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Tossing her the bag of Nachos she had asked for from the gas-station shop after she’d filled-up, the blonde haired divorcee in her late-thirties noticed her ten-year-old daughter was staring out of the window across to a  Chevy Silverado opposite, young face as wistful as it was intent as a man gassed it up under the seeming supervision of a large black-woman at his side.

The woman’s posture, it seemed, making it look as if she were testing his ability to perform the simple task and marking him out of ten for his efforts.

“What’s so interesting, sweetie?” she asked as her daughter continued to stare at the back of the man as he went about his task.

“Nothing, really,” she answered without taking her eyes from the man.

“Someone you know?” joked the mother as she fastened her seat-belt.

A shake of the head responded.

“I just thought he reminded me of how daddy looks in the pictures of him we have at home,” she said finally.

Not for the first time whenever her little girl mentioned her father, pangs of pain and regret that seemed almost physical, assailed the mother. 

The guilt of knowing it was her unconscionable stepping out on a husband she’d loved with someone not half-the-man that had seen her girl deprived of her daddy – and in the most emphatic and irretrievable of ways – crushed her sense of being a good-person again.

Looking across to where the black woman was holding out what looked to be an Amex card to the man who’d triggered her daughter’s sense of loss, presumably that he might go and pay for the gas, she had to admit that the man did resemble her former-husband somewhat. Despite the close cropped hair cut similar to the woman next to him. A hair-style her former husband would never have allowed himself to be seen with – so proud was he of his thick and stylish black locks.

That said though, the poor soul being berated for some failing by the woman as if he were her flunky or lowly employee, and though his face was turned away, certainly had the same build as her ex.

If not temperament, she thought.

Knowing all too well – the memory imprinted upon her memory – of just how their marriage had ended she shook her head with a rueful smile and tried to picture what would have happened if a woman had tried to speak to her ex the way the black woman who had just ordered him into the kiosk to pay was speaking to the man already hightailing it to do as she asked.

As her daughter gave another wistful sigh and turned her attention to the Nachos, her mother slipped their Ford Edge into drive and eased out and away from a man resembling the one who’d been the love of her life.

A man who was, she knew with a sense of loss, the love of her life still.

The above despite the fear of him she’d felt at the time of her divorce and the actions her divorce attorneys had advised her to take that had worked out so badly. 

For him, for her, and worst of all, their innocent daughter.

Which hadn’t prevented her stabbing him in the back in the worst of ways.

If, she told herself, there could possibly be a good way to do such a thing.  
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My life had turned to shit big time and showed no sign of improving. 

A deterioration made all the harder to bear because I once thought I’d had the world by the tail.

I’m sure the story’s a familiar one by now. You know: over-achiever from a poor family who’d moved to California in search of the good life – or at least slightly less deprived; good scholar, worked hard for a degree in business-studies, married the love of his life and had a daughter with her. Only to have his legs hacked from under him by that same woman and the lover she took up with.

So here I am, fresh from seven-years of rest and recuperation as a guest of the only State Prison located in Los Angeles County. A place of quiet and violent reflection situated, for those reading who value precision, in the Antelope Valley about five miles west of downtown Lancaster. Invited to sample the State’s hospitality after following my wife Elise to a motel where she proceeded to rip my guts out by parking outside a room where she was greeted by a guy who looked a sight less better looking than what she already had and – to take my humiliation to depths known only to the more advanced and sophisticated miniature sub – had a fucking Maga hat perched atop his grinning chops!

Trust me, the fucker wasn’t grinning when I drove my Nissan SUV straight through the motel room door and jumped out with a tyre-iron to pull him from the bed and away from my screaming wife to beat him all kinds of fucking badly!

Explaining, without wanting to get into the weeds and relive it, why I’m now divorced and have had no contact with either ex-wife or daughter since, thanks to the violence of my reaction. And, as you might have noticed, I still carry a degree of anger with me. Anger that also explains the restraining order my ex and her attorney took out on me and, as far as I know, remains current. Not, you understand, that I’ve any idea where she and my daughter Karly live if I thought there was any chance of reconnecting. 

With my daughter anyway.

A small consolation being that Maga-hat isn’t with them.

And how can I be sure?

Well, the number I did on just about every joint in his body with that tyre-iron – not to mention the mess I made of the equipment I’d dragged balls-deep from my wife’s faithless gash didn’t bode well for any future he might have had as a lothario.

If she was getting it from someone these days then I was as sure as I could be it wasn’t the same guy she’d chosen from the Tangerine-Man’s horn-section back then. 

So here I am, seven-years served – only getting off that lightly for my lawyer persuading a jury I was temporarily insane - and living alone. My only living relative, an older brother I can’t stand, living on the other side of the country in Delaware while I’m ensconced in a utility-apartment directly under Los Angeles International Airport with planes landing and taking off from LAX every few minutes. No wife, no daughter, and no career save for the shitty number found for me by my five-stones overweight and bald probation supervisor, who, if I didn’t know better, I’d have sworn was paying me back for being in good physical trim with a full head-of-hair still, despite the fact I was four-or-so years his senior.

At forty-one I was living the fucking dream!

That’s an irony alert, by the way.

And that job Mr Seventy-pounds off the pace got me? 

A boring and menial hitch packaging bottles of cheap perfume as they came down the automatic production line.

Which is where my story gets more interesting.

Or, for those of you reading this I’ve already mentioned - the ones who appreciate accuracy:

More fucking depressing!

The boss supervising the production line, you see, was an intimidating black woman, not long in the country from, East Africa who, had my ex-wife’s lover and the walking NFT with a bad weave to whom he swore allegiance had their way, would never have had a pathway allowing her to remain here in the first place.

May just be there was a point to Maga after all!

And, solely to disabuse my aforementioned readers who need every dot crossed, the above was irony again, okay?

As low as I’ve been taken I’ve still a ways to go before my head ever gets adorned and branded by the Dumpster’s grift.  

As I was saying – about my female boss, not the Trump abomination – she was an intimidating African woman who actually towered over my own five-feet-ten. 

And with a physique to match some ways heavier and more muscular than my 175. 

An intimidating figure of a woman with short and cropped hair above a face that none of those working beneath her had seen come close to cracking a smile. 

How she’d got the job after only being in the country two-minutes, relatively speaking, was something of a mystery to me until a colleague pointed out that the majority of the company’s ownership was of African provenance and she was connected to them somehow. 

That and the fact she ran a tight ship.

Very tight!

Her name was Shasha Adebola and along with her stupendous tits she had a big bulbous butt and liked to emphasize both tits and ass by wearing tight jeans and clingy T-shirts that only served to make her seem, I have to say, more formidable.

My name in case you’re wondering, is Jimmy. Jimmy Bond.

Forget it. It’s been done - and to death. And without originality ever raising its shaken not stirred super-spy head. 

Anyway, back to life in the production fast-lane.

As you can imagine, the packaging-line routine could have been described as monotonous. If, that is, it managed to become a bit more interesting. Also, being the only man on the line, I felt more than a bit conspicuous. And especially at lunch time and during breaks when the girls would gossip for all their worth as I sat quiet with the sandwiches I’d made before going to work and avoided getting too friendly with them.  

Which didn’t mean I could avoid hearing them carry on about the women

they despised.

The above covering any woman who wasn’t in the restroom at the time it seemed. Such as the bottled blonde secretary having herself filled by the married plant manager. One of the women swearing she’d spotted the blonde giving the less than stellar looking guy a blowjob in his office.

Not what you’d call sleeping one’s way to the top exactly.

Barely a rung on the ladder going upwards, in fact.

Of course, the other woman they liked to gossip about was Nyomi.  

Though they made sure she was a long way from hearing distance when they did.

Yet to have seen her with a man – a woman or a wildebeest come to that – a few of the women on the line claimed she was a bull-dyke. Actually joked with me that, unlike them at least, my male equipment ensured I was safe from her if she ever found herself desperate for a piece.

Which didn’t stop them cautioning me not to let myself get in a position where I would be alone with her.

Of course, and though I was hardly a fan of the intimidating and unfriendly black woman, I wasn’t big on character assassination for the sake of it either and dismissed their tongue in cheek warnings.

A mistake.

As you’d expect, I couldn't get away fast enough when quitting time arrived.  Something made easier by the fact I managed to squirrel away enough from my bulging wage-packet to buy a little rust bucket VW that at least ran decent. Was a long way from the days of my motel totalled SUV days, I know, but it was still a thrill to make my way around without relying on public transportation.  I was able to go to any beach I wanted to go to, and shop at places other than the local mall.

Not that I had fuck all to spend at any of those locations.

I suppose now, knowing the less than big-screen material my wife chose to cheat on me with, you’d like a better picture of what I look like.

As you know, I’m five-ten with my own hair still. Black and straight with no grey. Before she cheated my wife always insisted I was a good looking guy with blue eyes that reminded her of those belonging to Paul Newman in the movies of his she loved watching - though she neglected to mention the one of his she had in mind was him as Luke toiling on a chain-gang.

That said, I have to say I hadn’t found myself lacking female company, either at school, college, or even at the offices of the financial services company I signed-on with before I met the wife who would do so much to fuck me up.  

Never a big social animal, I had few friends – and even less now. And, given my work colleagues were mostly older women with husbands and grown kids, that wasn’t something my work situation seemed likely to change. From what I could see, even the few women I might have been interested in either had long-term boyfriends or weren’t on the lookout for a man whose wage-packet was no bigger than their own.

So, time passed slowly. By the time my probation was up and seventy-pounds over was in my rear-view, I began thinking about a better job and maybe testing the waters of my old profession to see if anyone might be willing to take a chance on an ex-con with a record of violence – no matter how sorely provoked that violence had been.  

It was one Friday when everything changed.

Just after quitting time, as I was headed to the parking lot and my rusty but trusty VW, to be precise.

About to unlock it and escape into the wekend when Shasha Adebola stopped me and took the wind right out of my less than billowing sails.

And, not that I was to know it at the time, making the subtraction for a considerable chunk of my future...
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“You are coming to dinner with me,” she said, her spoken English heavy with the cadences of that so-called ‘Dark Continent’ she’d left behind her not long before and, somehow, seeming to make her more alarming.

There was no, “Would you like?” or “Do fancy a bite to eat?”; or anything else coming close to courtesy or with a passing resemblance to normal personal interaction.

In fact, it was just the kind of rudeness I’d always hated in people and made my reaction to it all the more inexplicable to me at the time and, later, shaming.

Rather than take her to task for her lack of manners – we were off the clock, after all - I stood tongue-tied, aware it was just us on the lot for the moment and feeling a bit intimidated by her. 

They were the first words she’d spoken to me up to then, other than to give orders or directions aimed at me with her usual terse and dismissive tone of course, and I for one would have preferred her to keep it this way; though what she said sounded more order than invitation so I suppose nothing had changed. 

Like it made a difference!

Dinner with her was certainly not on my to-do list; though the fact she asked seemed to give the lie to the lesbian bull-dyke bullshit of all my female colleagues in her regard – though it did cross my mind that perhaps she was bi.

“Leave your car an’ we take mine,” she said, taking me by the arm with a grip that told me her powerful looks were not just for show.

A grip I couldn’t budge.

“Er, look, I’m sorry Ms Adebola,” I told her, grasping for an excuse. “I already have plans.”

“They just change,” she told me, not breaking stride as she headed for her Chevrolet pick-up and waited expectantly, unblinking eyes, I’m shamed to admit, dominating my own until I complied with seemed more like a command than a request.

Her confidence and take-charge attitude taking my breath away then as she leaned across me as I sat in a condition of mild shock to ensure my seat-belt was fastened. Fussing over me as if I were a toddler she were taking to pre-school. All the while as I asked myself why I was letting her get away with it. 

Not a word was spoken as she drove us to a family Italian restaurant nearby that I’d often passed without ever having visited.

Not on my pay packet and no matter how much I enjoyed eating Italian.

We were greeted by a stereotypical – archetypal would be more accurate, I suppose – Italian mama with a broken accent that would have tempted Martin Scorcese to cast her. She obviously knew Shasha judging by the friendly but respectful way she greeted her and we were soon seated at a table for two and taking in the delicious smells wafting from the kitchen into the already nearly full dining-room and making me forget my unease for a moment as the promise of the kind of meal I hadn’t experienced since my incarceration made me salivate.

I won’t waste time describing what we had to eat, save to say it was delicious.  

Likewise the wine the mama delivered to the table without being asked – a Barolo, for you oenophiles out there.

To my surprise, she asked nothing about me. But then I realised she most likely had all my pertinent – and salacious – details from my dossier held in HR.

She did, however, tell me a lot of things about herself and her early-years in a war-torn Congo. Told me of the parents and brothers who had been killed by a faction funded by a Western oil-company and the hatred she conceived for those entitled white-men for whom no place or the life existing in its vicinity was sacred if it was an obstacle to the making of money. My reaction other than natural sympathy being relief that at least I wasn’t the kind of affluent and immoral white-man she had come to hate.

Not to know it would make no difference when it came to end results. 

Her eyes held mine unnervingly, as she told me how the family of a wealthy school-friend with business interests and influential contacts in the US landed her the position with the perfume company they part-owned and took care of her Visa requirements as well as finding her a home to live in courtesy of that same company.

It was obvious I was expected to do no more than listen as she unloaded her past and present personal history onto me for some reason.

Which, to my surprise, having allowed myself to be dragooned into a meal with her I hadn’t wanted – no matter how much I enjoyed it – I went along with and sat silently as she filled in those blanks I had no desire to hear filled.

Making no fuss even after she paid the bill and, instead of driving me back to my VW still sitting in the company car-park, told me she was taking me to her home in a surprisingly upmarket neighourbood on the other side of Hawthorne, rather than allowing me to go back to the depressing little utility-apartment that remained all I could afford.

Pouring me a wine in a home that, while not palatial, was stylish and nothing like where I would have pictured her living - had I ever bothered consulting my imagination on the subject; she sat next to me on a plush sofa and, to my acute unease, placed a powerful black hand on my thigh.

“You ever been in a relationship with a strong black woman?” she asked, holding my eyes with such intensity I found I couldn’t take my own away, even as I wondered where she was going with this and hoping it wasn’t what I suspected.

I shook my head. Truthfully. To this point I hadn’t really interacted with men or women of colour – platonically or otherwise. Nothing sinister or racist about it but just the way my life had panned out with me until now.

Though I have to say that her confident addition of the “strong black woman” unnerved me even at this early stage in what was to follow.

“I like you, little Jimmy Bond,” she told me in a way that seemed intended to demean me and, for a reason I couldn’t understand, seemed to affect me in a way even then I knew wasn’t healthy. 

A way I found somehow, and bafflingly... thrilling.

“I think,” she nodded to herself, “that you be just the kind of white-boy I been looking for.”

At this I did manage to pipe up:

“L-Look, hmm, Ms Adebola,” I began, taking her hand in mine with the intention of removing it from my thigh – and not budging it even a half-inch, “I think you have the wrong idea.”

Her next words confirmed I was right in a way I hadn’t imagined and stunned me to silence.  

“Take my boots off,” she ordered, looking me directly in the eye as if she’d given me an order at the workplace and making me feel even more uncomfortable with the situation. A situation I’d allowed to develop and was beginning to regret with each passing second. More so, when, without recalling myself ordering them to do so, my eyes went to to the large black foot in a low heel she’d raised in anticipation of me doing as she wished.

“Wh-What?” I questioned at last when I recovered from my surprise enough to raise my head and speak.

“I said, take my boots off, boy”, she said with a threat implicit in her African/English as my own anger surfaced at her use of the ‘Boy’ and I attempted to let her know it.

And said nothing as her hand squeezed my thigh to the point of pain and robbed me of speech as it struck me that, woman or not, she was capable of laying the same kind of pain upon me as I delivered the Maga prick I’d found with my ex-wife.

And without the aid of a tyre-iron. 

For the first time I felt myself truly afraid of a woman and, despite a part of me wanting to, neither attempted to leave nor to defend myself.

Even verbally.

The huge woman at my side had me rooted in place with my skin goos-e-bumping with growing terror of her; not wanting to win her anger but accepting I needed to hold my ground the way a man should.

“Now!!” she barked with force and authority that went straight past my manhood to another malleable and unsuspected soul sharing space with it and had me leaning forward to reach for the shoe that, by this time, was dangling from a foot my confused and fearful thoughts found space enough to tell me was surprisingly shapely for its size.

“No!” she snapped. 

“N-No?” I queried, mouth wide and thoughts numb with surprise at both her assertiveness and my own pitifully lacking and quite unexpected response in the face of it.

“You want to take of the shoes of Ms Shaha you must kneel in front of her and show respect as you do it.”

For a moment I was tempted to laugh.


Take off her shoes?




With respect?



It all seemed... 

So... unreal.

But I was tempted to laugh only for a moment as those dark eyes bore into my own with not a shred of playfulness or amusement in them.

Everything was happening so fast I could barely process my thoughts, but I was aware of a feeling building inside me I hadn’t experienced before and – as sickening as it felt to me – recognised it as a need to... submit ...to the authority of this demanding black woman who, not content with being my boss at the workplace, wanted to tell me what to do outside of working hours.

Feeling dazed by the turn of events did not stop me from sliding off the sofa and sinking to my knees before her swinging foot.

“Where the fuck is this coming from?” I remember my thoughts interrogating me and receiving nothing by way of a reply.

“Good boy,” she told me as I came to a rest upon my knees, tone less sharp but a long way from resembling friendly; though I could sense an undercurrent of excitement animating her severe features  and the eyes that seemed fixed upon me.

Utterly embarrassed at the easy way I’d caved to her, mortification joined by the erection I could feel thrusting against my denims, I removed one she and placed it at her side and waited for her to raise her other foot before repeating the process and attempting to rise to my own feet.

“Stay where you are, boy,” she barked again, actually placing a hand atop my head and applying pressure until I sank back to my knees. “You not finished till Ms Shasha tell you.”

“Look, M-Ms Adebola,” I attempted to stutter out, before the back of her hand exploded against the side of my cheek and I instantly tasted the metallic aftertaste of blood on my tongue.

What the fuck!

The bitch had just hit me!

And I was still doing nothing except kneeling open-mouthed and taking it!

“Unless you want Ms Shasha to take down your pants an’ give your ass a  serious spankin’ you better be doing exactly what she say from now on. You be her boy now and you best please her.”

I stared at her as if she’d either been beamed down from another star-system or recently released from an insane asylum after some obviously failed treatment. 

What the fuck was she talking about? 

Her boy?

She was insane. 

Had to be. 

Didn’t she? 

But then, what explained the wimp-like and truly craven way I folded in front of her when she asked:

“Do we understand each other boy?”

We stared at each other in charged silence for a few moments until it was broken by a strange sound.

A strange sound I realised was my own voice, and one I found hard to believe belonged to me, attempted to protest.

At least until she took me by the throat and applied just enough pressure to let me know she was capable of crushing my windpipe if she was displeased with what came from my lips:

“Y-Yes,” I told her, feeble protest forgotten as I felt my air-supply all but cut off and my eyes get blurry, unsure about what sickened me most: my gutless answer, or the erection I still felt raging below – despite what was happening to its owner above.

“Yes, what?” she said, voice raised a little and sounding to my ears as if it were a thunderclap.

“Y-Yes, Ms Adebola,” I croaked instantly, eyes drawn to the nipples jutting out as if they were heat-seeking-missiles from her clingy T-shirt to give unmistakable evidence of her own arousal.

“Try again,” she ordered.

Then, when it was obvious I was at a total loss, and still applying pressure to my throat:

“Ms Adebola how you address me at work. From now on you call me ‘Ms Shasha’. Understand?”

Never having felt so helpless in my life, even in prison, I nodded acquiescence and gave her what she wanted immediately; promising myself I wouldn’t be returning to work or going anywhere near her again once I managed to get away from her.

Something I actually believed at the time of thinking it.

“Y-Yes, Ms Shasha,” I said, wanting to get it over and done with and away from her as fast as I could.

Except...

A gasp came from me as she placed the palm of her free hand over my raging cock and her lip curled into a smile.

Or might have resembled one had her expression not contained so much contempt.

“Good boy. Ms Shasha like it that her little white-boy get excited by having her take care of him. She knew his little white twig be all nice and hard for her already.”

As aroused as I’d been before, my cock surged to greater extremeties as her words and the palm pressed against it seemed to fuel my submission until it was all I could do to not thrust back at her.

The need for willpower on my part negated when she rose to her feet, took a step back from me and told me to undress her.

I stared up at her numb with shock and, I confess, a desire I knew was likely to prove most unhealthy.

For me!

“Ms Shasha need a shower and her little white-boy going to start as he mean to carry on and help her,” her words rained down on me and, as much as I didn’t want to acknowledge it. I felt myself responding to her childish and dismissive way of referring to me.

Which probably explained why I allowed her to direct me in the removal of the clothes she’d worked in that day while did nothing more manly than comply with her instructions.

Starting with the skin-tight, almost sprayed on, jeans she had me unbutton before, and not easily, I began to peel them down over her rounded and massive buttocks to reveal the unblemished and coal-black epidermis of thighs that looked even more powerful and muscular in the flesh than they had without the camoflage of clothing. 

The curve of her calves came into view then and they were equally as muscled and without flaws.

“That my good boy,” she cooed down at me as I lifted her feet, one after the other, from the puddled jeans and slid them them to her side, patting my head as if rewarding me for my obedience to her.

“Fold them first,” she ordered when I made to drop them alongside her shoes. “Ms Shasha like her home to be kept clean, neat, and tidy. You be doing well to remember that going ahead little Jimmy-Boy.”

Even as I did as she asked and placed the now folded jeans atop the shoes I’d removed from her earlier, it struck me that she was talking as if me coming to her home and waiting on her like some flunkey she owned was going to be a regular occurrence.

My thoughts, despite my very real fear of her and the erection running interference with them from inside my jeans, said:

“Fuck that!”

And yet...

“Take off my T-Shirt,” came her next order and, preceding thought forgotten for the moment, I rose to my feet to do just that, though I was unable to meet the triumphant eyes staring down into my own as I did.

As I pulled her top over her head a scent that was a mix of earthy perspiration and deoderant pervaded my nostrils and had the instant effect of inspiring my cock to even greater urgency in its confinement, as did the braless breasts and the projectile nipples that sprang free with such force they near slapped my cheeks in a far more acceptable way than the back of their owner’s hand had a few moments earlier.

Withing moments this woman with the body of some savage warrior queen was naked before me save for a pair of Leopard-print panties.

Her dark and inflexible eyes flickered downwards and I knew immediately what their owner wanted.

Sinking to my knees before her once again, and asking myself why it felt so... natural ...to do so, I slid the flimsy fabric down over her intimidating thighs and lifted her feet from them before once again folding them and placing them to the side.

Only then did I look up from where I knelt upon my haunches.

To find my eyes staring at a completely denuded and puffy labia that, desirable as it was, appeared almost virgin, so tight and pristine was the slit dissecting it.

Squatting below her on my knees I was suddenly overwhelmed by a need to serve this woman who seemed to be dominating me so effortlessly; telling myself it would be no more than a once in a lifetime interlude not to be repeated and she’d be in the VW’s rear-view mirror once it was over.

It was as if she sensed my mental capitulation – and its temporary nature:

“Listen very closely,” she began. “You be my boy now. And Ms Shasha going to be teaching you how to look after her home as well as her body. Understand?”

I didn’t and a part of me wanted nothing more than to get up and run from her. 

“Look after her home?”

What the fuck was she talking about?

The power of the slap rocking my head to the side again – and the knowledge it was delivered with a mere fraction of what that muscled female body was capable of – brought my thoughts back to the moment.

A moment that was part hateful and part... arousing.

“Ms Shasha ask her boy a question,” she snapped, taking a handful of my hair and pulling my head back so I was forced to stare up into eyes I was beginning to find truly terrifying.

Sane or insane, I told myself, one thing was certain: this woman was capable of anything!

And it was obvious I wasn’t in possession of what was required to stop her.

Witness my weak and pathetic:

“Y-Yes, Ms Shasha.”

“That better,” she said, before pulling my face into her mound and wiping a moist outer labia over my cheeks as if it was her intention to put her mark on me.

And doing so while I simply knelt and allowed her to do it without the merest hint of resistance.

Knowing as I did that, woman or not, I was physically outmatched and incapable of stopping her.

If, that is, I could ever bring myself to be of a mind to try.

It was a sobering thought for someone like me who’d always considered himself manly; even if I didn’t buy into all that “Alpha” crap of the piss-pathetic “Manosphere”.

Despite the arousal won from me by the way she was using me, I could feel my eyes become wet with shame inspired moistness of their own as I felt my nose slide into her groove and her scent become even stronger.

Overpowering.

“Sniff your black master,” she ordered, her words – words I couldn’t imagine would ever be aimed at me, shamed me further.

And affected me at some primal level of which I had no understanding to go along with the ignorance of being in receipt of such levels in the first place.

Hence my response.

Doing exactly as she asked and obeying her to take in the powerful and exotic aroma of her sex along with the arousal her domination of me was inspiring in her that was no less than my own as, unwillingly but without a whimper, I submitted to her physical and, perhaps, mental superiority over me. 

“Oh, yes!” she sighed. “Such a good boy. Ms Shasha know as soon as you come to work for her that you be a weak pussy-boy who all his life be looking out for a big strong African woman to make him her own and take care of him.”

I felt a hand stroking my back in a way that seemed possessive and, for some reason, the shaming words that should have taken my anger to a white-heat only served to enflame a sudden need on my part to abase myself to her.

Removing my nose from her slit, thoughts heady with the scent of her in my nostrils and the taste of her upon my tongue, I began to lap at her in a way that struck even my fragmented thoughts as... worshipful.

And, obviously, struck her own thoughts in the same way.

“Good boy,” she cooed down at me as I felt a ridiculous surge of pleasure fetch a sight to my throat for winning such praise from the lips mocking and dominating me.

Perverse and emasculating pleasure that did not last when she abruptly turned her back.

Doing so to present me with her coal black and seriously capacious buttocks.

Or, at least, for as long as it took her to prise apart those two shapely yet fleshy chocolate cushions and bend at the waist a little to present my bulging eyes with the wrinkled rim of her anus.

“Before you attend me in the shower,” she spoke over her shoulder, lip curling with a kind of joyous derision for the position in which she had me, “you going to worship my black ass wi’ your tongue an’ show me you know your place.”

I almost gagged at what she described.

She couldn’t be serious.

Could she?

Just the prospect of it was enough, I felt sure, as I stared almost hypnotised at the aperture revealed to me at the bottom of her perineum, to trigger my gag-reflex.

And didn’t.

Attend her ass with my tongue?

Surely I wasn’t about to let such a thing happen?

And yet...

Staring at the puckered and pristine rim guarding her most private – and unsavoury – orifice, my distaste found itself mastered by a desire to do exactly as she described that might have come from nowhere but was no less powerful for being so unexpected.

Of a sudden, as if I’d been serving black assholes orally all my life until now, my tongue formed itself into a point and began to tease at the puckered rim before it, undeterred even by the unfamiliar and unwholesome taste exploding onto it in accompaniment with the earthy and unsanitary odours dominating my nostrils. 

Her sigh of satisfaction, to my amazement and deep shame, bringing me a sense of satisfaction too and keeping me to my abject task.

“Oh, yes! I knew you be the white bitch I want in my life the minute I first see you. You everything I dream of as a little girl back in the Congo as the white men with money ruin my country an’ steal all its wealth for themselves so we have to live on dirt. Now I be the one wi’ the power over my very own white-boy.”

I felt her reach around with a hand and press my head into her recess more forcibly.

“Show Ms Shasha how much you want to be hers,” she told my only part discerning ears, fixated as they were on the new sensations of dominance and submission she was thrusting upon me as if she had read inner-desires in me I’d had no idea of myself and knew beyond a doubt I’d prove receptive to them.

In fact, so far gone was I in this new world of submission to a woman to which she’d introduced me, that I actually went beyond what she’d demanded of me and...
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After, to my own disbelief and later mortification, I’d gone beyond the woman’s order to rim her anus and, in a frenzy of lust of such power I felt lightheaded in its possession, I actually inserted my tongue into the recesses beyond the circular puckering at her lower perineum and began to thrust it in and out as if I were giving it a fucking. 

Oblivious in my new – and temporary, if what remained of my critical thinking assured me correctly – desire to denigrate myself before this African Amazon who had lowered me to perform such a task while barely putting any effort forward to ensure it.

And, if the rush of near orgasmic imprecations of “Good boy” and other imprecations in her mother-tongue of which I was ignorant spoke true, my female boss at work who was dominating me even more effectively away from the warehouse was equally lost to the experience.

Which explained my surprise along with – unbelievably – my disappointment when she dragged my head back by the hair and stepped out of reach of my tongue.

“It time for you to attend me in the shower,” she told me, looking down at me upon my knees with tongue lolling from my head still and cheeks still shiny and glistening from attending her labia.

At her insistence, I was made to crawl behind her shapely legs and that incredible black ass to the back of the spacious single-storey house and into an immaculate bedroom with an equally pristine en-suite before being told to remove my clothes as she looked on.

Her thoughts as my still raging erection came into view were not expressed but, though I’m at least average, I could tell she was not impressed exactly as I folded my clothes in the way I knew she expected and waited for her next instructions.

“Kneel on the cubicle floor,” she ordered after stepping into the shower and turning it on.

I did, thoughts screaming for an answer to why a huge part of me was responding so positively to her treatment of me.

Obeying her without hesitation as I eyed the incredible physique which seemed to provide my thoughts an answer and did so much to rescue her severe and unappealing face.

She handed a bottle of fruit-scented shower-gel down to me:

“Rub some gel onto your fingers and soap my feet,” she ordered as it struck me that I was even beginning to get turned on just by the dominant tone of her voice.

What was happening to me?

Where was it coming from?

Why had these obvious masochistic tendencies that hadn’t once seen fit to reveal themselves to me in past decided to rear their head now?

“Make sure to clean between the toes,” the Amazonian African whod prompted them instructed me, the pleasure she took from being in command of me obvious to discern in her voice. “The cleaner they be the better they taste when you suck on them like the good white-boy you going to be for me.”

And I did just that, kneeling in a shower-cubicle before this brute of a woman and serving her feet, easing my fingers between the toes of feet that were, I told myself with surprise once again, surprisingly fine-boned and shapely.

Telling myself also that I had no idea where this sudden appreciation for the female foot had come from as I rubbed gel into both of her feet rinsed them in the cascading hot-water before, without even being ordered, sucked her squeaky clean toes into my mouth and sucked on them as if they were nourishment offered to a man fresh off a hunger strike; even going so far as to lick the more lightly coloured skin of her soles as I worked my way towards her heels and sucked them, one-by-one, into my mouth.

But if I’d been expecting praise for my abject deference I was soon disappointed.

“Stand up and lick the armpits of Ms Shasha clean now,” her voice, iron-hard and totally expectant of obedience, came from above.

As if I were an automaton, I felt myself rising to my feet before her as she stood beneath the spray and raised an arm to present me with a coal black armpit as denuded as the pussy she had only just had mashed into my face and steeled myself for what I was about to do by telling myself it was no worse than using my tongue to rim her asshole.

Pressing my face into the confines woman's armpit as she offered it up to the cleansing spray, I began to lick at the smooth and denuded skin to find myself, rather than gagging at the expected stench, becoming even harder in my already perverse and considerable excitement as I discovered more of the earthy, spicy, and exotic scent I discovered at her rear.

And, far from finding it off-putting, lapped at her as if her skin was secreting ambrosia onto my cur-like tongue.

And then, as I turned my attention to her other underarm, I did win the praise I had been half-expecting:

“What a good white-boy you be for Ms Shasha,” in a voice that was half complimentary and half denigrating. “I knew straight away that you nothing more than a weak man trying to act strong for the ladies on the bottling-line, but I have no idea you going to be such a natural when it come to serving a superior African lady.”

Thoughts split three-ways as they concentrated on licking her armpit pristine, praying for some relief for an erection that was almost painful with need, and trying to come to terms with the self-disgust I felt for being so turned on by her treatment of me, I tried to focus on the task at hand and felt my erection press up against the rock-hard muscles of her thigh.

Rather than her move it away, as I gently insinuated myself against her, I felt her free-hand stroke my back as if she were trying to calm and reward a skittish colt at one and the same time.

“That my lovely boy,” she cooed. “You find your real place in the world now and your black-master going to take good care o’ you from now on. First thing on Monday coming in to the warehouse wi’ me and hand in your notice.”

Her words registered but I was far too lost in other sensations to give them their full due.

Until:

“Then we get the rest o’ your things from where you live now and you  come to stay wi’ Ms Shasha as her white-boy.”

I felt myself swoon almost. 

Her words and her treatment of me, combined with the fact I was in no doubt she was my physical superior, were interfacing with some previously dormant weakness in me to ensure I not only obeyed her but took a debilitating pleasure from her power. 

On a metaphysical level, I could almost feel something breaking inside me as I licked furiously at her armpit while fighting the urge to increase the speed of my cock as it rubbed against her the silky and muscular skin of her thigh and release the cum I could feel churning fit to burst in my balls.

Only the knowledge the woman who referred to herself as my black-master would not be pleased if I did so without permission prevented me doing so.

And even then it was touch and go; so great was my weird and previously unexperienced excitement.  

“Now,” she began, lowering her arm and placing both hands on my shoulders to press me down to the bottom of the cubicle, “you going to use your tongue to make the asshole of Ms Shasha as fresh as the day she be born while she clean herself upstairs.”

I heard a gasp of expectation and realised it had come from me – despite the disappointment of having the contact of raging erection with silky black thigh removed.

Turning then, her magnificent and demoralising physique towering above me. she presented her incredible ass to my devouring eyes and the tongue that had pleased it earlier.

Then, as if to emphasise the obedience she’d already instilled in me with such ease, reached around to place a hand at the back of my head and thrust my face deep into the crevice separating the smooth and flawless black skin covering her curvy globes as she used her other hand to begin lathering her incredible breasts above me.

Without waiting to be told I spread her cheeks and lapped at every inch of her ass.

And, when every inch had been covered and then revisited?

Then I turned my attention to her rim with a tongue made moist from the shower water raining down upon my head. 

I licked at her like a madman, made almost insensible by my new desire to be pleasing to this woman I had barely spoken a civil word with before the last three hours or so. 

Yet here I was, using my tongue to probe at her inner-sanctum and revelling in the sighs of appreciation my abject service won from the plump lips in that severe face above. 

A formerly married-man and father with his tongue embedded in the sphincter of an African/American woman's ass in an attempt to please her.

Which was when the surprise, disgust, and shock, existing beneath the unnatural excitement galvanising my cock, was given more to contend with when the woman mastering me with such ease abruptly turned to face me.

Taking my sopping hair in her hand and raising it, the eyes staring into mine warning me not to move, she proceeded, and without a word of warning, to send a stream of her warm urine into my utterly unprepared – if any man’s could possibly have been prepared - face. 

Onto my forehead, my eyes, my nose, and the lips I’d managed to snap firmly shut as the first stream hit me.

An instinctive act she noticed on the instant and immediately regarded it as defiance:

“Open your mouth,” ordered a stentorian voice brooking no disobedience as she shut off the stream drenching me.

And, as if to emphasise just how low she had taken me, and so swiftly, I obeyed.

To find my mouth filled as she resumed defecating upon me.

Then, as I continued to cough and splutter below her as my thoughts marvelled at my allowing her to treat me in such a way and I tried unsuccessfully to blot out the taste of her in my mouth:

“There, my good boy,” her voice reched understandably conflicted ears.

Which was the point at which, as my eyes stung from the urine that had made its way beyond the eyelids I’d screwed shut; that she informed me:

“Ms Shasha has marked you as her property.” 
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“There’s that man we saw at the gas-station,” young Karly Bond pointed out to their mother as they prepared to enter Trader Joe’s with a trolley.

“Which man?” asked Elise, having forgotten what her daughter had seen some five months ago now.

“The man I thought looked like daddy.”

Elise consulted her memory.

“You know, mummy? The man who’d been with the scary lady,” young Karly Bond reminded her mother as she pointed back to the car-park. 

Elise looked in the direction of her pointing finger and, sure enough, loading a trolley laden with produce into the boot of the same Chevy Silverado he’d been filling all those months before, was the same man.

And woman.

The same powerfully built black woman they’s seen before, supervising him again as she towered over him to oversee his loading of the boot with her purchases.

Face turned away from her like last time, she felt the same familiarity of build but, as the woman supervised him as if her were little more than a flunky, nothing more. 

Even the cropped hair was gone now. 

Replaced by a hairless and gleaming dome that seemed almost polished as the afternoon sun bounced from it.

“I think you’re right, sweetie,” she agreed as the recriminations washed over her that were unavoidable whenever she thought of her ex-husband. “It is them.”

Then, ruefully:

“I suppose he does look a little like your daddy, but...”

Elise did not get to finish as the man turned to take something from the bottom of the deep trolley and his face turned full-on to her. Hurrying to empty the contents of the trolley into the boot as the black-woman organised him as if she were a Border Collie and he a sheep in her charge. Urging him to be quicker with condescending words and a tone to match that had more than one shopper looking on askance.:

“Hurry now, little Jimmy, Ms Shasha have an appointment at the warehouse after lunch and if you make her late she be very angry with you.”
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