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      Chapter 1
    

    
      Aisha was excited. She’d always wanted to travel, and here she was, getting
    

    
      off the flight in New York with her husband Omar, ready to start a new life
    

    
      together in the land of the free.
    

    
      She had big dreams. America represented opportunity for the Arabian
    

    
      couple. Omar was an attractive, wealthy man, and already had business
    

    
      opportunities waiting for him. He would be travelling quite a lot, his computer
    

    
      science background highly sought after in major companies right throughout
    

    
      the US. Only in his early 30’s, he had a bright future ahead of him. As for
    

    
      Aisha, America was the perfect place for a 22 year old Princess. She already
    

    
      knew from interactions online that American men melted for her soft doll-like
    

    
      facial features, her olive complexion, her jet black hair and petite frame. She
    

    
      was sure that before long, Omar and her would be living like King and Queen,
    

    
      taking full advantage of a perfect life in the USA.
    

    
      She clung to Omar’s arm as they strode through the airport. She could already
    

    
      feel her dreams coming true. American women looked her husband up and
    

    
      down. American men stole glances at her behind their wives back, and then
    

    
      looked at her husband with a mixture of intimidation and respect.
    

    
      While Omar waited for the luggage, Aisha went to get them a coffee. The
    

    
      American barista fumbled over his words as he served the stunning Aisha,
    

    
      eventually handing her the two coffees.
    

    
      “No charge, ma’am”, he stuttered.
    

    
      She flashed him her perfect smile. Yes - life in the US was going to be a
    

    
      dream.
    

    
      Armed with their luggage, they were greeted by their driver. He warmly shook
    

    
      Omar’s hand, then took Aisha’s dainty hand in his and kissed it.
    

    
      “May I carry your bags Sir, Ma’am” he offered.
    

    
      Aisha almost squealed with delight. Back home, her husband had always been
    

    
      highly respected… but being respected by men herself was new to her.
    

    
      As they walked towards the car, Aisha looked around. She was wearing a
    

    
      long, loose black dress. At home, women weren’t permitted to show skin
    

    
      publicly. Even in her modest clothing, she was drawing eyes. She smiled.
    

    
      “If I’m so captivating in this attire”, she thought, “Imagine how much attention I’ll
    

    
      get once I’m dressed like these women!”
    

    
      Short skirts, revealing dresses, high heels. Aisha knew she was beautiful, and
    

    
      once she convinced Omar to let her dress like a true American woman, she
    

    
      knew she could bend any American man to her will. Before long, her husband
    

    
      would rule the business world while she became a high society woman, living
    

    
      the life of Manhattan’s elite just like she’d seen in movies.
    

    
      That would all take some time, of course. Tradition said that she wasn’t to
    

    
      have ambition. Her husband’s role was to provide for her. Her role was to be
    

    
      the perfect stay at home wife, caring for him and the household, a life of
    

    
      obedience. She’d talked to Omar about that prior to their move to the US. He
    

    
      didn’t like the idea of his wife being anything but the obedient housewife, but he
    

    
      understood her desire for more and had agreed they’d see how things
    

    
      went. She just knew she’d be able to convince him to allow her to embrace the
    

    
      lifestyle of the women here.
    

    
      They stayed in a beautiful hotel that night. It was the perfect start to their new
    

    
      life. She couldn’t wipe the smile off her face as Omar undressed her, scooping
    

    
      her tiny frame up in his strong arms, laying her down on the hotel bed. She
    

    
      loved the feeling of his powerful body on top of her, his soft lips on her
    

    
      neck. She had it all - the dreamiest husband deep inside her, a life of freedom
    

    
      and luxury ahead of her.
    

    
      The next day, they were driven to their new residence. The home that Omar
    

    
      had picked out for them was beautiful. Omar, dressed in a crisp white shirt and
    

    
      business pants, went to discuss his business ventures while she supervised
    

    
      the removalists.
    

    
      This was heaven for Aisha. She’d never given orders to a man before. Yet
    

    
      here were these 4 strapping young American men, positioning furniture to her
    

    
      liking, unpacking boxes, asking her questions like “where would you like this
    

    
      chair, ma’am”
    

    
      Just for fun, she decided she wanted the living room furniture rearranged three
    

    
      different times, enjoying the fact that nothing was too much trouble for these
    

    
      men.
    

    
      “Yes ma’am!”
    

    
      “Of course, ma’am!”
    

    
      “Anything else I can do for you, ma’am”
    

    
      By lunch time, the house was perfect. Omar wouldn’t be home until late
    

    
      afternoon. She walked upstairs, sitting down in the window with her
    

    
      laptop. Omar hadn’t yet agreed to allow her to live like an American woman,
    

    
      but all the household duties had been taken care of by the removalists.
    

    
      Ambition was raging within her. Before they’d left home, she’d initiated some
    

    
      business opportunities of her own. Confident Omar would eventually grant her
    

    
      permission to start her new life, she got to work on her own little business.
    

    
      Aisha was as smart as she was beautiful, and within 3 hours, she already had
    

    
      her first customer. Website design was easy work for her, and she’d learned
    

    
      that in the US, it was easy money. Even working part time online while keeping
    

    
      the house, she’d be able to earn a decent money. She knew Omar would
    

    
      always provide for her, but if she wanted to be amongst New York’s elite, she’d
    

    
      need her own money on the side.
    

    
      Everything was going to plan for Aisha. She looked out of her window.
    

    
      “My Queendom”, she said out loud to herself with a giggle.
    

    
      Her eyes spied her neighbour, out checking her mail.
    

    
      The woman must have been in her late 20’s.
    

    
      She was everything forbidden back home. In her hand was a fruity alcoholic
    

    
      drink. She wore flip flops and a tiny pair of denim shorts that barely covered
    

    
      her ass. Her flat, toned stomach was on full display, her big breasts concealed
    

    
      only by a powder blue bikini top. Her bleach blond hair was flowing down her
    

    
      back, and before Aisha knew it, she was staring into the blonde’s piercing blue
    

    
      eyes.
    

    
      “You got a problem” the blonde called out at the top of her voice in her thick
    

    
      New York accent.
    

    
      Aisha froze. For seemingly an eternity. Of course she’d seen women like this
    

    
      on TV… but never has she interacted with one. Certainly, she’d never had a
    

    
      confrontation with one!
    

    
      She slammed her window shut, stepping back, quickly shutting the
    

    
      curtain. She sat on the bed, breathing heavily.
    

    
      It took Aisha a while to gather herself. Eventually, her breathing slowed.
    

    
      “It’s okay, Aisha,” she told herself. “This is America. Here, SHE’S the normal
    

    
      one. Go out there and introduce yourself”.
    

    
      In her long black flared pants and long sleeved top, she made her way down
    

    
      stairs. Part of her was hoping the blonde had already gone back inside. Her
    

    
      hand was shaking at the thought of introducing herself - but she was
    

    
      determined to first fit in here, then excel here.
    

    
      She opened the front door… just in time to see Omar arriving in the back of a
    

    
      black car. The driver got out, opening the car door for Omar. Aisha smiled at
    

    
      the sight of her handsome husband, even more so at the fact his American
    

    
      driver was showing him such respect. Omar tipped the driver.
    

    
      “Thank you, Sir. Just let me know what time you’d like me to pick you up
    

    
      tomorrow, Sir”.
    

    
      She was grinning from ear to ear as the driver offered to carry her husband’s
    

    
      suitcase inside for him. Omar oozed power as he declined the offer but firmly
    

    
      instructed the driver to be back at 8am.
    

    
      But her smile faded quickly when she saw the blonde neighbour walking…
    

    
      no… STRUTTING towards her husband.
    

    
      “Hey there, handsome”, she sang.
    

    
      She watched Omar’s eyes look the blonde up and down as she
    

    
      approached. She slowly backed out of the doorway, heading back upstairs,
    

    
      sitting on the bed, waiting for Omar to dismiss their neighbour and come on
    

    
      inside.
    

    
      Curiosity got the better of her. She peeled the curtain back just an inch,
    

    
      cracking open the window so she could see and hear the conversation.
    

    
      Omar had had his fair share of women. But never had he stood in the street
    

    
      with a bikini top wearing, big breasted blonde. He was always so smooth, but
    

    
      the blonde had him off-guard.
    

    
      “So what’s with the driver” the blonde asked, “You don’t have a car”
    

    
      Omar shook his head. “We only arrived here last night”.
    

    
      The woman nodded, “by we, you mean you and your weird wife”
    

    
      He chuckled. “Oh, you’ve met Aisha Forgive her, this is all very new to her”.
    

    
      The blonde scrunched up her face.
    

    
      “Aisha What kind of a name is that No I haven’t met her, she was just
    

    
      staring at me out of her window”.
    

    
      Aisha retreated, still able to hear the conversation but not wanting her husband
    

    
      or their neighbour to see her prying.
    

    
      “Women… don’t dress like that in our culture”, Omar explained, “I’m sure it’s a
    

    
      little confronting for her”.
    

    
      Aisha peeked out of the window to see the blonde stepping right in close to
    

    
      Omar.
    

    
      “Oh. I see”, she said, “Is it confronting for you, too Would you like me to…
    

    
      cover up”
    

    
      Aisha gasped as Omar slowly shook his head.
    

    
      The blonde gave a giggle that sounded to Aisha like nails on a chalkboard.
    

    
      “Well anyway”, the blonde said, “I’m Candace. And if there’s one thing I know
    

    
      a lot about, it’s luxury cars. You sure look like you’d be in the market for
    

    
      something… nice”.
    

    
      Omar nodded. “Yes, I’ll be out looking for one on the weekend”.
    

    
      Candace smiled.
    

    
      “I know just where to go. Saturday morning - I’ll take you!”
    

    
      Omar’s eyes fell onto Candace’s big breasts.
    

    
      “That sounds great”, he said softly.
    

    
      “Then it’s a date”, she sang, turning and walking away, swaying her ass,
    

    
      enjoying knowing that her handsome, wealthy neighbours eyes were following
    

    
      her all the way to her front door.
    

    
      Aisha’s perfect day had been shattered by the blonde neighbour. Just half an
    

    
      hour ago she’d been on top of the world. Now, she was sat with her husband,
    

    
      hardly able to get a word out of him. His day had been “fine”. He’d “met some
    

    
      decent people”.
    

    
      He seemed tired and distracted, eventually snapping at Aisha.
    

    
      “When’s dinner”
    

    
      “Oh ummm, I’ll have it ready in an hour”.
    

    
      He rolled his eyes. “Fine. I’m going to take a shower”.
    

    
      Meanwhile, Candace was on the phone to her bestie.
    

    
      “Girllllll!!!!!! So you know the money problems I’ve been having Think I solved
    

    
      them!”
    

    
      “Fuck yeah bitch! How” Her friend asked.
    

    
      “So my new neighbour Hot. As. Fuck! And riiiiiich! The best part His wife is
    

    
      this little Arab weirdo who isn’t allowed to show any skin. I was in my bikini top
    

    
      and little shorts when I met him. He got a hard-on right there in his
    

    
      driveway. Girl check out his name. OMAR! Hot right! Candace and Omar
    

    
      goes good together, don’t ya think”
    

    
      Her friend was giggling. “Get that bag, girl”.
    

    
      “I’m taking him to that luxury car show on Saturday. Took me like 5 minutes to
    

    
      get a date with him ha ha. Im gunna blow his mind!”
    

    
      “Bitch”, her friend laughed, “If I know you, you’re going to blow more than just
    

    
      his mind”.
    

    
      Candace burst out laughing. “Hey - someone’s gotta welcome him to America
    

    
      properly”.
    

    
      Chapter 2
    

    
      Aisha tried to put Candace out of her mind. This was America. Her husband
    

    
      was going to meet American women. Besides, he wasn’t the only one getting
    

    
      attention. When she’d go out for her morning coffee, she was treated like
    

    
      royalty by American men, even in her modest black attire. She could see them
    

    
      melt when they’d look into her deep, dark eyes. She could see them mentally
    

    
      peeling back her dark clothes. She’d already learned that a smile was enough
    

    
      to secure free coffee.
    

    
      Also, just three days in, her website design business was thriving. She still
    

    
      needed to maintain the house, but all her free time was spent building her
    

    
      business. She’d made more money in three days than she would have in a
    

    
      month back home.
    

    
      And Omar had been better the last couple of days. He told her all about how
    

    
      he is lining up his business in multiple states. How he already had people
    

    
      working for him. How he was meeting lots of new, interesting people. On
    

    
      Friday night, they made love. Omar made her feel like the only woman in the
    

    
      world.
    

    
      But Saturday would come.
    

    
      “The neighbour is taking me to look at some cars”, he said.
    

    
      “I don’t know about her”, she said softly.
    

    
      Omar gave her a stern look.
    

    
      “Candace is harmless”, he said, “It’ll just take you some time to get used to
    

    
      American women and their customs”.
    

    
      She nodded. Jealousy, she knew, was not an emotion Omar approved
    

    
      of. Back home, she’d had no reason to ever be envious. But she’d never had
    

    
      to watch her man being flirted with by a bikini wearing blonde. The doorbell
    

    
      rang, and the couple kissed.
    

    
      “Come say hi”, Omar said, “You’ll see that she’s just friendly”.
    

    
      Candace stood in their doorway. She wore a tight red dress that showed off
    

    
      her cleavage, Aisha’s eyes immediately drawn to her heaving breasts. Her
    

    
      blonde hair framed her pretty face, and while Aisha couldn’t take her eyes off
    

    
      the blonde’s chest, Omar’s eyes roamed down her dress. It cut off at mid-
    

    
      thigh, showing off her tanned, shapely legs. On black heels, she almost met
    

    
      the 6 foot 2 Omar’s height. Aisha was tiny in comparison, and when Candace
    

    
      stepped forward, her breasts almost brushed Aisha’s face.
    

    
      “Shall we”, she asked, linking arms with Omar.
    

    
      “This is my wife, Aisha”, he said.
    

    
      “Hi”, the smaller woman said, outstretching her hand.
    

    
      Candace took it. Holding it. Looking down at Aisha. Aisha felt
    

    
      ridiculous. Shaking hands with this smiling blonde who had her husband on
    

    
      her arm.
    

    
      “It’s nice to meet you, Aisha”, Candace said with a hint of condescension in her
    

    
      voice.
    

    
      “Likewise”, Aisha said in a voice that came out as almost a squeak.
    

    
      Aisha fumed watching Candace walking so close to her husband towards the
    

    
      car, the driver opening the back door, Candace climbing in. Omar went around
    

    
      to the other side of the car. Candace rolled down the window, giving Aisha a
    

    
      big smile and a blowing her a kiss as the car started down the road.
    

    
      While Aisha tidied the house, constantly wondering how things were going with
    

    
      Candace and her husband, Candace was wasting no time flirting with
    

    
      Omar. Flirting was the blonde’s greatest strength, and she knew it. She was
    

    
      constantly smiling, always laughing and reaching over to touch Omar’s arm
    

    
      whenever he made a joke, crossing and uncrossing her flawless legs.
    

    
      “So what do you do for work” Omar asked.
    

    
      “Oh… not much. I work part time at a bar. But I’m more… a lady of
    

    
      leisure. Working isn’t really my thing… I prefer to have fun”.
    

    
      Omar liked the sound of that. In truth, he was getting a little annoyed at Aisha’s
    

    
      wish to become more than a housewife. It was a man’s job to work and
    

    
      provide for the family. It was a woman’s job to keep the house… or in
    

    
      Candace’s case, enjoy her life.
    

    
      When they got to the car show, Candace was in her element. The handsome,
    

    
      clearly wealthy Omar and his busty blonde date drew the attention of the
    

    
      dealers. While people queued up to sit in the latest Lamborghini or Ferrari,
    

    
      Omar and Candace were ushered to the front of the queue.
    

    
      Omar had planned to get a luxury mini-van. He and Aisha would start a family
    

    
      soon, and they’d need a car with plenty of space. But sitting there in these
    

    
      luxury sports cars with the playful blonde, he began to reconsider.
    

    
      “Now THIS”, Candace said, “You’d look GOOD in this”.
    

    
      Omar wouldn’t be going home in a mini-van. He’d be going home in a sporty
    

    
      two door BMW.
    

    
      Candace loved how easily she’d convinced Omar to buy a car SHE
    

    
      liked. Sitting in the passenger seat next to the driving Omar, she decided to
    

    
      take things a little further.
    

    
      “You know what you need” she smiled at him, “A watch”.
    

    
      He looked at her. “You think”.
    

    
      She nodded, reaching over and tracing her manicured fingers over his
    

    
      wrist. “Gold against this dark skin… mmmm”.
    

    
      Omar smiled. Candace was FUN - and he did like the idea of spoiling himself
    

    
      with a piece of jewellery. He allowed Candace to direct them to a jewellery
    

    
      store, where she picked out a watch for him.
    

    
      While he was getting ready to pay, Candace called to him.
    

    
      “Omar… do you think this looks good on me”
    

    
      He walked over to her, Candace tracing her fingers over a white-gold necklace
    

    
      she was trying on, moving her finger over her cleavage to the beautiful
    

    
      diamond that hung on the necklace between her breasts.
    

    
      Omar stared. “It looks… amazing…” he breathed, adding “How much is it”
    

    
      Candace stepped right into him, bringing her lips to his ear.
    

    
      “Does that matter” she asked seductively.
    

    
      This was just too easy for Candace. She was back in the front seat of the
    

    
      BMW, an expensive diamond necklace around her neck.
    

    
      “Let’s stop for a drink somewhere”, she said, “I know a great bar”.
    

    
      Omar shook his head. “I don’t drink”.
    

    
      But Candace persisted. “But I do. And here in America, finishing a date with a
    

    
      drink is… customary…”
    

    
      Omar desperately wanted to spend more time with Candace. But he again
    

    
      shook his head.
    

    
      “It’s getting late”, he said, “Aisha will have dinner almost ready…”
    

    
      Candace giggled. “In your culture… doesn’t your wife basically have to do as
    

    
      you say” she asked.
    

    
      Omar nodded. “Sort of, yes”.
    

    
      “Then”, she breathed, “You’ll make her wait”.
    

    
      Aisha was at home, trying to keep Omar’s dinner warm without drying it out,
    

    
      while he was sat at a table in an upscale bar, new BMW in the parking lot, new
    

    
      watch on his wrist, blonde bombshell across the table from him, staring into his
    

    
      eyes.
    

    
      She ordered a bottle of wine, and, stretching under the table to run her foot
    

    
      over Omar’s leg, she encouraged him to take a sip.
    

    
      As big and strong as Omar was, he wasn’t used to alcohol.
    

    
      “Does your wife have any jewellery as nice as this” Candace asked, running
    

    
      her fingers over her necklace.
    

    
      Omar shook his head. “No. Her wedding ring, maybe”.
    

    
      “Are you glad you bought it for me”, she teased, foot gliding up his leg.
    

    
      “Yes”, he said under his breath, “It suits you”.
    

    
      When they returned to the car, Omar’s one drink had rendered him unable to
    

    
      drive. Candace was all too happy to take the keys. She sped through the
    

    
      streets, Omar relishing the excitement of this curvaceous blonde. She was
    

    
      fun. Dangerous. Nothing like the women back home.
    

    
      And yet, when they arrived outside his house, he managed to resist Candace’s
    

    
      invitation to come to her house.
    

    
      “My wife is inside - and I’m late”, he said.
    

    
      Candace nodded, leaving him with a long hug, pressing her ample breasts into
    

    
      him.
    

    
      “Say hi to Aisha for me”, she whispered in his ear before kissing his cheek,
    

    
      parting the hug, and skipping towards her front door.
    

    
      Aisha felt horrible. She could SMELL Candace on her man. She looked at his
    

    
      new watch. Spied the two door BMW on the driveway. She knew Candace
    

    
      had influenced her man. But she also knew better than to play the jealous
    

    
      housewife.
    

    
      “I’m glad you had a great time”, she said.
    

    
      In order to not seem jealous, she said “I was thinking, we should have some of
    

    
      the neighbours over for dinner. Get to know everyone. How does that sound”
    

    
      Omar kissed her. “It’s a great idea, Aisha. Set it up”.
    

    
      And she did. Just a few nights later, she was greeting each of their well-to-do
    

    
      neighbours as they came around for a nice dinner she’d prepared. The last
    

    
      person to arrive was Candace. While everyone else wore elegant dresses to
    

    
      the dinner, Candace wore a little black dress that left nothing to the
    

    
      imagination. Her breasts were spilling out of it, her legs on full display. She
    

    
      pulled Aisha in for a hug.
    

    
      “Thank you so much for inviting me!” she said cheerfully.
    

    
      She swallowed Aisha in her arms, resting her full, firm breasts on Aisha’s,
    

    
      clearly asserting her authority over the petite foreigner.
    

    
      The party had been quiet. Elegant. But the party-girl had arrived. Before
    

    
      Aisha knew it, the music was loud and people were dancing around her
    

    
      house. Everyone loved Candace. She was fun and loud, while Aisha was
    

    
      quiet and reserved. And worst of all, Candace was pulling Omar into the centre
    

    
      of the living room, dancing to her favourite song. The nice dinner event Aisha
    

    
      had planned had been completely taken over by her blonde neighbour. With
    

    
      Omar dancing with Candace, Aisha felt like a complete outsider. Before long,
    

    
      Candace was serving drinks and food like this was her house, her party. Aisha
    

    
      wanted to tear Omar away and take him upstairs, tell him how she was
    

    
      feeling. But she knew he’d be furious with her for making a scene. She simply
    

    
      sat on the couch in silence as Candace made the party her own.
    

    
      Aisha was practically invisible. One by one, the guests left, thanking Candace
    

    
      for the amazing party. It was just Candace left now, and it didn’t seem like she
    

    
      was going to leave any time soon. Aisha was furious, and finally spoke up.
    

    
      “It’s late”, she said, “goodnight, Candace”.
    

    
      Candace smiled at her. “You’re going to go to bed and leave the house a
    

    
      mess” the blonde asked mischievously.
    

    
      Aisha rode her voice now.
    

    
      “No. I mean it’s time for you to go! I have to clean the house!”
    

    
      Candace smirked as Omar turned to his wife.
    

    
      “You know better than to speak to our guest like that”, he said
    

    
      sternly. “Candace has been nothing but friendly and helpful. Apologise at
    

    
      once!”
    

    
      Bowing her head in shame, burning with anger, she muttered “sorry for my
    

    
      outburst, Candace”.
    

    
      The devilish blonde nodded, loving Aisha’s predicament.
    

    
      “That’s okay. Why don’t you go fetch me a drink and I’ll forgive you”.
    

    
      The audacity of this woman! Aisha glanced at Omar, but he just raised an
    

    
      eyebrow at her. She had no choice.
    

    
      “Yes, ma’am”, she said quietly.
    

    
      Soon, Aisha was serving Candace a drink while her and Omar sat on the couch
    

    
      chatting. Aisha began to clean up while her neighbour flirted with her
    

    
      husband.
    

    
      Just as Aisha had finished cleaning up after the party, Candace was finally
    

    
      preparing to leave. She hugged Omar at the door, pressing her body into his,
    

    
      softly kissing his cheek.
    

    
      “Wow Aisha - you’re so good at cleaning up!” she mocked, “I’ve got to clean my
    

    
      house tomorrow… I could really use some help”.
    

    
      Aisha stared at her. No way was she going to help clean this woman’s house.
    

    
      But Omar, still mad at her for disrespecting Candace earlier, answered for her.
    

    
      “Aisha would love to help. Clearly she doesn’t have anything to do tomorrow,
    

    
      and her attitude towards you this evening was unacceptable. What time would
    

    
      you like her to come over”
    

    
      Aisha glared. Candace smiled, hardly able to believe her luck.
    

    
      “I like to sleep in”, she said. “You can come over at 10am. See you then”.
    

    
      Once she left, Aisha began to cry. Omar was having none of it.
    

    
      “You brought this on yourself”, he said. “Besides, you wanted to live
    

    
      here. Spending some time with Candace will be good for you. You can learn a
    

    
      lot from an American woman like her. Now - I don’t want to see your face. You
    

    
      can sleep in the guest room tonight”.
    

    
      Omar had another reason for banishing Aisha to the guest room. Laying on the
    

    
      bed, he pulled out his phone, bringing up Candace’s social media. In their
    

    
      culture, he was more than permitted to sleep with other women, but he’d
    

    
      always promised Aisha he wouldn’t. But he had to admit, he was attracted to
    

    
      Candace. Scrolling through her media, his hand gliding along his big cock, he
    

    
      began to picture himself in bed with Candace.
    

    
      Aisha, meanwhile, cried herself to sleep. Omar had always promised he’d
    

    
      never be with another woman, but she knew Candace was moving in on
    

    
      him. And now, because of her own bad attitude, she would be forced to clean
    

    
      Candace’s house. She knew she needed to do something.
    

    
      “If I can just do a good job helping Candace out tomorrow”, she thought, “it’ll
    

    
      show Omar what a good wife I am. And soon, he’ll see that she’s just a stupid
    

    
      blonde bartender. I’ll just need to behave for a little while until he sees her for
    

    
      what she is…”
    

    
      And so, the next day at 10am sharp, dressed in black pants and a long sleeves
    

    
      black top, she knocked on Candace’s door.
    

    
      The blonde answered. Bikini top, of course, showing off her big breasts and
    

    
      perfectly toned, tanned stomach. Tiny denim shorts, Aisha glancing down at
    

    
      her long, shapely legs. Even barefoot, Candace towered over Aisha.
    

    
      “Come on in”, Candace smiled, “you can start by making me my morning
    

    
      coffee”.
    

    
      Aisha scowled. She was here to help Candace clean, not to serve her
    

    
      coffee! But she remembered that she HAD to show Omar that she was the
    

    
      perfect wife. She wiped the scowl off her face and said “of course, ma’am”.
    

    
      The scowl returned when she brought Candace her coffee. The blonde had
    

    
      her feet up on the coffee table while she watched TV.
    

    
      “Good girl. Now start on the bathroom. Make it sparkle”.
    

    
      Aisha seethed as she scrubbed the tiles, cleaned the shower, washed the
    

    
      basin.
    

    
      Candace wanted fresh sheets on her bed. She wanted the house vacuumed
    

    
      and mopped. She wanted her closet reorganised. She wanted the kitchen
    

    
      scrubbed. She wanted the laundry and ironing done.
    

    
      “Be sure to hand wash my intimates”, Candace mocked, enjoying Aisha’s soft
    

    
      little “yes ma’am”.
    

    
      Everything was finally done - and just in time. Omar would be home in an hour
    

    
      and she needed to have his dinner waiting for him.
    

    
      Candace had other ideas. She led Aisha to her closet.
    

    
      “You did such a good job organising my clothes”, she said, “But I can’t help but
    

    
      notice the scuff marks on so many of my shoes. I want you to clean them”.
    

    
      “Ma’am”, Aisha pleaded, “Omar will be home soon. I need to get his dinner
    

    
      on. Please may I be dismissed”
    

    
      Oh - that was music to Candace’s ears.
    

    
      “Sure”, she said, “I’ll just have to tell Omar that you failed to properly help me
    

    
      out today…”
    

    
      “No!” Aisha shrieked, “Please, no!”
    

    
      Candace grinned. “Back to work, Alisha or whatever your name is”.
    

    
      Aisha worked as fast as she could on Candace’s shoe collection, scrubbing
    

    
      them, buffing them, making them look brand new.
    

    
      She finished just as the sound of Omar’s new BMW could be heard. With
    

    
      Candace alongside her, she went to meet her husband on the driveway.
    

    
      “How are you two getting along” he asked.
    

    
      Aisha spoke first.
    

    
      “Hi honey. I hope you had a great day. I worked all day at Candace’s place
    

    
      but I’m so sorry, I haven’t been able to start dinner yet”.
    

    
      Candace rolled her eyes.
    

    
      “She was SO slow. She got all the inside jobs done, but didn’t even make a
    

    
      start on the outside jobs. Omar… it’s really not good enough that you would
    

    
      come home from a hard days work and your dinner isn’t prepared! A man’s got
    

    
      to eat. Let me take you out for dinner”
    

    
      Aisha was astonished! She looked at Omar.
    

    
      “She’s right”, he said. “Go inside, Aisha. You can go back to Candace’s
    

    
      tomorrow and finish the work you didn’t get done today”.
    

    
      Aisha fought back tears as she made her way towards the house. Candace
    

    
      got into the car with Omar. While Aisha sat at home in fury, Candace and
    

    
      Omar enjoyed a candlelit dinner. She made him laugh and smile. It had been
    

    
      a perfect day for Candace… and as they got back to the car after dinner, she
    

    
      finished the night off in style. Leaning in, her lips met Omar’s, her tongue
    

    
      grazing his. She felt his cock stiffen.
    

    
      Candace could have slept with Omar that night. But it wasn’t time yet. She
    

    
      wanted him completely under her spell first. As much as she wanted Omar’s
    

    
      body, she wanted his money and complete authority over his wife. When they
    

    
      got home, she bid him a flirtatious goodnight and walked away, ass swaying,
    

    
      calling out “have wifey come finish her chores at 10am tomorrow”.
    

    
      The next day, Aisha worked twice as hard at Candace’s.
    

    
      She mowed the lawn, picked the weeds, swept, washed Candace’s car and
    

    
      washed the windows. Even Candace ran out of things for Aisha to do.
    

    
      It was a win for Aisha. She had time to go home and do some work on her
    

    
      business, AND get Omar’s dinner ready before he got home.
    

    
      But while Aisha had been working for Candace, Candace had been doing
    

    
      some research on the wife. She’d found Aisha’s web design business, and she
    

    
      just knew Omar wouldn’t be pleased. While Aisha served up dinner in time for
    

    
      Omar to come home, Candace met him on the driveway.
    

    
      “She did good today”, Candace said, Omar smiling proudly. “But… have you
    

    
      seen this”
    

    
      She showed Omar the company Aisha had started, and she could tell by
    

    
      Omar’s face that he had no idea about it.
    

    
      Candace ran a hand down his arm.
    

    
      “Clearly she has too much time on her hands”, she said softly. “I was
    

    
      thinking… to keep her busy, maybe she could come over here three times a
    

    
      week. Monday, Wednesday and Friday. I can make sure she understands her
    

    
      place as a woman in your life”.
    

    
      An hour later, Aisha’s American dream was in tatters. Omar closed down her
    

    
      web design business and informed her that she’d be working for Candace three
    

    
      times a week until she remembered her place in life. She was devastated. But
    

    
      she knew it wasn’t her place to argue with Omar. Without him, she’d have
    

    
      nothing! She could only nod.
    

    
      Chapter 3
    

    
      Life was awful for Aisha. Candace and Omar were growing closer and closer,
    

    
      and three days a week, she was left to be a maid to her awful neighbour. But
    

    
      today, there would be a new low.
    

    
      She was hanging Candace’s laundry out to dry, Candace on the deck chair,
    

    
      feet up on the table, texting her best friend Renee.
    

    
      “Omar and I are getting along so well”, she boasted, “He’s been spoiling me so
    

    
      much! And I’ve got his wife totally under my command”.
    

    
      “Really” Renee replied, “That’s hilarious! What’s the worst thing you’ve made
    

    
      her do”
    

    
      Candace thought for a minute. All she’d really had Aisha do was chores. She
    

    
      smirked as she got an idea.
    

    
      “Maiiiiiid”, she sang, “Come to me”.
    

    
      Aisha hurried over to Candace. The blonde looked up at her.
    

    
      “Rub my feet”.
    

    
      Aisha stared at her. It wasn’t a request. It was an order. Aisha slowly shook
    

    
      her head.
    

    
      Candace glared at her.
    

    
      “Rub my feet… or I’ll tell Omar you need more training. He’ll have you here 7
    

    
      days a week if I want”.
    

    
      Aisha sighed. She knew Candace was right. She reluctantly gave in, wrapping
    

    
      her hands around Candace’s dusty left foot.
    

    
      The wife was devastated, her dainty hands wrapped around the grinning
    

    
      blonde’s size 7 foot. She could feel herself brushing the dust off the foot as her
    

    
      fingers sunk into Candace’s soft sole.
    

    
      “Well… she’s rubbing my feet for me right now”, Candace texted Renee,
    

    
      speaking out loud as she typed.
    

    
      Aisha burned with humiliation knowing this woman was boasting about the
    

    
      power she held over her.
    

    
      “Ha ha”, Candace laughed as she read Renee’s reply, “She doesn’t believe
    

    
      me. Guess we’ll have to show her the proof”.
    

    
      The smaller woman groaned as Candace snapped pictures of her dutifully
    

    
      rubbing her foot.
    

    
      “Right where she belongs”, Candace texted her BFF before ordering Aisha to
    

    
      get to work on her other foot.
    

    
      A new text from Renee, Candace gleefully reading it out.
    

    
      “Yay for you, girl! Must be such a thrill to have her rubbing your
    

    
      feet! Especially since her face is even prettier than yours”.
    

    
      Candace gasped as she read it out, clearly not expecting her friend to bestow a
    

    
      compliment upon her neighbour.
    

    
      Aisha couldn’t help but smile. This was her first little triumph over
    

    
      Candace. The blondes own best friend had admitted she was prettier. All the
    

    
      devastation of the last few weeks faded away for a minute. She WAS prettier
    

    
      than Candace! She remembered back to the way men were looking at her
    

    
      when she’d first arrived. Soon, Omar would realise how stunning his wife was,
    

    
      and Candace would be old news.
    

    
      But her little victorious smile had been a mistake.
    

    
      “Knees. Now!”, Candace barked, a menacing look on her face that had Aisha
    

    
      quickly sinking to her knees, Candace lowering her feet from off the table so
    

    
      Aisha could keep rubbing them. With Aisha’s hands wrapped around
    

    
      Candace’s right foot, Candace lifted her left and began to move it towards
    

    
      Aisha’s face.
    

    
      The Arabian beauty pulled her head away, earning a scolding from Candace.
    

    
      “Move away again, and I’ll tie you up, stuff you in my closet, and leave you
    

    
      there while I go and fuck your husband in your bed”.
    

    
      Her dark eyes opened wide with fear… she had no choice but to stay still while
    

    
      Candace sole closed in on her face.
    

    
      Candace sighed with pleasure while Aisha groaned as her soft, slightly moist
    

    
      sole engulfed her pretty face. Tears were forming in Aisha’s eyes as she could
    

    
      do nothing but breathe in Candace’s foot.
    

    
      Candace took a series of pictures, replying to her friend.
    

    
      “You mean the pretty face beneath my even prettier foot”
    

    
      Candace showed no mercy, grinding her foot into Aisha’s face, smearing her
    

    
      makeup. Minute later she just took comfortable pose leaving her foot resting on
    

    
      young woman’s face and relaxed.
    

    
      “That’s right - now you can rub both my feet at once. One with your hands, the
    

    
      other with your face!”
    

    
      Having this woman’s foot manipulating her face broke Aisha. Once Candace
    

    
      had had enough, she shoved her minion’s face away with her foot.
    

    
      “Go in the house, and prepare your husband’s favourite meal for him and
    

    
      I. When he gets home, you’ll tell him his dinner is waiting for him here”.
    

    
      Anything to get away from her feet!! Aisha hated that she was cooking for her
    

    
      husband and Candace, and she was dreading sending him to Candace’s for
    

    
      dinner. But she didn’t care anymore. Her face smelt like Candace’s foot. She
    

    
      could taste and feel it on her face long after dinner was prepared. She wasn’t
    

    
      going to put up with this a moment longer. She was going to leave Omar and
    

    
      her slutty American neighbour behind. She’d come here for a better life - and
    

    
      she was going to get it.
    

    
      Omar chuckled when his wife informed him that his dinner would be at
    

    
      Candace’s tonight.
    

    
      “My dear Aisha”, he said, “I always promised you I’d never sleep with another
    

    
      woman. But you sending me over there for dinner… I trust this means that you
    

    
      understand my attraction to Candace and that you’re supportive of me
    

    
      commencing a relationship with her”
    

    
      His wife most certainly wasn’t supportive. But she no longer cared. She had a
    

    
      plan. Omar and Candace could have each other. She’d get her affairs in order
    

    
      while he was next door with Candace - and tomorrow, she’d be gone.
    

    
      She couldn’t wait to make Omar regret what he’d put her through. He’d soon
    

    
      see that Candace wasn’t the type of wife he could love. She’d never subject
    

    
      herself to being the perfect housewife to Omar like Aisha had.
    

    
      “Sure thing, honey”, she smiled, “You’re right. Candace is amazing and you
    

    
      deserve whichever woman you set your eyes on”.
    

    
      He kissed his wife and headed next door.
    

    
      With him gone, Aisha called her mother. She had it all worked out.
    

    
      Although Omar had shut her business down, she’d made early money. She
    

    
      also kept the weekly money her parents sent her - around $500wk for
    

    
      essentials. She had enough to file for divorce and rent a small room
    

    
      somewhere. She’d start her business back up. And soon she’d build a
    

    
      successful life for herself in the land of the free.
    

    
      She had been on the phone to her mother for an hour. And she was now in
    

    
      complete panic.
    

    
      
        

        Her mother had been furious. It wasn’t permissible for a couple to divorce. If
      
    

    
      she did, she would bring disgrace to the family. She was told that if she
    

    
      attempted to divorce Omar, she would receive no further money from her
    

    
      parents. Worse - they would send for her, bring her home, and gift her to
    

    
      Omar’s family as their maid to atone for the disgrace. But these threats weren’t
    

    
      even necessary, the only fact that she would bring a shame upon her family
    

    
      was enough. Aisha just couldn’t do it to her parents and grandparents, whom
    

    
      she loved a lot.
    

    
      She was in the worst possible predicament. She was stuck with Omar… and
    

    
      she’d sent him next door to be with Candace.
    

    
      She sprung into action! If she raced next door now, she could interrupt their
    

    
      dinner. Convince Omar that she didn’t want him to be with Candace.
    

    
      But as she peered in the window of her neighbour, she clasped her hand over
    

    
      her mouth. She was too late.
    

    
      Omar was naked, his cock rock hard as Candace slipped out of a red
    

    
      dress. She watched them kiss passionately, Omar scooping the blonde up in
    

    
      his big, strong arms, laying her gracefully on the couch. She watched in
    

    
      absolute horror as Omar and Candace made love.
    

    
      Candace was no longer the bitchy neighbour who had her husband’s eyes and
    

    
      ears. She was Omar’s girl. Equal to Aisha. It would be customary for Aisha to
    

    
      never show envy. To appreciate that her and Candace were a team, working
    

    
      together to satisfy Omar. Aisha knew, watching them, that Omar would clearly
    

    
      define their roles. The bedroom would be Candace’s domain, the kitchen
    

    
      Aisha’s.
    

    
      That night, she laid alone in her bed while Candace and Omar made love all
    

    
      night next door. She had no options left. Her attempt to free herself had failed
    

    
      and she was now more stuck than ever.
    

    
      She had only one option. Try to make the best of things. Maybe her and
    

    
      Candace could coexist. They’d have to. She knew that Omar would make her
    

    
      do whatever Candace wanted now. Maybe, just maybe, she could show
    

    
      Candace that they could exist peacefully together. Yes - that was all she could
    

    
      and going to do.
    

    
      Chapter 4
    

    
      The next day, Aisha decided to get to work.
    

    
      It was a Tuesday, so Candace was surprised to see Aisha at her door.
    

    
      “Hubby’s already gone to work”, the blonde smirked.
    

    
      “I know, ma’am”, Aisha offered with a little smile. “I just thought that maybe
    

    
      you’d like some jobs done today”
    

    
      Candace giggled. This was new!
    

    
      “You did all the chores yesterday”, she said.
    

    
      “I know”, the wife nodded, “But I thought I could maybe organise your kitchen
    

    
      cupboards and make you coffee and do anything else you need today…”
    

    
      She hated throwing herself at Candace’s mercy, but she knew that she had to
    

    
      get on the good side of her husband’s new lover. Besides, her own mother had
    

    
      made it clear that if she heard of Aisha not fulfilling her wifely duties with a
    

    
      smile, there would be big trouble.
    

    
      Candace enjoyed watching Aisha work with a smile on her face. She even
    

    
      complimented her.
    

    
      “Well, I do like your attitude today, girl. I suppose you’d like to know what
    

    
      happened between your husband and I last night”
    

    
      In truth, Candace couldn’t wait to tell Aisha that she’d bedded her man. Of
    

    
      course, Aisha already knew. She walked over to Candace and knelt in front of
    

    
      her.
    

    
      “It is not a wife’s business to know what her husband and his Mistress do
    

    
      behind closed doors”, she said politely. “You clearly make my husband very
    

    
      happy, and that’s all that matters”
    

    
      Candace laughed out loud. She couldn’t believe this wife would be so pathetic
    

    
      as to kneel before her and acknowledge that she couldn’t satisfy her man like
    

    
      Candace did. She decided to take full advantage of the situation.
    

    
      “Well I am quite exhausted after such a long night with your husband - and you
    

    
      do give such wonderful foot massages”, Candace smirked.
    

    
      Aisha had been expecting this.
    

    
      “Of course, Miss Candace”, she said, taking the Mistress’ foot in her hands, not
    

    
      moving an inch as Candace once again claimed her face with her other sole.
    

    
      This time, Aisha didn’t cry. She let Candace use her face as her foot
    

    
      masseuse, and when Candace teased “how does it taste”, she simply said “the
    

    
      taste is not important, Miss Candace. Only your comfort”.
    

    
      Candace was highly amused, loving how obedient the wife suddenly was. She
    

    
      decided to see just how far she could push the smaller woman, beginning to
    

    
      push her big toe into Aisha’s lips.
    

    
      Aisha was trying so hard to get on Candace’s good side, but she began to
    

    
      panic as the thought of that toe in her mouth.
    

    
      But Candace pushed with a little more force, grinning from ear to ear as Aisha
    

    
      gave in, parting her lips. She whimpered as Candace’s toe entered her mouth,
    

    
      her lips closing around it.
    

    
      Candace knew she could do as she wanted now.
    

    
      “You’d only let me so easily put my toe in your mouth if you had no other
    

    
      choice, girl”, she said while Aisha sucked on her toe. “I suppose you’re worried
    

    
      that if you don’t keep your husband and I happy, you’ll end up with nothing,
    

    
      huh Maybe even get sent back to where you came from…”
    

    
      “Ugh”, Aisha thought, “She’s smarter than she looks”. She could only give a
    

    
      little nod.
    

    
      Candace clapped her hands together.
    

    
      “Well then it’s settled. From now on, you’ll do everything I say. Or I’ll see to it
    

    
      that you’re sent home while I keep your husband all to myself”.
    

    
      Aisha’s plan to win Candace over had backfired. Instead, Candace had
    

    
      discovered that she had ALL the power. That her lover’s wife was completely
    

    
      at her mercy.
    

    
      Candace began to think of the possibilities as she rotated toes through Aisha’s
    

    
      soft lips.
    

    
      She already had the wife doing chores, worshipping her feet, and accepting
    

    
      that Candace would be sleeping with her husband. What else could she
    

    
      possibly do with Aisha
    

    
      Drawing a blank, she pulled her toes out of Aisha’s mouth, resting one foot on
    

    
      Aisha’s shoulder, the other unceremoniously planting on her face. She stared
    

    
      down at her.
    

    
      “Girl. I’m going to give you 30 seconds to tell me what you can do for me that
    

    
      you haven’t already done that would make me want to keep you around instead
    

    
      of having Omar dump you completely”.
    

    
      Aisha stared up at her. She thought she was already doing plenty for
    

    
      Candace! But if she didn’t come up with another way to keep Candace happy,
    

    
      the slutty American would have Omar leave her, and before she knew it, she’d
    

    
      be back home serving as a maid to Omar’s family for the rest of her life. Let
    

    
      alone the indelible shame on her family.
    

    
      She brought her hands in front of her, clasping them together as she looked up
    

    
      at Candace pleasingly.
    

    
      “Please Miss Candace! I’ll do anything! I’ll… I’ll come over here every single
    

    
      day and do all your cooking and cleaning. I’ll run all your errands. Anything
    

    
      you want!”
    

    
      Candace laughed at the mumbling in her foot, but shook her head. “That’s not
    

    
      enough, you already do this…”, she teased.
    

    
      Aisha was desperate. She blurted it out.
    

    
      “I… have some money…”
    

    
      When she saw Candace’s eyes light up, she instantly regretted it. That money
    

    
      she’d saved was her only chance at ever having any independence.
    

    
      “You do From where” Candace asked.
    

    
      “My parents send $500wk for essentials but I’ve never used it because Omar
    

    
      insists on being the breadwinner and makes plenty of money. Plus I made
    

    
      some money with my little business before Omar shut it down”, she said,
    

    
      knowing that lying to Candace wouldn’t end well.
    

    
      Candace eyes were sparkling. She planned to have Omar’s money soon
    

    
      enough, but in the meantime, Aisha’s money would be more than helpful. She
    

    
      could totally quit her bartending job and be a full time lady of leisure.
    

    
      “Hand me your phone”, she ordered with a snap of her fingers.
    

    
      Aisha reluctantly surrendered her phone to Candace, who held it in front of
    

    
      Aisha’s face to unlock it, raising her foot and shoving it back moment
    

    
      later. She opened Aisha’s banking app, holding it in front of the foreigner’s
    

    
      face to unlock it again.
    

    
      “Foot rubs, girl”, she commanded, Aisha rubbing one foot while the other
    

    
      stayed on her face.
    

    
      “Oooooohhhhhhhh”, Candace sighed approvingly. “You’ve been here 6
    

    
      weeks… $500 a week is $3,000. And then this account… the business one…
    

    
      it has $2,200 in it. You made $2,200 in the short time you had the business”
    

    
      Aisha nodded. “Yes Miss Candace”, she whispered into Candace’s foot.
    

    
      “Here’s how it’s going to be, girl. The $500 a week from your parents will now
    

    
      go to me. It’s enough to cover all my utilities. From now on, you’ll be working
    

    
      for me from 10am-5pm every day. You’ll do chores until 1, and between 1 and
    

    
      5 you’ll reopen your business. Your profits will be mine. Understood”
    

    
      Aisha nodded. “But Miss Candace, you’ll leave some money for me, right I
    

    
      need it to….mmmmph”
    

    
      Her voice was cut off by Candace roughly kicking her face.
    

    
      “Shhhhh. All you NEED is to keep me happy. Or else I take Omar all to myself
    

    
      and leave you out on the streets”.
    

    
      Aisha was trapped. Candace was there, draining her bank account of every
    

    
      cent while Aisha massaged one foot with her hands, the other with her face.
    

    
      Despite her triumph, Candace couldn’t resist adding insult to injury.
    

    
      “I hope you’re enjoying the taste, girl. You coming over unexpectedly meant I
    

    
      hadn’t had a chance to shower. That’s 26 hours of sweat you’re tasting ha ha”.
    

    
      Aisha already knew it. The scent of Candace’s foot was completely engulfing
    

    
      her. She was sure she’d never be able to wash the smell and taste of it off her
    

    
      face and lips.
    

    
      Finally, Candace removed her foot, placing it on top of Aisha’s head, showing
    

    
      her her phone.
    

    
      “Zero! And every week, when your account fills back up, you’ll be right there
    

    
      on your knees letting me zero it out again. I OWN you, slave!”
    

    
      Owned. Slave.
    

    
      This was no better than being sent home and gifted to Omar’s family as their
    

    
      maid! Right then and there, Aisha made a decision. This wasn’t worth
    

    
      it. Candace would never free her from her grasp. Tomorrow, she’d call her
    

    
      mother again. She’d accept her fate, returning home to start her life as Omar’s
    

    
      family maid.
    

    
      Shoving Aisha away with her foot, tossing her phone at her, Candace barked
    

    
      “go draw me a bath, slave”.
    

    
      Aisha was glad to, anything to get away from the horrible blonde.
    

    
      As she prepared Candace’s bath, she cried. She’d been so hopeful of an
    

    
      amazing life in America. Instead, she’d be nothing but a maid to what would be
    

    
      her ex-husbands family. They were horrible. His mother would make her life
    

    
      hell for failing her son. His creepy, pervert brother would have his way with
    

    
      her. His dad would discipline her for every indiscretion. His sister had always
    

    
      resented Aisha’s beauty and would be joyous at having control over her. It
    

    
      would be a nightmare! But no worse than being enslaved by the American
    

    
      woman who was clearly going to be Omar’s #1 girl…
    

    
      But her view was about to change. Once the bath was ready, Candace
    

    
      entered the bathroom.
    

    
      “Go pour me some champagne - I’m celebrating”, she said.
    

    
      When Aisha returned to the bathroom with the champagne, Candace had
    

    
      undressed, ready to slip into the bath.
    

    
      Aisha almost dropped the glass.
    

    
      Candace, to her, looked like an actual goddess. She’d never seen a woman
    

    
      like her, and while she’d seen Candace in her bikini tops, seeing her
    

    
      completely naked was a different story.
    

    
      Her flawless tanned skin. Her flowing blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. Her
    

    
      big, gravity defying breasts. Her tight, firm stomach. Her strong, shapely
    

    
      legs. Tall, curvaceous, a pearly white smile.
    

    
      “What do you think you’re looking at” Candace sneered.
    

    
      Aisha bowed her head.
    

    
      “I uh… sorry Miss Candace. You just… you’re really beautiful”.
    

    
      Candace giggled as she sunk into the bath.
    

    
      “I’m glad you think so, slave”, she said. “I’m still aggravated about my friend’s
    

    
      comment that your face is prettier than mine. And quite annoyed that you
    

    
      smiled that the comment. Do you think it’s true”
    

    
      Aisha shook her head. In truth, she HAD thought she was prettier than
    

    
      Candace. But having seen Candace in that bathroom, she now knew she was
    

    
      completely wrong.
    

    
      “Absolutely not, Miss Candace. I am simply no match for you!”
    

    
      Candace was loving it.
    

    
      “I’m pleased to hear you say that, slave. Because soon, I’m going to make you
    

    
      SHOW me and everyone else how much prettier than you I am! Now - get out
    

    
      of here. You can go reopen your business and start making your Mistress
    

    
      more money”.
    

    
      Aisha realised that being a slave to the stunning Candace would be far better
    

    
      than being back home serving Omar’s family. She also recalled what her
    

    
      mother told her on that phone talk – their faith teaches that every person has a
    

    
      destiny and may encounter hard challenges on the way. And only weak would
    

    
      yield and try to find how to make it easier. Aisha didn’t consider herself weak!
    

    
      She relaunched her business, making a vow to herself.
    

    
      “This is my life now. Of course I wanted things to be different. But at least for
    

    
      now, I am destined to serve Miss Candace and... I belong to her“.
    

    
      Chapter 5
    

    
      Candace was excited to tell Omar that his wife had agreed to obey her every
    

    
      command.
    

    
      He was a little surprised. Aisha had always had a mind of her own and had
    

    
      been so set on earning some independence in America. He knew she disliked
    

    
      Candace, and didn’t quite believe that his headstrong wife had agreed to do
    

    
      WHATEVER Candace wanted.
    

    
      “I mean - I know she’s been helping out over here because I told her she had
    

    
      to”, he said, “But I don’t think she’d do as you say unless I told her to”.
    

    
      Candace smiled, inviting him to sit on the couch with her.
    

    
      “I’ll show you”, she smiled, before screeching “FOOTREST!”
    

    
      Aisha had been busy cleaning Candace’s bathroom, but upon hearing her
    

    
      Mistress’ command, she ran into the living room.
    

    
      She stopped for the slightest second, eyes opening wide when she saw
    

    
      Omar. Her husband hadn’t witnessed her submitting to his Mistress yet. She
    

    
      was embarrassed. But she quickly reminded herself. “I belong to Miss
    

    
      Candace for now”.
    

    
      She knelt, crawled to Candace and lied on her back. Moment later Candace
    

    
      rested her white sneakers right on Aisha’s face.
    

    
      Omar was astonished!
    

    
      “Impressed” Candace asked him.
    

    
      He wasn’t sure. “I mean… I shouldn’t be impressed that my wife has a pair of
    

    
      shoes on her face…” he said slowly.
    

    
      Snuggling into him, Candace ran her pretty manicured hand over his crotch,
    

    
      feeling him harden.
    

    
      “Mmmm. But clearly… you ARE impressed”, she teased, kissing his neck.
    

    
      “You know…” Candace grinned, hand still teasing Omar’s bulge, “My best
    

    
      friend thinks my slave has a pretty face. Prettier than me. What do you think,
    

    
      Omar Whose face is prettier. Hers… down there beneath my shoe. Or
    

    
      mine”
    

    
      His cock was rock hard now.
    

    
      “Yours, of course, Candace”, he breathed.
    

    
      Candace dragged the soles of her sneakers all over the wife’s face, tormenting
    

    
      her.
    

    
      “You hear that, slave Your husband says I’m prettier!”
    

    
      It hurt Aisha to hear Omar say that. She’d had the faintest hope that when he
    

    
      saw how Candace treated her, he’d tell Candace off. But no… instead he was
    

    
      kissing her, whispering “You’re perfect, Candace”.
    

    
      “I was really annoyed and hurt”, Candace said, “When my BFF said she was so
    

    
      pretty. But I find having my feet on her face to be very therapeutic. Would you
    

    
      like to see me use her for my therapeutic needs”
    

    
      Omar nodded, losing himself in another kiss with Candace.
    

    
      She smiled. “Undress for me. I’m always soooo horny after my therapy
    

    
      sessions”.
    

    
      Aisha was ordered to remain on her back while her husband obeyed his
    

    
      Mistress’ command, standing and undressing.
    

    
      He watched in amazement as his busty blonde neighbour stepped right onto
    

    
      Aisha’s stomach, his wife groaning under the much bigger woman’s weight.
    

    
      Candace began to literally walk all over Aisha. Down one leg, up the other,
    

    
      pausing to pose with one shoe on Aisha’s stomach, the other on her breasts.
    

    
      Aisha was groaning with discomfort, and glanced at Omar, hoping he’d stop
    

    
      this. But her now naked husband was rock hard, gazing at Candace in
    

    
      absolute awe.
    

    
      Candace showed no care for Aisha, now stepping full weight onto Aisha’s face,
    

    
      crushing her under her sneakers.
    

    
      “Therapy feels goooooood”, she laughed. “Come kiss your Queen”
    

    
      Omar came right to her, he and Candace kissing passionately while she stood
    

    
      on Aisha’s head. It only ended when Candace used her slaves head as a
    

    
      trampoline, leaping into Omar’s arms, wrapping her legs around his waist.
    

    
      Alisha was left writhing on the ground as Omar carried his Mistress to the
    

    
      bedroom.
    

    
      It was an hour later when they returned. Arm in arm. Standing over the still
    

    
      grounded Aisha.
    

    
      “Get up”, Candace barked. “You have a long night ahead of you. I’m moving
    

    
      in. Before the night is over, I want all your things moved out of your bedroom
    

    
      into the guest room. Then you’ll come and unpack my closet and move it into
    

    
      MY new house, into my and Omar’s bedroom”.
    

    
      Aisha looked pleading at Omar for support.
    

    
      “You heard her”, was all he said.
    

    
      Candace was furious that Aisha had looked to Omar for help.
    

    
      “Babe. Fetch me her rings”, Candace ordered him.
    

    
      To Aisha’s astonishment, he knelt down beside her, grabbed her hand, and slid
    

    
      her engagement and wedding rings off her finger before bowing on one knee
    

    
      before Candace.
    

    
      “It’ll never fit my finger”, she laughed, slipping her foot out of the wedged
    

    
      sandals she was wearing “But I’ll wear it as a toe ring”.
    

    
      Aisha couldn’t believe it. Her husband would NEVER take orders from a
    

    
      woman. But here he was, on one knee before Candace, placing Aisha’s rings
    

    
      onto one of Candace’s toes.
    

    
      It was clear that Candace had the strong, masculine Arabian man eating out of
    

    
      the palm of her hand.
    

    
      He rose, Candace giving him a kiss.
    

    
      “Go wait for me at home, I’ll be over with my slave in a minute”.
    

    
      He nodded, giving her another kiss, whispering “I love you Candace”.
    

    
      She giggled. “I know you do”.
    

    
      Omar was gone, Candace approached Aisha and put her foot on Aisha’s lips.
    

    
      “Kiss my sole, girl. And don’t forget used-to-be-yours ring!”
    

    
      Aisha obeyed, smooching the rings on her toe, making the mistake of allowing
    

    
      a tear to get onto Candace’s foot.
    

    
      “Lick it up!”
    

    
      Candace felt on top of the world. She had completely stolen Omar. She was
    

    
      about to move into his house. She had his wife as her slave. She was
    

    
      moulding Omar into her perfectly trained puppy. And his wife was kissing her
    

    
      own rings on Candace’s toes, licking her own tears off her foot.
    

    
      She had it all. And yet, she was only just getting started.
    

    
      Chapter 6
    

    
      It had been a long, awful night for Aisha. She’d emptied all her belongings
    

    
      from the room that used to belong to Omar and her, and had replaced her
    

    
      things with Candace’s. While she worked, she was forced to observe Omar
    

    
      treating Candace like a goddess.
    

    
      Feeding her strawberries in bed. Rubbing oil into her body, massaging
    

    
      her. Burying his face between her perfect thighs and pleasuring
    

    
      her. Showering her with compliment after compliment while letting her shop
    

    
      online with his credit card. He was completely in love with Candace, and Aisha
    

    
      knew that Candace was taking full advantage.
    

    
      But the following day was even worse!!
    

    
      “It’s paydayyyyyy”, Candace sung.
    

    
      Aisha couldn’t believe it! This woman had taken her house, her husband, her
    

    
      rings, had Omar spoiling her, and Aisha STILL had to pay her
    

    
      But she knew better than to complain.
    

    
      She had cooked a beautiful Arabian breakfast for her Mistress, and now
    

    
      Candace was eating while using Aisha’s phone to drain her account dry once
    

    
      again. And all Aisha could do was lay under the table with Candace’s flip flop’s
    

    
      atop her face.
    

    
      “Oooooh your business made quite a lot this month. There we go - the $2000
    

    
      from mummy and daddy… MINE! The $2500 from your business, MINE! And
    

    
      zero for you. Make yourself useful down there, tongue bath the soles of my
    

    
      flip-flops, girl”.
    

    
      Aisha could only lay there, lapping her tongue at the dusty flip-flop’s soles,
    

    
      while Candace ate.
    

    
      “I suppose you’re wondering why I’m still taking your money now that I’ve got
    

    
      Omar taking care of me”, Candace giggled while her slave tongue-cleaned her
    

    
      footwear. “Well… I’m going to have your husband marry me. That’s how it is
    

    
      in your culture, right He can have multiple wives Well, your money is going
    

    
      to be used on buying me a stunning wedding dress. How perfect - your money
    

    
      making me look so beautiful while I marry the love of your life…”
    

    
      Aisha couldn’t believe how ruthless and calculating Candace was. There was
    

    
      simply no stopping her.
    

    
      That afternoon, Aisha was tasked with putting Candace’s house up for sale.
    

    
      “I’ve got your house now”, Candace had giggled, “So you can sell mine for me
    

    
      and fill my bank account up reallllllll nice”.
    

    
      Aisha figured her first day of Candace living with them couldn’t get any
    

    
      worse. But she was wrong.
    

    
      Once she was done organising fit Candace’s house to go up for sale, she had
    

    
      to prepare Candace for Omar’s arrival from work.
    

    
      It was painful. Shaving Candace’s perfect legs while she relaxed in Aisha’s
    

    
      beautiful big bath. Brushing her gorgeous blonde hair. Helping her dress in a
    

    
      slutty little red dress. Moisturising her flawless skin. Sliding a pair of red heels
    

    
      onto her pretty feet.
    

    
      She prepared a beautiful dinner for her husband and Mistress, lit candles for
    

    
      them, and when dinner was served, she was required to kneel right beside
    

    
      Candace…
    

    
      “Don’t worry, girl, I haven’t forgotten that you’re hungry all day. Here’s
    

    
      something for you!” Saying that, the blonde took a bread slice and dropped it
    

    
      on the floor. Aisha tried to take it, but was stopped by painful kick of red heel’s
    

    
      toe to her hand.
    

    
      “Nuh uh, no hands allowed! With your mouth,” The blonde said, looking down
    

    
      with amuse.
    

    
      Aisha had already get used to constant humiliation so she started lowering her
    

    
      face towards the bread piece. Right before she was about to touch it with her
    

    
      lips, Candace stepped on it with her heel.
    

    
      “I hope there is no problem with your dinner, because you’re not getting any
    

    
      other meal any time soon. Soo, if I were you I’d eat it up!” Candace laughed
    

    
      and turned back to Omar.
    

    
      While they chatted cheerfully, Aisha tried to get as much food Candace
    

    
      stepped on as possible. After she ate all accessible bread, she used her lips
    

    
      and tongue to lick out the bread from under red heel’s sole, licking a good
    

    
      portion of dust in the process. It was a hard task, especially as she knew well
    

    
      she better don’t disturb Candace with accidental pushing her tongue too hard
    

    
      to the shoe.
    

    
      Luckily, Candace was kind enough to let Aisha eat all remaining bread once
    

    
      she stepped off it after the dinner.
    

    
      Aisha cleaned the kitchen, and then had to serve drinks and desert to the
    

    
      couple while they cuddled and kissed on the couch.
    

    
      But it was bed time that was the worst.
    

    
      “Where do you think you’re going” Candace asked as Aisha headed to the
    

    
      guest room.
    

    
      “Ummm…. To my room, Miss Candace…”
    

    
      Candace laughed.
    

    
      “Nuh uh. Come with me…”
    

    
      Aisha was led to the master bedroom, to her big, beautiful closet. Well…
    

    
      Candace’s big beautiful closet.
    

    
      “This is where you sleep now”, the blonde giggled, “And to show you how
    

    
      inferior you are, my shoes will be spending the night on the most comfortable
    

    
      shoe rack they’ve ever felt”.
    

    
      Aisha burned with humiliation as Candace gleefully lined up her shoe collection
    

    
      all over Aisha’s body.
    

    
      “Ooooh… You know I have a nasty habit of leaving socks in my sneakers”, she
    

    
      laughed, pulling a pair of old socks out of one of her runners. “We wouldn’t
    

    
      want you making any noise and disturbing us in the night would we”
    

    
      She pinched Aisha’s nose, Aisha opening her mouth, allowing Candace to stuff
    

    
      the dirty socks into her mouth.
    

    
      “If I hear ONE of those shoes hit the ground in the night, I’m going to stomp
    

    
      that pretty face of yours, girl.”
    

    
      Aisha gave a meek little nod, but Candace wasn’t done. She checked in every
    

    
      pair of sneakers, finding another 2 pairs of dirty socks. She dumped them
    

    
      unceremoniously on Aisha’s face.
    

    
      “You lay there like a good girl, getting used to my scent, while you listen to the
    

    
      sounds of your husband and I making love on your marital bed”.
    

    
      Just then, Omar appeared behind Candace.
    

    
      Aisha could only just see them through the socks on her face. She hoped
    

    
      Omar would tell Candace that she’d gone too far, and that Aisha could sleep in
    

    
      the guest room.
    

    
      “What do you think babe” Candace asked.
    

    
      From behind her, he wrapped his strong arms around Candace, kissing her
    

    
      neck.
    

    
      “I like that you like it, my Queen”, he whispered.
    

    
      Minutes later, with Aisha laying in the wardrobe under Candace’s shoes and
    

    
      socks, gagged by a pair of socks, Candace and Omar undressed each
    

    
      other. Aisha could only listen to the pleasure filled moans of her Mistress as
    

    
      Omar made sure to satisfy her over and over and over again.
    

    
      This was a routine Aisha would soon get used to. Candace didn’t even have to
    

    
      order her anymore. At bed time every night, Aisha would lay herself down in
    

    
      Candace’s closet, line her shoes up on her own body, and stuff her mouth with
    

    
      the socks of her Mistress.
    

    
      But no sooner had Aisha gotten used to her routines of serving the woman of
    

    
      the house, Candace had a new humiliation in store for her. Aisha would
    

    
      organise a party for the neighbourhood to congratulate Omar and Candace on
    

    
      their new relationship.
    

    
      Before the guests arrived, Candace summoned her.
    

    
      “You’ve been in America long enough now. It’s time you lost those long black
    

    
      clothes and started showing some skin. I bought you an outfit for the party”.
    

    
      She produced a tiny maid outfit, ordering Aisha to dress in it. The usually
    

    
      conservative Arabian looked at herself in the mirror. The outfit was tiny! Her
    

    
      small but perky breasts were spilling out of the top of it, and the bottom of it
    

    
      barely covered her ass.
    

    
      When Omar saw her, he shook his head.
    

    
      “You’re a disgrace”, he said, “What would our families think, seeing you
    

    
      dressed like that This is exactly why you deserve to be Candace’s
    

    
      slave. She looks incredible in her skimpy outfits. You look… like a pathetic
    

    
      foreign girl whose only job is to amuse her American superior”.
    

    
      Omar’s comments hurt, but not as much as the humiliation she would endure at
    

    
      the party.
    

    
      Everyone was so proud of Candace. She looked stunning in her powder blue
    

    
      dress, and people kept telling her how beautiful she was, how they loved her
    

    
      house, how much of a great couple her and Omar were… and what a great job
    

    
      she’d done in turning foreign girl into her obedient maid. Turns out not many
    

    
      neighbors were welcoming to people coming from other countries!
    

    
      “She is a VERY good little bitch”, Candace smiled, “She does EVERYTHING I
    

    
      say, and she does it quickly!”
    

    
      One of the women said “Well… I’m sure there’s got to be things she won’t do
    

    
      for you”.
    

    
      Candace’s big perfect smile lit up. “Wanna bet”
    

    
      Soon they were in the backyard. The woman and Candace discussing the
    

    
      bet. The woman was Nicole, the neighbourhood Queen Bee. A tall, beautiful
    

    
      brunette - she was the richest woman in the neighbourhood. All the other
    

    
      women respected her and were envious of her wealth and beauty.
    

    
      “I bet she won’t let you ride her like a pony and complete an obstacle course…”
    

    
      Nicole challenged.
    

    
      Candace laughed. They set up an obstacle course around the back yard.
    

    
      “Okay”, Nicole began, “She has to carry you around the washing line, over the
    

    
      rake, to the dustbin near the fence, through the little tunnel we made, and back
    

    
      here to us. All in 90 seconds. If she fails… I get that gorgeous diamond
    

    
      necklace of yours”.
    

    
      Candace thought for a second. She loved showing off the necklace she’d
    

    
      gotten Omar to buy her on their first date.
    

    
      “Fine”, Candace agreed, “But if she succeeds… you have to kiss my fo… to
    

    
      bow to me!”
    

    
      Nicole’s eyes opened wide. She and many other people around had guessed
    

    
      that Candace was going to say “kiss my foot”. But Candace figured in time that
    

    
      it’d be too much. Still, she wanted to humiliate Nicole somehow. If she bowed
    

    
      to Candace, she’d lose her Queen Bee status. Everyone would be laughing at
    

    
      her. Candace would look so powerful. The whole neighbourhood would be in
    

    
      Candace’s palm. But she REALLY didn’t want to lose that necklace! It marked
    

    
      the beginning of her conquer over her slave. She looked at the obstacles
    

    
      course. No way could a tiny girl like Aisha carry a curvaceous blonde like
    

    
      Candace around that course, and definitely not within 90 seconds! At least that
    

    
      was how it looked for Nicole and everyone around.
    

    
      She extended her hand to Candace. They shook.
    

    
      Everyone gathered around to watch while Candace hissed in Aisha’s ear.
    

    
      “If you fail me… I’m going to tie you up and jump on your face until I’m
    

    
      exhausted, and that’s not a freaking exaggeration! Understood”
    

    
      “Yes, Mistress Candace”.
    

    
      There she was on all fours, everyone giggling as Candace sat on her back,
    

    
      pulling her hair back in a ponytail like a leash.
    

    
      “Ready” Nicole screamed. “Set. GO!”
    

    
      At first, Nicole was worried. Aisha had been used to being stood on by
    

    
      Candace and had grown accustomed to her weight, so she was able to support
    

    
      the bigger woman. But watching the clock, Nicole smiled. Aisha was going too
    

    
      slow. Candace’s necklace was as good as hers!
    

    
      But then, Candace reminded Aisha what waits for her in case of failure. She
    

    
      also sped up her slave, constantly spurring Aisha’s sides with her heels and
    

    
      chanting “faster, pony, faster, faster”
    

    
      Around the washing line. Over the rake. To the dustbin. Half way there, but
    

    
      55 seconds had come off the clock.
    

    
      Candace’s tactic was working – torturing pain and horrible threat really picking
    

    
      up Aisha’s pace. Through the tunnel, Candace leaning right back to fit under
    

    
      it.
    

    
      “Go, bitch, GO”, Candace roared.
    

    
      “Nooooooooo!” Nicole wailed.
    

    
      Aisha had reached the finish line with 3 seconds to spare. Exhausted, she
    

    
      collapsed onto her stomach, groaning.
    

    
      Candace dismounted her, smiling, rolling her over with her foot. Everyone
    

    
      watched in amazement as the blonde stood right on Aisha, posing in
    

    
      victory. Everyone was cheering. Except Nicole.
    

    
      “I want my prize”, Candace ordered.
    

    
      Everyone went silent as Queen Bee Nicole walked slowly towards
    

    
      Candace. They gasped as their leader bowed to victorious blond.
    

    
      It was one thing for Candace to completely destroy her foreign little
    

    
      neighbour. But now she had the powerful, wealthy Nicole humiliated before her
    

    
      while she stood on Aisha.
    

    
      People began to applaud and cheer for Candace and soon even Nicole’s
    

    
      closest friends were impressed by Candace’s awesomeness. They flocked to
    

    
      her. Nicole was the Queen no more. Candace was on top of the world.
    

    
      She’d just been a lazy bartender not so long ago. But everything had changed
    

    
      since Omar and Aisha arrived. She had her own slave. A nice bank
    

    
      account. Living in their beautiful house. The attractive, wealthy Omar wrapped
    

    
      around her little finger. And now the whole neighbourhood looking up to her.
    

    
      And yet she still wasn’t done. Looking at Omar across the room, she smiled.
    

    
      “Soon”, she thought to herself, “Everything you own will belong to me. And
    

    
      you, dear Omar, will serve my every command… just like your wife”.
    

    
      Epilogue
    

    
      Wedding day. Omar and Candace to be husband and wife. Aisha was
    

    
      dreading it. Once they were married, there would be no escape from
    

    
      Candace. Candace had made sure of that.
    

    
      When Omar had proposed, getting down on one knee, presenting an
    

    
      engagement ring far more extravagant than the one he’d bought Aisha that
    

    
      now lived on Candace’s toe, she’d looked down at him.
    

    
      “Oh Omar. I don’t know”, she sighed. “I mean… I took you away from Aisha
    

    
      so easily. How can I be sure you won’t do that to me with another woman”
    

    
      Staring up at her, he pleaded.
    

    
      “You’re not like her”, he said, “How can I show you that I’m completely
    

    
      committed to you, my Queen”
    

    
      Candace had to hide her smirk. Omar was playing right into her hands. She
    

    
      pretended to be thoughtful… but she knew exactly what she wanted.
    

    
      “I guess… you could agree to put everything in my name. The house. Your
    

    
      car. Your bank account…” she said, “That way if you ever left me, you’d have
    

    
      to leave with nothing”.
    

    
      Staring up at the perfect blonde, he nodded.
    

    
      “If that’s what it takes, my Queen, I’ll do it”.
    

    
      And so Aisha knew that as soon as they exchanged vows today, Candace
    

    
      would have Omar completely under her control.
    

    
      She thought about trying to talk to Omar. To try and tell him that Candace just
    

    
      wanted his money. That once she had it, Omar would have no power over her
    

    
      and would be at her mercy.
    

    
      But she knew it was no use. All these months of serving Candace had erased
    

    
      the beauty Aisha once had. Finding her face beneath Candace’s feet and
    

    
      shoes so often had dried out her formerly gorgeous skin, her nose now leant to
    

    
      the left a bit, and her lips were dry and cracked. Omar never even looked at
    

    
      her anymore. And Candace was more beautiful than ever. With all that
    

    
      money, she wore designer clothes, had the best skin treatments, and her body
    

    
      was more toned and in shape than it had ever been.
    

    
      And so there they were at the altar. The bride, even Aisha had to admit, was
    

    
      perfect. The dress, bought with money taken from Aisha, was absolutely regal.
    

    
      Now that they were married, Candace really took charge.
    

    
      Omar was deeply in love with her, fascinated constantly by her beauty and
    

    
      sexual openness. He had willingly surrendered control over his finances and
    

    
      assets to his new wife, and every day he worked hard to show her how much
    

    
      he loved her. Candace had every woman’s dream - more money than she
    

    
      could ever spend, a strong, attractive man satisfying her every sexual desire,
    

    
      and complete power over another woman.
    

    
      Today, like every week, Aisha surrendered her phone to her now wealthy
    

    
      Mistress. Candace stood on her, sneaker atop her face while she took Aisha’s
    

    
      money.
    

    
      “Aaaand done, all for me, zero for you again,” she laughed at the suffering girl
    

    
      below her and shoved her sneaker shoe to her face. “Kiss.”
    

    
      Aisha did it immediately and Candace, jumping off her, strutted over to the
    

    
      couch, ordering Aisha to crawl after her.
    

    
      Sitting down, she barked “Get my shoes off me”.
    

    
      Aisha removed her Mistress’ shoes and socks and began rubbing her feet.
    

    
      “You know what’s funny” Candace said, “this all could have been yours. This
    

    
      perfect, wealthy life. You had Omar all to yourself. All you had to do was stand
    

    
      up for yourself. But you were weak. Easy to take advantage of you. You let
    

    
      me push you around. You stood by helplessly while I seduced your man. You
    

    
      slaved away for me while I turned your man into my plaything. I took his head,
    

    
      his heart, his soul… and now he does whatever I please. You’ve only got
    

    
      yourself to blame, Aisha. If you’d stood up to me even once, maybe you could
    

    
      have stopped all this. But you didn’t. Couldn’t. And that’s why I now have
    

    
      everything you’ve ever wanted, and you’ll spend your life as nothing more than
    

    
      my lowly slave”.
    

    
      She was rubbing it in. But Aisha knew she was right. She simply bowed her
    

    
      head, kissing Candace’s feet, whispering “congratulations, Mistress Candace”.
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