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 Prologue

I was naked and perched atop Lilith ’s equally
naked body. I was in the process of shoving a fat black cock into
Lilith ’s hot pussy. The cock and Lilith ’s pussy was shiny with my
saliva, Lilith had gotten me so hot I was eating her pussy and
sucking big black cocks. Behind me was a tall skinny black kid that
looked like he had just been released from jail, his body hard and
lean and muscular. He was like a fantasy man come true. He was
driving his pussy-slicked cock in and out of cunt, and I loved
every minute.

It was so lewd hearing my pussy making loud,
squishy, flesh slapping sounds. Jim was at our side, sucking on two
massive black cocks, while another
one was slamming in and out of his ass. I
had never seen such a thing in my life and reveled in the
lust. Jim was hollering like a stuck pig, and at first, I had a
hard time knowing if he was in pain or pleasure. Slowly, the scene
started moving again, after it was frozen in time.

The flashes from the cameras shocked me as I
realized I was being photographed. I moved forward letting the
large cock drop, spewing cum from my pussy; I felt it flow down my
legs. Lilith looked up to see all the faces staring at us. They
were the hardest faces anyone would ever hope to see.

“I can explain...I can explain.” I was
screaming. “Please give me a chance to explain; it’s not what it
looks like.” Then, I thought of what the assembly had seen.

About then, the door opened, and my two girls
rushed in, yelling surprise, and happy birthday! They were carrying
crudely wrapped gifts. It really hurt that the girls had to see me
like that, with one black man doing me from behind while I was
licking and sucking Lilith Winslow’s soaking wet cunt, my kids had
never seen me or our next-door neighbors act like this. They also
saw Jim Winslow down on his knees. They never liked him much
anyway.

Jan grabbed the girls, hustling them out of the
room. They looked back to see me; I started to cry as I begged them
to come back. “Come back to mother.” Before Jan closed the door,
they threw the gifts on the floor.

“Why don't you just die mot...? Linda tried to
say the word mother, but instead, she only spat out the single
word, “You.” She was crying as Jan took them outside the room. I
felt at that point that my world had fallen apart; I had hurt the
two people that meant most to me in life.

“You...you...you...hussy,” Larry’s mother
finally found her voice. My mother went up to the bed and slapped
me hard. My father was right behind her with his hand raised to
deliver a blow.

“Hey...hey you crazy,
motherfucking, honkey mother fuckers...making so much noise...can't
you see that there are black men fucking here,” then he spied Judy
Blackstone, Larry’s bosses’ wife, looking ashen, “Hey you, in the
red dress with the big tits...get that dress off and come here and
let me feed you eleven inches of prime black meat.” I saw
her three-sons look stunned that anyone, much less a black man,
talking like that to their mother.

The poor boy never
knew what hit him. I had seen them play; three inhuman machines of destruction just slammed
him. They loved to hurt people on and off the field. Once violence
started, the other four blacks began to bring out knives, and even
one had a pistol. The gun went off when one of the Blackstone boys
slapped it away, and it happened to be pointing at his friend’s
crotch when it did. I shrieked in horror; I saw the man that had
been doing me, his dick exploded, along with his balls. His face was a mask of shock and pain.

A sweeping backhand all but decapitated the man
that was still ramming into Jim Winslow's butt, trying to decide
between running for his life and fighting. He lost his life; The
sound of his neck snapping from the sweeping arm had me sick, I had never seen anyone die.
The hand swept on by and landed on its primary target, a thin black
who was trying to pull another gun from a pile of clothes. In three
minutes, the only three people on the bed that were conscious were
Lilith, her husband and me. I was dazed I knew I had just been set
up by Larry but I didn’t want to believe that he would allow such
carnage just to humiliate me. I trusted him; he led me to
believe it was okay to have this
orgy. Sure, I was talked into it by Lilith and her desire to bring
in a new woman for the orgy, but
if Larry had said no, I would not have done it.

The three brothers were crouched over the
bedroom that looked more like a battlefield to see if any combatants were remaining. The boys were
football players, they were also in the R.O.T.C., and they were
racist, sexist bullies; I didn’t
like them much, but since they were Larry’s bosses’ kids, I tried
not to let it show.

In school, they had two reputations, to the
faculty and authority figures they were good kids that helped out
in the community. To their peers, they were assholes, picking on
the weak kids and bullying their way through school. When they
graduate, they expected commissions into the regular army. One man
raised his head and started cursing out the brothers for spoiling
their fun with all the carnage. That was
the last word he ever spoke. I was disgusted and shocked,
the three boys murdered an unarmed man seemingly because they
could.

I heard sirens outside and tires squealing to a
halt. No one moved. In a second, the room was crawling with
uniforms. Larry and Jerry were known to them, almost as if that
were planned as well. After about fifteen minutes, the police
learned what had happened. They were told that the blacks had
started to rape Judy, and her sons came to her rescue. The cops
found no wrong in that bold-faced lie.

The black men had reached for weapons, and then
the carnage took place. That was not true; the Blackstone boys
started the violence. I was too stunned to say anything; I was
still reeling over the fact that my husband set this whole thing
up, and the carnage and blood. The cops looked at all the blood and
gore and shook their heads. The detective in charge could see no
wrong there either. Judy was made out of the same wool that her
sons were; matter of fact, most people said that the sons were more
like the mother, and no one disagreed.

The police took the live blacks into custody,
for assault with deadly weapons. The one that was wounded was
handcuffed to the gurney; the ambulance took him away. Another
detective said that on-site drug testing had shown positive for
crack cocaine and rock meth. That explained to everyone why the
black men were so wired up. However, they didn’t do drugs. Lilith
offered them some cocaine and all, but one refused.

Lilith and Jim had broken no laws. Lilith was
tested and found that she had snorted cocaine, I didn’t try any,
but somehow the drug test said I was also using the drug. Jim was
clean of drugs but dripping out his butt was cum from the butt
jamming he received. In the instance of simple use, a ticket was
issued. I was told the courts would review later to see if the
charges should be upgraded. Lilith and Jim were still naked, except
for sheets draped over them. I could see the evil grin on Larry’s
face as he asked if there was any reason for them to be
present.

The lead detective said no. Larry went up to
Lilith and tore the sheet from her body, “There's no law saying
that I have to allow them to leave with my property.” They could
not be allowed back into the bedroom where their clothes were. The
cops told them that they would have to leave my house and that if
they refused, then they would be escorted, by force, from the home. They were told that after they
were off my property that they could ask someone to get their
clothes. Naturally, Larry didn't have to honor that request, and he
didn’t. The joy on Larry’s face told me all I needed to know. He
was going out of his way to destroy us. I couldn’t understand why.
He had given his permission.

The Winslow’s staggered out the door, under the
wary eyes of a dozen police officers. There was a crowd already
gathered on the street. It looked like all the neighbors were
there. Lilith and Jim had locked up their house when they came
over, and their house keys were with their clothes. They couldn't
get in. Jim saw a ladder at the other neighbor’s house and asked if
he could use it. There was an upstairs window open. The request was
refused by the neighbor, who spat on Jim. Here was a man that was
his friend earlier and now he was spitting on Jim. Several women
came up and spat on Lilith. One man started to spit on Jim but
changed his mind at the last minute and slammed a meaty fist into
Jim's face. Later, when Jim tried to sue for a broken face, it would be denied that it was ever
witnessed even by the police.

Inside the house, Larry stood with his fist
clenched over me. I was a much more subdued woman from the one I
was earlier; I had always been submissive to my husband and serving
him made me happy. I returned to my passive roll as soon as he entered the room, I was no
longer the one who felt invincible because I had her husband’s
permission to have a birthday orgy. He stood over me as I cringed
on the bed, with abject fear. Larry had everyone else leave the
room. “Well, you just had to have that black cock, you whore.”

“But...but...you gave your permission,” I said
dumbfounded yet knew that was precisely what he had done.

“Prove it, you lying slut...who do you think is
going to believe you now?” He said and crossed his arms in front of
him. I knew that when he did that single act of body language, it
meant for me to shut up. I broke down in tears; my marriage and my
life were crumbling, and I needed someone to tell me it would be
alright. I tried to crawl up to him as I pleaded for my old life
back. He shoved me away.

“You...you dirty whore... Get out of my home,
there are little children here, and they aren't yours anymore. Do
you think your daughters will ever get over the image of their
mother, locked in carnal lust with a large nigger cock in her mouth
while another one fucked her from behind? No. I can tell you that
your daughters never want to see you again.”

Hearing that shocked me to my core “You set me
up! You did all this to destroy me!” I said finally able to give
voice to my fear and anger. “How could you do this to me?”

“Can't you understand the simplest thing? The
minute that you said that you wanted to fuck a nigger you ceased
being my wife, can't you understand that there are men that still
have their balls and consider it a call to war when you said what
you did?”

“You could have said no. When have I ever
disobeyed you? I didn’t do anything until YOU said I could.”

“You didn't even have to do it...you condemned
yourself because you wanted to. I hate to say this, because it
casts a bad reflection on myself and why I was so blind as not to
see the real you. Now, you must face the consequences; you will
leave this house. You will leave it with nothing of mine, which
includes the clothes in the closet. I bought them I bought
everything you have. I bought you a car, and luckily, I kept it in
my name, so you don't have anything.”

“You can walk outside, just as you are right
now, with diseased nigger cum spilling from your nasty fouled cunt.
Go… get out... get out now!” He had murder in his eyes, and I knew
it. I crawled toward the door a broken woman. I had the presence of mind to grab Lilith ’s
purse, and he let me take it. I tried to hide my nakedness from the
people in the living room as I went out.

My mother slapped me repeatedly, raising red
welts across my face. This time my father didn't slip as he spat on
me. What surprised me the most was Jerry; Larry’s boss and the
usually serene Judy came forward and spat on me. I looked at the
face of the woman that I used to call a friend. A large gob of spit
ran down my red face.

“Don’t look at me again, you filthy whore,” Judy
said as Jerry wrapped his arms around the woman who had started to
cry. He led Judy away, after giving me a piercing glare that would
chill a stone. I stopped in the doorway. I had just seen all the
neighbors lined up on the street behind yellow police tape.

I held Lilith ’s purse close to my chest, and my
other hand tried to cover my crotch, my tearful face down as I
walked past the neighbors, amid shouts of “slut” and “nigger
fucker.” I had no idea there were so
many angry people in our community.

One woman called me filthy. The woman had just
been smiling as she and I chatted just days before. Now, I was a
pariah as people figured out what was going on. They had seen the
caravan of cars arrive earlier and smiled at the thought that I was
really going to be surprised. They just didn't know how surprised I
really was. They had all seen the police drag the black men from my
home.

They had seen the two covered bodies as the
police took them away. Then they saw a naked Lilith and Jim Winslow
leave and run crying to their house.

Jim finally had to break a window to unlock the
door. I was about to enter their house when the lead detective
stopped me. Several plain clothed and uniformed officers descended
on the Winslow house. The detective took the purse from me and
opened it. He immediately held up a plastic bag filled with a white
powder. He never reached in the purse; he had it in his hand the
whole time. He had me turn around and handcuffed me. A police
detective finally covered my nakedness. He said that he did it
because I was a disgrace standing there with cum still streaming
down my legs. “Nigger cum.” He said it
loud enough for everyone to hear. I cringed in
humiliation.

The trial was quick, Joe Boyce, my court
appointed lawyer seemed more interested in me going to jail than
investigating and proving my innocence. He never mentioned that the
purse they supposedly found the cocaine belonged to Lilith, not me.
Joe never questioned the detective’s story of what happened, and
he would not let me get on the
stand. Not one witness did he call for my benefit.

I was given five years for the cocaine, public
indecency, resisting arrest, and because I was naked on the streets
with children present, I was put on the sex offender registry.







 Chapter
One

Bill Washington sat in his room, after a year of
convalescence the depression had not gone away. The thought of
living his life pissing into a bag was bad enough but never again
having the feel of a woman wrapped around his cock was worse. The
doctors assured Bill that he could live a relatively normal life
with the loss of his penis and testicles, he just couldn’t have
normal sex or father any
children.

When his big brother found out why his little
brother was maimed and one of Bill’s friends was murdered, Mike
Washington was enraged. But Bill knew that no matter what Mike did
he would never be whole again.

Six months after the incident, Bill, in a fit of
depression and self-pity chased away his girlfriend, Sherry. He
didn’t want her pity or her statements of love. He foolishly
believed that in pushing her away he would spare her the shame and
indignity of being with someone who was less than a man. By freeing
her he felt he was helping Sherry, she would be free to find a real
man. It would also make his next decision easier now that he had no
one to give him a reason to continue.

Mike heard the noise and ran to his little
brother’s room. He found his little brother dying, a neat hole in
his chest had destroyed his heart. The man lay gasping his last,
gave a loving smile to his big brother and died in his arms.

The funeral was a quiet service attended by
friends. Mike Washington was all alone now, the last of his
biological family was in the ground. At thirty-eight he had worked
hard to protect his little brother and failed. Mike had not reached
the pinnacle of success, but he
was very close to it. He had amassed millions with is internet
security company as well as other ventures, but now he had no real
purpose.

Most knew that a wealthy man with no purpose to
live, rarely lived long and Mike was spiraling down a path of
self-destruction. His best friend Glenn Alveranga spotted it and
was going to either straighten him out or kill him.

“Mike, if you don’t snap out of your cheap shit
then all you’ve worked for will go to someone else.”

“Glenn, my little brother’s dead, my parents are
dead, what is there to live for?”

“Mike, you’re a master with slaves, without you,
what will they have? You own many companies, and without your
leadership, they will go under, and the thousands of people that
depend on you will be severely affected and not in a good way.”

“So, I should be the slave and work for them?”
Mike said bitterly.

“No, you should be the master, and a master
takes care of his property as you always have. Little Bill was not
your failure, he went to a party, and bad things happened. He
couldn’t deal with it and killed himself. You are not as weak as
Bill.” This got a look from Mike that made Glenn want to take a
step back. Difficult to do when sitting.

After some thought, Mike spoke. “Glenn, you are
a good friend, but I really don’t have a reason to…”

Glenn cut him off. “Mike, we’ve been friends
since what? Jacoby hospital when your mother and mine met on the
maternity ward. I'm your lawyer and know you better than you know
yourself. I may not be into the master slave thing but you are my
friend, and I don’t want to plant you next to your brother anytime
soon.”

“As my lawyer, what do you suggest?”

Glenn thought about it
for a moment; it was the first-time Mike had no plan. This
was shocking; Mike planned everything including spontaneity. It was
then that Glenn realized what was missing, Mike needed to focus on
something, anything to get him back to normal. “Mike, first we need
to get the fuckers that caused this problem. We have the reports
from Masters Detective Agency, look them over again and work out a
plan to get them where it hurts.” Revenge was not the best choice,
but it was a start.

Glenn could see the look in Mike’s eyes and knew
he was thinking, and that made Mike perilous. “Mike, I know how
dangerous you can be.”

Mike smiled an evil smile. “Glenn, I'm harmless,
fluffy even.”

“Yeah, until you’re not. The medals you got in
the Marines were not for being fluffy or gentle. Just promise you
won't kill them, I'm not looking to expand my practice to criminal
law.” He said with a chuckle.

“When Bill was alive, I was planning on
bankrupting them and leave it at that. But they stole his life; I
am going to return the favor in spades. This is going to take a while, but I'm going to get
everyone involved and destroy what they love before I destroy
them.”

Sherry worked for Masters Detective Agency. Billy
Washington was her boyfriend, and when he had his accident, she
left her job to care for him. However, Billy could never live with
the idea that he was no longer a
man, no matter what she told him. She loved him and wanted to be
with him even if he didn’t have a penis. The overdose of pain
medications and shooting himself in the heart, left her hurt bitter
and seeking revenge for her loss.

When Mister Washington told her of his plans for
revenge, she happily signed on along with a few friends at the
agency. Mister Washington was a respected master in the community,
and his loss affected more than just him.

Sherry wanted to go after the father, Jerry
Blackstone, he was the racist bastard that funded most of this
plan, and the sons happily did the dirty work. Sherry worked out a
plan for Jerry’s destruction. When she presented the proposal to Mike Washington, he smiled and made
a few modifications. Sherry realized at that point, never piss that
man off.

“Master Mike, some might say that you are a sick
and twisted bastard. I love the way you think.” Sherry said with a
grin.

“Please don’t call me sick, if people hear you
call me sick, they might think there’s a cure.”







 Chapter
Two

Debby sat in her room despondent. Her marriage
was over, her children hated her, she had an arrest record, and she
had spent two years in jail, and in a few months, she would be
homeless. A drug conviction and being on the sex offender registry
would guarantee she would not find a real job. Her ex had made sure
she was ruined beyond any help.

Her observation period at the halfway house was
almost over, and word had already come down that she was not a danger to herself or society, if all
went well, she would be released at the next hearing in two months.
Until then she was moved to the least secure part of the
facility.

“Debby, you have a visitor.” An orderly said.
Debby knew it would not be her ex-husband or her girls and she was
not much interested in talking to Lilith Winslow, Debby sat staring
at the floor. “Come on, Debby it will do you good to see a friend.”
The orderly coaxed.

Just to shut the woman up, Debby went to the
visitation room. The room was empty except for a very well-dressed
black man. Her eyes narrowed at him. He stood and motioned for her
to come over and sit. With great reluctance, she did.

“Miss Harper, my name is Michael Washington. We
have something in common that I would like to discuss with you.
That cop that arrested you, Frank Webb, did something I did not
like. He arrested you for possession of cocaine. To do so, he
falsified his police report. Your court appointed lawyer didn’t
catch it, and that is the reason you were convicted. I want to get
your arrest expunged from the records. Do you want my help?”

I was taken aback, no one had helped me since my
arrest, and my parents disowned me. None of my so-called friends
lifted a finger to help me. “Why now, after all this time do you
want to help me?” I asked. I had spent three years rotting in a
cell for crimes I didn’t commit.

The black man smiled. “The boy that got his
what’s-its shot off was my baby brother. He committed suicide. Last
month. It’s time to start making them all pay for what they did to
us both, if you are interested in getting revenge, I could use the
help.”

“Would that revenge include my ex-husband?” I
asked, I still had a burning hate for him and what he did to
our family and me.

“Larry Walker, Jan Walker, Linda Walker, Emily
Walker, Jerry, Judy, Albert, Benny, and Charley Blackstone, Frank
Webb, Ed Atkinson, and Joe Boyce are all on the list of revenge.”
He said.

“Who are they?” I knew ten of them but not the
rest.

“They are the people responsible for this mess
in one way or another. I am leaving out the Winslow’s because they
suffered enough. I don’t like their lifestyle but to each his
own.”

“What do I have to do?” I asked not knowing what
to think of the offer.

“We will discuss that over dinner.” He said as
he stood up. “I took the liberty of having you released.”

It took an hour to process the paperwork and
collect my meager belongings. The limo was a shock after spending
two years in prison and six months in a halfway house, sitting on
soft leather seats was new to me. I was even more impressed when
the limo pulled up to a mansion.

The driver opened the car door and helped me
out. I followed the tall black man into a home that could have fit
ten of my houses and still leave room for my garage. I stood in the
doorway stunned. On either side of the door were naked women! Their
heads bowed a third woman was kneeling at his feet with a silver
tray extended over her head. He emptied is pockets onto the
tray, when he was done the woman
stood and placed the tray on a
table by the door.

“Come with me.” He said and headed off to his
left. I followed him only because I was curious; my first instinct
was to leave, I realized that with my release, I was homeless; the
contrast of the hovel I was living in and the splendor that was in
front of me, I had to see what he had planned. He obviously didn’t
need my financial help. He led me into what I found out to be his
study. He offered me a seat on the
sofa and took a chair opposite me.

A naked woman came in wheeling a tray of
refreshments. She came to me first. “Would you like something to
drink ma’am?”

“Diet cola please.”

She smiled at me. “My apologies ma’am, Master
does not allow diet anything in this house.” Master? She called the
black man master. Well if this was his house, she could mean he was
master of the house. That made sense, sort of.

“Coffee please.”

She quickly served a cup, “sugar?” She
offered.

“One please.” She put one lump in my cup and
handed it to me. She quickly went to Mr. Washington and gave him a
glass of water then retreated. I took a sip and almost swooned, it
was the best coffee I had ever had and really didn’t need
sugar.

“I guess you’re wondering what is going on
here.” He said with a disarming smile. I nodded sheepishly.
“I spent a good amount of time
earning a living. I have several internet businesses as well
as some brick and mortar businesses. At thirty-five I was a
multibillionaire; my little brother was getting his doctorate in
economics up in Gainesville. When he met up with the wrong crowd
and ended up at your house.” I nodded and shivered from the
memory.

“After the incident, I started to plan my
revenge. When Billy killed
himself, I became consumed with the destruction of the people
responsible. Since you were the point of your ex-husband's feeble
plan and got the brunt of his wrath, I thought you might want a
hand in his destruction. For the rest of my life, my baby brother
will be dead. For the rest of Lawrence Walker’s life, he will dream
of death and the peace and tranquility of hell.”

I liked what I was hearing. The whole time in
prison and the halfway house I dreamed of getting revenge on that
smug racist bastard. But I knew it was
just a dream. I didn’t have the resources to do more than
wish for his destruction. Now this man was offering me the chance
to get back at Larry and his slut wife.

“Before I go any
further, I need to know how committed you are to this
end.”

I had to think. Washington was going to destroy my former family,
including my daughters. Linda hated me, but Emily was too young to
know what was going on. “What about my children?” I asked.

“I will tell you nothing more about what I will
do until I know how committed you are. I don’t want to tell you
everything, and then you go running to your former family and warn them what is coming. Are you in or are you out?”

He stared at me
waiting for my answer. I had no love for Larry or his new
wife, but I still worried about my girls. They would be my children even if they hated me. “In, I’m
in,” I said I figured it was better if I were in than out, being on
the inside I could possibly protect my girls.

“Good, we will see just how committed you are.
Your husband was unfaithful to you; I have a private investigator
report that a week before your little dust-up, he was having an affair with his soon to be new
wife. Twice in one day, they went to a hotel, he paid for a week.
He paid with a credit card. They could not find any more than the
two times, but if he did it once
with his secretary how many more times did, they do it that we
could not find. They had been working together for almost five of
the eleven years you were married. They also found fifteen women
that swear they were doing him on the side, and he’s still doing
some of them.”

I did nothing to hide my anger, the
self-righteous bastard was doing Jan behind my back, just like he
is doing behind Jan’s back, and he got his feathers ruffled because
I wanted some on the side.

“I also know that you cheated on him before the
dust-up and he knew about it.”

“How do you know all this?”

“Good old Larry set up cameras in his house and
streamed the video to his work computer. My people got the raw
footage of everything that happened in that house, including his
confession that he set you up and paid off the police with the help
of Jerry Blackstone.”

My head was reeling. He was doing his secretary
and others behind my back, and he acted so holier than thou when he
set up the trap. My desire to have some on the side to spice up the
marriage was his excuse to dump me and marry that bitch. He had
admitted he set me up because I wanted to have sex with black men
but in reality, he was already screwing around behind my back.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked with a lot
more resolve in my voice.

“Prove to me that you are committed to this plan
and me. prove I can trust you with my life and you will have your
revenge.”

“How do I do that?” I
asked not really caring, at this point, I was willing to
dance with the devil if it meant getting back at Larry.

“I only trust my slaves now that my brother is
gone. Become my slave.”

“What, walk around naked and kneel at your
feet?” I was shocked; I didn’t know people did such things outside
of sick porno movies and that fifty shades nonsense.

“No, that is the result of becoming my slave. As
my slave, I have the power of life and death over you. You
surrender all that you have and ever will become, to me. I will use
you as I please, even sell you to someone if you displease me.
This is not something to take lightly
think about it. Ellen.”

His voice was barely above conversational tones
but the door opened immediately, and the woman that served us came
in. “Yes, Master?”

“Show Miss. Harper to her room.”

“Yes, Sir.” She said with a reverent bow of her
head.

I stood up and followed her out still confused.
“You are his slave?” I asked once
we started up the stairs.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Why?”

“He protects me, keeps me safe, and can make me
cum like the Mississippi, ma’am.” She said without a hint of
shame.

“But he’s black. He makes you walk around
naked.”

“We have to be naked, he may want to use us
sexually, and we should not let
clothes slow his access to our bodies, ma’am. Master also likes
seeing us naked.”

“How many slaves does he have?”

“My master owns twenty female slaves and five
male slaves, ma’am.”

My mind flashed to the only experience I had,
Jim Winslow, he liked sucking cock and getting it up the ass as
much as his wife. “He’s bisexual?”

“No, ma’am but he keeps the men in case he needs
a man to fill in for him sexually. They are not as good as my
master, but they know how to keep one sated until he has time for
us.”

At the top of the
winding staircase, we went right, at the second door she
stopped. “This is your room, ma’am. If
you need anything just pick up the phone. Master has
provided you with some clothes if you want to shower and change.”
She opened the door bowed her head and walked away. I went inside
and found the room was more a suite than a bedroom. There was a
private bathroom, a sitting room, and a bedroom to die for.

The room had to be professionally decorated
nothing was a miss. I found the closet and marveled that it was
larger than my cell in prison that held four inmates. There was not
a pair of pants or shorts to be found, only dresses and skirts,
matching shoes were lined up under each outfit. I took a
shower.

I luxuriated in the shower, a private shower
without a dyke corrections officer staring at me. Real soap! My
God, I had forgotten what French milled soap smelled like or felt
like. I reluctantly turned off the water. Again, I was amazed; the
towel was a thick terrycloth bath sheet. I wrapped myself in it and
realized it was warm, the towel rack was heated! Even when my
family was doing well, we could not afford such a luxury!

I stepped out of the bathroom and padded to the
dresser. I could not find any panties. I found a draw full of bras that were exactly my size; they
didn’t have labels on them which suggested they were custom made
for me. Where did they get my
measurements? It felt good to wear beautiful clothes, and these
were not cheap.

I sat in the sitting room and wondered what he
would demand from me. He had twenty women, if he wanted me for sex,
he could do it a lot cheaper than to get me out of the halfway
house, sex did not seem likely. I was broke, so money was not what
he was after. What could a billionaire want with me? I couldn’t
think of anything I could bring to the table.

The knock at the door happily broke my train of
thought. “Come in,” I said. Ellen came in; I was expecting Mr.
Washington. I had a ton of questions I
wanted to ask him.

“Master says you should read this,” she handed
me a bulky binder. “Whether you choose to
serve him or not he believes you should see this.” She said
and left closing the door behind her.

I sat down at the dressing table and opened the
binder. The first thing I saw was our old joint bank account with
highlighted deductions. The next page was a bank statement of Joe
Boyce, my attorney. It showed deposits in the same amount as the
withdrawals in our account. Larry had bribed my lawyer to make sure
I went to jail! There was no other reason for the court appointed
lawyer to get funds from the man that was in the process of
divorcing me.

The next page was Jerry Blackstone’s business
account with highlighted withdrawals; the following page showed the
off-shore bank statement of Frank Webb. It took me a minute to
remember; he was the lead detective that arrested me. He had been
paid five thousand dollars the day before I was arrested. It cost
him five thousand dollars to ruin my life and steal my
children.

The next page was the Winslow bank statement
followed by Jerry Blackstone’s personal account. One hundred and
fifty thousand dollars went to Jim’s account from Jerry. That was how they sold the house so
fast and avoided jail. They took a hundred and
fifty-thousand-dollar loss, but
they were up and out in less than a month.

I started to tear up and then stopped. Rage
stopped the tears. I had been totally
set up from the outset.

Debby stood and walked out of her room. She wondered the vast house and could not find anyone. She went back to her room and picked up the
phone. “Yes, ma’am?” The voice said.

“Where is the master?” Debby asked.

“Master is in his room would you like me to
connect you with him, ma’am?”

“Yes, please,” Debby said.

“Hello, Debby what can I do for you?” He said in
a soft voice.

“I, I would like to
speak with you if you’re not too busy,” I said not sure of
what I wanted to say at the moment, I really wanted to just be with
someone.

“I’m swamped right now we can talk after
dinner.”







 Chapter
Three

Dinner was a surprise; the slaves served
us in the formal dining room, just he and I. It was all my favorite
foods served in three courses. At first, I felt naked not wearing
panties but seeing the slaves totally nude I felt modestly
dressed.

During dinner, he made small talk; we discussed
politics, finance, and business. It was nice to have good food and
intelligent conversation after lousy prison food and even worse food at the halfway
house, not once did I hear a curse word, or someone threatening to
kill or rape someone. The only sounds were our subdued voices in
good conversation.

After dessert, the conversation turned to me in
particular. Washington had me
describe what happened to me in jail, and how I felt about the
destruction of my family and my life, as I knew it. That was when I
asked him about being his slave to get revenge on my
ex-husband.

“To be my slave takes more than a lust for
revenge, it requires a passion for life, and a desire to serve a
master. A slave, a faithful slave, needs to serve a person because it is in their nature to serve.
To this end, it takes years to find and train a slave. The point I
am trying to drive home is that if you want to be my slave, it is
for the long haul not a single issue or short trip. That is why I
gave you that binder to read this afternoon. I am not playing
around, and I don’t make the offer lightly.” I was confused, and he
could see it on my face.
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