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The two professional African women shared a common passion.

Both accredited CPA’s working for the local government and situated in its offices not far from the harbour that dominates the capital’s economy, they were most discreet about their shared interest and were at pains to keep the existence of their blog to themselves.

The Liberian male being the prideful male specimen that he is in general, neither of the woman – though both were of the strong and opinionated variety . had any great desire to make themselves a target for the usual chauvinism they had come to expect from the men of their country.

Female-led relationships, they considered after all, were barely on the radar of these creatures they described to themselves and upon their blog as “troglodytes”.

And if it was, in some rare instances, those men with knowledge of it – or, god forbid, a passion of their own for the governance of a strong woman – were understandably reticent in the imparting of their knowledge to other likely to be contemptuous or physically violent troglodytes.

Monrovia – the capital in which they were based was gradually becoming more sophisticated and cosmopolitan.

But not yet that sophisticated.

Especially when it came to the extreme and outrageous treatment of men by women that interested the two blog creators and administrators.

A blog that was becoming something of an underground sensation amongst the likeminded sisters of their homeland, the wider continent, and certain feminine parts of the rest of the world itself that, in the main, was way ahead of the game in respect of female assertion and male compliance.

The capital city of the West African country of Liberia, it was located on the Atlantic Coast at Cape Mesurado with a population of just over a million souls, and like countries the world over had found the world-wide-web to be both liberating and informative as well as a tool for the mercenary gaslighting of selected targets. It was named Monrovia in honor of U.S. President James Monroe, a prominent supporter of the colonization of Liberia and the American Colonization Society; one of  two national capitals to be named after a U.S. President. The city and surrounding area’s economy dominated by its harbor - the Freeport of Monrovia - and as the location of Liberia's government offices where the two bloggers were employed.

“I suggest we post an excerpt of the book first,” suggested Sarafina Flomo, at twenty-nine the youngest of the two unmarried accountants by some seventeen-months.

Across the desk, her partner in the enterprise considered her words.

“Do not read me wrong,” Sarafina continued. “The content was thrilling to me and I find it hard to believe a man could be capable of writing it – even a European man, as he insists himself to be – but it is so... dark ...I truly think we should test our readers with a sample of its content first.”

Her slightly older co-conspirator  in the enterprise, whose name was Alphia Massaquoi,  nodded:

“I agree, Sarafina, but not entirely. If my own reaction is a guide and what we see from the followers of our blog is also a fair reflection, then I think we may be allowing ourselves to be over cautious.”

Sarafina was about to object when her friend and blog partner held up a hand to forestall her and continued:

“No, Sari. I am not saying we should thrust the content of the book in the faces of our readership in its entirety... At least not yet.”

Sari’s eyes crinkled with puzzlement.

“My only slight disagreement with you is that I think you underestimate exactly what it is our followers are looking for.”

“Perhaps, but...?”

“They have been following our blog and growing in numbers for some time now and, apart from the very rare objection to our thoughts on the female male dynamic, they have been totally supportive and onboard.”

“Which is my point, exactly,” Sarafina pointed out with a hint of exasperation. “So why would you risk to alienate them by moving too far too fast?”

“You are not listening to me, Sari,” said Alphia Massaquoi with no small exasperation of her own.

A somewhat sulky expression crossed the features of the younger woman, unused as she was to being on the wrong end of even a mild rebuke from her friend. They were two fine and attractive examples of Liberian womanhood who seldom disagreed on anything – and especially when it came to the role of the male in the life of the female. Today, however, was an exception.

“I am agreeing with you,” Sari.”

“It does not sound that way.”

“That is because you are focused solely on what you wish to hear and not upon what it is I am saying, “Alphia told her.

Sari spread her arms wide in an invitation for her friend to educate her.

“Yes,” Alphia took up the challenge. “You are right that it makes no sense to risk what we have achieved by promoting content that may repel more than it attracts. I have absolutely no objection to such a circumspect approach.”

Sarafina was not convinced:

“But...?”

“No, buts. Your suggestion about releasing only a small amount of content first is wholly right and I agree with it.”

“Then why...?”

“Sari,” Alphia came in, laying a hand over hers. “I was not saying you are wrong. Only that I think we are underestimating our followers.”

The slightly younger woman was baffled now.

“My point was that, though I think it is right to be cautious and that we will follow the course you suggest, I am convinced we will find in the very near future that we had nothing to concern ourselves about.”

The sun rose in Sarafina’s eyes and all was copasetic between them once again as Alphia continued:

“We will not consider releasing more of the story until we have received feedback from our readers and we know they have a taste to read more.”

She smiled and Sarafina Flomo smiled back.

“I am wet as we speak,” Sari told her and Alphia nodded understandingly.

“It affected me with much power too,” she agreed. “Obviously, we are not speaking of high-brow or high-quality fiction here, but...”

“That is hardly the point of the exercise when it comes to fiction of an erotic nature,” Sari came in. “It is the triggering of the imagination and what that triggering inspires in the individual that is the point. We are drawn to reading of the kind for the sensations it lends to us, not an exercise in the human condition.”

“Which is almost exactly what I was about to say, my sweet Sari,” Alphia confirmed. “I cannot speak for you, but it was the speed of the white character’s descent and the believable way it was described that spiked my imagination most as I imagined myself in the role of the less than beautiful domestic woman who gradually but no less completely exerted a fascination over first his olfactory senses and then his mental faculties. And did so in such a way that it enabled her to dominate him with such completeness. So much so that she was able to exert authority not just over the private life they now shared but his life beyond the home.”

Sari was nodding, tongue slipping out to moisten full and suddenly dry lips:

“You speak for me very well, in fact, Alphia. And it did not hurt that the author’s description of the white-man being put under her heel was of a type we know very well. The prospect of putting such a smug and delusional creature under one’s total control is enough in itself to test the batteries of our toys to the limit of their capacity before they require replacing.”

Alphia roared with amusement before conceding: 

“It has placed something of a strain upon the monthly budget.”

Sari’s laughter mingled with her friend’s until her expression became reflective:

“The only problem for me is that when all is said and done it is just a fantasy,” she sighed. “A wonderful fantasy, I agree. But one I, for one, would like to experience in reality and find myself more than a little dejected by the prospect it will never come to pass.”

Alphia professed surprise:

“Really, Sari? This is unlike you. Normally you are as optimistic as I. Are you not always assuring me that ALL is possible?”

Sari brightened:

“You are right. Who knows what karma and the finger of fate has in store for us?”

“Our very own white chattels, if we are favoured,” said Alphia as her friend nodded agreement. “After all, we could each have one now if we wished.”

“We have discussed this, Alphia. Neither of us have any interest in owning a white-servant who actively seeks his service. I have absolutely no intention of gratifying some pervert’s desires. Where is the power and control we seek in that?”

“It does not exist, Alphia agreed. “To consent to that would just be a more acceptable way of conceding we are second-class human-beings placed on the earth to satisfy the desire of deluded white pigs. As you say, it is of utterly no appeal to either of us.”

She paused for a moment.

“However,” she went on, “conditioning one of the pigs so that he not only comes to need the control we exercise over him but comes to crave it is another matter entirely.”

Sari’s smile was wide now as she agreed:

“Entirely, my love. Which is why we both enjoyed the book so much and wish to share it with the readers of our blog.”

Her smile became self-satisfied as she added:

“27000 of them and growing worldwide.”

“And,” Alphia added with a huge grin of her own, “if their reaction comes anywhere close to ours at the adventures of our fictional sister and her English “Chattel”, I believe we will be showcasing the whole novel very soon.”

“I cannot wait to see the reaction,” Sari agreed.

At this, the two Liberian professionals raised their coffees to each other and clinked, just as if the liquid in the shop-bought cardboard-containers was the finest champagne.

Before the evening was out, the first few chapters of Crispin de Tocqueville’s “The Scent of Ownership” would be uploaded and disseminated to the growing numbers of their followers.

At home and abroad...  
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The white man had his face pressed to her rear. 

And not just her buttocks.

As she rested upon all-fours, she knew a certain orifice was puckering at him and, soon, his lips would be unable to resist the urge to press soft and reverent kisses to the rim surrounding it.

There had not even been a need to instruct him, so far had he fallen under the spell of the powerful African who had done so much to overcome his antipathy towards a face that was almost terrifying in its primitivism. Her obsidian eyes and mashed coal-black features unable to detract him from his new desire to... serve... her. To revel in his subservience to her less than pristine hygiene and the earthiness of a body he had once not only professed complete disinterest in but left her in no doubt repelled him.

And yet here he was.

And there she was.

Above him, and in all ways.

And in the England of his birth.

His one-time housekeeper who was now his master.

A black master.

An African master.

His country may have decided upon the economic suicide that was Brexit in order to gain back a sovereignty that had not been lost in the first place, but the sovereignty he had surrendered to this monstrous example of the African continent’s womanhood was both real and, seemingly more so by the day, irrevocable.  

“Hold your mouth open,” she ordered in an English still thick with the accent of
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