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Wembley. Western Australia – October 2014

“Ten months!” the Englishman marveled to himself as he buried the flimsy garment in warm water and the cloud-like suds upon its surface to complete that part of the hand-washing process that would eventually ready it for further use; the scent of its user having already had its usual humiliating and inexplicably exciting effect upon him prior to immersion. 

Despite knowing that “further use” would not be for his own benefit.

That the garment being readied for later wearing did not belong either to him or his still absent wife only served to emphasise the nature of thoughts that found themselves unable to come to terms with what had been done to him and, more importantly, by whom.

And in such a relatively short space of time.

The sound of clacking heels upon the stone steps leading to the basement that served as both utility room and servant quarters made him forget his hatred for the person he had once loved. 

The person who was partly responsible for his predicament. 

Knowing that the equally hateful presence at his back had been the one to turn the loving and faithful wife and mother of his twenty-year-old daughter back in England into a woman he did not recognise.

A recently absent wife of whom she brought news:

“I have just spoken to the Master,” the hateful tones informed his back as the girl eased herself in the room’s one, semi-comfortable, chair that she might observe his efforts at her ease.

Forcing a neutral expression onto his face he removed his hands from the water and slowly turned that he may face her to adopt the position of respect she insisted upon from him whenever he was being addressed. Careful to keep his eyes lowered – as much that he might not have to look upon her as to obey her instructions in this regard – he knelt upon the hard stone floor that was so out of keeping with the luxury of the beach-side home above that had once belonged to him – or so he had thought. Her feet could be seen below him and he told himself that they were a sight more preferable to his gaze than the eyes of the young woman who owned them.

Eyes – not to mention feet - that would be sure to be mocking him as he knelt before her.

But then, how could such eyes do anything else but mock when confronted with the parody of a man – if that – she and his transformed wife had made of him.

That a handsome, once vibrant, forty-something white Englishman knelt before her dressed after the manner of an Indian flunkey in a loose fitting white linen top and trousers to match, barefooted to highlight his inferiority, could not fail to attract her derision.

More so, when that handsome and formerly vibrant man had been employed in the washing of her soiled panties.

He was not to know that the girl was at that point considering him overdressed and had already engaged in discussions via Skype with his absent wife regarding the possibility of his remaining naked as he performed his chores about the house.

It was, she considered, more fitting for the abject  servant they had made of him. The climate, after all, was conducive to the absence of clothing. And, anyway, it was not as if he was allowed out in their company these day – and especially not on his own.  

It was a “policy decision” – the young Indian girl had chuckled to herself – that his wife was slowly warming to and one she very much hoped to have in place waiting to greet her when she made her return.

“She will be travelling back from England next month and was pleased to hear that you have behaved for me during her absence.”

Both her praise and the prospect of his wife’s return were less than thrilling to him.

“Your daughter also sends her love and wishes for your swift recovery, and hopes to be able to speak to you on Skype soon. So I will have to make sure you are wearing something more suitable when that happens.”

The smile she aimed at the top of the head below her was not pleasant – though it was smug.

“After all, we would not want your young daughter to see her father dressed so... humbly... would we?”

As he scrutinised her feet and studiously avoided making eye-contact, her lip curled derisively as she added:

“Is Ms Nashi not kind to think of her servant’s well-being in such a way?”

He ignored the mocking first person reference to her new status – and his – and concentrated on the prospect of his beloved Berenice seeing him in his current condition. 

No matter the “mental breakdown” spin his lying wife had placed upon it, his daughter seeing him in such reduced circumstances – even if those circumstances came nowhere near the full truth of his fall - was not one that made any appeal and the news he would at least be dressed semi-presentably when next they saw each other via Skype was a relief to him.

His thoughts were transparent to his young Indian tormentor and supervisor:

“It would, after all,” she agreed, “be terribly upsetting for your beautiful daughter to see her father in such... humbling... circumstances.”

Not for the first time, he wanted to wrap his hands around the throat of the young bitch and squeeze until all life left her mocking and perverse eyes.

And didn’t.

He had, after all, tried it once and his existence had been made even more miserable after he had been unable to carry out his intent and steps had been taken to ensure he would think twice, and then twice again, before attempting such an “outrage” in the future.

He was, he often told himself, forced to live in some nightmarish alternative existence where everything, places and people, remained the same but with an entirely different dynamic.

A hateful, repulsive, and formerly unthinkable dynamic.

At least for him.

As if to underline the change made to his life after his attempt to throttle the life from her, the Indian girl’s foot went between and beneath his spread knees and fetched a wince from him.

“Stay still now,” she warned him. “You’ve been a good boy these past few weeks the Master has been away and it would be a shame to spoil it now.”

Despite his hatred for the vile girl, he felt himself stir above the pressure applied to his scrotum from her foot and waited for the pain he was certain would soon follow.

“It must be terribly shaming to you for a young woman such as I to be able to take such liberties with you,” she told him as he was unable to suppress a groan as his hardening cock made contact with the bars of his penile penitentiary his wife had allowed the girl to lock him into on the fateful first night of his fall. 

She went on when he offered no response:

“And yet, even though you hate me so very much you cannot prevent your tiny cock from trying to get hard from no more than the contact of my foot.”

It was no more than the demeaning truth and, as much as he detested himself for the response, he felt a desire to smother her free foot with kisses, senses enflamed by sight of the flawless and shapely brown feet in their low-heeled sandals that were, equally impeccably kept toenails, the only truly flawless part of her.

He had sensed it before and sensed it again.

He was beginning to lose himself.

The feelings of hatred and anger were still there, of course, and he was convinced they would always remain, but...

Something was going on his subconscious that was not, he knew, at all healthy and could only make the unreal situation into which he had been forced even more binding.

A part of him was beginning to respond to their humbling treatment of him with... excitement! 

Reading his thoughts once again with uncanny accuracy, she slid her free foot from the sandal and, with her toes, raised his chin that she might look into his hate-filled yet needy eyes.

He closed them. The indignity, despite all that had happened over the past year and his ever encroaching conditioning to their treatment, too great for him to stare upon it in its naked form for any length of time. Indignity not lessened by the scent of perspiration that mingled with the perfumed moisturising cream he himself had applied to those same feet that very morning.

And certainly not lessened by the overpowering and humiliating need he felt to place his lips upon her instep.

So far had he been lowered in so short a passage of time.

“How dare you close your eyes when I am speaking to you!” she scolded, almost giggling when his eyes snapped open instantly, so well-conditioned to her authority was he becoming; even if it was his hatred of her that made the power she wielded over the handsome Englishman so... satisfying. 

Were they tears forming behind his eyes, she asked herself? Knowing that if they were then it would not be for the first time. Knowing also how emasculating it must be for him to be reduced to such a condition by one of her race and age.

The sensations the wielding of such power over a man of his own age, race, and class induced in her were almost overwhelming and every bit as amazing as her childhood fantasies had promised.

Emboldened by the strength of her own desire, she placed a pedicured toe upon his bottom lip and teased it as they reflected upon their current positions – the one as master and the other as... no other word would serve... slave.

Then:

“You have my permission to kiss it like the good and obedient dog you wish to be for me,” offered the heavily accented voice of a girl from a different culture young enough to be his own daughter. “You may even suck upon it if you wish to be especially pleasing for one of your owners.

She felt rather than saw him flinch at this description of herself and, by implication, him.

“I am of a mind to reward you for your good behaviour,” she went on by way of an added inducement and, despite the revulsion he felt for her, his eyes betrayed his hope. It has been over a month since your little penis has been allowed out of its cage and the Master did give me permission to reward you if your behaviour towards me during her absence was... servile... enough.”

Taking her toe from his lip and raising her foot trap his nose between her big-toe and the next she gave it a tweak.

“Well? Would you like me to take you out of your cage so that you place your little cock against my leg and hump away like the animal we both know you are until your pathetic white sauce again exits your imprisoned penis?”

To his deep and sincere shame he felt himself nod, need for release far outweighing the bestial act she suggested that, apart from being a first for him, would give testament to just how far he had fall and, worse, how much lower he could be forced to go.

“Then show me how much you appreciate me showing you your true position in life and suck my toes until the nails you painted this morning are even shinier.”

Now tears did fall from his eyes.

“Then, once I am pleased with your efforts,” she went on, holding his eyes with complete and utter inflexibility, “I will take you from your cock-cage and allow you ten minutes making love to my calf.”

A brief silence followed as they stared at each other in unequal combat.

Then:

“Begin.”

It was but a second or two later that the young woman felt the older man’s mouth suck her toe into his mouth and begin to suck and she was unable to prevent a sigh of gratification from escaping her as she savoured the power she now wielded over him.

Her smile was genuine and terrifying as she thought back to just how different things had been between them not so long before...
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Wembley – November 2013

“You are a wonderful and strong woman who has sacrificed that strength in order not to damage your husband’s misguided pride and inflated sense of self-esteem.”

The speaker of these words, in a second language indicative of either a great and intimate friendship or at least a close family tie, was not as might have been expected either a friend or a blood relation to the forty-three year-old English woman from whose temples she was massaging away the latest of her headaches as she stood before her dressed only in a cotton robe. 

In fact, far from being on such an equal footing, she was the woman’s – and, by extension, the husband’s – housekeeper and had been for the past seven months.  

She was also a dark-complexioned girl of Parsee extraction whose family had come to Australia from Bombay – or “Mumbai” as it is now known – in 2007. At barely twenty years of age she had been recommended by a local domestic agency and, over Emma Coxton’s insistence she wished to take care of the home herself, had been taken on by Martin, her husband.

At first, it had been every bit as difficult as she had expected it to be having another woman – girl – living in the home with them and not being responsible herself for the day-to-day chores that at least kept her busy. But, living as she did in the self-contained accommodation above the garage, the presence of Nashi Dass had not proved as intrusive as she had thought and soon, with Martin frequently away in either Brisbane or Sydney on business, she actively welcomed the girl’s presence. She had never made friendships easily and had not taken to the wives of her husband’s work colleagues, so it was nice to have some company.

There were, after all, only so many times one could visit the attractions of a city alone without becoming thoroughly bored.

And Perth was certainly no London in regard of antiquity and diversity; though it was a nice place to live she had conceded and the affluent City Beach in which her husband had chosen for them to live was more affluent than most. The activities awaiting indulgence there could be divided into those that took place within the suburb of City Beach itself and those available on and around the actual beach area. Football, cricket, volleyball and basketball, and any number of “guy” pastimes in which she, as opposed to her sports loving husband, had absolutely no interest. 

Thankfully for her sanity, there were also numerous other grassy parks, as well a large area of bush land with a walking trail for her to stroll and have her own private thoughts.

Thoughts, with the advent of the young Indian woman into her domestic life that had, of late, become more... complex. 

Safe to say that the life of an expat English wife in an unfamiliar country – and as affluent as the area she was favoured enough to live in was – did not enchant her and she missed her home in the south of England and the daughter studying at university there with a dull ache that was fast turning into a burning passion.

Not that she could confide that sense of loss to her husband, of course. At the opposite extreme to her, her husband had bought into the life Australian and thrived in their home environment. When he was at home long enough to do so, that is.

He had fallen in love with the area and its two major beaches and had even taken the surfing and wind-sailing lessons recommended by some colleagues at the workplace; though – thankfully, given her preference for a quiet life and her distrust of strangers – he had not required her to interact socially with these colleagues and their other halves.

A small mercy. 

Unable by temperament to enjoy the social activities that would have seen her make friends and occupy her time, and while he saw their surroundings as a private paradise not to be had in what he saw as a more claustrophobic and expensive Britain. The same Britain for which she pined so much and away from which she found only loneliness. Uncomfortable in her comfortable and affluent lifestyle she sometimes longed to be able to share her private misery and yet had objected when Martin told her he had hired a housekeeper to free up yet more time to add to that she found hard to pass already.

Objections that were soon a thing of the past.

Their home was a monument for those who recognise the good things in life. A hundred yards from the beach of this prestigious beachside suburb. An elegant and spacious ocean-side home finished to the highest standards with tasteful design in its bright casual living areas that opened out into a gorgeous alfresco area with a gourmet outdoor kitchen, formal lounge with gas log fire, magnificent open plan kitchen with quality appliances and a beautiful pool with pool jets.

In short, it was spectacular and, had she been able to transport it to the other side of the world to another chillier coastline, she would have adored to have it.  Added to its five en-suite bedrooms and the impressive appointments already mentioned were a gym, a five car garage and a whole host of other features including keyless entry, security cameras, electric gates, ducted air conditioning, bathrooms lined with engineered stone, frameless glass doors and easy care and already established gardens.

But a home to her it was not.

At least, it wasn’t a home to her yet.

She was, in short, and despite the love she felt for her handsome and growingly successful husband, ripe for something different.

The hands of her over-familiar employee were massaging behind her ears by now and it was only with an effort that she managed to defy the delightful circular motions of the girl’s talented fingers to remonstrate with her:  

“Nashi,” her employer tried to remonstrate, knowing she had already allowed the girl too much familiarity and feeling guilty to hear the husband of their daughter mentioned in such a way, “please don’t speak of Mr Coxton in such a way.”

Emma Coxton gave a sigh as the girls skilled hands worked their way down to her neck and her concerns for the girl’s growing familiarity became less... pressing. Younger age or not, the girl had become something of a friend to her in this land where she had none and, consequently, a degree of familiarity had developed between them. And appeared to be growing.

“You are more loyal to him than he deserves,” the girl went on in her highly accented English, confident in her own hard-won power and the knowledge that the attractive and middle-aged European woman was beginning to respond to her influence. “I have been with you these past months and I have seen for myself how he takes you for granted.”

“Nashi...”

Genuinely fond, as well as highly attracted to her employer – almost as much as she was to Emma Coxton’s handsome husband, Nashi’s hands slid her employer’s robe from her shoulders and ran them across the unblemished white skin gently... tantalisingly... the contrast of her own brown hands on the lightly tanned European epidermis of the blonde woman thrilling to her.

“You are unfulfilled and have been for many years now, while your husband has no difficulty with you remaining that way,” the girl went on, dark-skinned fingers startling against her employer’s white flesh; flesh that remained only lightly tanned, despite the pool beyond the patio and the consistency of the southern hemisphere sun. 

“You have sacrificed your own fulfilment for your daughter and your husband’s career,” she went on, allowing the robe to drop to the ground and leaving her employer’s forty-something and still shapely body in all its naked glory. She was not one of the beautiful people herself and even at her young age accepted the fact, but she also knew there was a sensuality in her plump features, as well as something not unpleasing and erotic in her fleshy but hourglass body and the strong legs with their somewhat over-defined calf muscles. 

“It was a noble and loving thing for you to do,” she went on. “But now it is your time.”

Emma Coxton knew she should be stopping the girl. This was wrong. Yes, she had yet to really connect with the Western Australian lifestyle and pined for the familiarity of their old home just outside London. But she was the girl’s employer. Familiarity of such a kind could only lead to... difficulties. 

She was, in fact, about to stop this... seduction... in its tracks that very moment when the girl’s fingertips traced the length of her spine and her breath caught in her throat.

It was so, so, wrong, her thoughts screamed as she felt the wetness between her
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