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Legal Days, Lonely Nights

William Fredrick Cooper







CHAPTER ONE



When Kyle entered the office of Stephen Cohen, principal partner of the firm Cohen, Schindler and Brody, he spied a gangly figure pacing the plush carpet, staring down on Manhattan through the window. Cohen was seated on an adjacent sofa, along with a bald man whose eyes sagged at the corners.

“I’m sure we can have this resolved by the time the season starts,” he heard his boss finish.

Rising from his seat as he turned his attention to Kyle, Cohen gestured toward the pacing figure. One who needed no introduction. “Kyle, I want you to meet Stanton Curry of the Orlando Magic and his agent, Mark Rabinowitz.” To the balding figure who remained seated, he said, “Kyle Watson is one of my brightest senior associates. I’m going to let him take the lead on this case.”

Kyle received a dead fish handshake from Rabinowitz, who eyed him with skepticism. “No offense, Kyle, but…” The agent turned back to Cohen and continued. “Are you sure we…Do you think this is the best way to go?”

Cohen nodded and then responded, “I know what you’re getting at. But Kyle’s the best trial lawyer we have. Stan is your go-to-guy, Kyle is ours. Isn’t that right, Watson?”

“I wouldn’t be too concerned with appearances,” Kyle retorted, eyeing Rabinowitz without a blink. “You might want to focus some of your concern on repelling the media attention this thing is receiving, unless you want Stan to get tried on the front page of every periodical in the city.” Rabinowitz, slightly rattled by Kyle’s confident tone, downplayed his own aggression. “Look,” he stated, “I just want what’s best for my client.”

“Our client,” Cohen corrected. “And Kyle is the best.”

Kyle didn’t let on that he and Stanton were former rivals on the court…Keeping his greeting strictly professional, he offered his hand and said, “How are you, Stanton? I’ve been following your progress since your career started.”

Cueing on Kyle’s lead, Stanton was cordial…“Nice to see you, man…Hope I haven’t disappointed you.”

With a sly smile, Kyle stated, “No way, man…You’ve been holding your own.”

Rabinowitz squirmed in his seat. Kyle could sense his level of discomfort at their familiar tones and casual speech.

“Kyle, why don’t you take Stanton to your office where he can give you all the particulars so we can get started on his defense as soon as possible,” Cohen stated.

“Sure thing. Stanton, why don’t you follow me.” As they moved from Cohen’s office into the brightly lit hallway, the sight and strides of two handsome African-American brothers dressed for business commanded everyone’s attention. Each step from the statuesque duo seemed like a synchronized lesson in self-confidence to the Black clerks pushing mail carts; the message without words powerfully stating, “Go to school, get your degree and do something with your life.” Secretaries in search of Black super men—those drop dead gorgeous hunks only found in Ebony—were peeking up from piles of work, whispering and batting eyelashes, seemingly under an alluring spell…

Before entering his office, Kyle introduced his well-known client to Trudy, his administrative assistant. His demeanor never wavered from corporate protocol as he requested a six-pack of Perrier with lemon from the employee lounge. Only after escorting Stanton into his office and closing his door did the veneer come down. And it did so with a process bred in the joy of knowing someone from around the way: a brotherly hug, a soulful handshake complete with a finger-popping finish and an inquiry, “Stan the man. What up, dawg?!”

“Man, nothin’ but drama,” Stanton announced, admiring Kyle’s place of business. The old rivals spent a few moments getting caught up. Kyle knew Stan’s story; Lincoln High, St. John’s University, Orlando’s first pick in the draft and seven first-team All-NBA selections in as many years. They discussed the whereabouts of a few mutual friends and acquaintances shared from their days as arch-rival basketball players in high school. Noticing the undergraduate and juris doctorate degrees from Georgetown University, the MVP plaques Kyle had accrued from intramural and lawyers’ basketball leagues left Stanton shaking his head. “I see you still got game.”

Kyle smiled. “Brooklyn point guards never lose their skills. You know that.”

“You could’ve been breakin’ ankles in the ‘L’, like I am.”

“Different people take different roads in life, Stan. Though B-ball is still in my blood, I was born to be a trial attorney.” They seated themselves in unison; Kyle behind his desk, Stan in his guest chair equipped with an ottoman. “Speaking of which, why didn’t you play in the Rucker Tournament this year? Kobe Bryant came down, so did Stephon Marbury, Tracy McGrady and some of the old school players like Clyde Frazier and Tiny Archibald for a legends game. What’s up with that?”

“Superstars improve their game in solitude. Got no time to showboat in the summer leagues. I want a ring next year.”

Kyle nodded in agreement. “Tell me about it. I’m tryin’ to be the first black partner here. With all the racist bullshit weakly disguised as politics, I often work alone on my cases.” Sensing the opportunity to segue to the matter at hand, he wasted no time in capitalizing. “What’s going on with you, man?”

Lowering his head with the query and then raising it suddenly in defiance, Stanton stated his case. “Man, some cat is goin’ for a shakedown. I was at Perk’s in Harlem about three weeks ago, and this guy, who appeared to have had one too many, was clownin’ me over the fact that we got bumped by the Charlotte Hornets in the first round this year.”

“I would’ve too, the way Jamal Mashburn ate y'all up,” Kyle quipped.

“Counselor’s got jokes, I see.”

“Just kidding, Stan. Go on.”

“So anyway, I could tell this guy was drunk. His speech was slurred, he was staggering and struggling to keep his balance and he’s razzing me something bad. The taunting didn’t bother me. But then he spilled beer on me. Swinging wildly in my direction, the mug of beer he held tipped over, and the froth of it sloshed on my shirt and lapel. I sidestepped his clumsiness ’cause I didn’t want him all over me. Before I could blink he lost his balance, fell on his face, and grabbed his nose. Then the bouncer intervened and they escorted me outside.

“I never saw him again after that, so I figured it was just one of those things. Two weeks later he pressed battery charges against me. So I turned myself in, made bail, and now I need a good trial lawyer to clear my name of this madness.”

Kyle scribbled on a blank legal pad in the ensuing silence. “Is that all that happened?”

“That’s it.”

“So you never hit him?”

Stan sucked his teeth. “Look man, I ain’t into throwin’ cats through windows and shit. I was just trying to have some dinner and a good time.”

Kyle sighed and then raised his hand to indicate his understanding. “I have to ask you these things, man, because this guy and his ambulance chaser are going to do everything in their power to prove that you assaulted him. They’re creating an image; he’ll be an unwitting, undeserving victim. So I need to know if you’re leaving anything out, otherwise we’ll be going to the theatre of the unexpected.”

“You know everything.” Stan nodded as he leaned back in his seat, brooding…

“Stan, personally, I’d be honored to clear your name. But know this, I’m a professional, and from this point forward I must treat you like a client. You might not agree with some of my actions, and you may even dislike my suggestions, but trust me, they’re in your best interest. Because this is such a high profile case, until it’s over, I want you to keep a low profile, meaning…”

“Stay away from the women, the bars, and the club scene,” Stan finished, sighing.

“Exactly. Your visibility in these places can go a long way in the judge’s final ruling.” With those words, Kyle came from behind his desk, and in a moment of spiritual weakness, gave his brother in the struggle a loving embrace. “I got your back, dawg. Believe that.”

 

I got your back, dawg… Those five words were a motivating tool for Kyle Watson as he labored from dusk to dawn preparing Stanton’s defense. Additional incentive came in knowing that in October, some eight weeks away, Cohen, Schindler and Brody’s fiscal cycle would end with the announcement of the firm’s new partners. Having already established his brilliance by defending clients with the tenacity of a pitbull, emerging victorious in a case of this magnitude would go a long way in proving he merited strong consideration.

Winning a case of such importance entailed great sacrifice as well. Heeding Cohen’s orders to concentrate solely on Curry’s exoneration, every case that had been worked on prior to his assignment to Stanton was either compartmentalized or delegated to junior associates.

“Grunt work,” Kyle mumbled from his home office a week into his prep work. Inundated with the task of preparing interrogatories, finding credible witnesses and conversing and consulting with his defense team via e-mail, his social and romantic life had taken a turn for the worse ever since his goal of partnership by thirty-three became an obsession. Recalling the words of his former fiancée, Anita Browne, had said to him when she broke off the engagement two years ago by moving out of their Riverdale condo, “Being with you is like being alone,” Kyle was briefly saddened once again. The devastation that rose through him upon hearing those words compelled him to numb his pain with work. Assuaging his hurt with an inordinately large case load served as therapy.

Not on this night, however. Finally taking a break from the task at hand, Kyle the Recluse succumbed to his loneliness. Sipping white zinfandel after a hot shower, he tried to ignore the stiff feeling at his groin telling him it had been too long since he’d had sex, but his efforts were futile. Too wound up to go to sleep, yet too tired to step out and mingle at a local watering hole, too late for jumpers at a nearby gym, and too far removed from the dating scene to consider a booty call, the Internet would be a catharsis that evening…

Dimming the lights to his work study, Kyle refilled his glass of wine, placed a CD in the PC drive and instantly the case-related tension gave way to physical longing. Keith Washington and Chanté Moore serenaded him with “Candlelight and You” as he lit a match to the wick of a lavender-scented votive. After searching the usual websites devoted to sports and leisure, he came across a rectangular icon flashing in white letters amidst a red background advertising Sistergirls.com, a bachelorette website.

As the music drifted to R. Kelly’s “Strip for You,” Kyle let his mind wander a bit while contemplating his next move. Growing weary of cooking dinner for one and of the sleepless seasons passing him by in a lonely bed, the blend of wine and melody heightened masculine cravings and lowered his inhibitions. Desires now running rampant, he wished some seductive siren would knock three times at his door, drop her coat to the floor and help him release pent-up sexual tension. Masturbation can only do so much, he mused.

Clicking onto the link, the artistic portrait of three attractive ladies was a precursor to the numerous images of desirable, available women, each accompanied by biographical profiles, personality narratives and ideal match descriptions for potential suitors. There was something for every man: hotties and hoochies wearing daisy dukes and large earrings for thugs who coveted the around-the-way type; the conservative, debutante sort for professional men in search of eye candy; a couple even arched Kyle’s eyebrows with brazen sexual demands and enticing photos.

Sifting though the diverse, yet delectable assortment of Nubian queens with cute and clever profiles, he was about to exit the site when he noticed the title, CHOCOLATE KITTY IS DREAMING ABOUT YOU, next to a picture-less bio. That she was faceless intrigued him. Her bio had better be something, Kyle thought as he scanned the page.


Dear Lover,

Though I could write a lot of starry-eyed platitudes regarding love and the quest thereof, I do not covet that at this point in my life.



Then what in the hell is she looking for? Kyle pondered. I want lust before love. Are you man enough to play this game of on-line foreplay with me? Mmmm, I sure hope so…I love the chemistry between male and female, and what we can create in our sensuous, seductive cyber world of two…I love exploring the world of erotic fantasy and thoroughly enjoy the differences between the sexes; your thoughts, my thoughts and our dreams and desires in the throes of passion…

I have a hunger to meet you on-line in a string bikini and be folded into your arms on a moonlit night along a foreign beach, sipping a cool merlot and listening to hot jazz. I want to dance forbidden dances with you as we travel the world together in fantasy: Brazil, Argentina, Barcelona and Cancun all await our long walks and steamy nights in cyberland…Can we try every position imaginable, both in your place and mine? Can I satisfy your every desire and craving, your every need, in our virtual land of ecstasy? I sure hope so. This Chocolate Kitty wants to purr. I’ll be waiting.

Chocolate Kitty–ChocKitty@sg.com

Upon completing his perusal of her profile, a mysterious mixture of heat and intrigue passed through Kyle as her flavor preference piqued his curiosity. Is she as fond of chocolate as I am? Collapsing back in his chair as he read her invitation once more, the throbbing at his lower body matched the intensity of his strong pumping heart. Drifting into fantasy, the thought of running a lively tongue along her bronze skin…But is her skin bronze, caramel, or some other earthly shade? Envisioning their full lips melding to one…Are her petals full, or small and sweet? he asked himself. Are her kisses tender and teasing, or plundering and passionate? Was her kitty in need of the warm milk that threatened to spurt from his pulsing masculinity? Only one way to find out, Kyle thought as he removed his hand from his protruding member. He would play her game of seduction.

The woman is witty and intelligent, he thought while reaching for a quart of chocolate milk in his portable refrigerator, so my nickname and title must be catchy. As he drank from the plastic carton he pondered this, but when he pulled the spout from his mouth and his eyes landed on the container’s labeling, it came to him. Placing the milk on top of the fridge, Kyle’s gaze moved from the quart to his groin, then back to the quart. A mischievous smile crossed his face as he clicked on the reply button and began to type. CHOCA-LOT WILL MAKE YOUR KITTY PURR…

Taking his time as the sounds of Kenny Lattimore filled both mood and soul, Kyle wrote and rewrote the message he would send to this tempting tart.

Breathing heavily as he finished his response to his hopeful kitten, the eight inches between Kyle’s legs stood as solid as an oak. Sighing with regret, oh, how he wished this mystery lady were there to relieve his aching sensation. Another night with Miss Palmer and her five fingers, he thought as he shut his workstation down.








CHAPTER TWO



"Counselors, approach the bench now!” barked Supreme Court Justice Amanda Powell.

The two attorneys glared at one another as they rounded their tables and started toward her. As different in appearance as night and day, Dale Gordon was a portly, balding man in his early-fifties who seemingly took not a moment’s care in his personal grooming as flecks of dandruff sprinkled the shoulders of his wrinkled and stained jacket. If not for his brilliant legal mind, Amanda was sure the District Attorney would have removed him from his roll years ago. On the other hand was the tall, impeccably groomed and undeniably handsome Kyle Watson. A bit too cocky for her liking, she could not, however, deny his keen legal prowess. As he strolled toward her, their eyes met and held. Is he challenging me? she wondered. Well, if he is, I’ve got a surprise in store for him.

Covering the microphone on her bench while giving the stenographer a sign that indicated an off-the-record conversation was about to take place, she spoke to the adversaries in a heated whisper. “If you two are finished with your war of egos, I’d like to proceed with this hearing. I will not…I repeat, will not have this petty bickering in my courtroom. If you two can’t get your acts together and behave like the professionals you’re supposed to be, I’ll give you both a night in lock-up to think about the proper way to behave when you’re in my house.” Noticing the look of derision oozing from Kyle Watson’s eyes, she added, “And Counselor Watson, if you’ve got a problem with what I’m saying, too bad!”

“Your Honor, I didn’t say anything.”

“I don’t like your look.”

“But…”

“Step back,” she commanded.

 

The nerve of Watson, Judge Powell muttered while slipping out of her black judicial robe that evening. Ever since her early afternoon halt to the attorney haggle, her mind maddeningly drifted between conflicting matters: soaking up as much pretrial information in the Stanton Curry case as possible, and trying to overlook and ignore the annoying look of arrogance on the face of his representation. Hmmph, he better come with his shit correct. I certainly hope this young brother doesn’t underestimate me, she mused. I’m not your ordinary, run-of-the-mill judge.

Amanda Powell was not this by a long shot. A graduate of Duke Law School and former congressional staffer, she, Amanda Powell, was well-received in many legal circles across the country, hence as she was her assignment to the bench seat at forty-one years of age.

In two short years after her appointment, she had been lauded by the American Bar Association for her brilliant, articulate yet direct, shoot-from-the-hip personal style which was well respected by peers and counsel alike. Even the law-breakers who came before her daily made comments which suggested she always “kept it real,” as she occasionally spoke to the offenders in the latest street vernacular. It seemed only fitting that the judicial wheel would once again stop on her name when it came to presiding over a case involving a prominent sports personality.

 

Upon entering her Striver’s Row brownstone that evening, the only thing Amanda wanted to do was light some scented candles, pour herself a glass of her favorite Johannesburg Riesling wine and soak in her Jacuzzi with the sweet sounds of Will Downing playing in the background. Dropping her keys and briefcase in the foyer, she climbed the carpeted staircase off the entryway and immediately set herself to the task.

Bone weary from her exhaustive day, the warm water was a soothing respite. As she lounged in her tub and sipped from her stemmed glass, the handsome visage of Kyle Watson pervaded her thoughts, causing an involuntary tingle to course through her lower region. Dreaming that he traced her body with the skillful, yet sensitive touch of his fingertips, unconsciously, Amanda’s hand slid down her soapy frame until her fingers were perched at the entrance to her private garden. Slowly slipping a finger inside, she leaned her head back and let the combination of the tub’s jets and her fingers dancing to the rhythm of the tune emanating from her stereo speakers take her on a trip to euphoria. Shocked by the sensation, intensity and inspiration for her explosive release, she quickly sat up, splashing the wine as she did. Where the hell did that come from? This wine must be affecting me more than I thought.

Quickly draining the water from her soothing haven, Amanda dried her body, replenished the liquid sedative and moved to her den. Turning on her computer, she hoped there would be correspondence in her mailbox on the Sistergirls.com website to rid her mind of her unprovoked fantasy. Bored with the daily rhetoric administered by battling attorneys, she came home one June evening and surfed the site out of curiosity. Deliberating for weeks before placing her on-line personal, tonight she hoped to discover a stimulating reply to her advertisement and maybe, just maybe, start something naughty. Sifting through the messages, she found the initial response to her post ridiculous.


Hear Kitty, Kitty, Kitty…

I would love to take you to Arooba and would caress the breast and lick you from head two to getting you wedda than you can ever get. I would slide my big black thik kat all da way up in ya, fillin ya up sumthin real nice. This goes on for a fue hours and then we lay and go to sleep then start all over again in Burmooda. If you are interested in a brotha 6’5” tall and ways 275 solid slightly bowleggd with dough eyes right me at Bigguy9@sg.com and let’s make it happen.

Bigguy9@sg.com



Idiot, Amanda fumed while deleting the reply. His dumb ass can’t even spell. Hopefully, the next one would be enticing, she thought.


A Chocolate Kitty is what I need to complete my recipe: Take one fine ass woman that wants to travel. Add one tall, caramel, handsome man. Add a pinch of affluence, a dash of arrogance, and many types of baby kisses. On your neck. Your spine. Your belly. Your hips. Add a slithering tongue on your silky legs and mouth on that sweet little pussy I know you have. Sprinkle in the fact that I would handle my business, that being to make you scream. Fuck the neighbors; they need to know I’m your daddy. Stir my semen into your oven and sauté until tender. We don’t need to travel; my appetite has been whet by your kitty, and I want to baste it and taste it, girl!!! Holla back if you wanna be the entrée.

JuicyJay@sg.com



Shaking her head at this correspondence, Amanda was flustered. Am I being seduced here, or am I being cooked? She wanted confident, not cocky; assured, not asinine; simple and selfless as opposed to selfish and stupid.

Tempted to ignore the third posting, her curiosity outweighed her better judgment. She placed the pointer on the screen on the message’s caption, CHOC-A-LOT WILL MAKE YOUR KITTY PURR…, then clicked her mouse to open it.


Chocolate Kitty,

I sit at my desk, lonely and longing to share a night of passion with someone, even if in the world of e-mails and instant messages. Reading your dreams and desires jolted my senses and seared my skin with a heated sensation. This agile king would love to meet the queen of your fantasy world.

Cool merlot and hot jazz, you say? Have you ever tangoed in Madrid? Would you like to tangle in Morocco? Can our teeth and tongues clash in Monte Carlo? Can I inflict titillating torture while our bodies become one in cyberspace? Dreaming of dancing with you in an exotic wonderland, it would truly be an honor to take your hand and join you in this virtual world of ecstasy. Trust me, I will make your Chocolate Kitty purr.

Mr. Choc-A-Lot–ChocAlot@sg.com



“Now that’s more like it,” Amanda voiced with a smile. Reentering the world of fantasy, the blank-faced vision of this ebony knight appeared before her, causing shortness of breath. Longing to have the cavern of her wetness filled with something rich, thick and chocolate, a drizzle of her moistness trickled down her left thigh. Hoping that it would mingle with the saliva of this faceless prince’s tongue trail, the mere thought of his oral lizard invading and arousing her feminine pasture had her fingers running over her clit once more. Soon, drizzles and droplets turned to ecstatic, orgasmic torrents of pleasure as a river of warm juices flowed from her.

Sighing with relief from the release brought on by self-gratification, Amanda Powell knew the expressions of this man were real. Wanting to quench an inquisitive thirst for the person behind the words, she began tapping an answer.


Mr. Choc-A-Lot,

I must admit your response to my ad made quite an impression with me. (If only he knew, Amanda mused.) You seem well-traveled in the parallel virtual worlds of travel and passion, not to mentioned well-versed in the art of seduction. Your invitation to dance enticed me so much that I’m wondering Mr. Lot—Can I call you that?—are you real, or an apparition? Can you make me mutter ooohs and aahs in the throes of cybersex? Can you make me throb and ache, dizzy and wanting all of you, in all of me? Can we make the sands in the hourglass of cyber love stand still as our bodies become entwined after hours in our mutual world of fantasy? The wetness of my kitty tells me that you can. If so, meet me tomorrow night, at nine o’clock in the Sistergirls chat room so we can privately explore the Bahamas, as well as each other.

See you there–Chocolate Kitty.



“Mmmm, I can’t wait,” Amanda said aloud while turning off her computer. The chocolate vision she hoped would still the motion of her hips with his own movements in fantasy would be tomorrow night’s treat. For now, a pillow between her legs would do the trick.








CHAPTER THREE



Frustration filled the face of Kyle Watson as he followed Stephen Cohen into his corner office. Feeling as if he’d squandered another day in the defense of Stanton Curry, he began venting.

“I can’t believe Judge Powell didn’t approve of my witness list. Is she trying to make an example of Stanton Curry?”

Gazing at the midtown summer twilight before taking his seat, Cohen lit a cigar, then replied. “Perhaps she’s trying to set you straight, Watson.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Maybe her actions are an indication of the seriousness of this matter. She’s trying to show you that the litigation proceedings will not result in a cakewalk dismissal, like many of the ‘Joe Fan versus the Popular Athlete’ cases.”

“I’m cognizant of that,” Kyle responded. “But, Steve, our client wasn’t accused of murder, you know.”

“I’m aware of that, Watson. But given the notoriety of the defendant and the magnitude of this action, Judge Powell is leaving nothing to chance in terms of showing favoritism. I would do the same if I wore her shoes.”

“You would wear heels, boss?” Kyle cracked.

Cohen grinned at his star pupil as he took a haughty puff on his cigar. “Another one like that and I’ll take you off this case.”

“Seriously, Steve, how do I handle this judge?”

Whenever Kyle said his first name with an inquiry, Stephen Cohen lightened this partner hopeful’s befuddlement with a dead-on impersonation of Yoda the Jedi Master. “Use The Force, Luke.”

“C’mon, Steve. Seriously.”

“We’ll figure her out in the morning,” Cohen announced after another puff. “I’m giving you the night off. You know what that means, Watson?”

“Seven in the morning start. Right, boss?”

“See you at seven, Kyle. You have some work to do before going off to court tomorrow afternoon. Don’t be late, Watson.” As Kyle moved to the office door, Cohen stopped him in his tracks with a parting thought. “You have to admit, Judge Powell’s quite the sight for sore eyes. Don’t you agree?”

Startled by his boss’ forwardness, he faced him once more and spoke like he’d been programmed by Bill Gates himself. “Steve, I haven’t paid any attention to that detail. I’m attempting to win a high profile case for the firm, so the beauty of Amanda Powell is irrelevant at this juncture.”

“Good answer, Watson. Good answer.”

 

Heading homeward on the uptown “1” train, Kyle was still mystified by Cohen’s final comment. Although undeniably handsome and naturally flirtatious, he had never, and would never, make a pass at a presiding judge. That is not to say any of those women of power would not make a play for him. Once, at the conclusion of a trial, he was passed a note from a court clerk, which read “you can put your shoes under my bed any time you like.” Reviewing the note, he saw the judicial letterhead, Her Honor’s signature, and quickly discarded it. He assumed that word had spread like wildfire since he’d been left alone.

Truth be told, he had been so engrossed in his recent quest for partnership that he hadn’t paid attention to the beauty or advances of any woman. Maybe Anita took more than my heart away when she left, he mused.

Looking at his watch as the metal transit horse crossed the 220th Street Bridge adjoining Manhattan and the Bronx, Kyle noted the time. Seven-thirty and it’s still daylight. Zipping by the preceding stations, the train pulled into its final stop at 242nd Street and Van Cortlandt Park. Finding the thought of a stroll enticing, instant notions were dashed, however, when he saw the magenta-violet rays of light illuminating the skies above. Longing to share the beauty of a sunset with someone special—not to mention a turkey and Swiss hero from the local deli—his condo up the Riverdale hills went from obvious alternative to only option in the blink of an eye.

Inside, that choice proved satisfying to Kyle, for the midnight blue Brooks Brothers suit and shirt he wore magically became an athletically bare chest, white sweat pants and slippers as he consumed his meal. Hunger sated, the combination of long hours and lethargy set in as he sipped from his wine glass in front of his PC.

Yawning while opening his Netscape Explorer address, Kyle’s eyes were barely open as he wandered from site to site aimlessly. First, it was to ESPN to see how Barry Bonds and the San Francisco Giants were doing in the pennant race; then to Amazon.com to order Gettin’ Buck Wild: The Sex Chronicles 2, the latest Zane collection for his secretary as a birthday present; and finally, to the Sistergirls.com site to what he thought would be an empty mailbox for MR. CHOC-A-LOT.

That one letter in his in-box was an injection of caffeine to his system. His pulse now alert as a familiar stiffening at his groin captured his attention, just seeing the CHOCOLATE KITTY address awakened Kyle as his eyes bulged with excitement and curiosity. After a mouse click, quick scan and time check, initial anticipation and inquisitiveness quickly turned to panic. Shit, I’m ten minutes late!!!

 

Five minutes. I’m giving him five more minutes, Amanda fumed as she waited in an empty chat room. Having downloaded the message from MR. CHOCA-LOT, Judge Powell found it intoxicatingly arousing as she read it repeatedly while on the bench during lulls in the Stanton Curry pre-trial conference. Daydreaming about this cyber suitor’s sensuous touch, Her Honor wondered if her thoughts of fantasy were obsessive, or was she simply horny and scared to do anything about it. At day’s end, she decided that the chat would do it for her. It’s either that, or a cucumber from the local D’Agostino supermarket, she thought.

The ensuing cab ride home refused to curb the anticipation of a tension release. Dreaming that CHOC-A-LOT had licked her from cleavage to cunt, her pointed, brown nipples threatened to come through her white blouse as her libido was on the brink of ignition. Trying to ignore a well-known throb of desire between her legs, her efforts were futile as her body ached with need. She hoped a conversation with a potential cyber mate would supply the perfect antidote for these passionate pangs.

So there Amanda sat. Having logged on the Sistergirls.com site at eight-fifty, she thought this Nubian knight of wondrous words would feel her excitement and log on early. Such was not the case. Assuming he would be on time for their chat, nine o’clock came and went, taking with it promptness and punctuality. Assumption is the mother of all fuck-ups, she railed. Ten minutes later, she was resigned that MR. CHOC-A-LOT was a pretender to the throne of erotic passion; she would give him five more minutes before sending a tactless response to his no-show.

Suddenly, an entry eased her loneliness and caused her loins to clench.

CHOC-A-LOT: Chocolate Kitty, are you there?

KITTY: You know, if this were a flight, it would have left you in the waiting area.

CHOC-A-LOT: My apologies for the late arrival. I just checked my messages a couple of minutes ago.

KITTY: I thought that you were backing out on me, Mr. Choc-A-Latte.

CHOC-A-LOT: That’s Choc-A-Lot, Ms. Kitty.

KITTY: OK, Mr. Choc-A-Lot. Look, let’s get a few things straight from the start. If you’re going to be a part of my cyber fantasy world, you must follow one simple rule. Don’t ever keep me waiting. If we have an appointment, I’m expecting you to keep it. And if you keep it, you must be punctual. I’m not looking for someone who wants to toy around when it’s convenient for him. I covet a real man who can fulfill my every virtual world need on my time. Can you hang with that???

Kyle did a double-take as he paused before responding. Who the fuck does she think she is, my mother? Recalling the abuse he endured daily with the Judge’s demands, he sure didn’t need this. The response to her arrogance filled the screen quickly.

CHOC-A-LOT: Chocolate Kitty, I’ve already apologized. Things happen. And considering that we didn’t have an appointment, your insinuation is not appreciated. But while you’re at it, I have my own set of rules. If I’m to work that chocolate kitty of yours like the candy that it is, I will do it on my terms. This is my specialty. And I refuse to be dictated as to how and when it should be done. So yes, I’m hanging and for your information, I’m hanging pretty heavy. Can you handle that?

A wicked smile appeared on Amanda’s face as she read his reply. Had she finally met someone who wasn’t intimidated by her? Someone who would stand up to her and not squirm at her every demand? He passed the first test, she thought. This could prove to be very interesting.

KITTY: Hmm, assertive. I like that.

CHOC-A-LOT: Oh, is this a game to you, because I don’t have time for games.

KITTY: Now, now, Mr. Lot. There’s no need to get touchy. I’m not playing games, for my time is valuable as well. You’re right, we didn’t have an appointment and it was pretty darned presumptuous of me to assume you would be available at a time that was convenient for me when I don’t know anything about you. (After a pause with no response from him, she continued.) Look, why don’t we start from scratch. Tell me a little about yourself, so we can start this trip on the same page, at the same time, and from the same port of call. Truce? Mr. Lot, are you still there?

Kyle was still there, contemplating. Brooding, yet still contemplating. Who in the hell is this woman? Well, she did apologize, sort of. Ah, what the hell.

CHOC-A-LOT: Truce. What is it you’d like to know about me?

KITTY: Well, for starters, what do you look like?

CHOC-A-LOT: Whatever you want me to look like.

KITTY: Like Denzel or Morris Chestnut—LOL. Just kidding. Or am I?

Laughing out loud, She sounds like a humdinger, Kyle thought.

CHOC-A-LOT: Well, for the record, I’ve been told I’m quite the catch.

KITTY: Oh, so you must be pretty handsome. Did you just get in from work?

CHOC-A-LOT: As a matter of fact, I did.

KITTY: What line of business are you in?

CHOC-A-LOT: Don’t go there.

KITTY: OK. Your wish is my command, your majesty.

CHOC-A-LOT: You can actually be submissive, Ms. Kitty?

KITTY: When I need to be.

CHOC-A-LOT: You don’t strike me as that. You seem to be the authoritative type; a woman who likes control.

KITTY: Funny you should say that. I often hear that description at work.

CHOC-A-LOT: And where might that be?

KITTY: You don’t tell, so I won’t either.

CHOC-A-LOT: Touché. LOL.

KITTY: Turn-a-bout is fair play, Mr. Lot.

CHOC-A-LOT: That is so true. I’ll go on the record and say that I’m in the legal profession. That’s all I care to volunteer at the moment.

KITTY: Small world. I have ties to the legal community as well.

CHOC-A-LOT: I see our flight to the Bahamas has been postponed tonight.—Smile.

KITTY: You’re right. Should we make an “appointment” to meet here tomorrow? I know when I get in from work, I usually like to take off my clothes, run a warm bath, put on some soft music and just relax before I do anything else.

CHOC-A-LOT: Mmmm, can I come over?

KITTY: Heel, Rover. What makes you think this kitty likes dogs?—LOL.

Kyle’s imagination began to run rampant as he envisioned her lounging in a big, claw-foot bathtub, sipping from a glass of wine dangling from a lazy hand flung over the side of it.

CHOC-A-LOT: What kind of bathtub do you have?

KITTY: Excuse me?

CHOC-A-LOT: Your tub, is it set into the floor or is it on feet?

KITTY: It’s a claw-foot tub, why?

CHOC-A-LOT: Just curious.

KITTY: Curiosity killed the cat.

CHOC-A-LOT: It also elicited a response from me to your message.

KITTY: Touché. However, you didn’t answer my question about our “appointment.”

CHOC-A-LOT: Are you free tomorrow night around ten o’ clock, or is that too late?

KITTY: Well, ten’s okay, but why so late?

CHOC-A-LOT: I’m expecting to have a long day tomorrow. A chat with you will be the perfect nightcap.

KITTY: Ten’s doable for me.

CHOC-A-LOT: Cool, so until then, keep that kitty warm for me.

KITTY: Only if you promise to pet it.

CHOC-A-LOT: (smile) I promise to stroke it like it’s never been stroked before. Until tomorrow, Queen.

KITTY: I’m looking forward to it, Sir Choc-A-Lot.

Pet it? I’ll do more than just pet that kitty, Kyle thought as he clicked off his computer. Hungry for some sexual action, any type of stimulant would do as anxiousness enveloped him. Warm blood raced through his mind and chest, then headed south to harden the length of him once more. Rubbing his tool in anticipation and wondering what vision would invade the dreams of Chocolate Kitty that night, he would ask her to reveal them tomorrow.








CHAPTER FOUR



Iwant to be naughty and nasty tonight. Amanda Powell reached this conclusion long before she stepped into the cool Manhattan air that evening; her decision to do so cemented by the courtroom performance of Kyle Watson during the afternoon session of the Stanton Curry trial. Today marked the commencement of witness testimony, and she found herself in silent appreciation of the cross-examination techniques displayed by the defendant’s lead counsel.

Judge Powell, while impartial to the actual proceeding, quietly admired the way Kyle Watson presented his questioning. Watching him gauge the aura of each witness, she noted his intuition, his immensely sensitive feel for each individual taking the stand. Utilizing this innate sense with expert precision, Kyle knew the exact moment when to thunder away, when to pull back, when to badger, and when to give pause. To her amazement, the prosecution had little argument to his cross-grilling; that Dale Gordon only objected twice during the three-hour hearing indicated such.

Somehow, she transformed his courtroom proficiency into human fantasy. Wondering if this legal wizard were a natural between the sheets as well, she tried to ignore her impure fixation, yet couldn’t. His gentle, albeit aggressive style of questioning tells me counselor is exacting, yet versatile. Fluid, confident, semi-bowlegged strides means that he’s athletic. Athleticism translates into energy. Mmmm, I like that. I wonder if he has good hip motion. Intercourse isn’t about in-and-out. A man must move in circles, too. Only close to orgasm would I let him fuck me, although letting him fuck me all the way through wouldn’t be bad at times. Mmm, he’s gotta take me there. Her vagina heated up during these thoughts, causing her canal walls to pulse as she perspired slightly. Through it all, Her Honor remained composed to the public eye, save an occasional cup of water from the pitcher adjacent to her gavel. Coming to as the session ended, that Judge Powell remembered the particulars of the day’s events was a miracle in itself.

The cab ride home provided its own anxiety, however, as Amanda had to address what was now becoming a difficult crisis. Why am I lusting after Kyle Watson so much? While again recognizing his striking features, the unmistakable confidence and unflappable demeanor, the undeniable self-assurance that oozed from his pores was also an alluring magnet. Under normal circumstances, she might indicate an attraction to him with a simple bat of an eye, a seductive wink, or a sensuous smile. Judge Powell could be easily smitten by this man.

Smitten that is, if she failed to acknowledge the glaring truth: that she was a presiding judge over a case in which the object of her unexplainable ardor was defending his high-profile client. My case. His client. Those two thoughts alone splashed cold water on her fantasy. As if she had been hit over the head with flashing red lights, she dismissed those thoughts and decided that she would have to find solace in what she hoped lay ahead during her ten p.m. rendezvous with Mr. Choc-A-Lot.

 

“Kyle, you really put them on their asses today in that courtroom,” Stephen Cohen announced proudly in his office that evening.

Even Stanton Curry had to agree. “I’m so glad you’re representing me,” he chimed in. Rabinowitz stood by with a sardonic look, unwilling to give Kyle credit for a job well done.

“I’m just doing my job,” Kyle said.

“And a damn good job at that,” Stephen continued. “Did you notice that our adversary raised only two objections this afternoon. TWO. Even Judge Powell seemed to be taken. She sat behind her bench with a look of pure satisfaction on her face. I’ve never seen her react like that before.”

“Mmmm,” Kyle agreed while checking the time on his David Yurman wristwatch. Seven-thirty. I can’t be late tonight, he thought. After today’s action in court, he felt pumped and ready to end a perfect day by taking a certain kitty to the ecstasy that she obviously craved. He was more than ready to show this arrogant, brazen little kitty who was in charge, who was definitely The Man.

“Why the smirk?” Stephen cut in, bringing Kyle back to reality.

Momentarily startled, Kyle looked and realized both men were watching him, awaiting an answer. “I was just thinking about something personal, that’s all. Look, Stanton,” he retorted, quickly changing the subject. “Why don’t we meet an hour earlier tomorrow morning. There are a few things I’d like to review with you before we go back to court.”

Sensing he was being dismissed, Stanton stood and extended a handshake to his representation. “No problem. At the same place?” Upon Kyle’s nod, he tightened his grip in appreciation. “Again, I can’t thank you enough. You’re doing a great job. I feel very confident with you representing me.”

“No thanks necessary, Stanton. Just remember me when I need courtside seats in Orlando,” he joked, bringing laughter from the trio. As the office door closed with Curry’s departure, Stephen Cohen turned toward his prize pupil with curiosity all over his face.

“So what were you thinking about, Watson? A certain judge, maybe?”

“Hey, Steve, I thought I was handling all the depositions,” Kyle quipped.

“Her eyes seemed to be glued to your body as you presented your case today. She looked like she’d been mesmerized by you.”

“Oh, please,” Kyle replied as he gathered his case file and inserted it into his briefcase. Although he noticed her beauty, he would never reveal this incriminating evidence to Stephen; not with a potential partnership hanging in the balance. Besides, his current distraction, Chocolate Kitty, was a welcome intrusion that awaited his attention online. Her interest was mutually noted by an urgent tingling in his pants in need of satisfying.

“Listen, boss, I’d like to stay and chat, but I’ve got an appointment that I have to keep.”

“A date while in the midst of the most important trial of your legal career? Perhaps an increase of workload is in order here. Don’t you agree, Watson?”

Kyle chuckled defensively. “Steve, I’ll touch base with you by cell tomorrow, after meeting with Stanton and before Judge Powell takes the bench. How’s that?”

“Sounds good.” Puzzled by his abruptness, Stephen followed him through the door wondering where he was off to.

Alone on the subway, Kyle finally steered his mental direction to the object of his virtual world’s desire; the deep moans of Toni Braxton’s “Art Of Love” flowing through the headphones of his Discman aided his transformation. The Bahamas tonight? Let’s see, dinner at the Poop Deck seafood restaurant; snorkeling in Freeport; dancing at the Zoo, and making love along the sands of Cable Beach… As Toni uttered “Grab Mommy” he flashed a smirk while envisioning two damp bodies fusing and disconnecting in rhythm. One of the masses, his own, slid a massive tool in and out of this imaginary vision. Changing the tempo from slow and steady to breakneck banging, the special milk that flowed from her kitty drenched the base of his manhood. His erotic train of thought reached an abrupt end with a hard shoulder tap.

“Excuse me. Excuse me,” the conductor said. “This is the last stop! Two hundred Forty-second Street! Last Stop!”

“Oh yeah, man. My bad.” Leaving the iron vehicle with an embarrassed look on his face, Kyle glanced at his watch and saw that it was eight forty-five. Arriving home, Kyle filled the time before his date with a quick sandwich and shower. Setting the mood in his den as if having company in the flesh, an insane need for erotic fulfillment captured him as the sensuous, harmonic sounds of Silk’s “Freak Me” surrounded the moment. Excitement emanating from the pit of his stomach surfaced as he dimmed the lights, then sipped from his screwdriver. The tenor was perfect for a sexual foray via cyber world. Nine fifty-eight, Kyle announced, glancing at his computer clock. It’s time to make that kitty scream. To his surprise, his delectable delight was already in the chat room.

KITTY: Hey there, slowpoke. How was your day?

CHOC-A-LOT: (smile) You’re funny. My day was pretty good, if I say so myself. So, Kitty, did you pack some whip cream for our trip?

KITTY: My, aren’t we in a hurry.

Damn, I hope he’s not like that in real life, Amanda thought as she paused.

KITTY: What’s the rush, Mr. Lot? I want to know who and what I’m going away with. What do you look like?

CHOC-A-LOT: Again, does it matter? I’ll tell you what. Give me two features of yours, and I’ll reveal two of mine.

KITTY: OK. My hair is short and auburn, like leaves turning colors in the fall. I also have a tiny mole just above my lips, like Marilyn Monroe. I’ve been told it’s very sexy.

CHOC-A-LOT: Mmmm, it sounds sexy.

KITTY: Does it make you hard?

CHOC-A-LOT: Sure does.

Kyle hardened rapidly.

KITTY: Can I stroke it for you?

CHOC-A-LOT: In a minute, Kitty. Don’t you want your two features?

KITTY: Oh, I forgot. Give them to me.

Amanda had to blush at her own aggression. Good thing he’s not right here in front of me. He’d probably think I was some hot, horny ho in a hurry.

CHOC-A-LOT: I’m about 6’1” and nicely built. Fill in the blanks with your imagination.

KITTY: Mmmm, something I can climb.

CHOC-A-LOT: I have something for you to climb, all right.

KITTY: Ooh, hearing that makes my kitty wet.

CHOC-A-LOT: Look who’s going fast now? I haven’t even stroked her yet.

KITTY: But you’re making her purr.

CHOC-A-LOT: Already? We haven’t even got on the plane yet.

KITTY: I must correct you, Sir Choc-A-Lot. I’m in my thong bikini already, on Cable Beach, nursing a Sexon-the-beach.

CHOC-A LOT: Well, can I join you? Though I must inform you that sex on the beach can be quite abrasive when a kitty is on her backside.

KITTY: (blushing) I have my blanket for us, Choc-A-Lot.

CHOC-A-LOT: (smile) And I brought the champagne.

KITTY: Mmmm. What kind?

CHOC-A LOT: Veuve Cliquot.

KITTY: Forget the Sexon-the-beach. Would you pour me a glass?

CHOC-A-LOT: Sure. Here you go.

KITTY: Thank you, sweetie. Can we make a toast?

CHOC-A-LOT: Sure thing. Here’s to doing away with legal days and lonely nights.

KITTY: I’ll drink to that, my dear. Clink.

CHOC-A-LOT: Clink.

During the pause, Kyle sipped on his screwdriver. On the other end, Amanda took in some Riesling.

KITTY: Mmmm, tasty.

CHOC-A-LOT: Very tasty. But champagne is not only for drinking, Kitty.

KITTY: Mmmm, sounds kinky. What do you have in mind, mister?

Kinky, huh? Kyle thought. The muscle between his legs was bulging, and its longing thoughts began thinking for the head upstairs. It’s time to turn up the furnace, it directed.

CHOC-A-LOT: Who knows? A drip here, a drop there.

KITTY: Anything you spill you have to lick up.

CHOC-A-LOT: Who said anything about spilling? “Pouring” is the operative word at this moment.

KITTY: So, Sir Choc-A-Lot, does my glass need a refill, or will this treat be poured in a different kind of receptacle?”

CHOC-A-LOT: Why don’t you lie back on that blanket and we’ll find out. (pouring) You like that, Kitty?

“Shit,” Amanda mumbled as a quiver traveled from her neck to the lips of her aching slit. Moaning softly, she actually felt the liquid fantasy poured over her, causing another aroused shiver. She had to let him know how good the champagne adorning her body felt.

KITTY: Ooh, it’s cold.

CHOC-A-LOT: It’s supposed to be, Kitty. But you seem to be handling it very well.

KITTY: I handle a lot of things well. As you can see, my navel has a deep well. It’s perfect for sipping; Though, I must say, those bubbles tickle.

CHOC-A-LOT: Do you have any other deep wells?

KITTY: I sure do, baby. And that well holds a lot more than champagne.

CHOC-A-LOT: Can I see it?

KITTY: Sure.

It’s getting hot down there. Amanda, needing to cool off, exposed herself to the computer. She needs air.

KITTY: You like?

CHOC-A-LOT: Yes, I sure do. But I’m surprised that it’s so empty.

KITTY: My well needs filling up. You think you can do that for me?

Kyle’s eyes widened. This woman knows what she wants. His privates thickening to unparalleled girth, he stroked his length slightly to numb the volcanic sensation on the precipice of eruption. That salty white lava release would come later. For now, he had a woman online to satisfy.

CHOC-A-LOT: Can I lick your Kitty first? I want to taste it before plunging my steel in.

KITTY: Please lick it, Baby.
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