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The ad for a live-in assistant had seemed like the answer to Bennett Townsend’s prayers at the time – even if it would require him swallowing his pride to accept it if the position was offered.

About to turn forty-seven, his weakness for the ladies and the gambling tables had finally sent his life on the downward spiral the few friends who cared enough about his well-being to tell him had warned would happen if he didn’t... “Grow up!” ...as they put it.

The perfect storm for the confirmed and self-confessed selfish bachelor came in the form of a leggy and voluptuous blonde he met while she was on a friend’s Hen-Night in a Mayfair Casino where he was having a run of good luck at the poker-table.

A leggy and voluptuous blonde named Miranda with amazing bedroom gifts and, unfortunately, a husband with gifts of a more prosaic nature that ran to protection rackets, money-laundering and, it would turn out, sex-trafficking. 

Gifts the leggy blonde wife the man utterly doted on did not confide to Townsend until it was almost too late.

When, during a rushed and frantic phone-call, she finally got around to telling him exactly WHO her husband was - and what he intended to do to him for fucking the love of his life - Bennett Townsend felt the earth move beneath him.

You see, Joe Starkey was not unknown to him, at least by name, and had a reputation throughout the West End of London and beyond that sent fear through those who crossed him.

And Townsend was no different.

He was, without exaggeration, terrified.

Terror that went off-planet when Miranda said that - though her vicious husband who never forgot a slight would eventually forgive her – neither him nor his people would rest until the man who had chosen to defile his wife and insult him was thoroughly chastised. 

His fear not lessening any when she told him her husband had mentioned a little middle-east gay brothel that was looking for new... “Staff” ... middle-aged or not..

Knowing London was no longer safe for him and deciding on a hasty departure, Townsend had immediately emptied his bank account of the near two-thousand it contained and rushed to the apartment overlooking the Oval cricket-ground in Vauxhall.

The same apartment his younger brother, Todd, was allowing him to use while he backpacked around Australia and New Zealand.

Taking with him, as an afterthought the driving-licence and other ID his brother hadn’t considered he would need while away.

Which was how he ended up in the small town of Narwich on the Suffolk coast and set about finding some suitable – and very easy - employment for when the money he’d fetched with him after closing his bank-account ran out and he could no longer afford the tiny B&B into which he’d booked himself.

Which was also when he entered the search-term: “Narwich” and “Job Vacancies into Google and saw the ad:

––––––––
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“General Handyman and Admin-Assistant required by recently widowed woman for live-in position.

Would suit mature gentleman without entanglements looking for a long-term position with free board and an appropriate weekly salary.”

It was to be his application and subsequent acceptance for the position that would set his path on a track that would, while it certainly keep him hidden from the vengeful thug husband and his minions, would also ensure he had not only bedded his last married woman but wouldn’t get to make love to a woman again.

EVER!

At least not in the way he considered making love to be...
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​​NOW READ ON...
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The large young woman of Kenyan descent lay back on her bed and luxuriated in the sensation provided to a gushing cunny by her own teasing fingers, her waking dream made all the more explosive by her certainty that what she was dreaming would soon be made a reality.

So her fellow countrywoman and employer had assured her.

And, in the four years since she had travelled from their mother-country to become housekeeper to Malika Odhiambo, the woman who was even larger and more powerful than she herself had yet to lie to her or let her down.  

Closing her eyes, she pictured the Englishman naked and on all-fours below and facing away from her as she remained fully dressed and seated on the edge of a sofa at her ease in the home belonging to her revered “Bibi”.

Her strong black hand was a blur as she used it to milk the aching erection she had aimed at a bowl on the carpet beneath it. She was aware of his groaning and the sense of power it gave her over the white-man who was utterly at her mercy had its usual effect at her core.

A core made both liquid and molten by the knowledge of what her mistress and she had accomplished with this mature and still highly attractive man who had once seen her as nothing but a domestic servant and nowhere near being his equal – even if they were both employed by the same woman.

Like her, a woman of the Dark Continent who was not only larger but stronger than her white employee.

Both physically and mentally.

As she rested a hand on the small of his back and thrilled to the contrast of her coal black epidermis against the paleness of his own, she used her other hand to pump his hardness in the direction of the bowl awaiting his offering to her power.

The sight was delicious to her and, as usual, she was losing herself to the addictive sensations provided by her growing power – imagined or not.

Sensations that had begun to build from the moment she had ordered him to crawl to her heeled and hosed feet and kiss them with reverence before arranging himself with his head facing away from her and his full balls and iron-hard erection open to her gaze below the lily-white buttocks she so enjoyed... correcting!

The forty-something man in receipt of her ministrations was groaning with desperation and she imagined she could see the arms supporting him tremble as he tried to will himself not to come until the magic words of permission left her lips knowing just what was in store for him if he disappointed her.

A man, moreover, who she was certain still found it hard to believe he could be acting in such a way before such a woman.

Had it really only been a month ago that he had arrived to take up a temporary position with her mistress?

In the imagination that was by now running riot, she felt the white man’s tongue sweep the length of her swollen and anticipatory labia and sniff at it at the same time – almost as if he were drinking in the strong and spicy scent of her Dark Continent womanhood and being hypnotized by its proximity.

Her smile as she lay back on her bed and pictured it was beatific.

This handsome and much older white-man was losing himself in her. 

His humiliation accepted as the price he must pay to be allowed access to her most intimate sexuality and his new and baffling need for it. 

A last capitulation to a female power he did not understand and probably never would.

Something that concerned her not in the slightest.

Her only requirement of him – as was her Bibi’s – was that the power of his new desire would ensure he would be theirs forever if they so decreed.

And they did so decree.

“Now,” she told him after his tongue had fetched the desired explosion, “I need you to follow me to the bathroom.”

His face, glistening with the emissions of the orgasm his servile tongue had won from her, stared up at her with a mixture of horror and, unless she was mistaken... anticipation.

It was a face, she smiled to herself, she did not intend to disappoint...

***
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Four weeks to the day into his first monthly job-review, Bennett – AKA: “Todd” - Townsend was already looking forward to seeing out the six months he had decided would be enough time for things to calm down before returning to London – or at least a big city with a casino - where he could do what he did best.

Play poker.

With online gambling denied him; at least with the ID of his brother’s he had; he knew a casino would be his best option. And preferably a more provincial example where it was unlikely Miranda’s thug of a husband and his goons might get wind of him. Assuming, that is, that the man had time to waste tracking down his wife’s illicit lover; given he had been the latest in a long-line of them.

For that reason, Townsend found it hard to believe a busy gangster would be prepared to devote that much time and energy to the task.

Such was his hope.

He had been successful in his interview after applying for the ad; though he had professed himself surprised after arriving at the home on the cliffs above Narwich by the woman waiting for him.

Expecting - and not unreasonably given the area and the twee and very English look of the well-kept house and its gardens, a sixty or seventy-something widow with a blue rinse and views to match – he had, for some reason, found himself surprised to be greeted at the door by a large black girl in her twenties who introduced herself as “Aluna” and for whom English was very obviously a second-language.

A large and twenty-something black woman who, though not exactly a looker when it came to her facial features and the large overbite of her sparklingly white teeth, exerted a certain... sexual ...aura; dressed as she was in a short billowing dress and black hose that showcased a pair of powerful yet strangely attractive legs. 

His reaction to them surprised him, given that the legs that usually caught his eye were those of the more slender kind normally found on the calorie-conscious arm-candy and trophy wives – such as the most recent example he had seduced whose sociopath husband was the main reason he found himself where he did and in need of the shelter the position he was applying for offered.

He was questioning himself on the subject of his attraction to the over-muscled calves above appealingly slender ankles when the woman, voice thick with what he assessed to be an African accent, invited him in and said to follow her; informing him over her shoulder – again surprising him, given the way she was dressed - that she was Ms Odhiambo’s housekeeper and that her “Bibi” was expecting him.

“I see,” he had answered, having no idea what a ‘Bibi’ was when it was at home but too distracted by the rear view of Aluna’s powerful hosed clad legs as they led down a corridor off the main hall; explaining his instant erection to himself as nothing more sinister than the fact that, in his haste to vacate London, he was necessarily in something of a dry-spell when it came to getting his rocks off.

Still, ignorant of the “Bibi” and what it meant, he was at least a little forewarned by the “Odhiambo” in regard of his prospective employer’s nationality – or at least the region of the world from where her ancestors had first originated; Townsend had followed the powerful figure of the younger woman through to what was obviously the “Bibi’s” tasteful and minimal office with views over the garden and the sprawl of the North Sea to its right.

Here he was introduced to another woman of, as he had suspected, African extraction.

East African, he would soon discover.

An East African woman even larger than her housekeeper.

Never having been, for all his myriad of other personal failings, a racist, Townsend was untroubled to learn that his prospective future – and, told himself, very temporary – employer – was a woman of coal-black skin in her mid-thirties who did not at first acknowledge him when he entered.

Not even a glance.

And did not attempt to rise and shake his hand when she did acknowledge his existence after looking up from the screen of her Desktop.

It was a “Rudeness”, he told himself, made more obvious by the difference in their respective cultures and ethnicity and most likely wasn’t intended as rudeness at all. 

Her manner was not what he would have described as warm but, then again, neither was it cold and he could see from the way she sized him up that she was not exactly put off by his physical appearance either. 

Rather the opposite, unless he was mistake.

And, on such matters at least – advanced ego on the subject of his own appeal notwithstanding - he very rarely was.

And so it was, after asking him exactly the questions he had anticipated and gone on to answer with every ounce of his considerable if insincere charm, he had been offered the position and asked when he could start.

There had been no mention of a second interview and this struck him as strange considering they were two women alone and they would be inviting a strange man to live and work in the home.

Though the reason for their seeming lack of concern would eventually become plain to him.

Suffice it to say: he moved his few belongings in the very next day and began the first day of what would be a one month probationary period in her employ before she reviewed his performance and decided whether he could stay on.

Or not...

***
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That first night with her new white houseman under her roof, Malika Odhiambo – in pretty much the same way as her equally and instantly smitten housekeeper, Aluna – amused, aroused, and satisfied herself to those thoughts of the unwitting Townsend as she put him through his servile paces.

Though only with his obedient and obliging tongue as depicted in her febrile and frenzied imagination.

Beginning, if only in that imagination, as she meant to continue in a practical fashion once she and Aluna had brought their white-man to heel, at no time did his penis play any part in her fevered deliberations and he was forbidden to touch the erection she envisaged that was inspired by the scent and close-contact of his... 

“Owner...

––––––––
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...The white man better known as “Bennett Townsend” was about to kiss her backside.

Literally and figuratively.

And she would ensure her white serf did not stop there!

With her powerful bare legs resting upon the arms of a chair as he rested upon all-fours between them, she knew he could see the puckered ring of her anal cavity to front and centre of his vision.

“Show Master your respect,” the sound of her own imaginary and imperious voice ordered him, underlining the demand with a light cuff to the top of his head.

Nothing more in the way of persuasion was required and she thrilled when she realised there was no need to instruct him as the tip of his tongue protruded from the mouth she now considered as much her property as the rest of him.

So far had he fallen under her powerful African  spell.

There was in his eyes she saw, as his tongue made contact with the rim leading to her dark inner-sanctum, a readiness to serve her. 

It was, after all, what she wanted from him. 

And not just a readiness but a... need.

Of course, by now he was utterly terrified of her and knew only too well that he was no match for her physically or mentally - just the thought of her displeasure enough to make him shake with trepidation. 

All it took bring him fawning to a heel was a certain look of displeasure from the face of his “Bibi” he found so disturbing and emasculating whenever his powerful African owner turned her obsidian and unforgiving eyes upon his with anything approaching annoyance.

It was utterly delicious!

She revelled in his subservience to her no less than he hated her for the power she exerted over him on a real and daily basis.

She was ABOVE him.

In all ways.

And in the same England to which he had been born.

And SHE had not.

It was simply too satisfying!

.

The handsome Englishman now had a master.

Two master’s, in fact..

And both of them were black..

And African.

“Hold your mouth open,” she ordered in an English remaining overladen with the accent of her mother-tongue.

Yet another element of her effortless domination that shamed the former womaniser to his core.

To her delight, there was no prevarication on his part and the tongue that had been teasing at her rim withdrew back into his opening mouth.

“Good boy,” she praised him and delivered a demeaning pat to his still thick hair to patronise him still further.

The colouring of shamed cheeks all the reward she asked for.

For the moment.

His almost instant capitulation to her authority and the way he caved to her so instantly and cravenly as much of a surprise to her as it had been a triumph and, even through his submission to her stronger will, she could see her Serf was as surprised as his master.

His black and female master.

A female master whose scent seemed to intoxicate him and make him submissive in her presence – though not so much Aluna, who she knew was required to use more traditional methods of keeping him obedient and respect. In fact, the more she, Malika Odhiambo, insisted he familiarise himself with her the natural scents of her feet her armpits, her slit and her backside, the more biddable and lost to his servitude did he become.

Thoughts of the kind enflaming her, she leaned forward, stupendous self-supporting breasts and hardened nipples widening his eyes, and pulled his head into her that she might mash it up against the entrance to her chute.

Holding him in place there to insist his tongue explore the dark inner terrain beyond the puckered anus that same tongue had just been teasing. 

Knowing that with every backward step of the kind she forced upon him and each indignity she forced him to accept, the likelihood of him ever regaining his self-respect enough to find the strength to leave receded. And what would be left was exactly what she had always desired.

Her very own white serf.

And one who she knew was baffled by his mystifying and unedifying attraction for someone he felt so far below him in terms of looks and intelligence.

His growing deference, submission, and yes, fear, in respect of her was something she found incredibly intoxicating and the deep breaths she relished hearing him draw through his nose that he might savour the scent of her most intimate and proscribed orifice more fully, sent her arousal into orbit.

“Yes,” she sighed. “Let me feel your lips worship the rim of my succulent African temple.”

She did not wait more than a milli-second before she was obeyed and once again marvelled at the docility of the man.

“Oh, what a lovely obedient white-serf you are for your Bibi,” she cooed, thrilling to the smack of his lips as they slobbered at her in a way she knew all too well had once unthinkable to him.

“Show your black master how much you wish to please her,” she added unnecessarily, simply for the pleasure of hear the undignified words leave her lips towards him..

Her own words, and the man at whom they were directed, inflamed her growing arousal and, again, the powerful black body her man was serving quivered with the power of the perverse situation she had engineered between them.

So beaten did she have him, so obsessed by the perfumes of her black body and the need to breathe them in, did she have him that the thought struck her she could even pass wind as he pressed his lips against her and he would not attempt to shy away.
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