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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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Marcus Parker was between Roseburg and Eugene on route way to his sister’s in Tacoma when the latest thing in his life to give up on him added to his recent tale of woe.

The 2005 Ford Taurus that was pretty much the last thing he owned not so much giving up on him but dying as he travelled the back roads of Oregon to his destination. Doing so rather than take the more direct route with heavier traffic. Traffic that, for some reason, seemed to make his situation seem worse.

And now here he was. On an unfamiliar back road in an equally unfamiliar State. Stuck inside a dead-car he knew he wouldn’t have the money to repair with a cell-phone whose battery was likewise comatose.

Feeling about as low as he had ever felt in his life and unable to imagine feeling any better, he locked the Taurus, leaving the two cases holding all he owned in the world in the trunk, made sure it was locked, and set off along the near pitch black road in the hope either a passing car would stop for him or he would see the lights of a house and be allowed to use a phone to call his sister and ask for help.

When possible salvation did reveal itself, it would not be in the shape of a passing car.

And neither would it be salvation.

At least not of a kind he would at first recognise. 

***
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As he trudged the deserted back-road, grateful for the small light supplied by a pallid moon, his thoughts went back over the nightmare of the past week and the wife, family, and life he had not just lost but had stripped from him.

He remembered getting home and parking outside the trailer that was all they could afford after his small Hardware-Store had gone belly up. It had been another dispiriting day as a day labourer on a Sacramento construction site and, for what it was worth, he was looking forward to sitting outside on a lounger and kicking back with a Michelob or two. Rhona's two-door Nissan wasn't outside and he was, in truth, glad his growingly critical and argumentative wife wasn’t there to start in on him again. 

Construction was no easy ride for a man in his twenties, let alone one approaching his forty-fifth year, and he could do with some peace and quiet to recharge.

What awaited him may have been quiet but it certainly wasn’t peaceful for long.

Kicking off his dirty shoes and heading into the trailer that was all his straitened circumstances stretched to, he noticed right off the bat that the interior had changed since he’d left it that morning. At first, he thought they might have been robbed – it was a trailer-park after all; even if the people there had disproved the stereotype and came across as friendly and hard-working. Swift second-thoughts told him robbery wasn’t the case, however. Everything was far too orderly and nothing seemed broken.

Nothing that remained, anyway.

Which was, apart from his clothes, an old and erratic laptop, precisely nothing.

Until his eyes fell upon and a large and bulky envelope atop a kitchen work-surface.

Throat suddenly filling with bile as suspicion joined forces with realisation, he took in the “Marcus”, scrawled across the envelope in his wife’s hand.

In that instant it looked like nothing less than a resting Sidewinder, waiting for him to get withing striking distance before it sprang to life and injected its venom into his bloodstream. 

It turned out to be something far worse.

Finally pulling out a chair, he sat at the tiny table in the equally small kitchen, unsealed the envelope with a sense of deep foreboding, and emptied its contents onto the table.

Along with his personal documentation such as his birth-certificate and documentation for his Taurus there were some official looking papers and what looked like a note.

Suspecting what those papers would be and with both wife and daughter absent, he began with the handwritten note first:
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“Marcus,

By the time you read this, you’ll have probably guessed already that Chloe and myself are gone. We both thought it best not to have you embarrass yourself any more than you have lately by begging us to stay. Especially as our minds are made up and all the begging in the world on your part would have made no difference.

I’m not going to lie and sugar-coat it as you’d find out soon anyway. I’ve fallen in love with another man who is much better than you ever were, and we moved in with him today. He has a granny-apartment above his garage for Chloe and that’s why we took everything with us as she’ll need to furnish it. I have moved in with him today. I’ve also taken the paltry sum we had in our account. Not for me but for Chloe, as I’m sure you’d want your daughter to have it.

I understand you're going to have some questions, so I’ll tell you up front who we’ll be living with and who’s replaced you.

His name’s Joseph and he’s Chloe’s teacher. I chose him, not only because he can provide for us in a way you’ve proved yourself unable to since your shop went under and we lost our home, but because I love him far more than I ever did you. 

I’m sure you’ll be wondering how long so let me put you out of your misery: I’ve been seeing Joseph for well over a year and Chloe’s come to love him as much as me. 

I’d say that I’m sorry but I'm really not. I’ve never been a hypocrite and won’t start now.

The heart wants what the heart wants, as one of the characters in that stupid Lake Placid movie you love so much says.  

My advice to you it just move on. Your inability to provide a decent future for your wife and daughter has lost them to you. Joseph is a head-teacher with a large home and trust-fund and he can  provide us with all the nicer things in life. I don’t mean to be cruel, but a person like you simply can’t compete.

Joseph wants to adopt Chloe and she is agreeable, but I nixed that. I know you and realise you’d never agree. And besides, another year and she’ll be of legal-age and old enough to make the decision for herself anyway.

Please make this easy and sign the divorce-papers I left in the envelope for you. It’s going to happen so don’t drag it out. The only other document is a legal-restraining-order that will be in place until the divorce is complete and keeps you away from the three of us until everything is finalised. 

Like me, Chloe wants our break from you to be clean and does not want to see you again, so please don’t embarrass yourself by trying.

I suppose you did your best, and I am grateful for you at least giving me Chloe – bed being the one place, to be fair, that you didn’t disappoint – but in all other ways you don’t match up to Joseph and never will.

Sorry if I sound brutal but you should know me enough to know how I pride myself on my honesty. 

Believe it or not, I hope you can find someone who’ll overlook your lack of ambition and ability to provide a future.

Goodbye Marcus.

Rhona.”
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Later, he wouldn’t be able to work out how long he had been sitting there staring into space before the fact he was sitting in near darkness roused him a little and he reached for his cell-phone and called the one person in the world who would have his back... 
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...And here he was, on a back road somewhere between Roseburg and Eugene with fifty-dollars to his name, cards maxed out, and about as demoralised as a man could get and still place one foot after the other.

Car dead.

Phone dead.

And a part of him wishing his body would follow suit.

He knew if he could get to a phone he could get his sister to arrange for either his car to be fixed or get him some transportation he was unable to afford for himself.

That would probably be the easy part.

Motivating his still numb and aching body to walk the back road until he found a home and some people likely to let him use one was going to prove something else again.

And so it did.

Many times, not one car having passed him, had he stopped in the road and simply screamed his anguish to the heavens.

The same reply coming back to him each time.

Nothing!

Just the same, it wasn't very long after his last outpouring of angst that he saw a faint light through the trees to his left.

A little encouraged, he walked on a bit further and came to a mailbox with a winding Bitmac drive beyond it.

The gate was closed but, when he tried it, was unlocked.

The drive was dark and, like the road itself, lit only by the rays of a pallid moon able to penetrate the trees either side of it. With nothing else in sight and – and certainly nothing to lose in his current frame of mind - he decided to follow it and hope there was a phone with a friendly owner at its end. He was a little put off by  the no trespassing signs he had seen at the front-gate but, as a former country boy from Washington State himself, he knew they were common and were nothing to be too concerned about. 

Usually, anyway.

The drive itself was surprisingly long and it was only after another seven or eight minutes walking that he reached what looked to him to be a hunting-lodge.

There were lights inside and a large and new SUV was parked in front. 

Climbing the front steps, he stopped at the door and pushed the bell...
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The doorbell ringing at such an hour – at any hour save for deliveries of groceries when she couldn’t be bothered to make the twenty-three-mile drive to the nearest supermarket for herself – jolted Ena’s mind back from the fantasies she was savouring of having her very own white-chattel to do her bidding.

Such a thing, she often told herself, would suit her perfectly and work for her on so many levels. Providing her with not just an outlet for her uber-dominant nature but also someone to take care of the chores that came with her new home while supplying her company.

Enjoying solitude as she did, she thought it would be nice just the same to have a human presence alongside her in the home.

And especially if that presence was completely under her control.

Shushing her two Rottweilers as they barked at the unusual intrusion, Ena looked at the shotgun resting at the side of the door and hefted it up. It wasn’t loaded and she hated guns, but whoever was knocking at this hour wouldn’t know that. Physically imposing and able to look after herself as she was, it did no harm to give at least the impression of an added layer of self-protection.

When she opened the door opened she saw a somewhat unkempt looking man staring at her. 

A man of her own age she guessed who was near a head shorter than her. 

A man who, despite his hangdog look and what looked to be working clothes, was not unattractive.

A man who, from the look of him, worked at a physical job that probably explained the dust on his boots and to be seen in his still plentiful brown hair.

He looked quite fit and his face seemed unlined and youthful, if as indicated, a little careworn.

Into the bargain, she told herself with a thrill she knew to be both irrational and impractical given the fantasies he had just interrupted, her unexpected visitor was...

White!

***
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Marcus found himself taken aback when the door opened. Expecting some dilettante hunter from the city getting an early start to a weekend during which he could convince himself he some great pioneering nimrod, the who opened the door to give him the once over was incredibly tall. Even barefoot she towered over him by a good five or six inches! 

Her presence was impressive in other ways too. 

She may have been tall but this was no stick-insect. Large and eye-catching breasts protruded from her chest and her arms and legs suggested both substance and strength. She was also - and he chided himself for his preconceptions in regard of who he expected to be answering the door to such a dwelling – black and African-American.

Understandably not of a mindset at the moment to be too interested, Marcus had nonetheless to avoid staring too hard at the strong legs he found surprisingly appealing.

“Yes?” she asked, eyes inquisitive, the two massive and obviously well-trained Rottweilers sitting either side of her and taking him in with equal interest. Their presence leading him to believe she was probably here alone while the shotgun cradled in her arms underlined the suspicion. 

Unusually for a black-woman – at least for those of his experience – she had long and obviously bleached white hair that was clearly well-maintained on a regular basis.

“Hello,” he began nervily. “My name’s Marcus. Marcus Parker. Apologies for disturbing you like this but my car broke down a couple of miles back and yours is the first dwelling I came across. The battery on my cell-phone’s even more dead than my car and I was hoping to either use yours to call my sister and get her to arrange a tow-truck for me.”

Ena seemed to study him then. Intensely. He felt himself becoming unnerved beneath her scrutiny until she nodded to herself and seemed to reach a decision:

“I could do that for you but it won't do any good. You do know you’re in the middle of nowhere?”

“Yeah.,” he sighed with regret. “It was silly of me but I just wanted to be away from the traffic. I’m on my way to my sister’s in Tacoma and thought the peace and quiet of the backroads would help me to think.”

Her look was expectant.

“I’ve a lot on my mind right now,” he told her by way of an explanation, feeling, if he was honest, a little intimidated in her presence.

Again she nodded to herself.

“As I say, you’re in the middle-of-nowhere and our local garages with tow-trucks and mechanics are likely closed for the weekend. We could get one from the city if you can afford it, I suppose. You’d be looking at upwards of a $1000 dollars, mind – and that’s before any repairs. Assuming, of course, it can be repaired.”

Then, when he didn’t answer:

“Is that what you want to do?”

He seemed to deflate and, for some reason she felt elated. Always a big believer in fate – and given the nature of her, self-confessedly, warped sexual fantasies, - she couldn’t help but feel there was a reason he had been sent to her. Already her thoughts were racing.

“I... I don’t have that kind of money,” he told her, adding almost sotto voce: Not anymore.” 

“No credit-cards?” she asked.

He shook his head and looked near to tears, she thought.

“I see,” she said, neck prickling with goose-bumps at the knowledge he was as needy financially as he seemed emotionally.

“If... If I could just call my sister up in Tacoma,” he said, almost begging it seemed to her delight, “I’m sure she’d call the nearest Motel and book me a room until Monday when I can get in touch with a local garage.”

Her head and its mane of bleached hair was already shaking: 

“Unlikely,” she said, though she knew there was a Motor-Lodge not seven miles north where he could do just that. “It’s the weekend. Hunters from the city will already have booked them.

His face fell and she felt the telltale signs of arousal she always felt when manipulating a man to do her bidding.

Arousal all the more delicious for knowing the man in question was not a paying client.

“For now,” she told him, “come in and have a coffee. No alcohol I’m afraid. I’m teetotal.” 

So confident of being able to handle him was she that Ena closed the door behind him and broke the shotgun before returning it to its place.

“Or perhaps you’d like some water or a soft-drink? I’ve Sprite and Pepsi-Max if you prefer?”

“Thank you. Ma’am,” he said, the honorific, made out of simple politeness or not, thrilling her to her core. “A coke would be really welcome. It's been a long drive.”

“No problem. Go through and take a seat. I’ll fetch it.”

Moments she fetched back a glass filled with ice and handed him the can to help himself.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he said after popping the cap and pouring.

Sitting opposite him, Ena squeezed her legs shut to tamp down her rising excitement and began sounding him out:

“You say it’s been a long drive. From where exactly?”

“Sacramento,” he told her after a long and grateful swallow. “I’ve been driving since early evening.”

“Yes. I can see how that would be tiring. You look shattered.”

“That’s exactly how I feel, Ma'am,” he agreed before running a hand across obviously weary eyes.

This time Ena couldn’t help but react:

“Why did you call me that? I can’t be much older than you surely?”

At first puzzled, then on the backfoot, Marcus immediately backtracked.

“I, hmm... I’m sorry. It’s just the way I was brought up. I didn’t mean anything by it. It’s just that... Well, this is your house and... and...”

“Don’t worry. I'm not offended. I appreciate being respected like that. It speaks well of you.”

He felt himself blush under the praise, feeling somehow patronised.

“My name is Ena,” she went on. “Ena Yakubu. But I think I would like it better if you addressed me as Ma’am from now on.”

Marcus was too tired and dispirited to read too much into her words as she went on:

“So what has you making such a long drive?”

“Oh, well,” he spluttered, not having expected her directness. “I... Well, I had some bad news when I returned from work today and... and...”

“Are you married?” she asked, eyes taking in the ring he had yet to remove before the flash of pain and anger animating previously lifeless eyes would have given  her the answer without the need for her having to hear it.

“I was until I got home from work,” he told her, seeing no point in trying to
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