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By

Baroness Hassana Samedi
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AMEN ESTATE

Having taken off from London after siphoning millions from the accounts of the clients who had entrusted their investment-portfolios with him and placing them offshore under various bogus identities; Melvin Grant has settled in a Nigerian rental property on the exclusive Amen Estate set close to the country’s capital of Lagos.

Finding, to his relief, that security in his haven of escape is nowhere near as lax or as bad as the British Foreign Office had warned on the government website he had visited that warned tourists and business people not to travel to the country unless absolutely necessary.

Going under the name of Jeff Bennett he has settled into life in East Africa and is beginning to enjoy the amenities of the estate with its gymnasium, pool, fitness center, tennis courts and gardens without drawing undue attention to himself and managing to maintain his privacy.

“Jeff” has even had a few brief physical relationships with some expat women – though not any of those who live on the estate – and finds he is not only beginning to enjoy his new life but put the memory of discovering his wife’s affair – the affair that had led him to embezzle the money resulting in his presence in Nigeria behind him.

Even if he does regret leaving behind the soon-to-be-married daughter he was forced to leave back in London and, unlike his wife, still misses.

Just the same, he is beginning to enjoy the luxurious – and ridiculously cheap when compared to costs in Europe - life his ill-gotten gains have provided for him and has even taken on a live-in housekeeper to run the home for him and take care of all domestic matters.

Bejida Olujime.

A woman in her early=-thirties from nearby Makoko, a poor area of stilted houses over a lagoon. A powerfully built woman with decent English who runs his home with exceptional efficiency. As well as managing its day-to-day finances for shopping and other household needs.

A woman with whom, until a shaving-cut became infected and he was hospitalised for a short spell with Uro-Sepsis, he’d had little in the way of physical contact.

A condition that changes upon his return home from one of the Iwosan Lagoon Hospitals where it becomes necessary for his housekeeper and trained former nurse to care for him in his debilitated condition.

His dependency on the large woman who handles him and cares for him with such ease becoming more and more marked as the weeks pass and his weakened condition improves only marginally.

A dependency Bejide Olujime has not only noticed but has used the freedom given her by having the run of the house to strengthen her hand when it comes to her employer.

The dependency the former Melvin Grant regarded as illness-based and temporary is about to take on an even more intimate and... threatening ...aspect!

NOW READ ON:
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​​​JEFF/MELVIN
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It took me a few seconds to realise I was actually awake and in my bed.

Possibly because the bed wasn’t mine and the moonlight streaming through a narrow window to my left and above where I lay wasn’t revealing a bedroom that was familiar to me.

At least not as my usual place of rest.

But the figure at the foot of the bed staring down at me with what could only be a hungry look on her fleshy but not unattractive features assured me the disturbing images that had fetched me awake in such a... benumbed ...fashion had not been a dream.

And had they not been enough then her spoken English, thick with the evidence of her homeland and my East African bolt-hole, would have sealed the deal.

“You were exhausted after Miss Bejida take care of that little white willy that so loves her strong black hand around it,” she said, staring down at me from the foot-of-the-bed with hands on her hips in a pose that terrified me for some reason while making that “little white willy” twitch with the beginnings of arousal.

And what was with the “Miss Bejida?”
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Looking at my watch to see it was coming up to five in the morning and over eight hours since the memories beginning to come back to me had taken place, my stomach lurched as the full force of my surroundings and who must have put me in them triggered a queasy stirring in my stomach.

“No, Mr Bennett,” she said with a mocking lilt. “It no dream. You belong to Miss Bejida now an’ she look after everything.”

“Belong to her?”

“Miss Bejida?”, I heard myself paraphrase as an image of myself held in her powerful arms as she soothed me into the sleep I seemed to drop off into on numerous occasions throughout the day flashed across my thoughts, finding myself responding to her handling of me and the close contact with her body and its earthy womanly scent with a surprising willingness that soon quelled my initial embarrassment.

While sparking an interest down below that was even more surprising.

“That right, she told me. “She take care of everything from now. That why she carry you down here to your new room. Now she having to be the master it not right you be sleeping upstairs above her.”

As I lay in amazement and a creeping cold fear, trying to make sense of her use of the word, “Master”, and wondering if I was dreaming, she left her spot by the foot of the bed to come and stand at my side. 

Her powerful body, still with hands-upon-hips, hovering over me, looking even larger and more formidable than usual. Staring down at me fixedly while bathed in the light of the full-moon streaming through the basement’s small single window. Moonlight that made her seem, somehow... menacing.

Her eyes blazed down at me above the ravine of her decolletage, and I couldn’t help the feeling of being mesmerised by them.

Controlled by them as if their owner had my weakened body in some kind of thrall to them.

As she swept back the sheets covering the bed to reveal my... naked ...body, the earthy scent of her natural perfume wafted down to me and I felt an incredible and unanswerable sense of lassitude I can only describe as... delicious ...run through me.

Delicious and... utterly terrifying.

The knowledge that this large and immensely strong Nigerian woman must have carried me down to the basement earlier as if I were an infant not so surprising to me, given how she had nursed me since returning home after my treatment for the Uro-Sepsis and easily manhandled my body as she bathed, dressed me, and fed me.

My reaction to being under her care, had come as a surprise.

Shock, actually.

Shock and surprise I did my best to try and make sense of.

During my second-year of secondary schooling at one of London’s better performing comprehensives. I’d read Lawrence’s “Lady Chatterley’s Lover” and been a bit disappointed when it didn’t live up to the hype in regard of the sex my raging hormones had expected to find waiting for it. 

Though some of its narrative had struck. 

I remembered reading with a thrill I didn’t understand at the time of Mrs. Bolton, the nurse who cares for Clifford, a crippled aristocrat. Though bossy with the local miners he employs, with Clifford she’s quiet and subservient, even though it’s Clifford who depends on her. But as the novel progresses their relationship takes on... different ...qualities and Mrs. Bolton becomes more of a figure of authority in the stricken aristocrat’s eyes.

The memory of the gradual role-reversal seemed eerily alike my own situation.

Except this was no longer England.

I was not an aristocrat.

And the Nigerian woman who was both larger and taller than me, staring down at her employer with hunger and command in her eyes, was certainly no Mrs Bolton!

Squatting her substantial arse on the side of the mattress she lowered her head closer to mine, eyes still dominating my own; face close enough for me to feel her breath graze reddened cheeks as I lay in appalled silence.
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“It make life easier for me until you strong enough at least to walk a little,” she began, “for you to be down here, Who knows, perhaps I decide this be your room all the time from now on.”

At this nonsense I finally made to protest, but she placed a finger over my lips and, wonder of wonders, as if I truly were a child being shushed, I fell silent immediately.

“No interrupting when Miss Bejida speaking,” she said with a shake of the head. “Things going to change an’ you need to start respecting her if you want her... protection.”

I sucked in air at her words:

“Respecting her?”

“Protection!”

Outrage placed aside for a while as she slid a hand under the duvet to find me... erect.

“Little boy of Miss Bejida like havin’ her take control of him and he like feeling her hand on his tiny white dicky. That very good. Cos she really want her little boy to be happy an’ have no problem lettin’ him have what he wants.”

Adding, quickly:

“So long as he do as he be told and be good for her.” 

Sick with self-disgust for having allowed her to start “Relieving me” in the first place when my treacherous male equipment had betrayed me as she was giving me a bed-bath, I felt the manhood that seemed the only part of me in proper working order after the Sepsis coming to its full throbbing extension and closed my eyes to the sensation of being...

There’s no other truthful way to put it:

...overmastered!

My eyes coming open again with shock when I received a light slap across the cheek with her free hand that, light or not, told me just how much power my huge housekeeper and, now, nurse, had.

“That better, my good boy,” she said when her gaze had taken control of my own once more, the slightest curl of her plump lips telling me she was enjoying my discomfort. 

“Show Miss Bejida your respect an’ keep your eyes open when she speakin’ to you.”

My mouth opened but, mindful of her warning of a few seconds before, I stayed silent as her hand beneath the sheets began to ever so slowly manipulate my taut and uncut foreskin.

A foreskin and the scrotum below - like the rest of my body from the neck down after the shock to my system of the life-threatening infection that had put me in this condition – that was completely hairless.

I couldn’t help a sigh that was pure pleasure and, I confess, surrender to a woman who would never have made it onto my sexual radar at one time, as she took advantage of my open-mouth, her hand continuing to expertly edge me, to present the red-nail of her forefinger to my lips before slipping it inside.

The face above me broke into a smile as, without needing to be told and despite my own amazement, I began to suck upon it.

“That my lovely boy!” she cooed, speeding the movement of her hand a little. “You belong to Miss Bejida now and she look after you real good so long as you do everything she say.”

It was nonsense, a part of me was again telling myself and I would certainly be asking the agency who’d provided her to send a replacement when I was a little fitter – or at least as fit as I was going to get given the damage to my system.

Which did not stop feelings of the most intense pleasure driving me towards ejaculation in her controlling black hand.

“Good boy,” she encouraged as my hips began to buck up at her and she tightened her grip that I might feel yet more friction. 

“Spurt all your white cream for Miss Bejida now and show her Mr Grant appreciate the way she take care of him.”

And that was exactly what I did as yet another explosive orgasm that was at least as strong as any I’d had pre-Sepsis hosed from me to spatter the duvet covering it.

My post-orgasmic bliss compromised a few seconds later and replaced by sheer panic when the African woman who’d provided it moved from the bed to a sink to fetch a wet flannel and a towel and I recalled the words accompanying my ejaculation she’d used to describe me.

She had called me:

“Mr Grant!”  
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​​​MISS BEJIDA
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Never in my most wild o’ dreams did I ever think the job the agency send me to in the house on the Amen Estate turn out the way it have. 

The Uro-Sepsis the man who call himself Jeff Bennett come down with been a blessing to me and changed my life in ways I still find hard to believe and be getting better all the time.

Not sure when I first had the thought that the good-looking Englishman I was working for was becoming dependent on me and beginning to look forward to having me bathe him and help him to the toilet, but I think it was right about the time his little white willy get hard as I soap it up and wash it with a flannel, just after I roll him onto the plastic sheet to stop the mattress gettin’ soaked.

Course, I tell him not to be ashamed as it normal for a man to get hard when he being handled by a woman. But the third time it happen I ask him if he like me to give him some relief. I tell him I used to doing this when I work as a nurse an’ it all normal. 

I was lying, of course, but he were not to know that.

Not wanting to do it for himself, as he knew I would know when I wash him and maybe talk about it with the other domestic ladies on the estate I would have coffee with at the market each week, his eyes light up when I tell him he only have to ask me and I do it for him.
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I am not a lover of men, whether they be black or white, an’ after my early experiences wi’ them the thought of allowing one inside me, with a real penis anyway, was not one I ever wanted to repeat again.

But the white man calling himself Jeff Bennett affect me different right from the start an’ I now think it must be because I sense the... possibilities. 

Though it still take him a few days before he pluck up the courage to let me know what he want and he not ask until I start wearing more stylish an’ clingy clothes I buy from the local charity shops that show off my big body an’ try an’ make him even more interested in me; despite the fact I knew I was not the type o’ woman normally to his taste.

And of course, when he did, I make sure to give him the best release I could. Drawing out his pleasure and taking him to the edge, only to pull back . Then starting an’ stopping again ‘till he almost begging me to finish him.

I felt my box moisten as I remember the first time he asked for it an’ how I enjoyed taking control...

––––––––
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“...Do that feel nice, Sir?” I ask him politely, voice kindly and motherly.

He only sigh an’ I was not goin’ to accept that.

I stop my gentle featherin’ of his foreskin and’ asked again:

“I ask if that feel nice, Sir,” my voice takin’ on just a bit o’ displeasure.”

“Y-Yes, Bejida,” he croaked out, unable to meet my eye an’ giving me a real sense o’ power.

“Oh, good. When you not say anything I think you not like what I doin’,” I lied, continuin’ to rub his willy. “You do like it when I do this for you then?”

I only had to slow my hand down a fraction for him to respond as if he an animal on the end o’ my lead; though he still couldn’t look at me.

“Oh, yes. Bejida,” he said softly, head to one-side and not quit able to look me in the eye. “I like it very much.”

Thrilled, I began to rub him just a little more quickly an’ was rewarded by a little gasp.

“Well, I like to please you, Sir, and...” I began before cutting off both my words an’ the rubbin’ o’ my hand, relishing the groan of frustration it draw from his kissable English lips.

“But I don’t think it right for me to call you ‘Sir’ why we doing this,” I told him. “It makes me feel... bad.”

He was trying to thrust into my motionless hand now and I simply relaxed my grip so he feel no friction.

“Call me, Melv-... I mean, call me Jeff,” he said quickly, catching himself before he say something else.

I let it pass for the moment, then getting more forward, I put an arm around his shoulder and pull his head into me under my armpit, knowing he be getting a good sniff o’ me.

“I like that... Jeff,” I tell him, tightenin’ my grip in case he thinking o’ having second thoughts as my own excitement at being in control o’ my dishy English employer make me want to lower my knickers an’ put his head to work on me. The feelin’ o’ having power over him – an’ he a white-man – electric.

“Isn’t this nice? Having Bejida take such good care o’ you? Just like you her baby boy in need o’ pacifyin’.”

He answered me with a groan as the up an’ down o’ my hand brought him close to losing himself.  

Which is what, a few seconds later, he did.

An’ by doing it put himself even more in my power...

––––––––
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...My head coming back to the present, I remember thinking that now he get over his pride to ask me for the first time. an’ I gave him what he want and finish him before cleaning up his mess, that he be asking me for the same pleasure again and again afterward.

An’ I was right.

Every day, it seem.

An’ from then everything change for the better.

For me anyway.

A change beginnin’ wi’ the fact I had the pin-number to his First Bank of Nigeria debit-card so I could take out money to buy food and other things we need for the house.

Something that turn my mind to the possibility of finding a way to make this white-man far from his own land dependent on me in a way that be more...

Permanent.

Though even I had no idea how permanent what I wanted was going to turn out.

Anyway, one time when he doze off in bed, as he been doing more an’ more since his illness, I see he leave his laptop still open on his bed-tray after taking care of his online-banking an’ that he have a little notebook at his side.

A notebook with all his passwords an’ information kept in it when I sneak a look.

At the time it just seemed right to open it an’ have a quick look. But, knowing he be asleep for at least a couple of hours, I knew I had no hurry. So I took the book from the bedroom to his office and sat myself on the floor wi’ my own laptop to transfer his files and make paper copies on the printer there.

Not sure what was making me do it but I know now it was definitely the right thing to do.

Must have sensed what I found there would come in useful.

An’ it did.

Like findin’ a gold-mine!
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The information I found on his laptop after I make sure to exhaust him by playing with his little willie – twice! – and he sound asleep, is what lead to the life I now enjoy an’ will do anything to go on enjoying.

An’ maybe make even better. 

What I found was information on his life back in England. Information he not wanting anyone to know, ‘Specially the authorities back there. 

As well as the wife an’ daughter he leave behind along wi’ his real name.  

An’ now I had all his bank details too!

It take me three days to think it all through but, when I was ready and make all the changes on his computer, I felt sure o’ myself enough to wait for him to fall asleep before carryin’ him down to his new home in the basement I prepare for him earlier.

Then, after he wake an’ I give his willy a little taste o’ more pleasure, it was time to tell him what his future look like from now on...
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​​​BEJIDA AND THE LADIES



[image: ]




[image: A person in a dress

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

As usual the coffee shop in the market was busy and the four ladies could chat animatedly in their native Hausa without fear of being overheard over the din of the other customers’ conversations or the life of the market outside their usual meeting place.

“You are looking very... Western ...these days, Bejida,” had observed Adebisi Danjuma, the oldest of the ladies and mindful of the standing this gave her to speak her mind; this after Bejida had arrived and given a twirl to show off her new clothes. “Are you too grand to dress like the rest of us these days, now you are living all the time in a fine house?”

“It suits her I think,” said Ovie Ikande in defence of her younger friend, at forty-four the youngest of the ladies excepting Bejida herself. “Though it do make her look much more like a mistress of the house than a housekeeper.”

“That because she has the run of the place since the illness of her boss,” offered Ucheche Nwabili, the quietest of the three but not wanting to be left out, giving her younger friend a conspiratorial look meant to invite a confidence.
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Ovie  ADEBISI  ucheche

An invitation Bejida Olujime declined to accept.

Though she wasn’t above teasing her older friends with morsels of her life in the home of the Englishman they all found so “Dishy”.

“Ovie is right,” she told the ladies. “My ‘Boss’, as she calls him, has become very dependent on Bejida these days and is finding her indispensable.”

“And just how much is he dependent on his... housekeeper?” asked Adebisi with an emphasis that turned the attention of the three ladies upon their younger friend and colleague more fully.

More inquiringly.  

“Very dependent,” answered Bejida, meeting their stares head-on and enjoying the attention of her elders. “He has no more strength than a child of three and it is not likely to improve by much in the future. So his housekeeper has to do everything for him.”

“Everything?” asked Ovie with a glint in her eye, none of the three widows what one would call sexually inexperienced. “That mean he not capable of doing what a man can do?” 

“If he is then our Bejida be the one to know. Seeing as how she have to wash him every day,” offered Adebisi, who could not quite keep the glint of curiosity and excitement from her face.

The three ladies giggled like girls three times younger, clearly enjoying this break from the days they spent skivvying in order to make ends meet after losing their husbands - for different reasons and at different times.

As for Bejida, she found herself giggling along with them, enjoying their high-spirits at her expense, knowing as she did of the envy that went with it.

“It is the only part of him that still seems to work the way it should,” she told them, not seeing how it could harm her to divulge such information as gossip.

“And is it impressive, Bejida?” asked Ucheche, struggling to keep a straight face. “We have all heard that white-boys are not very well-endowed below stairs.”

“Ucheche, my love. You read the wrong magazines. That is just a myth.”

Ucheche actually looked disappointed at having a long-held misconception corrected, but perked up at her friend’s next words:

“However,” Bejida continued, waiving over a waitress to buy them more coffee with her employer’s money, “in the case of my ‘Boss’ the myth is not wrong.”

It was not until they stopped giggling and the waitress had taken their order and left that Adebisi felt able to ask:

“And how does our Bejida deal with this myth that is not a myth and is the only part of the Englishman that, ‘works the way it should?’.”

The answer both shocked the ladies and would provide their thoughts – and actions – much diversion when they returned home later.

Indeed, it was already doing so.

“She deals with it, my lovely Adebisi,” answered Bejida, though without telling them that the willy of her boss, though only about six-inches when aroused, was more of a ‘grower’ than a ‘shower’, “in such a way that not only is her ‘Boss’ satisfied but with every day that passes sees him coming more and more dependent upon her...”  
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​​​TRUDY & LUCY
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TRUDY  LUCY

At precisely the same moment – UK time - Bejida Olujime was sat in that market coffee-shop, pondering just how little to tell her friends of her new and glorious situation without losing the new standing in their eyes her obvious elevation in the Amen Estate household of her employer had given her, two women a continent away in a London bungalow were arguing over that same employer...

“...I still can’t believe my mother would behave like such a... such a...”

“Say it, Lucy,” said Trudy Grant relieved that at last the conversation she had been dreading all these months after incinerating what had been a happy marriage was finally happening. “It won’t be anything I haven’t called myself.”

Lucy shook her head, finding it difficult to reconcile the hatred she felt for her mother with the love that had been a constant throughout the years until now.

“Why mum?” she asked, biting back the ‘Slut’ insult on the tip of her tongue. “Why would you...? I know you loved dad once. Nobody’s that good of an actor. What happened to make you feel differently?”

Then, before her mother could answer:
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“And why couldn’t you respect him enough to at least ask for a divorce before opening your legs?”

Lucy turned her head away as if unable to look at her and the still attractive mother with the blonde hair - hair now sporting streaks of grey she knew could be attributed to guilt and stress as much as age – looked stricken at her only daughter’s words; even if she knew only the part about opening her legs was true.

“You speak in the past tense, Lucy. And couldn’t be more wrong. I loved your father and love him still. He... He’s always been the one and only man for me since the first time we met back in Covent Garden all those... all those years ago.”

Lucy snorted, still unable to look at her mother but unwilling to add to her pain by saying: “Just not the one and only cock”.

Saying instead:

“I refer you to my earlier words concerning the opening of legs for someone other than the man you say you love,” she said with a uncharacteristic cynicism that upset Trudy Grant for having been the one responsible for it.

“Loving someone doesn’t mean we can’t make mistakes, Lucy. And the making of a mistake doesn’t mean we’ve lost our love for the one hurt by that mistake.”

“Mistake?” Lucy snorted again, turning to face her, expression enraged and earlier desire not to go for the jugular forgotten:

“To quote a popular online meme: ‘Did you trip and fall on the neighbour’s erection?”

“Lucy!”

“Or was it a parachute jump gone wrong that landed you in the middle of a porn-movie and had you come down straight onto the erect dick of the leading man who just happened to live across the road from us while shooting took place in the bedroom you shared with dad?”

“Please Lucy, I know you’re hurting but...”

“But what, mum? Tell me, did you see yourself making this right somehow? Dad’s gone and can’t come back even if he wanted to – unless he fancies the next fifteen to twenty eating prison cuisine. My wedding’s next week and it’ll be James’s dad who gives me away, not the one who loves me and brought me up.”

Trudy ditched the latest soaked tissue and helped herself to another one as her daughter went on, cutting her no slack:

“Hurting? You’ve no idea!”

Trudy shook her head, knowing her daughter was wrong again.

She was hurting too. More than she ever had. And she of all people knew exactly why – if not her reasons for stepping out on a spectacularly happy marriage with a husband she adored. 

“I’ve just found out,” Lucy pressed on, not letting up, “that dad set up a trust for me with some investments of his own he cashed-in before he stole that money from his clients. He did it that way so the authorities couldn’t try to claw it back. And do you know what? I’d give it all to the authorities just to be able to have him here at home for a few hours to tell him how much I love and miss him.”

“I’m so sorry, my love,” Trudy sobbed for what had to be the thousandth time since Mel had taken off, hoping to feel her daughter’s consoling hand go around her shoulders and sobbing even harder when she was disappointed. 

“I’d take it back if I could.” She sobbed on, “but I can’t. I know it’s my fault but you’re not the only one who feels as if a piece is missing from her heart. Until you showed me the letter he sent you I was unaware he even knew of my... my lapse.”

Adding quickly:

“My one-time, and never to be repeated lapse that would have gone with me to my grave.”

Lucy’s young shoulders slumped at the mention of the letter and recalled opening it when it dropped on the mat of the flat she shared with her fiancé three months after her father had gone missing and the Police had laid charges against him.

Doing so while she, along with everybody else who knew him, including her mother, was trying to come to terms with the fact her father was a common criminal who had defrauded his clients - his admittedly filthy rich clients who would barely miss them - of millions... 

––––––––
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...To My Darling Daughter,

Hard letters don’t come harder. But it needed to be written. The hardest part of the personal betrayal that led me to take the action I took has been having to leave you behind. Along with your mother, you’ve been – and unlike her, remain – the proudest part of my life since you put in an appearance just over twenty years ago.

I’m not sure, given the circumstances and how devastated I feel, just when or if I’ll be in contact again but it was just too painful to be away from you and have you believe that your dad is no more than a common criminal.

Criminal? Certainly. But not from greed or some failing of character.

Please believe that if you believe nothing else you read here or elsewhere, and try not to hate too much the father who still loves you and always will..

I’ve no idea how your mother is explaining my absence but whatever the reason I’m sure it won’t come close to the reality behind my decision and, obviously, I’ll be leaving the job of education to you after you read this letter.

You see, my love, your mother cheated on me.

I’m sure you’ll find that hard to believe. Just as I did. My own disbelief compounded by discovering just who she was cheating on me with.

A man close to all of us I’d supported to the hilt after his own wife left him for his own brother and took their two sons with her.

We were all surprised at the time, but perhaps now we have a clue as to why his wife did what she did.

That’s right, the man and neighbour you’ve come to know as Uncle Ramon down the years is the man your mother soiled our marriage with.

There’s no mistake, I’m afraid. The eyes may deceive on occasion but they don’t lie. You see, I came home from the office feeling poorly one afternoon and watched (forgive my language, sweetheart, but you’re an adult now) the hard-penis of a man I considered a friend thrusting in and out of the mouth belonging to one of the women closest to me on this planet.

And believe me, had it been the younger of the two the arsehole wouldn’t have lived to see another sunrise – let alone an erection.

Forgive me, sweetheart. As you can tell, it still burns. And it’s hard to imagine the heat lowering.

Anyhow, they didn’t see me and I left to return to the office, earlier sickness forgotten for the moment.

The devastation provided by what I was seeing was simply too horrific and, call it cowardly, but it was then that I looked into buying a new identity and filtering off some of my clients money.

You see, I had to get away - and not only from the scene I’d just witnessed...

––––––––

[image: ]


“...I don’t think I’ve ever been so angry with someone as I was angry with you by the time I finished reading that letter,” Lucy told her mother without looking at her. “How could you do that to daddy? And with a piece of filth he’d helped when his own marriage exploded on him!”

Trudy Grant could only answer with a totally genuine shrug, her thought processes at that time, along with those lower down, a complete mystery to her that not even menopause could explain – especially as she agreed with her daughter’s assessment of the man she had cheated with.

Most likely because the effects of the change hadn’t kicked in with her then and still hadn’t now.

“Are you still seeing the piece of shit?” Lucy asked, lips tight with anger as she tried to find a way of managing her rage if her mother were to answer in the affirmative.

A slow and dispirited shaking of the head answered her and Lucy couldn’t help but let out a sigh of relief; knowing it would be a bad day for “Uncle Ramon” if she were to find him with her mother.

And especially in her dad’s home!

“He tried, but I told him I’d made the biggest mistake of my life,” Trudy told her truthfully.

Becoming more animated suddenly:

“And that was a while before I even knew about the letter your dad had sent you.”

Which was the exact moment her daughter was no longer able to hold it in any longer and burst into tears.

And the same moment her truly remorseful mother took her into her arms to cry herself and begin the process that, while it would never heal either of them entirely, would bring them closer to being something like the loving mother and daughter they’d once been.

Before, that is, the mother’s unexplained and never likely to be repeated madness drove away the man both of them loved.
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​​​JEFF/MELVIN
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My escape from one nightmare of marital humiliation and my inability to face up to it had led me into a nightmare of quite a different – and more frightening kind.

A kind all the more terrifying for not only finding myself with a reduced physical capacity but being effectively alone in a country that was not my own.

Without family.

Without friends.

But not without a certain Nigerian housekeeper who was gradually taking over my life more and more.

What else could explain my current position?

Upon hands and knees in the basement of the home rented in my name as I waited for the woman who insisted she was its master to enter and have me show her the respect she was due.

Knowing what I could expect if I didn’t!

Suddenly, as I wondered how much longer my weakened condition would allow me to maintain my position upon the floor, I finally asked myself the question my hate and rage had stopped me asking:
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Emotionally devastated or not at losing the relationship that supplied so much of my happiness and self-worth, had my running from the problem of Trudy’s infidelity rather than confronting it really been the best way of handling it?

Or, was it just another of example of the mental weakness allowing me to be treated the way I was now?

Notwithstanding the mitigation of my condition after the Uro-Sepsis.

As an image of that fateful afternoon tormented me, it struck me that, feeling poorly or not, I should have beaten the daylights out of good old Ramon and kicked him out of my home in a violent fashion that would prove beyond me now. 

How satisfying would that have been?

Rather than skulk off back to the office to lick my wounds and start dreaming up a more lasting punishment. 

At least for my faithless wife.

The image of them standing in our bedroom, cuddling and giggling prior to her sliding down his slimy Latino body and whipping out his dick before sucking on it - as if she’d reached the pearly gates and he was waiting at the entrance to replenish her after the journey up with his own version of celestial ambrosia - never failed to anger me and want to visit mayhem on my tart wife and the bastard I’d thought of as a friend.

Angered me so much that I missed the door opening.

Though not the clack of her heels upon the concrete floor of the basement.

Belatedly, knowing it was too late to save me, I raised myself up to face her, still on my knees but with my hands behind my back.

To my surprise, this time there were no harsh words for me not being in the position of respect she demanded to welcome her when she was about to enter.

Quite the opposite, as she seated herself in the chair she had purposely brought down for herself and crossed her legs to gaze down at me, looking utterly confident in the control she now had over me.
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As well she might after having discovered my book of passwords and the information on my laptop before changing them all to passwords of her own and effectively locking me out of my own life.

As well as access to the laptop.

A laptop and a life she now ran in its virtual totality.

And in a way, together with my physical weakness and dependence on her that seemed to strike a dormant adolescent chord that seemed to not only welcome the authority of the younger woman over me but thrive on it in a way I knew was unhealthy for me but couldn’t seem to summon up the will to resist.

After all, it’s one thing to acknowledge the likely harm to our arteries from the daily and copious eating of fried bacon; but quite another to be able to resist the tantalising aroma as it’s being fried that makes it impossible to resist getting to taste it.

A clumsy metaphor but apt just the same.

In short, and I knew it, I was getting more and more addicted to the effortless dominance the former housekeeper I’d once seen only as a functional addition to my life was wielding over me.

And it was by no means the prospect of a spell in a Nigerian prison cell while awaiting extradition to the UK – terrifying as I found it – preventing me from telling her to go to hell.  

“Little Jeffy been a good boy for Miss Bejida,” she told me, an’ he deserve a treat.”

If the fact I was only an eighth of the man I’d been physically before and that I was on my knees before the woman who until not long ago had been my housekeeper and domestic was not enough to give evidence of the change in me, then the hardening I felt inside the clothing she had let me wear for the first time in weeks supplied the clinching argument.
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