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Where I am now is a long way from where I was only three-months before.

And a distance requiring the Webb Telescope to gauge the distance when compared to the life I’d known and loved. Prior to finding myself here now, squatting on my knees to greet my... “Master” ...after her – yes, you heard correctly - return from the London offices of Balogun Cements. A company with operations all over Africa that had chosen London as its base to break into both the UK and the North and South American markets.

And why, you are asking, am I squatting upon the floor, barefoot and wearing nothing other than shorts? 

A man in his mid-forties with a degree and a doctorate in his chosen field who only a short while before was Balogun Cements Head of IT? 

A man, I have been reliably told throughout my forty-six-years, who is and remains attractive to the opposite sex?

The short answer, for those of you who cannot be bothered to read my tale of woe to the end, is partly to be found in that last self-observation.

For the other reasons explaining the dire nature of my current situation, you must bite back your impatience and read on – though given the cruel, calculating and forbidding, nature of the African woman whose key |I hear turn in the front-door lock as I lower my head respectfully and prepare to welcome her home, I fully expect to be occupying cemetery or prison before the opportunity to read my tale is available... And maybe not even then...
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...So, how does a man - me, Gordon Prescott - formerly happily married to the love of his life, and with two daughters he loves equally as much; one at university in the US, the other married and even further away in Perth on the south-west corner of the Australian coast; find himself here?

Unlike the current life I am forced to live, the explanation is about as cliched as it could be.

Picture a bout of nausea one morning, as I attempted to deal with the problems usual to the IT department of a City Corporation in a position I no longer have. Think of a granted request to take at least the rest of the day off; and an Uber to our East Dulwich home. And imagine what awaited me in the bedroom when I was deposited there.

I’m sure you can put the three together to come up with an unholy if all too transparent reason for the divorce that followed.

Not to mention the 2-Year suspended prison-sentence received for the subsequent fisticuffs with the neighbour fucking my wife – just saying her name makes me feel as nauseous as I did that lunchtime and you won’t hear it from my lips. The same fisticuffs, for those who enjoy hearing about such things, that did not see me on their wrong side, though the bastard neighbour certainly added some physical damage to the mental devastation already caused by the cock I saw thrusting into my wife’s mouth. 

So why the suspended-sentence, I hear you ask?

That would be from pulling back my arm to slam it into lover-boy’s face and connecting with the face of my wife and her, now, cock-free mouth, to render her unconscious as she came to either stop us both or aid her lover – an unanswered question which will remain in that condition.

To this day I don’t know and don’t care. Unprepared to listen to or read any of her apologies and assurances of her love still. Even when my daughter’s flew home and took her part by trying to plead her case. 

Call me unforgiving and I’ll give you argument. Accuse me of being unable to get over my “Male pride” and you’ll get the same answer.

Was I willing to throw away twenty-four-years of a good marriage for one ill-advised mistake on my wife’s part?

Too fucking right...!
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...It’s the way I’m built, I’m afraid – or was. Show me disrespect and the game’s all but over. Break my trust and there is absolutely no coming back. Get found in my bedroom with a strange cock in your mouth and...

I’m sure you get it.

And if you don’t?

Phone a fucking friend.

All I’ll add is that life really is too short to keep people in your life who’ve hurt you in the hope they might never do it again.

I see the risk but what’s the reward other than a life of suspicion as one waits for the next blow to fall.

Fuck that!

Which, that being said – and truthfully – how is it I’m barefoot and half-naked in the home of an African woman from Nigeria who is fast reaching the end of a well-remunerated two-year stint in Balogun’s London office before returning to Lagos and taking up her former position?

Where’s the pride in taking that kind of disrespect, I hear you thinking?

Yeah, well; sometimes other factors trump those we always thought of as lines in the sand and lead us to ditch our principles in order to escape consequences of a more... Draconian ...kind.

Ditched principles and what persuaded me to jettison them I’ll speak of shortly.

For now, though, the African woman responsible for the position in which I find myself has stepped through the door and closed it behind her and I have other preoccupations engaging my thought processes.

This as I squat in the position she likes to see me in upon her return.

Eyes fixed upon the polished wooden-flooring as her heels peck their way towards me and the usual fear she has instilled in me results in an unmanly shiver as her feet in their heels and the powerful black legs above step into my eyeline...
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...Morenike Dorgu was unmarried and in her mid-thirties. My surprise at my interview with Balogun being conducted by a woman who was, as far as Balogun’s London operation was concerned, their Head-Honcho, compounded by the absence of anyone from Human Resources. To do, no doubt, with the company being African with different workplace practices.

What I couldn’t write off – and right from the moment I was shown in and she rose to her feet to take my hand in what was bone-crushing grip for a woman – was her size.

At five-eleven and 195-pounds, I’m not what you’d call a small man, but this woman dwarfed me by at least six inches in the spiked heels I saw when I glanced down and away. Doing so instinctively when I found I couldn’t meet the sheer intensity of her vivid green eyes.

The woman was not gorgeous by any stretch of the imagination, or even conventionally attractive. But the power radiated from her. And I do not mean by dint of her position alone.

The sleeveless black top revealed when she removed her jacket and draped it over the back of her chair was accompanied by a surprisingly short skirt that; while not as revealing as those worn by a number of the admin staff on my journey to her office – a sight, were it not for my nerves regarding my upcoming interview and need to find work fast that would have made my progress an enjoyable one - was brief enough to reveal muscled yet shapely legs








































































































[image: ]






[image: ]





































[image: ]



























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Baroness
Hassana SaMed:

i;

£

= AN~
i

R -over-!

ﬂ _—
-\\\ )

st dolic

TeLs™a
<’ ( w ’\ 2





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/image012.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image016.jpg





d2d_images/image006.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





