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It would have been an unlikely pairing to most people.

An Englishman, obviously good-looking, in the latter-half of his forties and looking a sight younger; and a woman about to turn thirty who was quite obviously punching well above her weight when it came to her... partner.

That she was from the Indian Subcontinent – a small village in Pakistan bordering the troubled Afghan territory – was neither here nor there; for there are many attractive women from the region and, indeed, there are those who would assert the Subcontinent to contain some of the world’s most beautiful examples of femininity.

But this woman was not of their number.

She was not even plain.

Her facial composition was far too asymmetrical to win such an accolade; a face, in fact, framed by a glorious mane of coal-black hair or not, that most people would have described as ugly; while those whose perceptiveness went further than the superficial would have conceded there to be something... compelling ...in the skewed countenance staring back at them.

And there was another factor that, for men of certain tastes, would have been sure to add another dimension to the handsome Englishman’s seeming willingness to adopt such a debased and adolescent position before her.

The factor that was her physique.

Even if, excluding the facial features some of the less stereotypical models made work for them, features that held a certain compelling and off kilter fascination, her brown body was not catwalk material.

Though it did hold a kind of maternal and before its time fascination on one of her relatively tender years that was sure to buy into the more lurid fantasies of those men of a submissive bent.

To which number the kneeling man with his nose pressed to the corner did not belong; despite the evidence to the contrary and the fact she had led him by that same nose to a point where he had been conditioned to accept her... 

Authority. 

And, to his ever-lasting shame, find a certain... pleasure ...in her discipline of him. 

Sitting at her ease behind him, as turned on and moist as ever at having taken a man of his age, race, and standing, so low against his own inclinations, the woman scrutinised the pantyhose she had taken to wearing in order to tease and tantalise her captive Brit, their sheer black nylon seeming, for some reason. even more defined against her smooth brown thighs than they would have against the milky European skin of a woman belonging to his own race. 

She knew also that they really complimented her strong brown legs with their well-defined musculature, perfect calves and thighs. Legs that seemed to the European male so uncharacteristic on a woman with her origins and background; more used to seeing, as they were, the less substantial legs seen on both the indigenous and the Anglicised variety of her Pakistani sisters. 

It had, though, taken her a while to realise the effect her wearing them had upon him – an effect only marginally less obvious when she encased them and her awesome brown arse in pantyhose. 

But, once she had, it had given her the confidence and belief that she could take him to that place of submission and servitude of which she had always dreamed in regard of herself and an, oh, so, superior, man of his background, standing, and looks.

Dreams in which a man who was a composite of the creature she had sent to his corner was always prominent. 

Before she started wearing both stockings and hose on a regular basis, finally eschewing the traditional and indigenous costume of her country. Especially now that she knew the effect her body – if not her face – could have when garbed in more stylish and figure-flattering Western fashions. Though she had detected nothing in the way of carnal interest on his part on those special occasions when she had asked him to act as an escort for either a meal out, a concert, or a play.

Her wearing of them, along with complimentary heel, had changed that dynamic somewhat and, though she knew she made no appeal to him on an aesthetic or emotional level, his lack of passion for her as a woman had been short-circuited by his obvious and growing lust for a body that seemed to buy into the fantasies of his adolescence.

A happy regression she had set-upon gleefully to regress him even further and found herself helped immensely in this aim by the absence of a woman in his day-to-day life.

Though she knew with certainty there would be no shortage of them in his fantasy world.

And was equally certain at the time that she did not number among them.

Even if she had certainly changed that state of affairs of late.

And considerably. 

Looking at him now, with his nose pressed to the corner in exactly the way she had demanded, the pathetic, and frankly ridiculous, figure of the undeniably attractive white-man would, she knew, have taken an onlooker’s impression of the pairing as being unlikely into a whole new-world of contempt and risibility. 

For, first impressions being what they were - and the acceptance of one’s own flaws and addictions not something to be addressed by certain people lacking self-awareness - those onlookers would have been certain to consign the man, and perhaps even the woman, to the ranks of sexual deviant. After all, why else would an older and attractive white-man abase himself before a woman of her standing – of any standing! – if he hadn’t a need to actively seek such treatment out?

Subconsciously or not.

That such treatment was forced upon him, and he no longer had the wherewithal to fight it, would not have occurred to onlookers of such an ilk and would likely have made no difference when it came to their perception of him anyway.

The judgmental seldom view the actions of another from any other vantage point than that of what they would expect their own reaction to be, were they placed in a similar situation.

The morality and mind-set of many of those with a full-stomach, when it comes down to it, cannot be equated with that inspired by the desperation of the malnourished.

Be that malnourishment physical or spiritual.

So, no matter that the man with his nose pressed to the corner had once been a respected and valued government official with a sense of duty and self-pride, he would be almost certain to be labelled by the majority a pervert and a deviant.

Forget mitigating circumstances.

Only their own addictions and flaws are forgivable to people of such low quality.

That this once virile and vibrant man was kneeling in the corner of a room, in the home of a Pakistani woman who was coming to rule him with a rod-of-iron, would only have concreted such people in their contempt, though they might have been surprised to learn that the man himself shared their distaste. 

The way in which he was dressed not likely to leaven their response any.

Another reaction he the man himself would have understood completely.

The oversized Legoland-Junior-Builder tee-shirt and striped shorts he was wearing, along with a pair of white ankle-socks, not exactly guaranteed to promote and project an image of vibrant masculinity.

In tandem with the fact his hands were clasped behind the back of his head as his nose rested against plaster and the boyish basin-cut of hair that had once been of a style befitting a man still in command of his full-share of it.

Far from evoking an image of mature manhood, the first response of anyone stumbling upon such a scene would have been to tell themselves they had somehow been transported into the world of the dominatrix or strict nanny and were watching a paying customer have his sick rocks catered to.

It was not, after all, unheard-of.

The reality, however, was far less simplistic and, at its basic level was little less than...

Wicked and malevolent.

As well as planned.

Had these accidental intruders been equipped with a less jaundiced eye too ready to accept the face-value, they might have noticed the angry red weals across his recently denuded thighs; not to mention the way his body shook with a kind of tremolo regularity it was impossible to either act or invite. 

Those of a more analytical mind-set would also have noticed how his head shook imperceptibly in its corner; as if he were trying to convince himself he had stepped into another dimension and might, at any time, be transported back to that original where he remained a self-determinate and respected man.

Whatever the response of those seeing it, there can be no doubt that all of them would have found it, initially at least, a scene as inexplicable as it was abnormal and repugnant.

And find it more mysterious still were they to be informed their reaction was one common to the middle-aged Englishman on the wrong-end of the humiliation. 

The voice that carried across from the sofa behind him was unequivocal in its own response to his situation and her English was accented with the Hindko that was a direct follow-on from her Peshawar youth.

Another grating aspect of his submission to her.

Tears at the weakness that had led him to this point streamed down his cheeks as the pain of the thwarted erection her placing of him in the cage brought him intensified. The whole of his past life seeming to flash before his eyes and dwelling more on his failures than any of the successes he had once been so sure of. The commitment to Public Service that was a hallmark down the years of both his country and a rather superior self-congratulatory smugness on his part, especially when counterpointed to those one-dimensional creatures whose raison d’etre was money above all else, had gone. Replaced by a commitment to something – someone – else now. 

With the marriage he had thought was for life in his rear-mirror, his devastation at its loss had soon led to issues in his professional existence and it had not been long before the suggestion he might wish to think of early retirement had been broached by his superiors with more... intent.

Just past his mid-forties, at a time when most men were reaping the benefits of their hard-work and diligence, he was without either a wife, a secure home, or a job to call his own, and living meagrely off the reduced Civil Service Pension he had virtually been forced to accept.

That a part of that pension went to his faithless wife ensured a cutting of his own cloth was necessary if he were to keep his head above water and was ultimately responsible for his presence in the woman’s home and life.

Though it did not explain his abject capitulation to the creature.

The voice of the younger woman who had gained such ascendancy over him almost making him flinch in his corner as he knew what would soon follow:

“Crawl over to your Malkin now and persuade her you have learnt your lesson,” she ordered, before, more ominously for the Englishman who had yet to have a third-person witness his subjugation to his Malkin other than the female solicitor who had witnessed the transfer of his power-of-attorney; and even then in only the most limited sense.

Stroking his hair as if her were a pet in need of reassurance, she watched with delight as his lips pressed against toes she so loved having him worship and savoured what was soon to come.

“We will be leaving to meet my friend Nita shortly and I wish you to be on your very best behaviour...
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Looking back, he would realise all the signs had been there. 

The ever-so subtle assertions of control and the gradual positioning of herself into a figure of authority in his life. All the while, conditioning and training him to her service as she weakened his resolve by supplying him a comfortable home he knew he had no likelihood of supplying for himself – either then or at a future date. Ensuring his life in her home gave him something to contrast against the harsher realities awaiting him if her were to leave.

All the above done beneath an umbrella of care and understanding of his position that was really no more than a gossamer barrier she had erected to prevent the rain of true perception from falling onto his unsuspecting head and preventing the knowledge of just how expertly she was manipulating him from scuppering the long-cherished plans she had for him – or at least a man of his kind – and was now in a position to implement.

Too late now, for either him to rescue himself, or for her to re-think her course.

Both, in their own markedly different ways, imprisoned in the situation she had engineered.

The only difference being that only one of them would have loved nothing better than to find the right circumstances or the strength-of-will to leave it.

And that someone was certainly not her.

Of course, and as is always the way with hindsight, by the time suspicion of her motives had crystallised into pure and hard certainty it was far too late to extricate himself from the shackles she had placed around both the sexual desires now obsessing him and the nuts and bolts of his life itself - the spanner for the latter a tool she had taken into her possession and used only to secure even further the control she already wielded over him.

He often asked himself, normally after the delicious and, at one-time, uncharacteristic weakness she had worked and contrived to overlay upon his sensibilities had been satisfied and he could think clearly again – and at least until his need for her and what she had become to him kicked in again – how a man such as himself could have been so easily taken in and reduced to such a condition of dependency.

And by such a person! 

After all, hadn’t he always been considered a man of principle and substance? 

The scorched earth approach he had taken with his ex-wife after discovering her affair with a young intern at the PR firm where she was a junior executive, surely evidence he was anything but a woman’s dupe.

Even if it was pretty much the last manly thing he had done.

Patsy’s avowal that it was a one-time lapse and that she couldn’t live without him, and the tears and seemingly genuine devastation greeting his determination to end their twenty-three-year union, doing nothing to move him.

There was no way he would be a cuckold for any woman – no matter how deep his love for her had once been.

What would be the point, after all, of a marriage without trust?

Neither had the entreaties of his two university age daughters who insisted their mum loved him and had simply made a menopausal and hormonally driven mistake, make him reconsider for a second.

A stubbornness and refusal to forgive that had ensured what remained of his life would be shifted onto a completely different trajectory.

And one that would not be an improvement in any way. 

The fact both he and his wife had been forty-four-years of age at the time of her faithlessness, and that she had exhibited none of the visible signs of a woman going through the change at that time, not supplying their pleas for him to forgive the errant wife and mother with any teeth.

Second-thoughts that recall of even one hot-flush might have given him pause to make.

Though it was unlikely it would have made him re-think his first reactions after having given due deliberation to the affair she insisted was evidence indicating her... change.

Change of which, as we have already mentioned, there was none according to the evidence.

All the above, perhaps, explaining why neither of his daughters would speak to him and showed no sign of shifting their total support from the mother who had trashed her vows in the first instance.

A stance, he often told himself, that did not bode well for his daughters’ future marital prospects or those of the men they managed to snare.  

Which did not stop him from missing the love and affection he had once been sure of from all three. 

Though he was glad his parents were no longer around to see how low he had fallen.

As for friends?

Well, they had taken pretty much the same stance as his daughters and, if not sided with the cheater exactly, had let him know she had their sympathy for her regrettable “Mistake” and his stubborn refusal to forgive it.

A response he did not take well and the forthright language with which he took those friends to task ensuring he was unlikely to ever be a part of their social plans again.

Or wanted to be.

When he first met the woman about to become both his landlady and his employer, she was a widow of two years while he - Michael Wilson – had less than proud possession of a decree-nisi barely six months current. 

Together with a small rented apartment for which the first half-year lease was about to lapse and not be renewed by an owner who wished to move in a renter with both the capacity and the willingness to pay more on a monthly-basis for what was barely above being labelled a “shit-heap”. The family home had barely any equity left in it after their having borrowed on the strength of it for the Uni-fees of his two estranged daughters - that and some renovations Patsy simply had to have. This and the fact his wife actually earned a little more than him in the Civil Service position at the Department of the Environment he still had at the time – Executive level or not - ensured he had agreed when she offered to buy him out and take on the remaining mortgage herself. 

Hence his removal from the Beckenham home she had been awarded in the settlement and his renting of a tiny and depressing studio apartment in the dormitory town of New Eltham on the outer-edge of South London that was at least more in keeping with his now modest means than more upmarket Kentish location of his former residence.

Hence also, his ever-growing panic as his savings receded and his six-month lease neared expiry without him finding either a job or a living space within his reduced means.

It was a nightmare and he now sympathised with refrain of many of the recent homeless that it was but one small setback from an evening spent sleeping warm and cosy on a mattress, or trying to snatch a few hours rest while under cardboard upon the paving stones of a street or alley.

No surprise then that the advertisement he had seen while scanning the pasteboard for local adverts at Sidcup library caught his attention:
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“Living-quarters in large and comfortable Chislehurst home offered to a suitably mature candidate with no issues in regard of performing light chores in and out of the home for a private lady requiring both domestic and DIY assistance and an unobtrusive presence.  

The owner being a woman who regards privacy as paramount.

The most suitable candidate will be paid weekly spending money, together with food lodgings and other expenses, by way of a salary.

The ideal applicant will also be between forty-five and fifty-five years of age.

This is intended as a long-term position for the successful applicant”

––––––––
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Which was how the forty-five-year-old Michael Wilson came to meet Shreya Laghari and found himself living in a self-contained flat above the garage of her home, not a mile from the high-street at expensive Chislehurst and only a few miles distant from the bustle of Bromley and its popular shopping-centre.

The somewhat unusual composition and requirements of the ad not concerning him so much when what it offered was taken into account, along with his recognition that living there would afford him the time to get his head right and find a way back into proper employment.

It was just what he required at this time, and if it meant stringing along whoever had placed it on the subject of making it long-term then he didn’t see the harm in such a small subterfuge.

That leaps into the unknown of such served only to irritate the fickle and easily angered fates who laughed at the making of human plans, and that designs of such a kind seldom turned out well for the one taking the gamble, did not occur to him.

Though the fact he would be working under the supervision of a woman did.

And a woman of Indian subcontinent origins, too.

A fact that was embarrassing to him, given his somewhat old-fashioned views and the pride that went with it?

Certainly.

But hardly a position of a kind likely to prove injurious to his future health!  

Even if those “light chores” did prove to be a little more involved than the advertisement had first described them to be.

Such was his belief at the time, anyway.

In the end, it had taken two interviews, and a rather painful recounting of his life and personal situation when the Pakistani woman in her early thirties told him she required complete transparency from the person who would, in effect, be sharing the home she owned.

This a non-negotiable part of the process before she could even think of allowing him to move into the space above her garage on a month’s trial basis.

And barely a day before the lease on his current residence expired and he found himself on the street. 

A last gasp reprieve from a possible new-home made of cardboard and a flooring of paving stones that made him thankful to the fates already planning to betray him and even less likely to trouble himself in regard of the position he was about to take on.

If not ideal, he had told himself – the prospect of doing domestic chores for a woman not making much appeal to him – it was certainly a relief to find himself with a roof above his head when his lease expired.

Understandable that he could have no inkling that the widowed young Pakistani woman had instantly seen in him the devoted white chattel she had always dreamed of fashioning for herself after having interviewed so many applicants who were utterly unsuitable on so many different levels.

The same Pakistani girl now in a position to make her fantasies a reality since the death of her unmissed husband of an arranged marriage. The arranged marriage that had brought her to the country of which she had fantasised as a young girl.

Moreover, her new house-guest would be a chattel. A chattel she fully intended to make as dependent and obedient as any of her fellow countrywomen and men who had served the British during their time ruling her land. Though even she might have conceded that there would not have been many who served their English masters in the way she intended Michael Wilson to serve her. And in all ways.

His unawareness of what she had in mind for him and what would befall his life were she to be successful, not enlightened any by the fact she made no appeal to him as a woman whatsoever.

Despite a suspicion there was a very womanly body beneath the concealing silks of her habitual sarees. 

The face above, along with a certain sense of unspoken and subliminal superiority on his part for people from her part of the world, ensuring he felt no attraction for the woman whose house he was living in whatsoever.

A condition, he was not to know, that she fully intended to change. 

By the end of his first week in her comfortable home, he professed himself delighted with the way things were turning out. 

By no means his first choice to be performing her cleaning, doing laundry, and ironing – amongst other less than manly delights; and especially for a young woman from a land his own had once ruled – he was surprised to find how easy the chores Patsy had performed and he had taken for granted came to him. All his life and work had involved logic and practicality and it stood him in good stead in his new role.

At least until he could get his head right and start applying of for jobs in the real-world more suitable for a man of his ability and experience, rather than the new-role he had been forced to take on.

A new-role, she had been insistent upon in both interviews, that might be made more lasting.

If, that is, his work merited such longevity and she found him... suitable.

You can only imagine his inner outrage at being patronised in such a way.

And by such a person.

“It is a good opportunity for you, I think,” she had told him evenly and without seeming to crow in the least; though in truth there was no way she could have delivered the words within his hearing without sounding condescending.

“A good opportunity?” he had thought through gritted teeth.

For him? 

Living in the home of a young Pakistani woman and doing her household chores?

It made him grateful that he had no contact with either his loose-legged wife or the two daughters who had treated her betrayal of him so lightly while expecting him to simply forgive and forget.

The humiliation of having the former love of his life see what he had come to since their separation might just have tipped him over the edge.

And as for the daughters who had once been the apple of his – undiscerning, it turned out – eye?

Fuck them!

Fuck all three of them, in fact.

And the former friends who’d taken sides against him.

He had bitten his tongue as the woman had gone on with her embarrassing assessment of his future in her excellent and very correct, but poorly delivered English.

“It is regrettable that your personal life took such an unfortunate turn at this stage in your life. It seems nowadays that society values only youth rather than experience and I can well understand how difficult – perhaps impossible – you will find it to ever find the kind of employment to which you were used.”

Hearing a similar sentiment exit her lips to the one he had been attempting not to address to himself only served to depress him and she noted his reaction.

“Believe me, Michael,” she went on in a kindly tone – a tone that seemed to him even then, and through the gloom her reminder of his condition had inspired... ersatz ...and unnatural to her; “it is not my intention to rekindle your memories of the way you were treated and what it has led to.”

He nodded with a tiny smile he didn’t feel, all too aware that he was, to all intents and purposes, a supplicant before the Pakistani woman and that he needed to... cultivate ...her.

At least if he wished to experience a roof over his head in the immediate future.

Her black hair was pushed from her face and tied at the back in a way that did nothing to alleviate the asymmetry of her features – though it did bring her eyes into startling and somewhat disturbing effect when he realised they were trained upon him and she seemed to require some kind of...

What?

Thanks?

Validation for her having mentioned a past she knew was painful for him?

Thanks, for having extended him the opportunity to enter her home and take care of her chores?

“I realise that, Mrs Laghari...” he began before she interjected with a tight smile of her own.

“I prefer ‘Ms’,” she told him.

“I’m sorry?”

“I would prefer it if you addressed me as ‘Ms Laghari’,” she explained. “It is the name I went by in my homeland, Michael, and one I returned to after my husband died.”

“I see,” he replied with a tight smile, not having missed the fact she continued to address him by his first-name, despite having just insisted he address her more formally in an obvious attempt to let him know he would not be in her home as either a guest or an equal.

She shook her head.

“No. I am not so sure that you do, Michael. My marriage to the late Mr Bhabra was an arranged one, entered into by my family for reasons of money. My husband, you see, was very successful in business but physically repulsive. At least to me. As you can see, I am not what men describe as a ‘beauty’ myself in facial terms, so it was not so surprising when he found the more desirable women back home – and certainly those who were already here in England – were not amenable to either his advances or the money he was prepared to pay their parents. Explaining why he decided to set his sights... lower.”

Wilson shifted uncomfortably on his chair in front of her desk in the downstairs room she used as an office. Hearing of her relationship with her late-husband – physically repulsive or otherwise – was not high on his list of must-have conversation. Though he managed to keep his expression blank as he nodded what he hoped she would interpret as understanding before changing the subject.

“Our union, as people have it, was joyless, sexless, and, thankfully, childless. My great good fortune in marrying Mr Bhabra was the fact that he was mercifully impotent and wanted only a wife for the sake of appearances. Someone to take his arm at the many business functions and dinners he attended that he might not be seen as alone and desperate; despite knowing we hardly made what would be described these days as a ‘dream couple’. It was this need for face and to put up a good appearance on his part that was responsible for him sending me to a tutor in English that I might be able to converse with those present upon such occasions. It also explains why my proficiency in your language is so correct and extensive – even if my tutor was unable to prevent me speaking it without the thick accent you hear that was already too far ingrained for him to alter. 

“My utter lack of sexual passion for him, together with any fond feeling is another reason I took back the name of my parents after his death,” she finished.

The older man’s cheeks flushed a little at her volunteering of such personal information and she smiled at his discomfort with her mention of that “sexless” marriage.

“You are not comfortable with such talk,” she observed. “This does you credit. But you will find I am a very forthright young woman and, now that I am also a very wealthy one, I find my security and new confidence allows me to speak my mind. I warn you in advance because I
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