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It was not the first time she had retired to the privacy of her quarters in the basement and curled up on the bed with busy fingers as she read the dog-eared paperback she had taken with her from what the husband at her last assignment had thought was the secret hideaway holding his collection of female-domination fiction.

The husband himself had been of no interest to her and she had known from the start he was not the one.

His collection of fiction, however, had been quite another matter.

Many was the time when the couple employing her were away for the evening or weekend that she had delved into his stash and spent some glorious hours allowing her imagination to run as riot as her fingers, though, ultimately, the release she found would only ever prove a quick fix that would soon see her... hungry ...once again.

Over time, she would, of course, always come back to the one fictional tale that most closely matched what she sought.

A fictional tale never seeming to lose its power to transfix and, eventually, provide her with a release.

Even if she would soon be back in search of the same fix not long afterwards.

A picture of herself with her back presented to the white creature she intended to serve her dominated eyes made glassy with lust as her imagination pictured the man approaching the bed upon all fours in the most humbling of ways.

Crawling and not stopping until his nose was at the crevice of an African arse glistening with the coconut-oil she had only just massaged into it.

Saving the thought for later, she turned her attention to the text...  
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...It made for a bizarre and disturbing sight – or would have had it been made available to a public wider than the comfortably prone black woman.

A white man was curled upon the floor at the foot of a comfortable and warm looking bed.

A bed he was proscribed from visiting.

His bed.

In his bedroom.

In his home. 

And proscribed it by the black woman currently residing in it at her ease; thoroughly comfortable in the knowledge that the owner of the bed, and the home that went with it, had considered himself her superior up until not very long ago.

Yet here she was, and there he was. At the foot of a bed he owned but was no longer allowed to visit. She, resting snug and warm beneath the heavy and reassuring Tog of an expensive and luxurious. He, curled up in a ball on the carpeted floor with only a single blanket to protect him from the chill of a late autumn night and without a pillow to add some small softness to the floor-covering beneath his head.

For he remained an owner in name only, and only for as long as she allowed him the conceit. Of this he was no longer in any doubt, and when his eyes stared up as one perfectly tended black foot – so delicate, shapely, and out of keeping with the rest of the oversized and monstrous dimensions of his erstwhile housekeeper’s body -  peeked out from beneath the quilt, the almost white sole staring down at him in stark contrast to the coal black instep above it and the peachy red nails he himself had painted only that previous morning.

Not to mention the smooth black armpits she had insisted he cleanse with his own tongue before she retired to her sleep in his room and his bed.

Wholly unable to resist a thrill of submissive longing he had not been aware existed in his psyche before the advent of the woman into his employ – and before he quite realised he was about to do it - he slid from under the thin blanket she so graciously allowed him and strained his head upwards that he might place a slobbery kiss upon the lowest extremity of the African woman who insisted she owned him.

An African woman as removed from the models, actresses, and society beauties he was used to bedding and leaving, as a dung-beetle was removed from the butterflies fluttering above it.

Indeed, the only time these days when he felt anything like the man he had been before was when he worked on the blog she insisted he maintain for reasons baffling to him.

But then, everything about her baffled him.

How on earth had things come to such a pass?

And yet, he realised with a frisson of terror that did nothing to lessen his desire for the black foot beneath his worshipful lips and the woman above it, those “things” were now the reality he lived with.

He had become a thrall.

To a low-born, ill-educated, West African woman who thought she had hit the jackpot when landing the job of cleaning his home and tending to his laundry on a daily basis.

And for little more than her room and board in a small basement room and a pittance of weekly spending money.

Only to find that fate had a far more compelling storyline in mind for both her and her new “Master”.

The cock that had been in state of rut virtually the whole of that day – the perfume of his monstrous tormentor somehow managing to pervade his nostrils and remain there – arrowed upwards from his groin and he could only marvel at the extent of the power this... creature... now wielded over him that he felt unable to indulge his natural imperative and take his release into his own hands.

To do so would be to disobey her.

A woman from Liberia supplied by a specialist agency dealing with such domestic matters.

And a woman he had employed for a pittance to be his...

Flunkey.

As the tangy aroma of her toes pervaded his nostrils and he darted out a tongue to better savour it, he once again marvelled at the extent to which his life had been changed by the advent of her into his home...
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My wife had left me.

And worse... 

So much worse... was about to be heaped upon my unsuspecting head.

Right at that moment, though, I was preoccupied with what the note she had so considerately left for me explained.

So much for the “Till I die” part of the vows we’d taken some nineteen years before back in 1992.

My head simply wasn’t wrapping itself around the sense of crushing loss and the equally as painful – it would prove more so – knowledge of just how badly this woman who had professed to love me had planned and carried out her betrayal.

An affair with a young up and coming commodities dealer at the broker-ship where she had spent the years of our marriage – and with my support – moving up the corporate ladder.

Support I had continued to give even when her weight had ballooned and she became more Rubenesque than Modigliani.

I was in love, and no matter her weight she remained the sexiest and most adorable creature on the planet.

Would she’d have felt that way about me too.

I’d been clueless. My greater years and experience providing not even a smidgen of suspicion that I might at least try to fight my corner. Though I suspect I would have failed anyway. I certainly had no chance now and even if they were in the country still I would have no idea how to stop her feeling what she feels for this younger man who, though
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