an almost perfect metaphor with which to describe his own situation.

Had he not thought himself untouchable? 

Successful in both business and marriage? 

The prospect of anything changing unthinkable to him.

Which made the image flashing before him all the more painful as he pictured himself kneeling against the wall in a special corner of the cold unfurnished cellar that had been designated his “Bad-Boy” room.

And kneeling in that corner with his nose pressed to it as if he were a schoolboy being punished for his poor behaviour.

A corner he was terrified to leave lest he trigger the anger of the woman given the task of “Nannying” him and find himself once again across her thighs while he screamed unmanly pleas for mercy to her impervious ears.

That she was a Foreigner in his land, and a particularly low-grade example of a particularly poor neighbourhood from Gdańsk in Poland, making her supervision of him all the more unbearable.

For not only had he once been a highly driven businessman who ran his enterprise, as he did his marriage and his life, with a sense of justice and much pride in his own abilities, he was something of a chauvinist who adopted an “England rules the waves” attitude, to anyone whose roots were not of the island.

But there is nothing like a fall in station to concentrate the mind upon one’s own failings and he had more than once asked himself since his fall if his somewhat “I know best” conceit had led to the feelings of resentment in the mother of his two married daughters that had, in turn, led to her taking advantage of his infirmity to reduce him to...

Bitter tears burned the corners of his eyes as he considered what had been stripped from him.

That this once virile and vibrant man could not only be compelled to kneel in the corner of a room in the home by one-time domestic from Poland but be forced to wear shorts like a schoolboy with a white singlet tucked into them would have seemed impossible to any who had known him before his six-month business-trip to Indonesia and the virus that had attacked his nervous system while he was there.

Now, a further five months on, the supervision of him by a non-English individual – and a woman – added yet more fuel for his xenophobic fire.

These days, far from evoking an image of maturity, achievement, and masculine authority, the man softly crying on the mattress of his new bed could be seen as no more than pitiful.

Even if his current predicament could not be said to be of his own making and was due entirely to the unforeseen and lurking malevolence in the heart of a wife he had thought until a while back loved him and had only his beat interests at heart.

A predicament he knew would fetch to mind in the thoughts of anybody witnessing it the puerile but harmless role-playing of those adults with money enough to be able to indulge their desires for treatment of such a kind.

And be about as far from the truth of the situation as it was possible to be.

But then, he knew also, how could anyone be expected to guess at a reality that was not only impossibly shaming but downright... evil.
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“Doesn’t our little boy look lovely and natural in his new bedroom, Janka?” he heard his wife’s voice drift towards him from the bed, interrupting his fitful dozing as he woke to find her standing above him in the fading afternoon light with her hands on her hips and looking for all the world more like a vengeful demoness than a loving wife. As he wondered what torment she had in mind for him now.

He stared up at the black-hair he had once loved that framed a face he had once thought adorable and was now nothing more to him than the hateful smirk of an oppressor. 

Worse.

A warped and perverted oppressor.

Nothing in her past behaviour had given any clue as to this side of her nature and Andrew Donaldson could only guess that it had been the illness that placed her in control of his affairs and the control it gave her over him that had triggered these hitherto hidden perversions.

The thick and Polish accented English that formed the reply of the woman she had employed to be his nanny, this after a necessarily long and careful application process, filled him with equal measures of hate and fear. 

Almost as much as he hated the woman who had taken advantage of his sickness to reduce him to his current condition. 

A woman who had mothered the two girls he loved so much and by whom, thanks to that same mother, he was now an object of pity.

“I suppose he is improving a little,” he heard from his wife’s side; even this faint and, in the circumstances, ludicrous praise delivered with distaste.

“Oh, come on now, Janka. You do yourself an injustice. Just look at him, all obedient in his little bed before his Mummy and his Nanny. His behaviour is a credit to you. In fact, I am convinced I would never have been able to make him accept his true place without your advice and assistance.”

He watched with hatred, bitterness and, yes, no small amount of thwarted desire as the two women leaned into an embrace and kissed.

He felt his manhood begin to stir in spite of himself and tried to suppress a groan as it met with the usual and cumbersome barrier of restricting metal his “Nanny” had locked him into - this as his “Mummy” had watched his mortified and futile struggles against the slightly older but far stronger Polish woman.

“He is such a good boy these days, my lovely Janka, and for that you deserve most of the credit.”

Andrew Donaldson watched as their kiss became deeper and more passionate and his cheeks flared into red and vivid life with an anger far beyond his straitened physical capacity to supply expression.

“And to think, he once considered himself man enough to make decisions for you, Virginia, my darling girl,” the Polish bitch observed as they broke from their kiss, winning herself a disgusted shaking of the head from his wife as his, so-called ‘Nanny’ continued:

“Little Andy was obviously a deluded little man,” the woman named Janka his wife went on, knowing he could hear and knowing how painful hearing it from her lips would still be to him. 

“Yes, well, thanks to you my lovely Janka, he now knows that is exactly what he is... A ‘little man’. His behaviour these days a great tribute to your loving strictness with him.”

Under the covers up to his chin and wanting nothing more than to bury his head beneath them but not wanting to provide them with further ammunition to belittle him, the  former “Andrew” Donaldson recalled the hand that had chastised his bare behind only a few days before and allowed his thoughts to rage at the use of such a word:

“Loving!”

He knew that only the planned visit of his daughters and their husbands to see their father and inquire after his well-being had prevented similar corrections being applied to him. 

It would hardly have looked good if their father were to reveal the angry red welts criss-crossing his buttocks to them.

He cringed at the prospect of doing any such thing.

And besides, doing so would hardly have guaranteed either belief or sympathy from his daughters.

How could it when they considered their mother almost saintly for not only taking over the running of his Import business but taking on the responsibility for his day-to-day well-being with the full backing of the power-of-attorney he had signed over to her in his weakened state and the full backing of their family doctor who had treated the family for years.

And it was not their perfidious mother alone who they revered.

No.

A certain, equally reprehensible, Polish woman who had also put on enough of a compassionate show on the few occasions his daughters were allowed to see him that she had joined the mother at the top of their admiration list.

“He used to think he was such a big man, too,” he heard his wife observe; the woman he had once loved, and in common with his “Nanny” never seeming to tire of humiliating him.

It drew a laugh from the Polish woman who was effectively his Governess and his wife’s lesbian lover – another development that had completely blindsided him.

“That has certainly been educated out of him,” came the reply and this time it was his wife who laughed: 

“Can you imagine, Janka; he actually begged to be able to put his puny little penis inside of me again when I last took him out of his cage?”

Janka’s snort was derisory. 

“As if such a morsel could be of any use to you when you have your Janka to please you in those ways only a woman can.”

“That is true, my love,” answered Virginia Donaldson, cheeks animated and flushed as they always were whenever she tormented her husband; amazed herself at how swiftly her love and respect for the man had turned to a desire to belittle him the moment his illness provided her with the opportunity to do so. 

Staring down into the eyes of the stricken husband he now knew better than to avert if he did not wish to reckon with his strict and unrelenting Polish governess, there being no true pleasure or triumph if one could not see the abject evidence of capitulation in his eyes – grudging or otherwise; she went on:

“And I am grateful to you beyond mere words for understanding my need for the attentions of a real man from time to time, my lovely and understanding Janka.”

“Oh, you give me too much credit, Virginia.”

Now it was the cold blue Baltic eyes of his Nanny that stared into his to add fear to humiliation.

“It is not as if I do not have my own mały niewolnik while you are having yourself filled with all that męskie mięso.”

That is true,” his wife agreed. “And I myself can testify as to how well you have trained his tongue.

There was much laughter at this as Donaldson felt yet more unmanly tears travel his already sodden cheeks and feel himself even more emasculated as a result; asking, for what seemed the millionth time, just what he had done to deserve such treatment from a woman he had once loved to distraction.  

“Still, why concern ourselves with the delusions of a little boy anyway,” said the Pole. “Your daughter’s and their husbands have left to return to their respective homes and will not be back for some months now. They are happy to see their poor sick father being looked after so well and relieved that their mother is bearing up so well under the strain.”

Andrew Donaldson saw his wife nod and knew with certainty that had his full manly strength been with him still he would have left the bed to squeeze the life from her neck.

And as for the Polish monstrosity...

The monstrosity’s voice cut into his vengeful ruminations:

“But now we are alone,” she said. |”This is our adult time we must tuck in our little boy and allow him his sleep... Unless, of course, you prefer to have a naughty little boy in the room with us as we make... love?”

There was a moment’s silence, then delighted laughter filled the room as Janka gave him a frosty look before tucking in his sheets tightly around him, knowing full well he would not dare to leave his bed unless it was to use his chamber-pot without her permission.

Seconds later, the light was switched off and he heard their delighted laughter as they made their way to the master-bedroom he had once shared with his wife.

Not for the first time, he felt his tears fall from his face onto the sheets as his thoughts again begged the question of what he had done to be the recipient of such... evil. 

As he heard his wife give a low throaty chuckle and the springs of the mattress they had once used for their own lovemaking reached him from the room next to his own, Andrew Donaldson felt his imprisoned manhood rage against the crude metal restrainer in which they had locked him.

He knew, because they had told him with much pleasure, that it had been developed by the Victorian’s to prevent young men from the evils of masturbation. 

It had been in this crude but effective device in which his manhood had been held captive for the past month and they were delighted with the obedience the simple promise of release could win from him.

His own reaction to the device, it is fair to say, being of a diametrically opposite variety. 

What that device had imprisoned was, after all, the only part of him that worked anywhere close to the levels of his former manhood. 

And they had locked it away from his own use!

His physical and emotional pain was heightened as he recalled the last time his sadistic Nanny told him his behaviour had won him a few minutes freedom from his chastity and an image of himself on his knees before her, preparatory to kissing her naked toes by way of a thank you for being allowed the honour of humping the outside of her leg.

As his impotent hatred towards the two women responsible for his situation flared, he again asked himself how his life could have been turned into such a never-ending round of degradation and ongoing misery.

And so swiftly!

Had it really been only eight-months since he had stepped on the ship taking him to the Far East to secure a new line of commodities?

Eight months since he boarded the ship returning him to Blighty in high spirits after a successful negotiation?

Only to be confined to his cabin after contracting the mysterious illness that had attacked his central nervous system and eaten away at his musculature to ensure his wife would have the opportunity to reduce him to...

This!
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“...I wish I could be more encouraging, Mrs Donaldson,” the family doctor of years standing had told her. “But whatever your husband contracted in the tropics it has all of us baffled. Our best guess is that his system was compromised by a malignant parasite of a nature we have not come across before. This lack of knowledge has us at a complete loss in regard of treatment.”

It was nothing Virginia Donaldson had not heard from Dr. Hilary Melcher MD. Before and far from being dispirited by his words she felt the usual elation at the assurance her husband would not be making a full recovery anytime soon – if at all.

And besides, it was not her real reason for visiting the good but gullible doctor anyway.

“His symptoms,” the man she found somewhat attractive in his own pompous way went on, “resemble a number of those we see with Malaria sufferers: such as shivering, joint and muscle pain, vomiting and headaches.”

He shook his head.

“But the other symptoms of his malaise – haemolytic-anaemia, mental haziness and the deterioration of his muscle tissue - are not common to malaria. Explaining, I must point out, why the existing malarial treatments have had no remedial effect. 

“What about the muscle-wasting, Doctor?” she asked, look of wifely concern a match for any replication by a gifted actress to be found on the boards. 

“He appears to be getting no stronger. Is this likely to be permanent?

The doctor’s own expression was equally concerned but with added perplexity.

“There is no sign of the parasite we believe invaded your husband’s system to be found and we believe it had a limited life-span and left his blood before the tests were made.”

She feigned excitement;

“Then, if that’s the case, and the parasite has left his system, we can expect the muscle-tissue to regenerate itself and the other symptoms to disappear?”

Hilary Melcher shook his head sadly at the wife in her early forties who still remained an attractive and well-formed woman.

“Neurogenic atrophy...” he smiled before going on in non-medical English, “or muscle-wasting – can sometimes result from damage to the nerve which stimulates the muscle, causing it to shrivel and atrophy. “I’m afraid, in your husband’s case – though the process does appear to have become dormant - the damage has progressed too far for either the natural processes of the body, or the boundaries of medical knowledge at this point in time, to reverse it.”

“You mean,” began Virginia breathlessly, praying her reaction came through as concern for her husband’s condition and not the elation she was feeling, “that Andrew could have the strength of a pre-pubescent for the rest of his life?” 

Virginia Donaldson waited for the reply, aware, suddenly, that her doctor’s eyes were slyly checking out her hosed ankles and the shapely legs above them.

Her own thoughts in his regard – not that she would be so foolish as to act upon them – were of a kind that would once have been unthinkable.

At least until her husband’s illness and the advent of Janka into their lives. 

Janka Kowalski

A woman around the same age – a year younger, actually - though her careworn life on the Baltic made her seem a decade older when compared to the husband at home who was approaching fifty, she still carried a svelte but strong looking physique though and, on the day of their meeting, had tied back long grey hair and actually looked semi-refined. 

No small thing for a woman who knew much of the brutality of men from her time in the shipyard town of Poland’s Gdańsk.

And a woman, and now lover, providence had sent to her after having interviewed many utterly unsuitable candidates to take on the role she had in mind when it came to her recently and... deliciously ...incapacitated husband.

The two of them bonding instantly during their interview in the Simpson’s of Piccadilly coffee-shop after Virginia had explained something of her husband’s illness.

The woman’s eyes seeming to come alive after the English wife explained the strict supervision his condition required from a firm woman unlikely to be swayed by his good looks and the fact his mental faculties were as sharp as they had always been...

“You are looking for someone to become his... forgive me if my English is wrong ...his governess – or ‘guwernantka’, as they say in my homeland.”

Her smile was of the knowing variety when she added:

“And you wish this... guwernantka ...to be strict enough with him so that he knows he must behave?”

Virginia nodded, and knew instinctively she had found the right woman for what she required.

A woman in tune with exactly what she was looking for who would be not only an employee but a confidante and friend. 

“I have domestics who come in two or three times throughout the week to maintain the downstairs,” she had explained, “but there will be some light cleaning and changing of bed-linen upstairs you will be required to attend to as that is where he will mostly be kept and...”

“Yes?” asked the woman in her English with its thick Polish accent when she sensed her prospective employer’s hesitancy; unable to keep her own excitement from her voice entirely.

An excitement that had grown with what that would-be employer said next:

“...and...”

“Please, Mrs Donaldson,” said the woman. “I am not easily shocked and there is nothing you can say in respect of men that will offend me.”

The smile with which she delivered these utterly sincere words was no less genuine.

Virginia had smiled back and, feeling more sure of herself, had continued:

“I was  about to say that there is a cellar available if required and should you feel the need to be strict with him in a more... a more... physical ...way...”

...Feeling the memory begin to stir her at the lower levels, Virginia forced her thoughts back to the here and now and her reason for visiting Dr. Melcher.

As the family medical man continued to display his knowledge of exactly what he didn’t know of her husband’s condition, Virginia stifled a smile as she recalled her bed-ridden and baby-weak partner’s reaction when she introduced Janka into his life.

And in a position of great authority”

Again, the tell-tale moistness between her legs as she thought of her lover, beckoning her once all-powerful husband to drape himself across the thighs she had thoughtfully pulled back her skirt to reveal prior to correcting him, required discipline to force her back on track.

The pompous but attractive, and very, very, useful windbag was droning on.

Like most medical men she had met, never tiring of hearing himself deliberate.

Even when he wasn’t sure of just what he was deliberating upon; “progress is being made all the time, Mrs Donaldson. So you must not be too downhearted.”

The apparently distraught wife manged a heroic nod.

“I know your husband’s condition must be causing you terrible anxiety. But there is hope. The muscle damage may be irreparable, but I’m sure in time something will be found to reverse your husband’s feelings of tiredness and the delusional aspects you’ve mentioned him displaying.”

“It... It’s just so trying,” said Virginia Donaldson, acting up a storm as the distraught and still loving wife as the moment she had specifically contrived this meeting for approached. “We are both only children and haven’t a large extended family, but his daughters adore him and, understandably, they want to visit him as often as they can despite both living many miles away.”

“Well, I can’t see how it would do any harm,” said the Doctor in his most irritating and professional – not excluding patronising - voice.

“No. You don’t understand,” the wife answered with a hint of exasperation. “Whenever I mention the possibility of them visiting he becomes hysterical. On one occasion, not seconds after he had asked me why nobody had been to visit him!”

“I’m sorry, I had no idea.”

“How could you have until I told you?” Virginia reassured him with a martyred smile.

Then, all but wringing her hands:

“I just want my husband back.”

“He hasn’t left, Virginia,” said the Doctor, laying a hand over hers. “The man you love is still there. He just isn’t... isn’t...”

“The same physically as he once was,” the wife finished for him. “I understand. And if it were just that it would be easy enough to deal with. But...”

“His bouts of delusional behaviour are still continuing?” Melcher came in, unaware he was being led by the nose and was travelling in exactly the direction the still wife in her early forties wished him to travel.

“Worse,” she told her. “He insists that we are punishing him.”

“We?”

“Sorry, Doctor. I refer to Janka Kowalski. I took her on a few months ago when it was obvious my husband needed full-time care while I took over his business responsibilities. She lives-in with us and has been an honest to goodness miracle. I don’t know where I’d be without her, what with our girls married and gone. I know they would come back to help me for a period of time if I asked, but that’s out of the question.”

He actually patted the hand she still had resting upon his desk.

“I know people will ask why I can’t look after him full-time,” she went on. “And believe me, I wish I could, but...”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself, Virginia,” he jumped in. I can only imagine how difficult it must have been for you as a woman to take over the helm at your husband’s company.”

Adding swiftly:

“Not that I’m denigrating womankind in any way, you understand?”

Virginia supplied a reassuring smile as her thoughts attached a number of uncomplimentary adjectives to the good doctor’s person.

“I know you aren’t, Doctor. To tell the truth, I found it hard at the beginning. But my husband was always insistent on recruiting only solid and trustworthy people. 

“They have all proven to be a massive help. In fact, they insist there’s no difference with me running things rather than Andrew. Some...”

She flashed the Doctor a guilty smile:

“...Some of them have even intimated the company is in better shape since...”

She cut herself off, still acting beautifully.

“Sorry. I just feel so disloyal.”

“Well, you mustn’t. Would it be better if you allowed the company to just run itself into the ground? I’m sure your husband understands and is very proud of you.”

“If only he did.”

“But, surely...?”

“That’s what I meant earlier about him saying I – we – were punishing him.”

“He thinks your efforts to ensure his company stays successful is...”

“Punishing him,” Virginia came in. “Yes. He wants to go back to work immediately and...”

“That’s impossible, Virginia,” said the Doctor sternly as if the wife in front of him were actually suggesting he be permitted to do just that.

“Of course it is! It would be a physical and mental embarrassment for him. He can barely stay awake for a few hours at a time before Janka needs to insist he take a nap. And he... And he...”

Virginia allowed her shoulders to slump as if it were just too much of a shame to impart.

“Please, Virginia, I’m your Doctor and this is confidential. Anything you say remains between the two of us and any other members of my profession who can help. But to give that help we must know everything.”

The wife, still in full thespian mode, dabbed at her eyes with a tissue and complied with Melcher’s wishes.

“He... He... At times, Doctor, he acts as if he is actually a child of the same age as his reduced body-strength. He... He throws violent tantrums as if he were a playground bully and...”

“You mean he physically tries to harm you?”

“No, no... Well, yes, he does get physical, but Janka is quite a strong woman from Poland who has known hard physical work in her life and he... Well he, as you of all people know, is not the man he was.”

Melcher nodded an understanding he did not entirely feel and was soon educated:

“So – at least the way he is now – she is more than capable of... calming him down.”

The doctor nodded and actually looked relieved for her.

But what I find so trying – and this is where Janka is such a miracle for me – is that he insists...”

“Please go on, Mrs Donaldson,” came in her donkey on cue.

She almost felt as if she should give him a treat.

“The truth, doctor, is that he keeps insisting he be dressed as an infant by us and treated like one.”

The Doctor’s lips made an “O”.

“And, no, Doctor, before you ask, he wasn’t like this before his... whatever it is he has. I know men have certain... foibles ...but my Andrew has always been very correct about such relations and... Well, being treated like a naughty schoolboy was not something that would ever have entered his head... And certainly not mine.”

Swallowing her insistence wholesale, the Doctor nodded sympathetically, though he looked less than thrilled to be having such a conversation.

She pressed on:

“His tantrums are so wearing we have been allowing him to dress around the house as if he really is a child.” 

She allowed herself a huge sigh:

“I know it seems like the path of least resistance, but it does keep him calm. Having a baby to care for is trying enough. But an adult version?”

The Doctor’s eyes widened and Virginia raced to put his mind at ease:

“No, Doctor. That is as far as we take it – despite his wishes for more. I know Janka draws the line at changing nappies and, in case you are wondering, so do I,” she finished with another lie.

The Doctor’s expression seemed to express relief but Virginia swore she saw arousal in it and wondered if he himself ever had such thoughts.

Men were such pigs!

Still in character, the middle-aged wife and mother expelled air loudly and agreed:

“I love him to bits still, but... Well, that would be very hard to deal with.”

She received a nod of concurrence.

Then, almost painfully:

“Sorry to be blunt, Virginia, but are you still having sex?”

Another sigh, followed by a regretful shake of the head, was the answer.

“We tried it a couple of times when he was in a more... adult... frame of mind. But he simply isn’t strong enough to... to... You know?”

She dabbed at her eyes again.

“Then, when I
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