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Evening shower taken, Ena Yakubu had been surveying herself in her en-suite’s full-length mirror before dressing and pronounced herself pleased with what she saw. 

Despite her frame of mind at the point in questin not being, shall we say, exultant.

Then again, being financially solvent and transplanted from the city to experience the solace provided by the solitude of her new home, she was not entirely downbeat either.

She had reached her early fifties and was self-aware enough to know she could hardly expect to feel the buzz she’d felt as a teenager on the verge of entering a new world for the first time.

A new world that had left her wealthy beyond her teenage imaginings and living in a secure and comfortable home in the Oregon countryside.

A home left to her in his will by an unmarried and grateful long-term client.

“Not too bad,” she said out loud as she studied her imposing six-feet-two frame and the smooth and unblemished black skin proclaiming the East African origins that were only one generation removed. 

She was both tall and full figured. 

Not fat but certainly substantial. 

Powerful, despite her age. 

All the above instrumental in her success.

Her equally substantial breasts matched her body and, age notwithstanding, remained pretty much self-supporting, the paler skin of her areolas making them distinctive against her black-skin and her nipples standing hard and proud from the sexual reveries the simple act of showering always triggered in her.

Her mid-length hair was silver gray and she felt it looked good on her. And even if she’d decided it didn’t she would still have been glad not to keep it coloured black in the way her clients seemed to insist upon. Though she did ensure it remained straightened.

That, she felt, also looked good.

Her arms and legs looked toned, from a long-standing habit of working out with weights and, now, the workout room in the storm-cellar of the former hunting-lodge willed to her; while she kept her womanhood free of pubic hair with a religious regimen of creaming and shaving. A regimen and its results that, for some reason, made her feel more youthful when completed. Even if she knew that these days she would be the only one seeing it.

Though more than once she had considered electrolysis in order to save herself the chore.

Before, and sensibly she thought, deciding against all the hassle – not to mention expense – of it

These days she was fully retired from the profession responsible for her current self-sufficiency. A profession she had enjoyed too – even if the knowledge she was being used as much as she used prevented it from being fully satisfying. Not that it had been her first choice or had even suggested itself to her thoughts until a childhood friend from the Downtown area of Oakland where they’d grown together opened her eyes to the money that could be made doing what she did; telling her that with her height, build, and take no nonsense attitude, the clients would go mad for her.

She had been right and the world of female domination had led to a life she hadn’t been able to picture as the single-child of a deceased mother with most things: race, neighbourhood, and qualifications, going against her.

With the help of her friend and her own natural penchant for assertiveness, she had taken to it as the once caged bird takes to the airways after making its escape. Starting out in one of the commercial salons found around the Castro area of Frisco itself, she had been popular enough to open a dungeon of her own in Fremont and soon had a large and lucrative client-list.

And, even better, she thoroughly enjoyed controlling the mostly white, but all wealthy, men who came to her in order to experience the thrill of being under the boot and the booty of a powerful and imperious black woman.

Tying them, whipping them, teasing and tormenting them before insisting they grovel at her feet and thanking her before paying for the privilege, was always thrill. 

With one drawback that became even more marked over time:

That drawback being the fact they were the ones “allowing” her to be in control and, when their need for submission was sated, they simply took it back and left to go on with their lives.

No surprise then, given her enjoyment of control – and especially over a white-man – she would come to fantasise about having a real-life chattel of her own who wasn’t a masochist.

Ena had been retired for over a year now and the move to the country from the city had been – almost – everything she had imagined it would be. 

Being born a city girl she had always loved the thought of the great outdoors and what she thought of as the peace and quiet of nature. and animals. 

Now, thanks to the shape, size, and physical strength that had made her somewhat unique in the profession and eventually allowed her to charge her growing client-list a premium when compared to the average, she had her dream of security, solitude and peace.

Even if she was acutely aware there was one missing facet to her new existence that would make it just about perfect.

A facet, though she was not to know it, that was heading her way right at that moment.

Her mind wandered to the many clients and their special needs she had catered to over her twenty-five-years in the business. 

An extensive and lucrative list of wealthy and sometimes powerful men who seemed to revere her for the tact and discretion they could be sure of as much as the genuine pleasure she seemed to take from fulfilling their – albeit temporary – desire to “Serve”. 

The same men who came back to her over and over again.

Of course, she had her favourites.

Favourites that were always white and always smaller and less substantial than herself.

Men who – even if they hadn’t been submissive - she could dominate easily with her superior height and strength.

And relished doing so!

There really was no rush for her quite like that of having a small, weak male totally in her power and compliant with her wishes!

The one drawback, as mentioned, being the fact that, as lucrative as her domination of these men was, it was not  real.

What she wanted at this point in her life, perhaps for as long as it lasted, was her very own obedient and domesticated white-slave.

A slave, moreover, who would not be able to call a halt to the game when he had a mind to do so.

And be unable to do it simply because it was not a game.

Only ever having experienced being in control of a man who was paying her to exercise it over him, Ena Yakubu sighed as she wondered how it would feel to wield such authority over a man of her own – preferably white – who had neither say nor choice when it came to accepting it.

Which was when, and in the coincidental and fateful way such things often happen, the doorbell rang...
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