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 Prologue

Kevin’s story

You know the old saying; a bad marriage is like
a deck of cards. It starts off with two hearts a diamond and good
wishes; it ends wishing for a club and a spade. Well, the agony
that I called my marriage had ended just over a year ago and today
is 44th birthday, my prospects were nil, meaning I was going to
spend my birthday alone. Not a real problem, the year of celibacy
was mostly needed to get my head straight. My office manager,
Heather, came in with a cupcake and a burning candle. She sang
happy birthday, and I blew out the
candle. We shared the cupcake and
laughed a bit at some silly joke. I knew what she was doing, she
was trying to take my mind off my troubles. I let her think she
succeeded, then she told me that Caroline Weaver had an
appointment. That cheered me up.

As a black lawyer who had gone through a
publicly humiliating divorce I was being shunned by most of polite
white society in town, the thought of seeing her in the office
elated me. Though monogamous during my marriage I always wondered
what it would be like to know her a lot better, she seemed like a
down to earth type woman unlike her husband, he was only concerned
with his image and his bank account. Her husband Daniel and I still
played golf, but his business had gone to another firm and reduced
my client list considerably.

The thought foolishly passed through my mind
that perhaps people were forgetting the messy divorce and the
upscale customers I had lost were considering returning. While lots
of other professionals get divorced every day not many face public
accusations of being addicted to kinky perverted sex. With
salacious details whispered around the community by my Ex, I had
become a pariah.

Officially I was still welcomed in the community
because I had money, and people were curious but not curious enough
to actually ask what was true and
what was hyperbole. My power base had fallen well below the level I
once had as a lawyer. I still had a loyal base of clients, mostly
provided me by some friends in the mob that owed me big time.

I had been using the internet for years for what
I thought was safe exploration of fantasies and a bit of nostalgia.
However, the more I explored porn sites and visiting adult chat
sites, the less interested I became in vanilla sex with my wife.
Twenty years ago, I had been introduced to the master-slave
lifestyle and had a small stable of slaves left to me by a mob boss
I worked for, when he died he willed along with the office
building, his law practice and his client list, he also left me a
mansion I live in.

As I matured, I gave up the wild lifestyle and
settled down with a vanilla wife and my growing law practice.
Things in the bedroom had never been what you might call hot and
heavy, but it was more pleasurable than just whacking off alone.
After the excitement of working for the mob, and almost getting
killed for it, boring was a good thing. A continued lack of
interest in sex on my part prompted my ex to hire a PI. In her
mind, she was too good looking, for me not to pass up unless there
was someone else.

While I had never actually cheated, my online
and phone sex activities were tracked down and thrown in my face
right after she filed for divorce. Even though nothing concrete
about what the P. I. discovered appeared in the divorce records
Tina initially made sure that everyone I knew and did business with
learned that I was "addicted to sadomasochistic sex. As if that’s a
bad thing. To my wealthy well to do clients it seemed to be a bad
thing, I watched as my client list dwindled down to only people
with ill repute and a lot of cash. It had hurt the business so
severely I was barely earning
enough to support myself. I knew how to manage money, but the wife
wanted to live above my means. She thought that with a divorce she
could score a big payday then shack up with a rich boyfriend.

I pointed that out to Tina in the divorce
hearing, and as a result, I agreed to a very generous settlement
and added a nondisclosure clause prohibiting her from discussing me
publicly or privately with the penalty of loss of alimony. When she
saw the settlement and the
maintenance had been reduced by two-thirds, she understood how
hurting me hurt the business and would hurt her financially. With
her mouth legally shut I began rebuilding what was left of a once
flourishing law practice.

I was more than amazed to find out that my new
client was Caroline Weaver. Caroline was a lovely woman just a few
years older than I. When I was married, she and her husband Daniel
traveled in the same social circles; we had engaged in superficial
cocktail banter and over the years had a shallow but friendly
relationship. The Weavers had what appeared to be a rock-solid
marriage, but as a lawyer, I learned that what you see from the
outside is often the worst indication of what is going on behind
closed doors.

Since the divorce, I had not seen much of
Caroline, but I still was part of a foursome with her husband on
Sunday golf and Friday night poker games at the club. It would have
been rude to break up a good golf foursome, and I lost just enough
money playing poker that they would have noticed my absence.

When Heather, my severely under paid
secretary/office manager/receptionist/and senior file clerk knocked
on my door and ushered Caroline into my office, I had trouble
hiding my pleasure at seeing what used to be almost a friend. I was
not going to dwell on the fact that she had ignored me since the
divorce. Holding it against her would only hurt my pocket.

"Caroline, it is so nice to see you again, but I
must admit I'm a bit puzzled as to what brings you in here,” I told
her as she sat down in the chair across from my desk. Usually,
clients tell my clerk what they need prior to the appointment so I can be prepared, in her
case I was entirely in the dark.

Caroline appeared uneasy and hesitant at first
but mumbled a polite response to my initial greeting. When I asked
her, what brought her into the office, she evaded the reason she
came to me. Caroline began quizzing me about the attorney client
privilege with several questions about what office staff knew about
open files. This was typical with new clients with something big on
their minds so I spent about 15 minutes explaining things to her
and repeatedly assuring her that whatever a client tells an
attorney remains a secret and that upon a client’s request office
staff can be kept in the dark if need be. Despite this, it was not
until I assured her that an attorney could lose his license for
disclosure of anything a client requested to remain confidential
and that was why lawyers hire paralegals and law students because
they were held to the same strict standard.

“What I mean to say, Caroline is that if you
tell me you are planning to commit a murder, I have to report that.
Whereas if you have already committed the crime and tell me you did
it, then I have to keep that confidential.” Caroline nodded and
thought about it for almost a minute before she spoke. At that
point, she relaxed a bit, took a deep breath and speaking very quickly, almost as if she were
afraid that if she stopped, she would never finish.

"Kevin, I have not actually done anything, but I
must admit I have been considering having a fling. The problem is
that I think my husband has hired someone to spy on me so he can
leave me penniless. I need to know if he has hired someone and if
so what I can do about it.” She blurted out rather quickly. "I hope
you don't mind, but I know you have had some ‘experience’ in this
and you were the only person I felt might be able to understand and
that I could trust who might be able to help me.”

“Adultery is not a criminal offence, but a moral
one, so it is covered under the attorney client privilege.” I wrote
down a few details and told her I would look into the matter. I was
disappointed that it was not a real case or long-term business
relationship, but any business is good business. I told her to come
back in a few days, and I would have some information to help
her.

When she had gone, I called a friend who owned a
detective agency and gave him the job. This was not lawyer work and
adding his bill to mine allowed me to pad a little extra for
wasting my time.

A few days later Caroline was seated across the
desk from me and was as nervous and fidgety as on her initial
visit. She had a manila envelope she kept fingering as if her life
was inside. I decided it was best to put her at ease right from the
get go.

"Well, there is absolutely no evidence that your
husband has anyone following you or has been tracking your
activities.” Caroline visibly relaxed, her near perfect posture was
marred by her shoulders slumping, and she let out a breath when she
heard that; I gave it a moment to sink in and let her enjoy the
relief. ‘However,’ I added. "The P.I. did turn up some things that
could be hard for you to explain.”

"Oh? Like what sort of things?” She asked with a
hint of trepidation in her voice. I could see her back straighten,
and her shoulders square off as if she were steadying herself for a
physical blow.

"Nothing serious but you recall when we asked to
look at your computers?” She nodded and waited for me to continue I
hesitated to let it sink in and get a better idea of how to bring
this out. "Well, the history on those showed some rather
interesting web sites that have adult erotica or pornography on
them.”

"Oh, that must have been the kids playing around
and surfing when nobody was looking.” Caroline blurted out quickly.
I knew her children, and while kids do surf the net for porn, I
knew they were not the culprits in this particular case. Her
children were in their late teens and early twenties. The family
was wealthy enough to afford wireless laptops for the “kids,” and
the junk they had downloaded was nothing compared to her activity.
Caroline was hanging out at Alternative sites that dealt with the
kinkier side of sex, while the kids were looking at porn in their
age range, Caroline was searching
interracial and BDSM sites. I was a bit irritated that after all
the crap she went through to about client privilege, and secrecy
that she was trying to blow smoke up my ass by blaming the kids.
This was not a long-term business relationship, so I was not of a
mind to be kind. Professionalism won out, and I replied more
generously than I needed to.

"Now Caroline, you aren't telling me the truth
about this; are you? One thing you have to know is that of all the
people you know, you can always trust your lawyer about anything,
and you aren't telling me the truth about that, are you? I need to
know everything.”

"What do you mean?” She stammered as she looked
to the floor rather than my face her ears were now bright red with
embarrassment and she was still fidgeting with that envelope.

I could understand her initial embarrassment but
she came to me, she had to know that I would find out these things.
Now she was still trying to play ignorant, what kind of fool did
she think I was? "Well, not all the files on the computer showed
were just web sites that had been visited. Most of the activity
occurred while your kids were in college.” I said reminding her
that her children were too old to be sneaking around and she was
not putting anything over on me. “Do the names HotBytch or
SubmissiveMilf mean anything?” I asked in my most professional tone
while the sadist inside me enjoyed watching her squirm. The fact
that she was leaning toward the submissive side of lame sex was
humorous.

There was a long pause and then she said "I had
no idea that those things could be traced. I was just exploring and
playing around a little. You understand about that, don't you?” I
nodded, and she asked. "All of this remains confidential, and you
can't tell anyone about it right?”

"Everything remains between you and me on this
Caroline. I did not let the staff see anything that I was furnished
with so we are the only two people in the office that are aware of
it. My investigator knows some, but if he wants to keep his job and
reputation, he will keep his mouth shut. Besides even if the staff
knew they are bound like I am, all my staff are lawyers or studying
to become lawyers. If they open their mouths, they will suffer just
like me and in some cases worse than me.”

"Well, I'm glad that I don't have anything to
worry about.” She added with a
tentative sound of relief in her voice. I let her sit for a
few moments before I continued.

"Caroline, there is one other thing that I need
to make you aware of.” Her eyebrows arched when she heard me say
this and she got a little tense. I let her worry for a moment and
then said, "Your cell phone records have a lot of what could be
seen as suspicious calls.”

"Oh really?” I could see panic in her eyes as my
words sunk in. “Suspicious, in what way?” She asked with a worried
look on her face.

"I don't know exactly how to put this so may I
just be blunt at the risk of offending you?” Caroline nodded
waiting for me to continue. "Several times a week you were making
or receiving phone calls to out of state numbers. When these
numbers were checked, it showed they belonged to men most are
married. Based upon the time of the calls, the length and the
frequency it appears that you are having what is commonly known as
phone sex two to four times a week while your husband is at work or
out of town.” It was a guess but a good guess on my part.

"Oh GOD! If Daniel ever found that out, he would
never understand. It wouldn't matter that I hadn't done anything.
He is so uptight about sex and anything associated with it, and
this would be too much for him.” I was inwardly shocked to hear
this. I knew Daniel, and he was not all that prim when it came to
sex.

At this point, she was visibly upset and seemed
about to lose her composure. I knew her husband, played golf with
him at the club, and poker on Friday nights when I was bored. We
had drinks after work back when I was the acceptable token Negro.
Though I still play at the club in a regular foursome of Daniel,
Bob, Jim and myself, since the divorce I hadn’t been invited to
social events outside the club.
Dan was not as pure and innocent as his wife thought he was but it
was not my professional place to say anything.

Most people at the club knew who was cheating on
their spouses, but we never discussed it outside of the game room.
Daniel had a girlfriend, had been seeing her for a while. And while
his lovely wife was worried about getting caught having phone sex
and visiting internet chat sites; he was playing hide the salami
all over town. It was a waste of a good woman in my mind but still
not my place to say. The last thing I could afford was to offend
her and lose more clients or worse have her block new ones.
Caroline had a clique of friends, and one wrong word would send
their tongues wagging, and I would never see them again. On the
other hand, one kind word from her
and I could see my business double in a few years. As it was, I was
barely keeping my head above water.

I quickly calmed her down and showed her how to
be more discrete. I started off with her computer and told her that
it would be a good idea to keep the history of it clean. When she
looked at me quizzically, I took a few minutes to show her on my
computer how typing in a web address stayed in the browser list
until you cleared it out. Then I taught her how to keep the
temporary file clean and telltale cookies deleted.

I was quite professional but made a point of
going to one of the tame Dominance and submission sites she visited
to show her how it left traces on the hard drive. It only took a
moment for her to learn how to keep chat programs in hidden files
on the local disk and not put icons anywhere on the computer that
could be accidentally clicked and to make sure that any names she
used were not remembered on her system.

“But you did all this, and Tina still caught
you.” She said with a look of concern.

“No, not really, I was not hiding it from Tina
she just decided to take offence after I won a big case. With a
pile of money in the bank, she was able to take a third for herself
along with a hefty alimony, slowly taking the rest. She and her
boyfriend are spending it now.” I said with a little frustration in
my voice. Caroline realized what had happened and it was not the
story Tina had been spreading about me. I had to keep quiet to
avoid offending my respectable clients, so there was no way to
defend myself without doing more damage.

After computer class 101 was over Caroline
understood how to keep things from being discovered there, and she
asked about the phone records. I explained that past phone records
were what they were and could not be changed. I did tell her that
if she didn't want her future calls to be listed by number that she
could do one of two things. Make sure that callers she didn't want
anyone to know about used *69 to hide the number or that each of you use a prepaid phone, a throw
away phone that is not registered to a particular person that can
be bought with cash and untraceable to her.

To cover up any questions about who she may have
been talking to I suggested that she have a friend she could use as
an alibi and if questions were asked about the outgoing calls from
a prepaid phone number just say or that you got the prepaid phone
for emergency’s and used them before they expired.

We wrapped things up when she expressed how
grateful she was at how the matter had been handled and trusted
that I would keep her secrets safe. I had to force myself not to
laugh. Her biggest secret was chat
rooms and phone sex; I had mob clients that were trying to hide
bodies and financial misconduct. With that, she began to walk out,
and I stood there shamelessly ogling her still tight ass under the
smooth fabric of her dress. She turned quickly as she got to the
door as if to say something and caught me staring at her.

It was evident I had been eyeing her but rather
than say anything she put a finger to her lips like when you are
telling someone shhh and walked out. A fleeting thought crossed my
mind that she was flattered from my blatant stares at her ass and
maybe bedding her, but if she were uptight about chat rooms, then I
was not going to waste my time trying to seduce her. If I
was going to break my life of
celibacy, I would first have to get my practice solvent again, and
then work on my other dreams.

It was the middle of October when I noticed that
Caroline had made a late afternoon appointment and I wondered why
she was coming back in. It had been back in the spring when she was
last in the office, and I had not seen her on a personal or
professional basis since then. I will admit that a couple of times
after our initial meeting I had gone on the net to see if I could
find her playing around under one of the names I had for her online
fun.

While The names initially had profiles
associated with them, the profiles
were gone within a few weeks after I met with her and I was never
able to see what she was up to. Caroline came in right on time
dressed to the nines and looking incredible as usual. I put on my
best professional face, showed her in and asked her what I could do
for her. Again, she had that large manila envelope and fingered it
nervously.

"Kevin, I wanted to let you know how much I
appreciated your professional discretion since I was in here last
spring. I really wasn't sure about you not letting anyone know the
nature of the business I had with you, but I am delighted you kept your word and nothing leaked
out.” She told me. Hell, her big secret was so mundane I would be
embarrassed to gossip about it.

"Caroline,” I said and pointed to my degrees and
license on the walls of the office. "Had I breathed a word of what
you came to me about, those documents on the wall would have been
recalled by the State Superior Court, and I would be in a different
line or work.”

She laughed saying. "I knew that, but I had to
be 100% sure and you passed the test.”

‘Test?’ I asked myself. ‘What the hell was she
talking about?’ I didn't have to wait long as she continued.

"Kevin, I need to tell you something, and I
expect what I'm about to say to remain in strict confidence.”

She looked at me for an answer, and after I
nodded my assent, she continued. "You have known Daniel and me
socially for years, and you are aware of how successful he has been
with his insurance agency and some of the investments he made. It
has paid for country club memberships, the best schools for our
kids, a beautiful home, nice cars as well as a couple of cosmetic
surgeries for me.”

I was aware that Caroline had gotten a boob job
a couple of years back; Dan had bitched about her spending his
money like it was water, but he didn’t mind showing her off to
clients and friends at the club. I refused to let my gaze drop to
her well rounded and full breasts. She noticed and continued.
"Beautiful, aren't they?” Caroline pointed to her breasts. I nodded
still trying to remain professional. "I had these done hoping that
Daniel would take more interest in me, but it was a lost cause. For
years I have lived in a marriage that provides me with all the
material luxuries that most young girls' daydream about, but it's
come at a painful price.”

I sat there and listened as she spoke of a
marriage that was seemingly devoid of passion and intimacy. Her
husband loved to show her off, take her places, or let her be the
charming hostess for their friends but that was about the depth of
their relationship. His life revolved around his business, the golf
course, and college football, and his bevy of girlfriends or the
Friday night poker games at the club.

Caroline continued. “I tried everything to get
him to pay more attention to me and my needs, but after 10 years
and no results I had resigned myself to live a financially
comfortable but emotionally and sexually unfulfilling life.”

To be honest, it was a story I had heard before
but usually in the context of someone going through a divorce, and
that wasn't the case here. Caroline was leading to something else,
something vital to her. I noticed she was still toying with that
envelope, I wondered if she was being blackmailed and the proof was
in the envelope.

"Caroline, I don't know exactly where this is
going or what you may need my services for. I am not a marriage
counselor. I am a lawyer, and I learned a long time ago that my
business was more concerned with busting fences that mending them.”
So far, she was not leading to seeking my help in a divorce, and
that meant little work for me. If she wanted to spend three fifty
an hour to whine about her marriage, I was not all that interested.
I had all but turned off my sex drive since the divorce devoting my
time and energy to rebuilding my law practice and listening to her
sexual complaints was not going to
help me build my business or help
her with whatever she was plotting.

"Be patient with me a few more minutes Kevin,
and I will explain everything. When I am through I will tell you
what I need from you and will give you a day or two to think about
things before you decide. Okay?” I noticed her dominant tone, and
since she was paying I nodded, and she continued. "I am not
interested in marital counseling. My lot is cast, and this is the
life I intend to live as long as possible, but quite simply it's
not enough.” Caroline paused she seemed to be debating something in
her head. I saw resolve cross her face and she continued.

"A few years ago, I started using the internet
at home for e-mail and ordering things. I stayed mostly on
Facebook, off Facebook, I got a lot of spam mail about sexually
oriented material on the net and finally decided to just take a
look at some of it on a lark. It did not take long until I had a
sexual reawakening and got a look at the things I was missing in
life.” Caroline looked at me with caution in her eyes as if I might
be shocked that a woman of her age and education would be looking
at porn. With an impassive professional face, I nodded for her to
continue. “It was a tiny taste of the things I was missing in
life.”

I understood what she meant, that was how I
ended up divorced. Reading the stories on line brought back the
memories of my past life and what I was missing in my marriage; the
same was happening with Caroline.

"Initially it was enough to surf a few adult
sites, read erotica and let what I discovered there add fuel to a
rapidly expanding fantasy life. It was not long before I found chat
rooms and the cybersex that is associated with those places. It
took me a couple of years and hundreds of requests to have phone
sex with someone before I decided to try it. I hate to admit it but
I was hooked on the sexual high I got after the first time I talked
with someone on the phone and masturbated with and for them.”

Caroline stared at me for a reaction. ‘Ah shit!
I knew this was coming; she is going to tease me with her
fantasies.’ I frowned showing my frustration, but I knew exactly
what she was referring to from personal experience and I could see
she was building up to something big, well big for her, so I let
her continue because of her promise to get to the point
eventually.

"I have fended off more offers for illicit
offline meetings than I can count but I find that I am drawn more
and more towards those thoughts becoming a reality. I mean it is
flattering that men young and old are still interested in me as a
woman. The problem is that it is just too damn risky. I don't want
to jeopardize the life I have by pursuing sexual fulfillment. I
think you know that the costs of that can be exceptionally
high.”

I had to agree there. "Yes, Caroline. Pursuing
those desires can be quite costly in the wrong circumstances. I'm
reminded of that every time I make the payments on the mortgage
taken out on this place to pay Tina's share of the property
settlement and mail out those monthly alimony checks to her. But I
still am not exactly sure of where all this is going.” I said in
feigning confusion in hopes it would speed her to the point.
Caroline seemed to hesitate she looked at me and took a moment
longer then pressed on with renewed purpose she took a deep breath
letting it out slowly before she spoke.

"Kevin, I want to have an affair, but I need to
know that no matter what happens it will be nothing more than the
pursuit of sexual thrills and that the chances of anything being
discovered are virtually eliminated. The problem is finding a man
who is able to keep things totally discreet and be open to
exploring sexual fantasies and taboos as a consenting adult and not
get all mushy and fall in love the first time he gets his cock
sucked.”

I sat there in utter disbelief that she was
revealing all this to me and then the shock set in when she dropped
the bombshell. "Kevin, I think you are THE man I want to have that
type of affair with. No strings attached, no promises, no
tomorrows, just the pursuit of passion and desire with no limits or
holds barred. Does that shock you?”

I sat there in my chair with thoughts racing
through my mind at a million miles a minute. ‘Why me? Is she
serious? Jesus most guys would give their right arm for an
opportunity like this! Is she for real with what she is saying?’
The list went on and on. "Caroline, I'm quite flattered at what you
have said, but honestly I don't know how to take it. Professionally
I should dissuade you from this idea. Ethically I must tell you
that it is not a good idea because we have a professional
relationship. Personally, I am intrigued.” The lawyer in me refused
to let me say more.

"I didn't expect an answer right now and knew
this would come as a total surprise, Kevin,” Caroline said with a
wicked grin. I could see she wasn’t nervous or fidgeting with that
envelope. I now understood her nervousness. "But you need to
realize I'm quite serious in what I have said. Since I was in here
last, I did some checking up on you too. I know that you aren't
currently seeing anyone and as far as my P.I. could tell, you have not had a one-night stand
or someone in your love life since you and Tina divorced. That is
important to me because the last thing I need to have to do is
explain how I contracted an STD and passed it to my husband.”

She said with her most serious face; as if
asking if I was clean or not without saying the words. I almost
laughed when I heard that, there was more a chance of Daniel, her
husband, giving her one than the other way around.

While what Caroline said made me a bit
uncomfortable it was true. I had not had sex in over a year since
my divorce and had been hesitant about getting into the dating and
bar scene locally after what I had been through. I was no longer
interested in vanilla sex and to get into what I wanted could
jeopardize my only source of income if it became known.

"Kevin here is the bottom line. I want to us to
use each other and explore all of our sexual fantasies. I'm not
looking for love here. I just want a man who is not afraid of his
desires or a mature woman's sexuality and is willing to pursue
things wherever they may go.” She paused to take a breath.

"Tina told me the sites you visited and the
things you are interested in; I hope it wasn’t all a lie. There is
not a man out there who doesn't dream of finding a woman to do the
things with that I'm offering to you. The problem for me is that
most either can't find it or are afraid to follow up on it when the
opportunity arrives. I am going to leave you now with those
thoughts and this package." She said as she placed a manila
envelope on my desk. "Read what is inside and consider it for a
couple of days. If you are mature enough and willing to meet my
needs, let me know. If not, I trust that you will forget this
meeting ever occurred and destroy the contents of the folder.”

Before I could say a word, she abruptly got up
and left, leaving me in a state of total confusion and
bewilderment. After Caroline left,
I spent the last few minutes of my day returning phone calls and
checking my calendar and files for the next day. When the office
staff left, I was left alone at my
desk with the envelope sitting there before me. I stared at it
thinking of Caroline’s bold request and challenge. Had she known of
my past life she would not have issued the challenge, or maybe she did know and challenged me to
push me in her direction. I opened the top and pulled out a set of
smaller numbered envelopes. They were numbered one two and three, with a note on number one
that said ‘Read me first.' I opened it and pulled out the
note.

Kevin,

If you are reading this,
you have gotten over your initial shock and opened the first
envelope. I can't believe that I actually went through with
this, but I
had to find someone that I thought understood and
could be trusted with my innermost secrets. I hope that my initial
trust was not misplaced. I need a man. Not just any man but a man
who understands that a woman has the same feelings,
desires, and passions that he does and is not afraid to accept her and
what she has to offer and still be able to respect her as a human
being. Women are taught that nice girls don't do certain
things.

The result has been
generations of females living out their lives afraid of their own
sexuality and clueless as to how to pursue it. Men tend to be so
uncomfortable with the desires and passions of women that when they
are confronted with it, they resort to calling her names
like slut or nympho to hide their inability to understand what she
needs or to hide their own inadequacies or fears of
being able to satisfy her.

I do not believe that you
are the type of man who is afraid or doubts his abilities. The
second envelope contains a list of things that I want to experience
and some of my most private sexual fantasies. If you can't keep all
that I am willing to share with you hidden, please don't open
either of the other two envelopes. I will write this off as nothing
more than a case of bad judgment on my part and hope that
you will pardon me being so forward.

Caroline

After reading the first envelope, there was no
way I wasn’t going to open the other two no matter what my decision
wound up being about Caroline's offer. The second envelope
contained a detailed list of Caroline's sexual desires, fantasies
and things that she wanted to at least consider trying. Reading
them piqued my curiosity as well as amazed me that a woman so
beautiful prim and proper could express much less be willing to act
on thoughts that most would find so depraved. The things she listed
all had to do with dominance and submission. She wanted to play the
submissive in our non-relationship. I could feel my trousers
tighten with an erection, I had been a master once upon a time;
could I do it again?

The last envelope contained a contract. It was
titled ‘contract between consenting adults.' Reading it, I realized
it was similar to the slave contracts I had seen online with some
apparent modifications. The gist of it was that I was going to be
allowed to assume sexual control over Caroline, keep our
relationship discreet and with the
exception of acts that involved children, scat, blood play
or left permanent marks there were to be no limits to our sexual
play. I laughed at the contract, if Caroline knew what she was
getting into with me she would have had a longer list.

There would be discussions of what we would try,
to make sure we both understood the parameters of any play engaged
in. If Caroline ever used the word
‘pepper’ during our play that
would serve as a safe word and result in a time out. A Post-It note
was attached to the contract that said if I agreed to be her Dom
that I should set her up for an appointment and we would both
execute the document.

I had a good idea of what all this meant and
took the next couple of days thinking about it and doing some soul
searching. Did I really want to go back to the days where I was the
master of a sex slave? Could Caroline handle the extremes I had
been use to? It had been almost twenty years since I had given up
the lifestyle and had been living a mostly vanilla life. I was
afraid that most of my knowledge was out of date so, I visited a
few chat sites where there were some discussions held and asked
more than a few questions to those in there. I already knew what I
wanted, but putting it into practice was another thing entirely.
Caroline didn’t know me well enough to
know that before my marriage. I had owned slaves, and since my
divorce, my mind had gone back to the more serious side of the
lifestyle rather than the fluff of dominance and submission better
known online as D/s, I was continually thinking of the being a
master of a slave again. Well more than that, this time I
wanted a large stable of slaves. When I set my slave Marie free, I
was still in my twenties and thinking of a career as a lawyer and
because I believed at the time that being a master and being a
lawyer were mutually exclusive. My marriage taught me that
to be happy, I had to be a
master.

I discovered that while this was supposed to be
a so called "lifestyle" that was open and accepting to all types of
relationships that involve a power exchange to one degree or
another, that a good many people out there were more interested in
pushing their own points of view or agendas. I was not into the
political side of the lifestyle, of who was really a master or
slave online, I just wanted my slaves in real time. This fueled my
sexual fantasy when I allowed myself to go there and Caroline's
offer had me going there a lot.


 Chapter
One

Planning

I decided to take Caroline up on her offer but wanted
to make sure that it was what I actually wanted and suited my needs
as well as hers, based on my personal needs and on the prolific
list she provided. With that in mind, I started to plan and set
things in motion to get back into the life I had abandoned decades
ago.

This was going to take months, I couldn’t afford for
Karren to be seen going to my place, it would cause a bigger
scandal than my divorce. I needed a place that was discrete, I
needed equipment and toys. This was going to be expensive, quality
equipment wasn’t cheap. The stuff in adult stores was for
beginners, usually poor quality and they only carried little things
for the weekend warrior and what they did have was grossly
overpriced. My friend Terry was a master, and he put me in touch with the people I needed.
A leather master in Tampa, and a fetish clothing mistress in New
Jersey, a cane mistress in Miami. I placed orders for tons of
custom items.

Once everything was ordered, and I had a basic plan it was mid-November, I
set Caroline up for another late afternoon appointment the first
part of December. A master is one in control and to control things
one must plan. I needed time to study my potential slave and plan
it out, so there were no mistakes or at least reduce the chance of
errors. That included Daniel her husband and what would happen if
he discovered what would be going on. It was time to act on my
desires to turn my fantasy back into reality. I had left my
dominant side dormant too long.

I answered a request from one of my less reputable
clients, Auggie, who was in a bit of hot water and needed to leave
town. (Mob speak for hide from the authorities) The opportunity
Auggie presented was a good one but until now served no use for me.
With Caroline in the picture, I saw the opportunity to capitalize on his misfortune while saving
his ass and making a shit load of money all at the same time.

Next, I met with my friend Terry, he had taken over a
rival law firm, he owned a multi-state private detective agency.
Brain storming with him we put together a group of friends and
contacts that would help make things a little more interesting.
Then I worked on reestablishing old friendships out of the country
to put me in touch with serious
people in the lifestyle.

I could see the plan unfold in my mind so clearly,
yes; all I needed to make it work was Caroline and her philandering
husband. It took me the rest of the month to get things set up so
by December I was ready.

When Caroline returned for our next meeting, she was
a bit nervous and fidgety. I understood why, she was on the cusp of
having her fantasy become reality, her emotions were mixed. She
would be getting exactly what she wanted, but it also means that
she was giving up total control to me and that was going to be an
unknown for a while.

I started by stating some obvious things to set her
mind at ease. "Caroline, as you pointed out, we are both consenting
adults, and I think we understand that the type of relationship we
are apparently getting into is not one that most people in the main
stream would understand at all. In fact, I know you don't
understand it completely, and this is something that I am going to
have to lead you through, but we will have to work together.” I saw
a smile cross her face and her eyes lit up. I was easing her into
the life she thought she wanted; but what she was asking for was
much deeper than just getting her
feet or her pussy wet. Caroline was stepping off the life raft and
into a very deep ocean. If I moved
too quickly, she would be scared away.

"I agree with you, and have
enough trust in you to see if this can work out,” Caroline said,
she was less nervous and more enthusiastic, I could see she was
serious but afraid, and I needed to push a little harder to be sure
she would be able to trust me to handle the direction I wanted to
go.

"Fair enough, but there are some things I want to be
clearly understood before we go any further. Ready to hear what my
requirements are?” Caroline nodded in agreement, but I could see
the fear in her eyes. Up until now, she had been in control. She
had initiated this as part of her fantasy, and now she rightly sensed the power was being taken
from her.

"The first is that either of us can always decide
that it is time to end the relationship and when that occurs we
walk away, no questions asked. What you need to understand that the
door will only go one way, out. If you choose to end this, there is
no coming back later.” Caroline nodded, but I didn’t think she fully understood what that
meant. I continued.

“While we are having this non-relationship,
relationship we both need to make sure that there is not a
spillover into our public lives that could jeopardize either of us.
Having an adulterous affair is just as bad for me as it is for you.
We need to pretend it doesn't exist when we are not engaged in
sexual play. I don't want anyone to see something that would arouse
suspicions if our public relationship with each other started to
suddenly get real chummy.”

"I agree with you totally.” And then Caroline added,
"But I also want to know that no matter what we will always be
honest with each other about whatever is happening. This is all
quite heady for me, and I could not continue if my trust was
violated and I don't think you could either.”

"Trust and honesty between us is something that is
essential if we are going to make this work," I told her and meant
it. “Without total trust, neither of us will get what we want.”

"Okay, it sounds like we are on the same page then.
Anything else you can think of?” Caroline queried, there was
confidence in her voice now. She was trying to take back some
semblance of control, either she was ready and ignorant of what we
were going to be doing, or really did not understand what I was
doing to her. Either way, I was confident that I could handle
her.

"There are a few other things that I have given a lot
of thought to, and I hope you don't have a problem with it. It
deals with me as a master. I have had slaves before you, and I plan
on having more than just you as a slave.” I could see what I first
thought was surprise and reservation in her eyes but she said
nothing. Then it dawned on me… she knew. Caroline knew I was a
master, that was why she made the proposal. She set me up, but
there was little I could do, I was committed, and all I could do now was follow-through and
see what she had in mind.

“Next is how we will know whether it's a good time to
play or not. To keep your identity hidden, I will call you Misty,
this way if I am overheard talking about you, they will be looking
for a woman named Misty not Caroline.” It is customary to give the
slave a new name that is just between master and slave. Like
vanilla, couples have pet names for each other. “If I am interested
in engaging in some form of play with you I will ask you; Misty, do
you have a few minutes?' and if you are in the mood you should say
'Sir, do you have a few moments?' If it is a bad time for either of
us, then we just box it up until another occasion. If I'm busy and
say no, it doesn't mean that I'm rejecting you it just means that I
have other things that require my time. If you have to deal with
your husband or the kids, then we wait. This isn’t strictly
speaking a master slave relationship. It is more like M/S lite. In
an actual master slave relationship, I would call, and you would
come no matter what you are doing, but I am making allowances
because you are new to the life and we don’t want complications.”
Caroline nodded her head in agreement and a smile. I was doing this
to ease her into the lifestyle. Now came the tricky part, if I
misread her then it will all fall apart in the next few
minutes.

“Next is this will not be a D/s relationship.” She
looked a little confused and disappointed at hearing this, her
smile faded as I expected meaning that I had read her
correctly.

“But you just said…” I cut her off.

“This is going to be a master slave relationship.
During our time together, I will own you, body and soul. It will
last as long as I want the session to last and during the session,
I will be obeyed in all things, you cannot refuse me. If you use
your safe word, pepper, the session will end right then and there,
it will not be used to pause the session or to try to manipulate
me.” In time she will learn that there are no safe words, but for
now, she needed the illusion of a safety net.

I could see her squirm in her chair as if this was
uncomfortable and pushing her limits already, her body language was
betrayed by the flush of lust on her face. She was agreeable to all
of that even though she was entirely out of control. I was in the driving seat now,
and she was starting to realize that she had opened a can of worms
she could not contain. I knew Caroline did not want them
contained, she wanted and needed
to be totally out of control with
someone she trusted would not abuse her needs. Still, in the back
of my mind, I worried that I was
missing something. She was too eager in all the places she should
be worried and worried where she
should be chomping at the bit.

I held up the contract she provided. “Third, we will
not sign this contract for two very
good reasons. First, a contract is only good to list the
responsibilities of each party and to enforce violations of the
agreement. To ensure each party to the contract follows the
agreement because there is no trust between parties. If you don’t
trust me why serve me? Can you see me taking you to court because
you refused to obey me?”

Caroline laughed at that one. “And the other reason?”
She asked more comfortable with me.

“The last point I need to make is, with a secret
agreement you don’t leave a paper trail for others to find.” It was
like a light going on in her eyes as she realized that the contract
if discovered by anyone, would be legal proof of her infidelity and
grounds for divorce.

“If you can’t trust my word then you are looking to
the wrong master to own you. I believe you will obey and serve me
as your master. You need to believe that I will keep you safe from
harm and exposure to your husband.”

Caroline nodded her head. “I do trust you, I've never
experienced this, and I do have some fears, but I will try my best
to obey you.”

And with that, I took her three envelopes, and one by
one slid them into the paper shredder. Last was her letter
explaining her desires, the look of disappointment was evident on
her face. “Now that we have destroyed the paper trail you are free
to do as you please and I have nothing to hold you other than your
own desires.”

I spent the next few minutes just talking in general
terms with her about schedules, good times, bad times and places we
felt comfortable using for our play time. Out of the way hotels and
motels, restaurants she liked and that we could have quiet meetings
that would look as if we met by chance.

Since my last meeting with Caroline, I had cameras
installed that allowed me to view the waiting room and the
reception area, as well as several cameras in my office. From a
monitor in my desk drawer, I could
tell who was still in the law office. I pressed a button next to
the screen that slammed a deadbolt in the front door. It made sure
no one could come in even with a key while I was busy. It was well
after 5:00 and the office staff had left thirty minutes earlier, I
knew we were alone and would not be disturbed.

I stood up, stretched and looked down to see Caroline
focused on my crotch, I smiled and then asked her. "Misty, do you
have a few minutes, right now?”

"Oh, God YES! I was wondering when I would hear those
words for the first time. I mean yes Sir.” She said
breathlessly.

"Then I want you to stand up for me and do only and
exactly what you are told to do.”

“Yes, Sir.” She said as she got out of her chair and
stood there facing me, and as she rose and stood there, I took all
of her in for just a moment before continuing. There she was with
short blonde hair, blue eyes, 36 to maybe 38 D breasts, five foot
three, about 135 pounds, in a wool skirt suit and pale colored
blouse almost panting as she waited to see what came next. "Tell me
how aroused you are right now Misty.”

"Very.” Caroline cooed with her head lowered a bit. I
knew that wanting to be submissive to me and being submissive to me
were two different things in her mind. One was fantasy the other
was reality. Making the two one was my goal.

"Tell me exactly what you are feeling now.” I gently
ordered.

"It feels like my heart is beating a million times a
minute and I'm both embarrassed and totally turned on standing
before you right now. I don't know that I have ever been this
sexually excited before in my life.”

I sat there with a slight smile on my face. The first
experience is always a high point, and I was letting Caroline enjoy it. "Describe that embarrassment
for me.”

Caroline did not hesitate to express her shame
honestly to me. I could see that even that embarrassment was
arousing to her. “I never cheated on my husband, and here I am
offering myself to you, a black man.” Caroline’s face changed. “I
didn’t mean that submitting to you was embarrassing because you are
black. Admitting that this is what I want and that I want a black
man is embarrassing, I'm married and never cheated before. I feel
so slutty.”

I knew what she meant, cheating on her husband and
the added component of it being interracial was what made it hotter
for her. "Now describe that sexual excitement for me.”

Caroline’s head tilted back, her eyes closed as she
spoke. "My nipples are so hard and sensitive right now, just
touching the fabric of my bra is making me hotter with each breath.
The crotch of my panties has gotten so wet it almost feels like I
peed in them and there is more moisture dripping out as I stand
here. Oh, GOD! This is so wicked and humiliating at the same time.”
Caroline exclaimed.

Every good girl has a bad girl inside, it takes the
right person to awaken and bring out that sexy slutty beast locked
inside. It seemed I was the right key. I was under no illusion that
because she reached out to me for this, that I was some great
sex-god. I knew hundreds of guys that had the same skill set, for
Caroline, I was perfect.

"Take the backs of your hands and run them lightly
over your nipples for me.” As soon as I told her that her hands
went instantly to her tits and began rubbing across her extended
nipples. I let her enjoy the feeling of her hands coupled with
being watched and told what to do for a few minutes before anything
else happened.

"Now, turn your hands around and begin to lightly
pinch and rub the nipples through your blouse.” A sharp intake of breath followed her fingers
taking her nipples and starting to squeeze them. I sat there for a
few more moments just watching her, noticing that her hips had
begun to move slightly back and forth as she stood there looking at
what her hands were doing.

"Look in my eyes,” I ordered. "Now take one of your
hands and begin to lower it toward your pussy for me.” I noticed
her hand moving down as she continued to stare at me hungrily, but
even if I could not have seen her hand the look in her eyes left no
doubt as to the exact moment she touched her sex.

"Uuugghh.” Was all she could moan when her pussy felt
the pressure of her hand through her clothing. Caroline hiked up
her skirt exposing her pantyhose and panties. Her hips were moving
back and forth more noticeably now, and her mouth had opened a bit
as she had started to pant.

"Oh God that feels so good!” She said as her hand
made a tight circular motion in the fabric that had been pushed up
between her legs. I still just watched her as I felt my cock expand
to its full length. Seeing the damp spot spread as she touched herself I grinned.

"Your pussy is wet and about to explode, isn't it?” I
asked as I stared into her eyes. She could only nod her head as she
continued to rub herself. "You are going to need to cum soon aren't
you Caroline?”

"YES!” She replied through clenched teeth.

"You are not to cum until I tell you to, understand?”
Caroline nodded her head quickly to let me know she understood. She
continued to rub herself as she spread her legs as far apart as her
hiked up skirt allowed. Her hand would rub in a tight circular
motion right where her clit was located for a moment or two and
then she would run it back towards her ass and bring it back to the
front in one long slow motion that applied pressure to her wanting
hole.

"Oh please. I need it now. Let me cum!” She
begged.

“No. I want you to wait until I give you permission
and then and only then will you be allowed to cum.” For the next
minute or two, her hips were gyrating against her hand, and I could
tell if I didn't let her cum she was going to explode on her own
right in front of me.

"Now Caroline, cum for me NOW!” When she heard that I
watched in amazement as her hand began to move rapidly between her legs, giving her pussy the
stimulation it was screaming for. It only took a few seconds before
the first wave of her orgasm wracked her body.

"YES! OH GOD, YES! RIGHT HERE KEVIN! I'M CUMMING FOR
YOU, RIGHT HERE!!” Caroline said in a voice so loud, it was a good
thing the staff had left for the day. Anyone who had been in the
office would have been able to hear her, and even with the walls
muffling the words there would have been no doubt from the tone in
her voice what was happening behind closed doors.

I sat there rubbing my cock through my pants while
she twitched and contorted, as her orgasm began to subside a bit. I
chided myself, ‘why had I given up this power?’ Her hand remained
between her legs moving only slightly now, but those slight
movements provoked a response that continue for force her hips
forward and back toward and away from the source of her
pleasure.

"I can see you enjoyed that, but you haven't had
enough yet Caroline.”

"Damn!” She hissed through her teeth. "I can't
believe how incredible that felt and you are right, it isn't enough
for me yet, Sir.”

Several years ago, I had a client build me a large
wooden desk when he had trouble paying his bills. It was a sturdy
piece of furniture that was large enough for me to lay the contents
of a file out on the surface. With the
exception of a desk blotter, a pen holder, and a few other
office items I made sure that it stayed clean so that clients
wouldn't be able to see files or documents belonging to other
clients.

“I want you to take of your shoes and pantyhose.” I
quickly cleared those items away as she obeyed me. After the desk
was clear and her shoes and hose were off, I sat down in my chair
and pushed it back a few feet. "I want you to get up on the desk
for me now, Caroline.”

It took her only a moment to climb up and after a
tentative step or two to verify it was steady she looked down at
me. I started to lewdly rub the head of my dick through my pants
for her to see. “Caroline, I want you to begin to unbutton your
blouse.” The outline of my cock caused her to slowly suck in air as
she started very slowly, alternating buttons until only the one in
the middle remained.

Caroline looked at me and hesitated, as she realized
that she was not just facing me but the picture window behind me.
Anyone in an office across the street could see her standing on my
desk stripping. I nodded to let her know that the last one needed
to be undone as well. I could see the resignation on her face as
she chose to obey me rather than her years of modesty. Instead of
opening her shirt completely she pulled the ends closer together,
holding one side in each of her hands. I was enjoying the teasing
when she stopped for a moment and knelt down on the desk facing me
and then began to open the blouse. As the fabric was slowly pulled
to the side, her bra covered breasts came into view.

It was evident she had excellent taste in lingerie
and the bra she had on looked like it came from an upscale women's
shop. The fabric was blue and just sheer enough that you could see
her erect nipples through the fabric. Caroline just knelt there for a moment letting my
eyes feast on what was before them. When I looked up again at her
face, I could tell she was waiting on me before anything else
happened. "Stand up Caroline and let your blouse fall off your
shoulders.”

That was all it took to spur her on, and I sat back
and quit rubbing my cock for a bit, and she turned into my private
dancer. The blouse fell silently on the desk top, and she looked
toward me for encouragement. A nod was all she needed to continue.
Her sheer bra showed her hard nipples, she soon was rubbing them,
and her hips were gyrating in what appeared to be pure pleasure. I
nodded at her again to let her know she needed to keep going.

Her hands began to run across her tits and abdomen,
snaking lower and lower as she wiggled in front of me. She gripped
her skirt in one hand and started to pull the hem up slowly. From
the way her hips were moving back and forth, I could tell she was
enjoying being watched and totally
aroused by what we were doing.

"Caroline, take off the skirt for me now!” The words
were barely out of my mouth, and she had unhooked it and
unceremoniously dropped it on the desk at her feet. The panties she
wore matched the bra and were the high cut French kind. I looked
between her legs and could see the crotch piece was almost dripping
wet and pressing between the lips of her open pussy. Her fingers
went quickly to her sex rubbing her clit and pressing the fabric
deeper into her pussy. I could hear her breathing quicken and start
to breath in shorter gasps, signaling she was about to cum.

"Stop now!” I told her as I looked into the half
slits of her eyes. She hesitated as if she were going to continue,
so I told her again "STOP!! NOW!!” Her hands went to her sides, and
I watched her as she stood there with a bitch in heat look on her
face. She was staring at me quizzically waiting and wanting
something else something more.

I stood up and walked around my desk just taking her
body in. On my second time around I told her to kneel with her face
pointing toward my vacant chair. I walked around behind her and
looked at her firm round ass, the crotch, and how the panties were
pressed tight into her pussy. I reached up and pulled the panties
down, exposing her ass and pussy to the cool air.

When she felt the panties being pulled off, she
started moving her ass back and forth slightly in lustful
anticipation. There was not a hair to be seen from the top of the
crack of her ass to the front of her pussy, and her current
position all of her charms were exposed for my hungry eyes. The
lips of her pussy were open showing the entrance to her cunt
covered with her own juices. Where the lips met at the top, they
were just far enough apart to see her clit standing out all hard
and deep pink in color. When I looked back from her clit, her
asshole sat there all nice clean and puckered, and I could not
resist reaching out and stroking everything I saw.

As my fingers played in the space between her asshole
and clit, she kept pushing back trying to get me to insert
something into one of the waiting holes before me. I toyed with her
until I sensed her body approaching another orgasm and then quickly
withdrew my fingers. "You did not listen to me very well earlier
did you Misty?” I asked her like a father to a rebellious
daughter.

"No Sir, I thought I had done EVERYTHING you wanted
me to.” She replied.

"Think back. How many times did I have to tell you to
quit rubbing yourself?”

"Two.” She said in a crestfallen voice.

"Are you so much of a slut that you can’t control
yourself, can’t you do what you are told when your cunt is all
wet?” I asked as I put a hand on one cheek of her ass. Caroline’s
neck turned a deeper shade of red to contrast her blond hair.

"It felt so good that I got lost in it all. It was so
intense, and I was so close Sir.” She said in a pleading voice that
told me she liked the fact that I was not going to let her get away
with anything.

"You need to be taught to heed what I tell you, and
I'm going to punish you for that little lady. I am going to give
you six swats on the ass, and I want you to count out each one as
you receive it. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.” She said and nodded her head in
agreement, and I gave her the first one across the cheek of her ass
and heard her say ‘one’ as soon as she felt the sting.

I stood back just a bit and waited to see how red the
flesh was going to get. I didn’t want Caroline going home with bruises that Daniel would ask about. While my hand did not
leave a complete imprint on her ass, there was a beautiful spot
quickly turning pink. I waited a bit so that she could feel and
enjoy the sting that comes after a good pop before I continued.

The next three swats were on different areas of her
ass. Combined with the first, most of both cheeks had turned
a lovely rosy color, and I was
enjoying the control I was exerting over her almost as much as she
was. I say almost because as I watched her, I could see her juices
start to run out of her pussy and drops had formed on her labia. A
few had fallen and were now on the top of my desk adding to the
aroma of raw arousal coming from between her legs.

Before the next swat, I placed a finger at the
opening of her pussy and teased her a bit with the fingertip. Each
time she pushed back I made sure not to let my finger go in,
keeping it in contact with the outside of her wanting sex. I then
took a second finger and placed it next to the first, and began
moving them back and forth over her well lubed pussy. Every so
often I would brush my fingers up against her clit, and it would
almost send her over the edge. "You are not to cum until you are
given permission. Do you understand?”

"Uh, uh.” Was all that Caroline could say in her
current state of arousal.

“You mean yes sir.” I corrected and gently pushed on
her clitoris to tease and emphasize that I was in charge.

“Yes, yes Sir.” Caroline gasped.

I took the tip of one finger and placed it at the
opening of her pussy while putting
the other against her tight little asshole. After placing my left hand in the small of her back, I
started to guide her slowly back toward my fingers, making sure to
keep them as close together as possible. Both fingers began to gain
entry, and I was surprised at how tight both holes were. I could
feel the muscles in each hole spasm slightly as the fingers slowly
moved forward. When I had both of them in as deep as I could go, I
just held them there enjoying the wetness, heat and the light
fluttering around them. I drew them about halfway out and paused,
watching her wiggle her ass back and forth to get some movement
inside her hungry body.

My other hand left her back and came down hard on one
cheek of her ass as I shoved both fingers deep inside of her.
“Ohooo!” She groaned, and I could see the combination almost proved
too much, so I left my hand on her ass to keep her still. Her head
had lowered during this, but she looked back between her swaying
breasts and breathed "Five, Five Sir.”

"I am going to slowly finger fuck you for a bit
Misty. You are not to cum until you feel the last blow.” I
commanded her as I started to move my fingers back and forth gently
inside of her.

“Yes, Sir.” She started moaning a bit and the smell
her sexual fluids permeated the room. I began moving my fingers in
longer strokes making sure to keep them at the same slow pace
initially.

I watched as her labia clung to my finger as I would
pull it out and would then watch
her asshole greedily suck the other one in on the forward stroke.
Her breathing had gotten rapid, and she was just sucking in air
through clenched teeth as I picked up the pace. Her head was on the
desk, and she was moving back and forth trying to push my digits
deeper inside.

I paused for a second as I drew my fingers back so
that just the tips were inside her and placed a third finger beside
the one in her pussy. I raised my hand above her ass and brought it
down hard shoving the one finger back deep in her ass and letting
her enjoy the additional one going into her pussy. As I held my
fingers deeply inside of her, I felt her sphincter tighten around
the finger in her ass and begin squeezing it as the waves of her
orgasm started sweeping through her body.

"YES! FUCK! RIGHT THERE RIGHT THERE!” She started
screaming. She let out a loud groan, her body clenched down on my
fingers, and I felt liquid gush past soaking my fingers and hand.
She lay there with her head on the desk, ass in the air gyrating
wildly seemingly lost in the throes of passion. I was almost ready
to cum myself just watching her obey me.

I wasn't sure if she was having multiple orgasms or
just one very long and intense one, but I kept my fingers deep in
her until the waves of pleasure began to subside. I removed my
fingers from her, and she almost collapsed on the desk and lay
there prone in the puddle of her own fluids that had formed on the
desktop. As exhausted as she was there was one last thing that she
was going to do no matter what.

My cock had been sporting a raging hard on for the
last forty-five minutes. After watching Caroline’s reaction to the finger fucking, my balls had
already drawn up close to my body and were ready to pop. I walked
back around to the front on the desk and stood there with my crotch
about level with her head.

She looked up as I opened the draw and took out a
hand towel and cleaned my fingers. Then she heard my zipper come
down and did not hesitate to take the head in her mouth as I only
let her see the head and a few inches of my cock hiding the rest
with my hand. I pulled back and pointed it towards her. “Ohoo a
thick one!” She squealed with delight before her warm wet tongue
starting gliding over the head again, and my hips began to move
back and forth immediately. She felt how close I was and started
sucking in earnest to get me to release into her mouth.

Her tongue began moving back and forth on the
sensitive underside of my cock and on each stroke up the tip would
dip into the slit and wiggle. I only let her have the head of my
cock keeping the rest from her with my hand. She began moving her
tongue faster and soon my breath was coming in short gasps as I
felt the pressure quickly build signaling my balls would empty in a
moment. The first hot spurt hit her tongue, and we were both
moaning.

Each jet that came out caused my hips to press
forward as if I wanted the end of my dick to hit her tonsils. But I
needed to stick with the plan and held back. The way she was using her tongue felt so good it
was almost to the point of being unbearable. She kept sucking, and
I could feel her mouth filling with my cum with just a little
dribbling out the side of her lips. She continued to suck until
there wasn't a drop more that was going to come out into her
overflowing mouth.

As soon as the last spasm had stopped she eased my
cock head out of her mouth keeping her lips pressed around it until
it was completely out. She then turned her head and looked up at
me. I watched as she opened her mouth to show me the load I had
deposited and used her tongue again to swirl it around and over her
teeth.

The amount of cum was almost more than she could
contain and it looked like her moving it around would cause it to
spill out. With her mouth wide, Caroline opened her throat, and I
watched as my cum slid down in one big gulp. “Good girl,” I said
catching my breath. “You need to get dressed.” I tucked my cock
away and collapsed onto my chair winded. It had been a very long
time since I had received a good blowjob and wasn’t ready for how
much it had taken from me.

Caroline lay on the desk for a while as my hand
stroked her face and hair. When she had enough energy to sit up,
she slid off the desk and dressed in silence as I watched, enjoying
every movement of her body. She was still a little winded and sat
down to catch her breath and talk before she left.

"Kevin that was the most incredibly erotic thing I
have ever experience. I hope that you feel the same.” She said but
the look she gave told me she wanted more.

“To dominate you like that with no strings is
bringing back some good memories and quickly become addictive and
because of that we are going to go slowly for a while until you are
ready to fully obey me without question.”

I gave a brief explanation of what I meant. “I was a
master of slaves long before I was married.” She gave a bewildered
expression as she grasped the meaning of my words. She was
beginning to understand that none of this was new to me. Some of it
forgotten, but not new to me, whereas she was a novice and
everything we would be doing would be new and exciting. We talked a
bit more as she cooled down from her experience and when I was sure
she could get home safely I noticed the time with the hour being so
late Caroline needed to go, but we would stay in touch via text
message and see when we could get together again.

Once she was ready to leave I handed her a cell
phone. “This is a company phone that you can have and use when you
need to call me. I give them to some of my clients so I can track
charges. If your husband finds it all you have to say is your
lawyer is letting you use it to keep your personal phone usage down
when discussing business.” The look in Caroline’s eyes was
priceless, I had just fixed her biggest problem by providing a
phone that would be untraceable, and any conversations between
lawyer and client are privileged and for the most part cannot be
used in court. Well sort of; if it were found out that we were
screwing then the privilege would go away, but for now, it would
work.


 Chapter
Two

Execution

Over the next few weeks, I worked out my plan
for us. I continued to tease her when she could steal time to be
with me in my office but still had refused to fuck her. We had dinner at a friend’s restaurant called
Le Merde, he has a private room that was sound proofed, and it
allowed us to dine in private and play a little. While at the same
time I was working on two very hot business deals that would solve
most of our problems. At social events at the club we made small
talk but mostly ignored each other. Never giving a hint of what was
happening between us.

John Penden, the carpenter who made my desk, was
short of funds and in need of my services, we traded services.
Overseeing the work as well as taking care of my regular business
was tough, and if I had been married, I would have been divorced. I
only went home to sleep shower and change clothes. But I could see
light at the end of this long dark tunnel.

On Friday nights, I played poker with the boys
including Daniel, Caroline’s husband. During the poker games, we
all talked a little business and joked about our love lives or lack
of love in our lives. Daniel always bragged about his girls on the
side. He would tell us of his exploits until I grew tired of it and
made mention that he needed to get a room. This turned their
attention on me with a challenge.

Donald Blocker, the local chief of police,
chimed in. “So, who are you doing now that you’re a free man?” He
asked with a grin. I knew that rumors were starting to spread since
my divorce and now it had reached the poker table. I looked around
as if I was keeping a secret to set the scene.

“Remember, what we say here, stays here,” I
said, and they agreed. “As my ex-wife said, I am into some very
kinky things. Since my divorce, I have begun to acquire a harem of
sex slaves.” The look I got from the men at the poker table was
priceless. They were a mixture of shock and envy.

Judge Bob Taylor looked at me dubiously. “Son,
don’t try to bullshit me. If you had sex slaves what the hell are
you doing here with us?” That got a laugh from the men at the
table.

The previous month I had asked my friend, Terry, to do some light digging into the
lives of my poker friends. Terry owns a detective agency as well as
the restaurants I used with Caroline. He fed me all the dirt. I
knew the secrets of every man at the table and also knew, not one
of them had been faithful in their marriages in years.

“How come we’ve never seen any slaves of yours?”
Jim Hamilton challenged with a smile.

“Great, I'm being grilled by a Superior court
judge and the local district attorney.” I said with a grin.”

Daniel spoke up. “Z, I was thinking.”

“That’s always a dangerous thing.” The Judge
said with a grin.

“No, seriously. You talked last week about
needing partner for that building you bought. Introduce me to one
of your slaves, and I’ll go in with you.”

“Really Daniel?” I asked as if it was really his
idea. I had been planting that seed for over a month, and it was
just starting to germinate. “Yeah, but this could get expensive for
you,” I said as a challenge and a warning. I knew that if I
challenged him in front of everyone that he would bite at the
bait.

“Expensive? I got the money.” Daniel was a good
business man, or so he thought. But having grown up poor, he felt
he had to show he could afford things that rich people had. Daniel
was what they called the Nouveau riche.

“We’ll talk later. Remember the rules, no
business talk at the poker table.” I said to tease the deal and add
a bit of mystery. After the game broke up Dan pulled me aside.

“Kev, I was serious I want to see what a sex
slave is like. You put us together, and I’ll kick in some cash to
help you with your real estate deal. How much do you need?”

I thought about it for a second and shook my
head. “Dan, think about what you are offering me. For one roll in
the hay, you're offering me two hundred grand. Does this sound like
a serious business person?”

“Kevin, I got another reason for wanting in on
this deal. Caroline is sitting around the house now that the kids
are away at school. I found a bill from a private detective agency;
I think she’s having me followed. If I go in on this with you, I
want you to take her on as an assistant to watch my end of the
business.”

I smiled; he actually thought it was his idea.
“You need to understand Daniel, this is a real business and if I
bring her in she is going to work some long strange hours,” I told
him where the property was and the businesses there. Then I told
him who I was buying from and he almost pissed his pants.

“Z, you keep Caroline off my back, make sure she
doesn’t divorce me, and I have no problems fronting the money. Even
if it’s a loss financially, it’s a win to save what I have.” I knew
exactly how much money he had and what he could afford to spend. My
plan was not to take him to the cleaners but to finance a portion
of my businesses and take some pressure off me financially.

The rest of the month I spent with work and
after hours, meeting with some of my less than savory clients.
Caroline would meet me for late dinners at one of my friend’s
restaurants, like the popular French restaurant ‘La Merde’ or the
seafood place the ‘The trouser trout’ or the Greek place ‘The rusty
trombone,' the Japanese restaurant, Fu-Ki and the Chinese place the
‘Fu-king.' Each restaurant had a private ‘Master’s dining room and
allowed us to enjoy each other without being seen. On those dinner
dates, I made her hot and wet but refused to fuck her. I would send
her home horny and begging for my cock. By the end of the month, I
had everything set.

The last time we met, Caroline begged me to fuck
her like the slut she was. I declined and told her she did not
deserve the pleasure of my cock in her just yet. Caroline’s next
scheduled appointment was set for ten thirty in the morning rather
than the last appointment of the day.

She showed up on time and dressed to the nines
as usual. Having gotten most of what she needed had restored her
confidence and even though her style of clothes had not changed her
attitude was much different. Even with her dressing her age, she
had an air of sensuality that was noticed by more than just me. At
the weekly poker games, Daniel made mention of how she was
different and had caught men eyeing her as she walked down the
street or when they went shopping at the mall.

I always believed that sensuality was a frame of
mind more than how one dressed; if you believe you’re hot, you will
give off that vibe no matter what your age. Its confidence, a
confident woman will always look sexy. Seeing her walk into my
office, she gave an aura of sensuality that warned of sexual
exhaustion if you dared to even hold her.

Caroline came into my office, and my secretary
closed the door. The look in Caroline’s eyes was one of
determination. She had something specific in mind, and she was not
going to be deterred. She spoke even before she took her seat.

“Kevin, I said in the beginning that we need to
be honest with each other.” I nodded that I remembered. “Since the
new year’s party, we haven’t had time to play at all. I need your
dick in me.” She whispered. She was desperate, and I had planned it
that way. I had allowed Caroline sexual release but not sexual
satisfaction, and she was finally noticing the difference.

The spankings and other things I did kept her
aroused and wanting more, and with our agreement the only one she
could get anything close to her needs was me. She knew it, and I
fostered her need, now it was time to exploit it. I stood and
unzipped my trousers and let my semi-erect cock hang out for her to
see.

Caroline looked at it like a hungry animal
looking at fresh meat then a quick look at the unlocked door and
back to my cock.

“If you want it then strip and bend over my
desk. I am sure the employees and clients waiting outside won’t
mind hearing you scream with pleasure.” Caroline hesitated, and I
could see her nipples harden under her blouse and sheer bra. I
could see in her eyes that she wanted it badly, but she was afraid
she would get caught.

I could see that Caroline made up her mind, her
hands quickly hiked up her skirt, yanked down her panties and bent
over the desk. I put my cock back in my pants and zipped up.

Caroline looked at me with the horror of being
rejected after submitting to the one thing that she was afraid of
most. Her face flushed with anger as she started to come off the
desk. I forced her head back down on the desk and sat in my chair.
“Listen carefully to me slave.” Her demeanor changed instantly upon
hearing that word. Her body relaxed, and she looked at me with
submission and arousal in her eyes. I had never called her a slave
before, and it seemed to be what she needed to hear.

“You agreed to obey and serve me on my terms,
not yours.” I reminded her. “I will fuck you at a time of my
choosing, not yours. You only have one right, and that is to end
the relationship. Lift your head off the desk, and I will take that
as your desire to end it right now.” Caroline’s face remained on
the desk looking at me waiting for me to make my next move. It was
time to spring the next level of ownership on her. Then I smiled
and spoke in a friendlier tone.

“We are going to be partners you and me. I have
a client that wants to sell the building on 34th street and 8th
avenue. You need to come up with two hundred thousand dollars. Your
husband knows about the deal I discussed it with him during golf on
Sunday, and he thinks it’s a good investment but not his thing, he
suggested you buy in and that would keep you so busy that you won’t
have time to bother him when he has more important things to do.
You will get the money from him, and we will buy it. Unless I miss
my guess, he will have the money ready right now.” It was not a
guess Daniel had called me the night before telling me he had the
money ready. The deal was simple Caroline buys in as a minor
partner, and he gets the insurance contract and the loan repaid
over time.

“You talked to him about me, about… about us
Sir?” Her fear that I might have told him of our agreement
frightened her. I liked hearing her call me sir.

“No, he brought it up. You know guy talk; we
discuss our lives to help work out problems we have with our
spouses or business. He told me of how you always find the right
time to bother him when he was working on putting an insurance deal
together. In his frustration, he even suggested I service you just
to keep you off his back.”

Caroline’s eyes flared in anger and hurt at
hearing this. I had to pull her hair to get her to focus again.
“Look, slave, you want sex, you want to explore the darker side,
and you don’t want your husband to divorce you for doing it. I just
made that happen for you. In return, we are going to renegotiate
our agreement. Take off your panties.” I commanded. Caroline, with
her head still on the desk, did as she was told, bent over the desk
before me with her green panties in her hand. “Stuff them inside
your cunt.” Caroline’s face went from pale white to full blush as
she complied. “Okay now play with your pussy.” She did in shame and
humility as she realized that I owned her now and she could not
stop even if she wanted to. I could see I had taken almost full
control of her now and that was better than any orgasm. Just before
she came, I stopped her. I dropped a set of keys on the desk. “Go
see your husband, leave the panties where they are and come back
here after I close up tonight. You may take them out to pee but
replace them right after.” Caroline left fully aroused, scared and
embarrassed that people would see her nakedness and arousal on her
face.

I went to the bank to take care of some business
then back to the office for a full day’s work. The deals I was
making were complex, and any mistake would land me in jail and
disbarred. I truly needed more staff, but I didn’t have the money
to hire good attorneys, clerks, and secretaries. After tonight,
some of that will change.

Five minutes after the office manager left
Caroline unlocked the door with her key. She came straight to my
office and handed me the cashier’s check for the full amount. I
took it, put it in the proper file, and locked my desk. I stood and
walked around the desk. Without a
word, Caroline spread her legs a little wider, and I reached under her skirt to feel her naked
pussy, the panties still peeking out were dripping on my hand. I
held my hand up for her to see and she blushed with embarrassment.
“Lick my fingers clean slave,” I said firmly.

“Yes, my master.” She replied breathlessly. When
she was done, I turned for the door. “Let’s go.” She did not ask
where we were going, but the look of curiosity was plain on her
face, she just followed. I got to my car and hopped in. She stood
there waiting for me to open the door for her. I fired up the
engine, and she opened the door and got in. “Slave, you are not to
be treated like a lady, you are my slave, my property like this car
or my toilet. I will use you as I see fit without regard for your
feelings at the time; because as your master I will decide what is
best for you.” I said as I pinched her nipple through her
blouse.

“Yes, Master!” Caroline’s face was a mixture of
pleasure pain and fear. Caroline had given me control over her, and
she feared what I would do and how far I would make her go.

She was close to having an orgasm, so I ordered
her to play with her nipples while we drove keeping her aroused but
unsatisfied. I parked in a parking garage just off of 8th avenue.
As soon as she got out, she ran around the car to open my door. I
patted her on the head and walked to the back of the car as she
followed. I opened up the trunk and took out a briefcase. We walked
across the street and then I gave her a tour around the block, and
I pointed out the different store fronts. Caroline was impressed
with two of them. A gentleman’s club and sex shop on opposite ends
of the same street. We went inside the rental office and met the
owner. Augustus ‘Auggie doggie’ Constantine; the reputed mob boss
and king of the Manhattan underworld stood there. Caroline gasped
when she recognized him but had the good sense to keep her mouth
shut. “Auggie! Happy to see you.” I said and offered my hand.

“Who’s the broad?” Auggie asked warily while
shaking my hand.

“One of my investors, no worries man,” I said
with a smile.

“Not to worry, I got the feds crawling up my ass
with a fucking microscope looking for an excuse to toss me in jail!
The IRS wants to take everything I own, and you say no fucking
worry!”

“I am your lawyer, and this is a legal
consultation and business discussion,” I stated for the benefit of
any listening devices. By law, they could not admit any part of the
conversation as evidence. “If you listened to me last year, you
could have avoided most of this mess, here.” I opened up the
briefcase and pulled out the document. “With your signature, I am
now taking ownership of your management business as we agreed.”
Auggie signed the paper, and I pulled another. “Sign here. This
sells me each of the business you own under the different corporate
names.”

“Wait, the dates almost 18 months old!”
Auggie whispered very confused at this point.

“Your memory must be slipping Auggie, we
discussed this last year when you contracted to sell me the
property.” I winked at him, and he got it.

“Right, so how can they take it away from you or
me if it was sold the day before they started the investigation on
me, and how can the IRS levy tax evasion charges against me if I
didn’t earn any money?”

“I take the tax heat, and you walk away free,
clear, and clean.”

“How you going deal with the IRS?”

“That is my business and the reason why you are
selling an entire city block to me for such a great deal,” I told
him. “The sales contract stipulates you have 18 months to turn over
the property to me and that any money would be held in an account
to pay taxes and the like. It also stipulates nondisclosure until
the contract is finalized, this covers you with the feds because
you could not tell them you sold the property and the businesses
without violating the terms of the agreement.”

I could imagine the groans of frustration of the
agents listening in. They had to
know that their year and a half investigation had just gone into
the shitter. I knew The IRS would not bitch too loudly since the
money was there and ready, and since the purpose of the audit was
to get a mob boss they would accept the money and I knew I could
talk them out of the penalties. To do it I had to remortgage the
house and almost everything I owned. The money from Caroline’s
husband Daniel would only tide me over for a few months at
best.

“You just saved me three million bucks! Winston
told me you were good when I
wanted to stick with my own kind, but after this, I will take a
colored lawyer over a kike or wop any day. You’re one smart nig---,
what do I owe you, Kevin?”

“You just sold me this building for a million
dollars, and I am handing you a brief case with a hundred and fifty
thousand dollars in it. That is the tax you have to pay to make
everything kosher. Don’t try to stiff the government or you are
screwed again. Get out of town for a while and relax, let one of
your captains run things for a while then come back.” Auggie handed
me the keys to the place and promised me none of his “friends”
would bother me, but I should expect some more business from them.
I smiled, and he left with the brief case full of cash.

“Wait I gave you two hundred thousand dollars,
and you bought this place for one fifty. I thought I was your half
partner in this?” Caroline finally spoke.

“Slave, on paper you bought into a corporation
that now owns this building and five LLC’s that own the businesses
on this block. The deal is worth 100 million dollars, the firms
that rent here bring in another eight hundred grand, a month. Plus,
we own the businesses, so we also make a little money from them.” I
led her to the back office after locking the front door. An
interior stairwell led up to office suites and the ten floors above
the suites were apartments. It took me three tries before I found
the right key then opened the door. “This office suite is our
business office.” It was just above the gentlemen's club, and we
could dimly hear the music below us. It made it impossible for
anyone to overhear us no matter what we were doing there.

“Kevin, how did you get him to sell you a
100-million-dollar property for 150 thousand dollars?”

“Easy, Augustus ‘Auggie doggie’ Constantine, was
caught between the shift from the old mob and the new mob. In the
old days, you threatened a business owner to give you his business
for the owner’s life. Well, he amassed this block and the one
across the street, but the feds cracked down on the mob, and he was
one of the last hold outs. He had to pay taxes and didn’t have the
money, well he had the money but could not show that he earned the
money legally. The FBI was squeezing him along with the IRS,
between lawyers’ fees and worrying about someone ratting him out he
couldn’t sell the property without losing a lot of money and the
alternative was to have the feds confiscate the property leaving
him nothing. I found out what he actually owed in taxes and made a
deal with the IRS and then made him an offer he wouldn’t refuse.
Yeah, some money went under the table but the only cash he, has to
show, is the 150. Do you know what a New York City block is worth?
You own twenty percent of it, or your husband does.”

I led Caroline to the back office, and she
gasped when I turned on the lights. The back office of the suite
was soundproofed and was the size of an apartment. It had two king
size beds side by side, no windows, and hard wood floors. Along
three walls were implements of bondage and pain while the fourth
wall was a floor to ceiling mirror opposite the bed. On either side
of the bed, different bondage equipment that included free standing
stocks, a padded St. Andrews cross on a gimbal that would allow the
person bound to it to be in a standing or upside-down position. A
whipping horse and other things that made Caroline’s pussy twitch
and drip with anticipation. She was like a kid in a candy store,
she walked around to the different stations almost afraid to touch
the toys and implements out of fear that if she touched them they
would fade away and she would wake up in her drab life again.

A hidden door in one wall led to a full bathroom
with hot tub, and shower and a row of wooden locker room type
closets. One of the closets had a shiny brass plaque. “SLAVE Misty”
“Anything you don’t want to leave at home for your husband to find
you can keep here,” I said.

Back in the play room I sat in the only chair
and pointed where I wanted Caroline to kneel. “Now it is time to
finalize our deal. I had this suite build when I decided to take
you as my slave, and I bought the place to help Auggie and you.
Your husband believes he sent you to me as my partner to watch over
his investment and to keep you out of his hair. It is now socially
acceptable for us to be seen together here and not be seen as an
untoward affair. Tomorrow, you will show your husband the papers
that show he owns 20% in a five-million-dollar building, he doesn't
need to know the full value of the property. You just quadrupled
his investment overnight. That will keep him happy. To keep me
happy I will use you for my pleasure, I will beat you, fuck you,
and humiliate you at will. You will be more than just a sex slave
you will be my total slave. I will even give you to other men for
them to use you as I direct. You will call me master and your
husband will be your husband in name only. I will own and control
you. If you agree to this, stand and strip so I can hurt your tits
then fuck you ‘til you pass out. If you don’t agree stand and leave
and the relationship will end.”

Caroline stood and turned her back to me. She
took off her blouse then reached behind her back and unzipped her
skirt. Letting it fall to the floor. She unhooked her bra dropping
it to the floor then turned to face me. Her head bowed she cupped
her breasts offering them to me as she knelt between my spread
legs. “Hurt them if it pleases you, my master.”

“I'm no fool, Sir, everything on that list I
gave you was being fulfilled, or at least the potential of being
achieved in only one night. Servicing you would be a pleasure.”
Caroline said with tears welling in her eyes. Kevin reached into
his pocket, pulled out a leather choker, and attached it around her
neck. It had a cameo on it that would go with most of her clothes.
“This is your slave collar. You may take it off when you get home,
but when you are with me, you will never be without it.”

Caroline was still cupping her breasts when
Kevin latched the collar around her neck, then Kevin took her
nipples between his fingers and pinched then twisted them cruelly.
Caroline opened her mouth in pain, but no sound came out. She was
accepting the pain as her service to her master. Kevin looked at
her open mouth and spit in it. Caroline swallowed his spit with
shame and arousal. She deserved this, and she loved his harsh
treatment of her, the rougher he was to her, the better she liked
it. Kevin stood, still clamped on to her nipples. Caroline had no
choice but to stand with him. When he finally let go Caroline was
in silent tears. He pointed to the floor, and through the tears,
Caroline could see the puddle where she had been kneeling. Her
humiliation was just beginning as Kevin taunted her.

“You are such a slut for your master. You were
dripping your cunt juices on the floor because you know that is
where you belong, at my feet and in service to me. Do you still
want me to fuck you like a whore?”

“Oh yes, my master, please. Please use me, fuck
me like a street whore!” Caroline, as a slave was now free to
express what she really wanted, needed, and shamelessly begged for
the cock she craved.

“Get down and lick the floor dry of your cunt
juice. If you do a good job, then I will fuck you.”

Caroline wasted no time dropping to the floor,
her body prostrate ignoring the pain of her tortured nipples as she
greedily licked and slurped her own lubricant from the floor like a
dog lapping up water. When she was finished, Kevin grabbed her hair
and lifted her up. “Now you may undress me.”

Caroline took her time even though she wanted to
rip his clothes off and jump on top of this beautiful man. She
slowly untied his tie draping it over the back of the chair then
unbuttoned his shirt gently sliding it off of his broad shoulders
then carefully folding it and setting it on the seat. Caroline
removed his tee shirt and folded that. She began to plant wet
kisses on his hairless chest. Licking and then sucking his nipples
as gently and as sensuously as he had been cruel to hers.
Caroline’s body trembled with lust and excitement as she unbuckled
his belt sliding it out of the belt loops she doubled it over and
handed it to her master in case he wished to use it on her as she
continued to undress him. Caroline sank to her knees, slid his
loafers off his feet, and sighed when he used the belt on her bare
back. She slid his socks off and folded them up as well. By now her
master was using the belt on her in a slow rhythm to follow her
pace.

Caroline unhooked the top of his trousers then
unzipped them and slid them down he stepped out of them, and she
quickly folded them and put them on the chair. With trembling
hands, Caroline slid his underpants down, and for the first time,
she was allowed to see his cock in all its flaccid glory.

Caroline was amazed that he had had the
restraint to only show her the first third of his penis in all
their encounters previous. Her husband would kill to have a cock
like this, hell her husband would kill to have a third of this
cock. Her husband’s penis was about the same length, but her
master’s cock was a little wider, and surprisingly it was the first
time she noticed he was uncircumcised. All the other times he let
her see his cock it was at least hard enough for the foreskin to
have retracted. It fascinated her as she took the cock in her hands
and licked then slid her tongue inside the foreskin. Caroline could
feel the pulse of her master quicken as the cock came to life
throbbing in her hands, as it grew longer and fatter. It was almost
as long as her forearm!

Kevin took Caroline by the hair with one hand
and rubbed his wet cock over her face with the other. Caroline
moaned as she reveled in wild lust filled abandon. “Now it is time
for you to feel your master inside of you.” Caroline almost came
with the thought of his cock buried deep inside her pussy. Caroline
headed for the bed ready to be fucked to death if it was possible.
“Stop! Where are you going? You have not earned the privilege to
feel the comfort of the bed. Get on the floor where you belong.”
Kevin sneered.

This rich woman that was used to privilege and
being pampered by people who wanted her to buy from them was now
lying on the floor to be fucked like a street whore in a back alley
by her black lawyer. Caroline lay on her back spreading her legs to
her master in hopes of pleasing him with her submission and his use
of her body. The belt came down on her exposed pussy. “Get on your
belly slave! You don’t deserve to see my face when I fuck you.”
Caroline rolled over onto her stomach her sore nipples protested
the weight of her body on them, the sting from the belt almost made
her swoon. “Now put your ass in the air so I can fuck you like the
slut you want to be.” Kevin knelt behind her his dry cock hovered
at the entrance of her soaking wet vagina. Caroline felt his
fingers on her pussy and then a sudden rush of fresh air as her
master yanked the soaking wet panties out of her. Kevin tossed the
panties by her head so she could hear the humiliating noise of them
go splat on the floor. Some of her juices hit the floor and
splattered onto her face. Caroline almost came on the spot.

Her master slid the head of his cock into her,
and she gasped as she felt her pussy spread and stretch to
accommodate his girth. Kevin took two handfuls of her hair and in a
vicious move yanked her onto his cock. Caroline screamed with
delight. Yes, it hurt but the power and force used to impale her on
his cock was more pleasurable than the pain of that hard-dry black
pole being shoved to its hilt. His balls slapped against her clit.
Without being told Caroline begged. “Master, may I please cum?”
Kevin smiled; he was able to bring her to the edge of cumming with
his first stroke.

“Wait for it cunt!” He said as he withdrew ‘til
just the head was still inside her. Caroline expected her master to
powerfully plow into her until she was screaming with delight. What
she got was a painful surprise. He slowly eased his cock into her,
and with deliberation he slow fucked her. Caroline looked up and
realized she was facing the mirrored wall and could see her master
holding her head up as she was being fucked for minutes, then tens
of minutes. The black leather collar with cream colored cameo made
just the right visual for her. Caroline was covered with a light
sheen of sweat while screaming pounding her fists and feet on the
floor as she tried to get him to move faster. He was going just
slow enough to keep he aroused and at the very edge of orgasm but
frustrated because he would not allow her to go over that edge. He
pushed down on her back with one hand keeping pressure on her chest
and her sore nipples while still pulling her hair with the other on
each down stroke.

Caroline was panting like a dog begging her
master to let her cum. Caroline promised him anything, everything
if he would just let her have one orgasm. Still, Kevin slowly
stroked his cock in and out of her. After a while, he took his hand
off her back and reached around to toy with her clitoris. Still, he
kept her soaking wet at a high state of arousal while maintaining
her at an even higher state of frustration. The seconds ticked by
and Caroline was soaked with sweat as she lost all sense of time.
Her mind had turned into an animalistic fucking machine that would
do and say anything she thought would please her master enough to
allow her to finally cum. “Master, please let me cum, I will suck
you off in front of Daniel if you let me cum. Please, Sir!” She
whined.

“That sounds like fun, I will have to take you
up on that,” Kevin said with a sadistic grin as he continued to
slow fuck her into madness. When that did not get her what she
wanted she offered more lewd acts.

“Master, please let me cum now, you can fuck me
in front of my husband if it will please you.”

“Really? That sounds interesting, I think I
will.” Kevin teased as he tickled her clit bringing her so close
she could taste the orgasm building within her. Then she offered to
fuck her master in the country club ball room with every member
watching. Still, Caroline was kept a stroke away from the orgasm
she so desperately needed. Caroline’s mind went numb to everything
except the cock torturing her. She did not notice that he was
slowly picking up the pace still keeping her on the edge of orgasm
but never over that edge.

Suddenly he slammed his cock deep into her, once
again she felt the slap of his balls against her clit, and her eyes
started to roll up in her head. He began to pound into her shoving
his cock deeply in and pulling it out as quick as he could while he
alternated pinching her labia and clitoris. Caroline went into a
low moan that increased with volume as he sped up even more.
Caroline whimpered as she begged for permission to cum her voice
weak and low. Kevin pinched her clit and twisted it as he slammed
his cock as deep as he could and whispered. “Cum.” Caroline’s eyes
rolled back in her head as her body convulsed as an orgasm she had
never known rippled through her mind and body. Her orgasm did not
end it just kept flowing through her as her master continued to
slam into her then he finally came flooding her with scalding heat
that took her orgasms to even newer heights. Kevin collapsed on top
of her allowing her body to milk his cock while he caught his
breath.

When Kevin was sure that he could get up without
falling back down, he stood, walked around his slave, she was still
cumming, and he sat on the floor by her head. He stroked her hair,
caressing her face. “Good slave.” He said with a smile. Caroline
smiled weakly. She lifted her head and seeing his limp cock inched
forward to lick it clean as a final service to her master. She
passed out before she could finish.
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