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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
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