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Prologue

 


Terrence joined the Marines right out of
college; his desire to repay his country for the great life his
nation had provided brought him into the legal system. He was
assigned to the military police at a time when MP duty was not
favored or wanted in the Marines. Eventually Terrence had been
assigned to NIS the Naval Investigative Service. Terrence learned
that he had a talent for solving crime. But what intrigued him was
the legal side Prosecution and defense; the tenuous balance between
the law and the rights of the accused.

 


He had worked hard in the Marines, and now
free of his military obligation he set his sights on law school.
With what his parents had saved and the military contribution he
was able to afford law school and with his scores on his entrance
exam he was welcomed into Yale. Once he got past the idiots that
thought that because he was black he had to be one of the ‘Special’
cases but after the first month of classes and the grades were
released he was then seen as a threat.

 


Terrence was older and wiser than most of the
law students who were fresh out of college and jumped right into
law school. This difference in age gave him an edge. His marine
training demanded he be the best at everything and his
self-discipline made him a strong student. His grades were
something he was not even thinking of slacking on. While some took
advantage of weekends to party and let their hair down Terrence,
used that time to study.

 


In his third and final year he met and fell
in love with Keisha the only black student that seemed to have the
same drive as he did. She loved his take charge attitude, and being
a few years older than her she was sure he would be a stable man
and faithful husband. Even with this diversion his last year he
managed to graduate at the top of his class.

 


When the time came for the big law firms to
hire Terrence and his wife Keisha were both invited to sign on at
the prestigious law firm of Will, Finagle, and Swindle. The Zane
Law Group had presented offers but not as high a salary. Both he
and Keisha passed the bar exam coming in first and second. The only
time he didn’t mind coming in second. Fresh out of law school
Terrence Masters was a young hungry man. Terrence was hungry for
the big life as a high powered attorney and with his wife beside
him he felt invincible.

 


The Masters family bought a nice house they
could barely afford in Yonkers, a suburb outside of New York City,
with both their salaries; but with the promise of long term
employment with a solid law firm, and their first cases going well
they were sure they would be able to make it. The good news came at
the end of his first win. Keisha was pregnant and they were
expecting a boy.

 


On the eight month of her pregnancy the firm
said it was taking a new direction and would have to trim some fat.
Abruptly Terrence and Keisha were let go. There was little savings
everything was tied up with the baby and work. The economy had
taken a turn for the worse leaving the Masters with few options. It
did not take long to lose the house. They sold it but took a heavy
loss. They were soon down to one car and then public transit was
their only mode of transportation. Both had gone on interviews and
gotten positive feedback, but no one seemed to be interested enough
to call them back for a second interview. It was like they had been
black listed.

 


A complication occurred with the pregnancy
and with no insurance things seemed to be getting worse and worse.
By the time she was to deliver she went into labor early and
getting a cab at two in the morning was not easy for a black man in
Manhattan. By the time they got to the hospital things were out of
control, Terrence left the hospital a widower; he had lost his wife
and his son in one night. Devastated by his loss and not just broke
but in debt to his eyeballs he sank into depression that lasted
years.


Chapter One

 


Wanda lost her train of thought as the
piercing ring of the telephone intruded. Hello? Is Jake there? No,
there’s no Jake here. Oh sorry. The female voice giggled and hung
up.

 


Wanda went back to searching the website she
found. Alt dot com. was a wondrous site she found it a month ago by
accident and had been searching through the list of members every
spare moment she could get. Her husband John was pure vanilla
according to this site. The Dom’s online seemed so knowledgeable
and the sub’s talked about subspace like it was a magical
experience.

 


Wanda had dreamed and fantasized for years
about being a sex slave to a big black Dom. However, that was just
fantasy as a strict catholic she would never break the marriage
vows, as her husband would never do such a thing. When she married
she accepted a traditional marriage, her husband was middle class
even before they married and with his success, he had moved them to
upper middle class maybe even upper class. John was the man and he
would make the decisions and lead them. Her job was to serve her
husband in every way he needed to succeed. The last ten years of
marriage had lead to a good life for them both and she would not
jeopardize it by messing around. But she could look at these black
bucks and fantasize.

 


The phone rang again she picked it up. Hello?
Honey, I am swamped at the office I won’t make it home for dinner.
Oh, okay. She said hiding her disappointment. It was Thursday and
that was their night for sex. He had said they were ready to start
trying for a family now and at thirty three she was feeling the
pressure. All of her friends at church were married and had
children and she knew they were whispering and wondering why she
had not gotten pregnant yet. But John had said that if they made a
stable career then they could afford children and he would give her
all she wanted once he was settled. Now he was junior partner of
the prestigious law firm of Will, Finagle, & Swindle. John
could afford children at least one now. Ok, don’t wait up for me.
You want me to leave a plate for you? No, sweetie, I will get
something to munch on here at the office. Bye. The phone went
dead.

 


Well I have another night alone. Wanda looked
at the web page in front of her. It showed a black man that went by
the name of Master T. If she were the cheating kind, he would be
the one she would cheat with. Against all of her instincts he
quickly typed an E-mail and sent it to him. She wondered if he
would even respond to her. It was silly and she wanted to cancel
the message when she saw she had a reply. Wanda was nervous at the
speed of the reply. She opened the E-mail and read, breathing a
sigh of relief. It was an automatic response. I am master T. thank
you for your interest if you want to get to know me read my blog.
There was a link below. She clicked it and there was a ton of his
writings.

 


Wanda made a quick meal of leftovers and sat
and read from the first entry all the way through to the last. She
read them again this time adding to the blog with her own
questions. Surprisingly his answers were quick. He was online now
reading and replying. Wanda checked her e-mail and found a one from
Master T. Unlike the ones she had been receiving since she became a
member this one did not tell her to get on her knees or that he was
the only master she would ever need. He didn’t even tell her that
he knew what she needed and to just obey him. It simply read.

 


“You have read my blog and you like what you
read. What do you seek?”



It was a no nonsense questions from a no
nonsense man. Wanda found herself typing an answer and sending it
before she really had time to think of what she was doing. Wanda
simply wrote that she wanted to be owned.

 


The reply was also swift. “Send me your
pic.”

 


Wanda had gotten a lot of those demands
before, she had no pictures of her in the nude and was ready to end
the fantasy for the night but found herself replying she had no
nude photos of her.

 


Again a speedy reply. “Don’t want one of
those. I want a picture of your face and one showing your full
form. Don’t send me any nude pictures.”

 


Wanda thought long and hard on that one. She
sent a picture of her face she had cropped from last month’s
company party and a full-length photo from a company picnic last
year. She waited and waited. An hour later, Wanda, got her reply
and was ready to pull the plug out of the computer.

 


You are thirty-two years old, five feet two
inches tall and weigh 122 pounds. You’re a 32 C cup, you are
married and don’t have any children yet. You like your left ear
nibbled on during sex, and you fantasize about rough sex but under
control. You want to give up that control to the right person but
have not found him yet. You are catholic of German Irish descent.
Your right nipple is more sensitive than your left, this is your
first encounter with a master and you are so scared right now you
want to turn off the computer and hide. There is no need to fear
me. Write me back and point out where I am wrong.

 


Wanda logged off the computer and backed away
from the machine as if the computer was this Master T. Wanda
literally shook for several minutes as she tried to regain her
composure. She opened up the file her pictures were in. The cropped
photo was the first she looked at. Her red hair and green eyes
pointed to her Irish ancestry but not of her German father. He must
have guessed that part. Wanda opened the other photo of her at the
picnic she was in shorts and tee shirt her left hand was out of the
picture from that angle so how did he know she was married? How the
heck did he know I was catholic and the other things too shocking
to mention? No one knew she would dream of rough sex or that her
nipple was…

 


Wanda logged back on and checked to see if
she had more e-mail from this man. She did. It was a cryptic
message that was able to defeat the programming of Alt. He spelled
out his phone number. They were in the same area code. Wanda picked
up the phone then set it down. She picked up her cell phone and
blocked the caller ID then punched in the numbers.

 


“Hello.” His voice was deep and
masculine.

 


“How did you know about me?” She blurted
out.

 


“If you wish to have a conversation with me
then tell me to whom I am speaking.”

 


“Wendy, my name is Wendy; I sent you the
pictures a little while ago.”

 


“Hello Wendy I am master T, you may call me T
for now.”

 


“Not master?”

 


“I don’t own you yet so I can’t make that
demand.” It made sense to Wanda.

 


“Master T, how did you know these things
about me?”

 


“I am a master; I just know things like that.
Where was I wrong?”

 


“I am 33 years old.”

 


“Yeah I thought so, your birthday was last
week right?”

 


“How did”…

 


“Relax Wendy, I also know that is not your
real name but I am not offended that you lied to me.”

 


“Sorry but I.”

 


“It is okay I understand. You don’t want some
guy knocking at your door with your husband at home. It is
perfectly reasonable to want to protect your identity.”

 


“You understand?”

 


“Tell me what it is that you seek?”

 


“I’m not sure what I want, I just have these
feelings and and”…

 


“Yeah I understand. What do you want from me
then?”

 


Master T you are very direct.”

 


“I don’t like to waste time.”

 


“Well, I’m new to the lifestyle and I wanted
to know a few things.”

 


“Sure ask away.”

 


“This slave and sub confuses me. Which am
I?”

 


“You’re a submissive right now after I take
you as my slave you will become a slave with the right
training.”

 


“You mean you’re going to.”

 


“No I am only giving you and example. Tell
you what, the next time your husband calls to tell you he is
working late you give me a call and we will meet for dinner or you
could call me tomorrow for lunch if you like.”

 


“Lunch?”

 


“Yeah we meet and talk and get to know each
other then I can answer all of your questions.”

 


“I don’t know.” This was happening all too
fast for Wanda.

 


“Look its just lunch we meet and talk nothing
more unless you want to take it further.”

 


“But I thought as a slave.” He laughed aloud
a deep masculine laugh.

 


“Forget most of the crap you read online. I
don’t bite and I don’t abduct people. You have my number call when
you are ready. I have to go to bed now I have work in the morning.
Talk to you soon Wendy, and remember that the wet spot on the chair
will dry.” The line went dead before she could say good-bye.

 


“What wet spot?” Wanda looked down then
leaned back in the leather chair. “Oh my God!” She was soaked
between her legs. How did he know this? How did he do that? Not
even her husband had gotten her this wet before! This was not what
she expected. He was not begging to be her master he was not even
offering sex, just lunch. He seemed to know things about her and
they haven’t even met. The things she read in his blog came back to
her. He was experienced, a master, he was fifty years old and
looked thirty. He wrote and spoke well, not like the thugs she had
seen on TV.

 


Wanda cleaned the kitchen and headed to the
shower. The hot water made her feel good as she soaped up her body
her hand would sneak an extra washing between her legs. Unlike
other times where she was able to stop before “achievement” as she
called it, this time Wanda’s hand ran the soap between her legs
only a few times before it happened. Wanda was taken unaware, she
realized too late what was happening and her knees buckled. It was
an accident. Usually Wanda would tease herself and stop waiting for
her husband to finish the act so she could never think of this as
an impure act. But this time Wanda’s body snuck one by her. Three
strokes with the bar of soap, three strokes! It usually took
fifteen to get Wanda close enough that she knew she had to stop.
How was she going to explain this in confession on Sunday?

 


Wanda dried off, put on her flannel shoulder
to ankle nightgown, and climbed into bed. No matter how she tried
to rationalize it she had masturbated while thinking of a man not
her husband. In her world, that was adultery. She had been
unfaithful to her husband. Her tears were her penance for her
horrible act as she prayed for absolution and drifted off to
sleep.

 


Wanda awoke with a start. A man was touching
her! Wanda’s eyes snapped open to find John fingering her in the
harsh light of morning. “Thought you would sleep through the whole
thing.” He said with a smile. Wanda knew it was her duty to give
her husband what he wanted. Wanda spread her legs wider to allow
him access. John stroked his huge five-inch cock as he maneuvered
between her legs. He trust it in and pounded and piston his ramrod
into her tight hole. Wanda moaned with lust she was close to
achievement, John grunted above her and let loose his wad of hot
semen. Wanda could feel the heat of his exchange as she silently
prayed for a child this time. The heat from the teaspoon of hot cum
ignited her pushing her over the edge as the sweet feeling of
orgasm took hold of her. Wanda’s mind disturbingly went to Master T
which seemed to prolong the orgasm, when she was done Wanda heard
the sound of the shower finishing and a few seconds later her
husband stepped out of the bathroom in his robe. “Felt like a baby
this time he said with a smile.” Wanda smiled and hoped so too. “I
have a meeting with new clients this weekend in Chicago.” John told
Wanda. “I won’t make it back into town before church on
Sunday.”
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