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CHAPTER ONE:  SHARON
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Sharon Turner, known as Shari during her more carefree college days, had always been a natural leader. Her sharp intellect and commanding presence had propelled her through the corporate world with an unyielding grace. At 5'10, she was an imposing figure with chestnut hair that cascaded down her back. She often kept it tied up in a no-nonsense bun while donning her signature masculine business suits, a stark contrast to the softness of the camisoles she wore over her 34B breasts. Her sharp tongue and unyielding grip on the company's finances had earned her the respect, and sometimes fear, of her male colleagues. 
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However, the lack of passion in her personal life was a constant ache which she tried to soothe with encounters with young, submissive men she dubbed her 'little boys' whom she would find online. These interactions, however, while satisfying her baser urges, left her craving something deeper, something she had only ever experienced in her youth.

Her grandmother's farm, a place of innocence and discovery, held the key to her most secret desires. She remembered her mother's younger step brother, Thomas, with a mix of nostalgia and longing. He had been her hero that summer, a time when she had been allowed to tag along with him on adventures in the surrounding woods. She had to call him 'Tommy' and, in exchange for letting her accompany him she had to agree to play his games. 

The games themselves had been innocent, yet they were charged with a hint of dominance.  A power dynamic she had been too young to fully understand. He routinely made her lift up her skirt to show him her panties, sometimes he spanked her, and once he even made her strip and walk naked amongst the trees. He only ever looked at her, though. Other than a swat on her bottom, he had never touched her. It was all part of childish fun, yet it had sparked a fire in her that had never truly been extinguished. As an adult, she fantasized about exploring her submissive nature with a quiet fervor, her fantasies often revolving around the 'what-ifs' of those long-ago days.
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Now, as the CFO of a multi-million dollar company, she found herself face-to-face with a new kind of temptation. His name was Reginald Rhys, well known in the business community as a barter broker. His charismatic charm and piercing gaze had a way of making people drop their guards, and Sharon was no exception. His proposal of a barter system for the company's outdated inventory was intriguing, but it was his subtle suggestions that had her truly captivated.  The meeting in her office was very productive, and since it was close to noon, he asked her to join him for lunch.

“Let down your hair,” he suggested as they approached his sleek red convertible.

“She immediately released the bun and shook her head.  “Like this?”

With the wind whipping her hair around her face as they drove along the road, enjoying the sunny afternoon, she felt a thrill of excitement.  The warm sun kissed her skin, and she found herself relaxing in a way she hadn't in years, her usually tight grip on control slowly loosening as they drove further from the office.

Reginald parked the car outside a quaint bistro. He walked around to open her door, extending a hand to help her out with a smile that made her heart flutter. The gentle touch of his hand sent a jolt through her body, one that she hadn't felt in a very long time. As they strolled into the restaurant, she couldn't shake the feeling that this meeting was about to take a very unexpected turn, and deep down, she hoped it would.

The conversation flowed easily over a glass of chilled wine and a shared platter of hors d'oeuvres. Sharon unexpectedly found herself opening up to him, sharing her frustrations and desires in a way she hadn't with anyone else.  Yet, doing so seemed to natural. His eyes never left hers, a silent promise of understanding and perhaps something more. When he suggested they move to a more private booth, she didn't hesitate. She had a feeling that the real negotiation was about to begin, and she was ready to see what kind of deal they could make.

The dimly lit corner of the restaurant offered them the perfect cocoon of privacy. The gentle hum of other conversations and clinking glasses served as a backdrop to their intimate exchange. As they sat closer, she felt his leg brush against hers, a touch that sent shivers down her spine. His hand rested casually on the small of her back, guiding her to the comfortable velvet bench. She knew she was playing a dangerous game, but she couldn't resist the allure of a man who seemed to know exactly what she needed without her ever having to say it aloud.

"Shari," he said, his voice a smooth caress that sent a shiver down her spine. "May I call you that?"

"Please do." She smiled.

"Shari, your business acumen is undeniable, but I suspect there's another side to you that you rarely get to indulge."

Sharon took a sip of her wine, her eyes flicking over the man before her. She felt a sudden jolt of excitement at the way he looked at her, as if he could see straight through her professional armor to the woman beneath, the one who craved to be taken by the reins and led into the realms of passion she had only dreamed about. She leaned in, curious. "And what side is that?"

Reginald leaned closer, his hand ghosting up her arm to gently push a strand of hair behind her ear. "The side that dreams of giving up control, of being told what to do and feeling the thrill of someone else in control." His gaze was intense, and she felt a blush creeping up her neck.

She seemed startled. "How did you...?"

He smiled enigmatically. "Let's just say I have a knack for understanding people's desires." He reached for the last olive on the plate, bringing it to her lips. "Open for me, Shari."

Without a second thought, she did as he asked, her teeth sinking into the salty fruit, his fingertips brushing against her mouth. The simple act was loaded with an unspoken promise, and she felt a wetness begin to pool between her legs. This was it, she realized with a mix of fear and excitement. This was the encounter she had been waiting for, the moment she would finally get to explore the depths of her hidden fantasies.

As they sipped on coffee after their meal, Reginald leaned back, his gaze locking onto her eyes. "How about if we both leave our professional persona behind for the afternoon? We can take a drive through the woods.” 

Sharon instantly agreed, eager to shed the weight of her responsibilities, if only for a few hours.  Her heart racing, she smiled back  across the table. He knew, she thought to herself. Somehow, he knew about Tommy and her secret desires. The thought both thrilled and terrified her.

Lunch finished, they stood up and Reginald extended his hand to take hers. "Allow me to show you a different kind of barter, one that I think will suit us both very well." He led her out of the restaurant, his hand a firm yet gentle guide. She felt like she was floating, her body responding to his every command without a second thought.

In the parking lot, he opened the trunk of his car, took off his jacket and laid it down inside, then looked to her.  “It’s a warm day,” he said. “Give me your jacket too.”

She immediately removed her jacket and gave it to him and he carefully placed it on top of his.  He then removed his tie.  “After all,” he said, unfastening the top button of his shirt. “We have the top down.”

She grinned and also removed her thin bow tie and handed it to him.  

He placed the ties in the trunk, closed it, and then opened the passenger door for her.  Her tight skirt pulled up as she slid onto the low, leather seat and she wrestled it down just far enough to cover the tops of her stockings again while he occupied the driver’s seat.  Unabashedly looking at her, he started the engine.
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"Tell me, Shari," Reginald said casually as they started along the road. "What's your deepest, darkest fantasy?"

Sharon’s voice was barely a whisper, but it carried the weight of years of repressed desire. "To be told what to do by Tommy, and I have to do whatever he says, no matter how much I might protest."

"Ah," he said with a knowing smile. "I believe I understand."
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The drive to their next destination was a blend of excitement and anticipation. With each passing mile, the tension grew palpable in the car. The wind in her hair and the warmth of the sun on her skin added to the sense of freedom she hadn't felt in ages. She watched him drive, his strong hands gripping the steering wheel with the same confidence that she hoped would soon be gripping her.

He glanced at her legs, his eyes lingering just long enough to make her self-conscious. "You know, Shari," he said, his voice deep and hypnotic. "I've noticed that your skirt is really too long for riding in a convertible.  It hides those gorgeous legs of yours."

Her cheeks flushed as she self-consciously tugged at her skirt, trying to cover herself more. "Standard business attire," she murmured

"Perhaps," he mused. "But I think it's high time we rewrote the dress code for today." He reached over and placed his hand on her knee, giving it a gentle squeeze. "Why don't you go ahead and pull your skirt up a bit more? I'd love to see those stockings in their full glory."

Her heart racing, she did as he asked, slowly inching her skirt up. She watched his eyes flit between the road and her lap as the fabric slid up her thighs, revealing the silky tops of her stockings. His gaze was hungry, and she felt a thrill knowing she had his attention. She stopped just shy of revealing her panties, waiting for his next move.

"Good girl," he murmured, his eyes admiring her legs. "But I think we can do better than that, can’t we?” He slid his hand up her thigh his hand teasingly touching her. "Lift your skirt all they up for me.”  His voice was a soft command. 

Sharon took a deep breath, then reached down and pulled her skirt up, almost up as far as her waist, exposing her panties to his gaze. His hand remained still on her thigh, but she could feel the heat of it through her stockings.

The car slowed as they left the main road for a deserted side road surrounded by nothing but rolling hills and lush, green grass. There was a parking area ahead and he pulled over. He stopped the car and looked over at her. "Now, tell me again," he whispered. "What's your deepest, darkest fantasy?"

Her voice was barely audible, but she knew he heard her. "To be dominated by Tommy, to do whatever he says without question."

He leaned in, his breath warm on her neck. "What if Tommy was here right now?"

The words sent a shudder through her body, and she gasped. "I...I don't know," she admitted.

He chuckled softly. "You see, Shari. I could be Tommy for you this afternoon." He kissed her neck, his teeth grazing her skin lightly. "Would you like that?"

She bit her at lower lip in an attempt to conceal an expression of








[image: ]









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





