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When an English couple in their early forties travel to India to accept the inheritance left the wife by an aunt she had not seen since her teens, the dynamic of their married life is about to change.

For not only does her inheritance insist she take over her aunt’s thriving Executive Employment Agency in Chennai, on the Bay of Bengal in eastern India, but that she live in the home overlooking that same bay with her husband.

A home with an Indian housekeeper the Will stipulates must remain in their employment.

A young woman by the name of Nipa Choudhary who, since her twelfth birthday, had worked with the agreement of her well-paid family for the past seventeen years in her aunt’s service and also had her education paid for by her older employer. 

A young woman who, when she was of age, would become something far more than a servant and housekeeper to her unmarried employer.

Seeing the bequest as an opportunity to try and write the novel had always promised himself he would write, and after giving up his career as an Actuary with a Pension-Company, Esther Baldwin’s somewhat chauvinistic husband agrees to accompany her to India on the understanding they will remain there only until such a time as the terms of the Will have been met and they can sell both home and business and return to England.

Though his wife agrees, neither Esther nor Chris Baldwin are to know that it is a return they will not be making.

Ever!

An absence, however, that will at least ensure joy for one of them.

And, in the beginning at least, misery and painful self-reflection for the other.

For the Indian woman acting as their housekeeper who soon becomes the wife’s lover without her husband’s knowledge, just as she had been her aunt’s lover before, has a secret.

A lover with a secret who will show the English wife not just her true nature but that love has many forms – for both male and female – that go beyond the norms society expects and encourages from its citizens.

Love that will see the English wife happy and fulfilled in a way she wasn’t before and, her lover assures her, in a form her previously macho husband might just find liberating, satisfying, and more akin to his true nature also.

Eventually, anyway!
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She had not seen her housekeeper and lover for a week and her return was made all the more exciting by the possibility She would not be her housekeeper when she stepped inside the home she owned again.

A very temporary vacancy for which her lover had suggested a replacement the second it became open, ensuring the home would have a new and very different housekeeper.

It was a thought that would have been unthinkable to her not long before but which now left her breathless with anticipation.

And especially as her lover had insisted that the real person inhabiting her husband’s body and hidden from view by the carapace his subconscious had formed over to would, eventually, respond to the household regime change in a positive way that would cement him more securely in the household hierarchy and utterly delighting the two women at its apex. 

The key word, that lover insisted, being...

“Eventually!”

The kiss the two shared upon her return home to the large and comfortable hillside home overlooking the Bay of Bengal was all the more sensual to the cheating-wife for knowing her husband was nearby... 

Somewhere.

The fact what was occurring was taking place at all meant – or at least the wife prayed it meant – that her lover had been successful in doing what she, quite frankly, had believed impossible but had been too thrilled at the prospect to forbid the attempt being made. 

Despite the fact failure would undoubtedly lead to the loss of a husband she still loved and wanted in her life.

Albeit in an entirely new and far less... egalitarian ...way.

So intense had been the meeting of their lips, only the knowledge of how heightened their pleasure would be if they exercised delayed gratification prevented them ripping the clothes from each other there and then and any voyeur with access to the sight of them would no doubt have mistaken them for two lesbian lovers reacquainting themselves after an enforced but necessary absence.

Though, to be fair, to our fictitious spy, he or she would have been both right and wrong.

Given the levels of her excitement and, yes, anxiety, it was the English wife who pulled away from the embrace and the scorching contact of her lover’s full, plump, and darkly sensuous lips.

“You are worried?” came the unmissably feminine voice belonging to her powerful lover that delighted her senses so much these days. Its English excellent. Even if its accent owed more to her Tamil Nadu roots than a deep and correct schooling in the Anglo-Saxon dialect.”

Esther shrugged as she took a step back, considering the question obvious and unnecessary as her eyes darted from left to right in search of a clue to the whereabouts of her absent husband.

The home and her late-aunt’s company might be hers, after all, but when it came down to it she was still a married woman carrying on an affair with her housekeeper in that same home.

And directly under her husband’s nose.

A husband and the love she still felt for him, no matter how reduced, that made her infidelity all the more...

Pleasing!

“Are you surprised?” she asked finally, eyes drinking in the hour-glass form of the tall and striking Indian housekeeper who had turned her entire physical world on its head and was about to do the exact same for her marriage.

And in, perhaps, an even more incredible way. 

“Of course not, my love,” came the answer from a lover who had eschewed her usual and traditional costume and was instead kitted out in a sleeveless black-lycra top that emphasised her wondrous breasts and tight leggings in the same shade that performed the same trick for her strong and shapely legs.

Again, the desire of the English wife fought with her unease.

“You are going through a period of great change,” her lover continued, ”and, with change, comes anxiety and worry for the future. I would only be surprised if you did not feel these things.”

Ester nodded, looking about her home with a sense of, if not disappointment exactly, puzzlement.

Puzzlement that everything about her surroundings seemed as they had been when she had left it almost eight days’ before; having not told her husband she was taking a trip to the west-coast to scout out various possible locations for a new office of operations.

Leaving it to the lover her husband still considered a domestic servant to explain her absence.

His reaction to the news of her departure from a servant’s lips, and what had happened since, the source of her anxiety.

The fact that everything about the home she owned seemed exactly the same and all was in immaculate order not supplying her the comfort it usually provided.

From the minimal European furnishings to the stripped pine flooring and scattered and contrasting rugs, everything seemed as untouched and as pristine as they had when she left while her husband worked upstairs in his attic study. Busying himself on the crime-novel he hoped would give him a career he had always dreamed of when labouring over the dreary and by the numbers duties of a pension-company actuary.

“Calm yourself, my love,” calmed her younger lover reassuringly. “All is in hand.”

“If that’s the case, Nipa,” she responded a little tersely, “where is Chris?”

When the reply was not instant her manner became more accusatory:

“You promised me when I left that...”

Stepping in to her, Nipa placed a finger over her lips and shushed her.

“I promised and I have delivered upon that promise,” said the younger Indian commandingly, despite the fact she was speaking not only to a bed-partner but her employer.

“But...?”

“All will be explained and you will see your husband soon, Esther. But first there are things you need to know and act upon,” Nipa said in a voice that was now soothing as well as commanding.

“What things?”

Nipa led her to a sofa next to a table upon which she had already set two glasses and a jug of iced-water.

“You are thirsty after your journey,” she said as she poured a glass. “So drink as you listen to me and place your silly anxieties to one side. I promise you will not be disappointed.”

Still impatient but realising she was indeed thirsty, Esther did as she had been instructed, though it was obvious she remained impatient. With herself as much as her lover. For she still wasn’t as resolved as she would like to be when it came to the course of action Nipa had set them upon.

Even if her doubts were far less compelling than the arousal she felt simply contemplating the picture of their lives going ahead her lover had painted for them.

And painted with a verbal dexterity and persuasiveness matching the brushstrokes of a gifted artist as he or she went about applying the paint that would convince an onlooker, no matter how temporarily, they were looking upon the real thing.

That same lover having assured her many times that, though she felt nothing like the affection and desire for her husband she felt for his wife, the prospect of having him at their beck and call on a 24/7 and long-term basis was at least as exciting to her as it was to the wife she had seduced away from her partner.

Why else, she had told Esther, would she be in a condition of rut whenever she found herself in the man’s presence?

Even if he did appear utterly oblivious to her as a physical entity rather than a domestic whose only purpose in the home was to make his life more comfortable.

Her husband forgiven for not knowing that such thinking was about to come to an end.

If, that is, Ester thought to herself, Nipa had actually delivered on her big promises. 

“Firstly,” that same lover began, seating herself before bringing up feet in heeled sandals and curling them beneath lycra-clad buttocks on the sofa, “the way in which you once spoke and reacted to your husband must never be repeated.”

Esther sighed. They had been over this before and nothing had changed – at least in this respect. Despite the need she felt for her housekeeper, she loved her husband in ways not extended to her in the same way and intended for him to remain in that position despite everything.

About to reiterate her position when Nipa prompted her: 

“Yes. I am mindful of your feeling for him still and your desire to keep him as your husband - as pitiful as he is. You may be assured, that I and will – and always shall - abide by your wishes, my love.” 

For a few moments, and despite the assurances, Esther felt affronted at hearing her husband spoken of in such a way by one so much younger. 

“For someone who finds him so attractive,” she told her lover, “you seem strangely dismissive.”

This fetched a smile to those sensuous and full Indian lips as Esther continued.

“Chris is a great deal of things,” Esther went on, “but pitiful isn’t one of them.”

“I will leave you to make up your own mind on that score,” said Nipa with a knowing smile. “But before I reintroduce you to your husband, you must be re-educated as to the way you interact with him from here on out.”

“Go on,” urged Esther, throat cooled by the ice-water and finding herself as intrigued as she was angry.

As well as a little – a lot - nervous.

“The man you left with me last week is no longer a man in my eyes and no longer is he to be called ‘Chris’ or even ‘Christopher’. 

The green-eyes of the full-bodied but growingly matronly English wife narrowed.

“From this moment he is to be called ‘Chrissy”. 

Esther gasped as shock and sexual arousal struck at her core with equal force.

The thought of her masculine husband finding himself addressed in such a regressive and adolescent way thrilling her in ways as obscure to her as was her new and overriding need for the housekeeper on the sofa next to her and the prospect of becoming the dominant force in her formerly mildly chauvinistic but always masculine husband’s life.

“Always, my lovely Esther,” Nipa told her seriously.

“But, surely...?”

“No!”

The stridency of her lover’s tone and the seriousness in her eyes fetched Esther up short.

“You assured me that this was what you wanted. Your husband at your side in a more obedient and useful form, and your lover with you at the same time. I am aware you say your feelings for me will always be different to those you still have for him, but if you are to achieve what you want then you must listen to me.” 

“But...?”

“This is not a debate, Esther. We discussed how things would be when he could no longer be considered or consider himself the man of the house and this is how it will be. You agreed to accept my lead when it came to how it would be achieved if I could make this happen. And the first thing I must insist upon is that you call him ‘Chrissy’ from this point on.”

“Okay, okay!” I understand. “But why is it so important?” Esther persisted, staring at the younger Indian domestic and knowing all too well why her aunt had not only have taken her servant as a lover but decided to leave her a small legacy and ensure her niece was compelled to employ her as one of the covenants of her will.

Nipa sighed, having thought she had explained it all previously and wondering if her employer and lover had thought she was joking.

“Allow me to go over it again,” she began in a long-suffering voice.

“Please do,” said Esther with an edge to her voice, not
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