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Chapter
1 – The Rescue

Blake was sitting in the food court at the mall when he overheard
the one-sided, heated, conversation at the table next to him.

“You're not getting anything from me bitch! Free pussy, my
ass. You've cost me more than most of the girlfriends I've had,
needing me to give you everything. I can't even sell you to make up
the rest of my debt. Now they're gonna knee-cap my ass.”

A resounding smack followed the vehement statement and Blake spun
to see the man at the next table lowering his hand. A red hand-print
was blooming on the face of the brunette sitting at the table with
him. As Blake looked, she removed her gaze from the man's face and
cast it downward towards the floor.

No-one else in the food court appeared to notice, or maybe they
just didn't care, that the man had struck her. As Blake watched, the
man raised his hand in a closed fist to just below the level of the
table and appeared to get ready to strike the girl again, this time
in her stomach.

Blake reached over, stretching slightly to reach the man's elbow.
As he grasped the joint, he squeezed it firmly enough to hurt:

“I don't think you want to be doing that. Someone might
think you enjoyed violence and decide to perpetrate some of it on you
yourself.”

“What the fuck do you think you're doing asshole?”

“Trying to stop you from making a mistake. You don't hit a
woman.”

“That's no woman, she's just a cheap slut. Can't even sell
the bitch to pay off my bookie. All she does is eat and sleep, don't
do a damn thing to pay for her keep. I might as well get some
frustrations out on her this way.”

Blake's training as a bouncer came in handy at this point. He had
kept sight of the man's hands in his peripheral vision and when one
came out with a shiny object in it, he reacted. The man's gasp of
pain preceded the clatter of the knife falling to the floor by a
brief moment. The quickly snatched back wrist was either sprained or
broken. Blake's move had been rushed so he hadn't had the control he
normally would've and couldn't be sure if he'd broken it or not. The
quick reaction drew as little notice as the earlier slap had from the
other people in the food court.

“Fine, you be worrying about this slut? She's yours, you
deal with her. You hear that slut? You belong to him now, get the
fuck out of my life.”

The man got up from the table and as he began to leave he tossed
back over his shoulder:

“She's broken in all sorts of different ways. Have fun
asshole!”






Chapter
2 – The Introduction

Blake switched tables:

“Hello miss, I'm Blake. Are you okay?”

“Yes sir, I'm fine.”

“Sir? I can't be more than three or four years older than
you. Please, call me Blake.”

Blake was twenty-six and the brunette appeared to be in her low
twenties.

“Yes sir, I mean Blake, sorry.”

“So what was that all about?”

“Well, I told Raymond that I hadn't eaten since yesterday
morning and that I was hungry. I asked if I could have something to
eat. He told me that he was broke and blamed it on me. He got upset
because he owes a lot of money to someone by tonight and if he
doesn't get it to them he's liable to end up dead. He'd finally given
up on trying to sell me to some people he knew, they wouldn't believe
him that I was for sale and would stay sold. So he was angry with me
because I didn't make him the money he needed. Then I asked him for
something to eat and he lost his temper with me.”

Blake shook his head for a moment. Her recitation had sounded
matter of fact but the inclusion of things like 'given up on trying
to sell me' and 'would stay sold' had his head spinning. He knew that
he could take care of one problem though.

“What would you like to eat miss and what should I call
you?”

“Whatever you're willing to get for me, and you can call me
anything you want, I'm yours.”

“Wait, you're mine? What do you mean you're mine? What's
your real name?”

“You heard Raymond, 'You belong to him now' he said. It was
a legitimate verbal transfer of ownership according to the rules my
first master taught me. My name is Courtney, by the way, but as I
said you can call me whatever you want. If you want me to answer to
anything other than my name you have to let me know though. I'm also
used to responding to Slut very nicely since my first master trained
me to it. I'll probably answer to that even if you don't tell me to.”

Blake shook his head again, wondering what exactly had he gotten
himself into. He went back to focusing on what he could do something
about right now.

“Do you like chicken Courtney? What would you like to
drink?”

“Yes I do and water would be fine.”

“Stay here, I'll be right back.”

Blake picked up the knife from the floor and tossed it into a
trash can on the way to the food counter. It was a nasty looking
shiv, sharp but with streaks of something black on it that would
probably get into any wound inflicted and infect it.

Blake came back with a grilled chicken salad and a bottle of water
for Courtney. He figured if she hadn't eaten since yesterday that she
wouldn't be wanting greasy fried foods and grilled would be better.
Blake still had the rest of his own lunch in front of him so, despite
it being slightly the worse for wear due to the interruption, he
finished it as Courtney ate her food. 


Courtney ate slowly and almost daintily. She would take a small
bite of the salad and chew it thoroughly before swallowing. Each bite
was followed by a small sip of water. The few times she got dressing
on her lips her pink tongue would slide out to skillfully dab away
the offending material.

Blake finished his food far more quickly than Courtney and sat
there, watching her eat. Her brown hair had streaks of lighter colors
at the bottom. Blonde, copper, and bronze intertwined with the
majority of dark brown strands near the ends of her hair. Farther up,
there was a hint of red mingled with the brown, not enough to be
called auburn but enough to be noticed. Her skin-tone held hints of
brown and yellow, suggesting that there might be some oriental blood
somewhere in her ancestry. She was neither thin nor stout although
her arms, revealed by the t-shirt she was wearing, suggested that she
was in shape since there was muscle visible in both her forearms and
firm biceps.

Blake had tried to keep his scrutiny away from the other parts of
her body that a man might normally be interested in. He had no clue
what was going on here since his brain refused to take her statements
at face value. As far as he was concerned, that type of thing just
didn't happen in real life. So, until he had a firmer grasp on what
was going on, he resolved to not check her out as a woman.

He didn't truly manage that resolve very well. He'd already
noticed that she filled her t-shirt without stretching it out and
that her legs, visible under the micro-mini she was wearing, were
long, fit, and smooth.

Once she finished eating, she looked at Blake expectantly. They
just sat there for several minutes. Blake was wondering what she
wanted now while Courtney was simply being patient with her new
master. Once the silence grew uncomfortable Blake ended it:

“Are you better now, not hungry any more?”

“Yes Blake, thank you.”

“I'm leaving to head home, are you going to be okay? Do you
need a ride home or something?”

“Yes, I could use a ride home Blake.”

“Okay then, come with me.”






Chapter
3 – Her History

Blake rose and led the way out to the parking lot where he had
parked his car. Courtney dutifully followed, carrying a small duffel
bag with her. Blake once again failed his recent resolution by
noticing that she was wearing four inch heels and knew how to move in
them very well.

Once they were in the car he asked her:

“Where should I drop you?”

“Home, of course.”

“Where is that?”

“I don't know, I'm yours now so you can make that call,
although I'd prefer it to be your home.”

Blake had managed to convince himself that he had misheard or
hallucinated parts of the earlier exchanges and was once more taken
aback.

“Where do you keep your stuff? I'll drop you there.”

Courtney hefted the small duffel bag:

“These are all the belongings that are my own.”

Blake nearly exploded:

“Listen, I'm not buying the fact that you are a slave, or a
slut, or whatever you want to call yourself. People just don't do
that! I'm trying to be nice here but my temper is wearing thin, tell
me what the hell is going on or get out of my car!”

Courtney caught Blake's eyes and began to speak slowly, obviously
choosing her words with care:

“Well Blake, it's like this. All the way through high school
and during the couple of years I went to college I kept getting
notations in my file like:

'This student can excel with strict discipline. Without strenuous
restrictions, though, this student becomes a distraction to herself
and others. She excels in a highly regulated environment but is
easily distracted in any other situation.'

Well, when I met a man named Tom three years ago, he offered a way
to help me with the problems that kept generating those notes in my
file. He told me that if I ever wanted an actual highly regulated
environment that he could ensure that my entire life was lived in one
but that I would have to ask him outright for it to occur. 


After getting put on academic probation in college, I tried to
buckle down with my classes but I was simply unable to discipline
myself well enough to do so. The end of my next semester had me on
academic suspension and a week after the semester ended, and I knew
that I had to take a year or more off, I found myself on Tom's
doorstep.

I asked Tom to help me with my problems, to help me get my life on
track in a highly regulated environment. He did so, but not quite in
the manner that I had expected. He trained me as a personal slut. I
was so far gone by the time I showed up there that I was grasping at
straws and would have jumped at any chance. He explained how my life
would be after training and it sounded like heaven at the time. It
was simple, all I had to do was whatever my master instructed me to
do. I mean, there were the little things in life that I'd still need
to take care of on my own but any major decisions I would be
instructed in.

I found out much later that what Tom considers 'training' other
masters consider 'breaking'. Personal sluts instructed by other
trainers are allowed to say 'no', leave the lifestyle whenever they
want, or flee a relationship if they feel it is damaging to them. I
would never do any of those things though, I don't think I'd be
capable of it. It goes contrary to my training and to what I wanted
when I asked Tom to train me.

Tom kept me for two years, including my training, until just
recently. He frequently used me as a distraction during the twice
monthly poker game he holds. He told me once that I was the best
student of oral sex he had ever had. He'd had a lot of experience
with it as well so I had to trust him on that. He'd send me under the
table, while they played poker, to work my way around the circle
blowing each guy in turn. He'd take advantage of them while I had
them distracted. No-one ever complained about it though since they
were getting excellent blow jobs and none of them wanted to admit
that a woman could distract them enough to throw their game off.

Well, about a week ago now, Raymond showed up at the poker game.
He was a new attendee, sitting in for someone who couldn't make it. I
couldn't distract him because he couldn't get it up enough for me to
blow him. I found out later that he does way too many drugs and
drinks too much alcohol to get a hard-on. Anyway, he walked out of
there with a couple of grand in cash and me, Tom had used me to cover
a major bet on the final hand of the night.

Raymond expected a miracle out of me. He thought that as a
personal slut I could get him over the abuse he kept putting his body
through that kept him from getting an erection, but it didn't work.
So then his big plan was to sell me for five grand, which would cover
the rest of his debt plus a little. Well, he couldn't convince anyone
that I was his to sell, or that it wasn't a scam where I'd just walk
out on them later or scream rape or something.

That gets me to this point. That's pretty much the encapsulation
of my entire life, so you can see how I might prefer the life I'm
living now to how I was trapped before. I belong to you now, you can
give me away if you like, or sell me if you can find a buyer, or do
whatever you like with me. I'm your belonging, your possession to do
with as you please.”

With that Courtney cast her eyes towards the floor of the car and
resumed her silence.

Blake couldn't believe his eyes and ears. He was a bouncer, he
spent hours each shift checking identification and had learned how to
spot the tells of someone who was lying. As far as he could tell,
everything Courtney had just told him was the truth or at least she
believed it was herself. If what she had said was really the truth
then he had no idea what he was going to do next.

Blake had sworn off of women a while back, after he caught his
third girlfriend in a row cheating on him. They thought that because
he was a bouncer he was some sort of super aggressive type. They
never stopped to think that you really didn't want your bouncers to
be hyper-aggressive. Blake was as aggressive as most other guys, you
could certainly push him past his limits, get him angry and
aggressive, but it wasn't the way he lived his life on a regular
basis. He'd fought a hard battle to bury parts of his aggressive
nature years ago and still managed to keep those parts in check. It
seemed to him that his ex-girlfriends had all thought that since he
wasn't hyper-aggressive he must be a pushover. 


It didn't help that he was fairly well off. He only worked because
he needed to do something with his time. His grandfather, who had
raised him after his parents' died when he was fourteen, had left him
a fairly hefty inheritance. Even after taxes it was enough to set up
some trusts and annuities that took care of all of his expenses and
even a few luxuries as well. So when his ex-girlfriends discovered he
was well off and thought he was a pushover, they tried to take
advantage of it. 


After the third one in a row, Blake had sworn off of women for a
while. His internet got more usage from surfing porn sites and his
right arm got more exercise but that was less trouble than dealing
with dumping gold digger after gold digger that tried to treat him as
a pushover. 


Now he was presented with a woman, who he would freely admit was
attractive to him, with a story that, if true, would solve all the
problems he had experienced with prior girlfriends. Although he
wasn't sure just how submissive Courtney would be or how submissive
he would like her to be. For the moment he was going to take her
story at face value but as soon as they got to his place he'd put it
to the test.

Blake started the car and pulled out of the parking lot. Courtney
pulled her gaze up from the floor and out of the corner of his eye he
could see a questioning look on her face. When he noticed the look on
her face he commented:

“Yes, I'm going to take your story at face value for now.
But if you're lying to me, you better run when we get to my place,
before we get inside. I'm going to test that story out because it
sounds so outrageous to me, that means testing you out so if you're
lying and can't back up that story, you better run like hell when I
park the car. I've been mistreated by a few too many women recently
and wouldn't want to be in the shoes of the next one to do so.”

“Yes Master, I'll be more than happy to provide proof of my
story in any way you request of me.”

Blake wondered to himself if she was intentionally ignoring his
request to call him Blake or if the 'Master' was a self-defense
mechanism. He had probably sounded a little hostile when making his
last statement since the multiple betrayals still stung him to his
core. It did tell him that she wasn't totally slavish to commands
though, assuming her story was true.






Chapter
4 – Home Again, Home Again

Blake's house was only about a fifteen minute drive from the mall.
It wasn't quite suburbia, the building lots were too big, but it also
wasn't a super high class area of town. Call it an upper middle class
neighborhood that had been developed from a small town which had
bordered the suburban sprawl of the big city. He was sure that within
a decade or two, suburbia would somehow manage to swallow this area
into its ever-devouring maw but for the time being, it was a nice
medium-sized house on a full acre that had been landscaped with
several fruit trees and an area for a garden. Plenty of room and then
some for a single man, but he had never planned on remaining single
forever and had made preparations in advance for his plans.

Courtney looked up at the house when she got out of the car. She
looked at the driveway and the empty garage, over to Blake, then back
to the house. 


“Is this place all yours?”

“Yes, it is. I don't have any roommates if that's what you
mean.”

“It's beautiful, I don't think I've seen a back yard garden
since I was a child. Are those apple trees?”

“There are a couple of apple trees, plus a couple of pear
trees, and one old walnut back in the far corner.”

Courtney shook her head dreamily:

“I never did thank you for keeping Raymond from hitting me
again. It isn't my place to complain about what my owner does to me
but I'm not fond of being beaten. I hope you don't think it
impertinent for me to say that.”

“No, it isn't impertinent. I don't think I really understand
your position though. How can you claim to be a possession but also
claim to have preferences.”

“Think of me like a pet, maybe? Your cat or dog doesn't want
to be kicked, it wants to be petted and fed. It's still your
cat or dog though, your possession. Does that help you see my
position?”

“Not really, but it gives me something to work with.”

“Do you actually work that garden? If you keep me, would you
mind if I did?”

“Some, I haven't used the whole thing, it was too big for
just me. But I do plant about a quarter of it. You're welcome to
plant the rest if I let you stay, or the whole thing if you can grow
what I normally would grow for myself.”

Blake began to walk towards the front door, Courtney following
along behind.

“What do you normally plant?”

“I plant spinach for myself, also onions, garlic, tomatoes,
carrots, snow peas, broccoli, and potatoes. I blush to admit the last
but they taste so much better when you harvest your own. I also
normally put in a few other things to try each year. Just small
patches of the others but that's how I decided to add snow peas to my
list. The onions and garlic are already down for this coming season.
Plus, if you like gardening, there's an herb box in the back yard
that you can't see from here.”

“Herbs? What kind do you have?”

“I have a few rose bushes bordering it that I harvest the
rose hips from. In the herb box I have some mint varieties that are
heavily sectioned off from everything else, some anise hyssop,
borage, lemon balm, and chamomile. I don't grow much for show,
everything is either edible or is designed to draw in insects to
pollinate the rest of the plants. My grandfather used to provide all
his own vegetables and makings for herbal teas. I guess I picked up
the habit from him, it was reinforced after eating the commercially
available versions of the same things he grew.”

“My mom used to grow lots of our food when I was growing up.
Nothing tasted better than food straight from the garden to the
table. I still miss it sometimes.”

“Well, maybe you won't have to miss it so much any more. It
isn't straight from the garden but I normally grow more than I can
use in the summer and can or dehydrate my extras to use the rest of
the year. We can use some in tonight's dinner if you like.”

Blake paused to unlock his door. Up until a couple of years back,
he didn't even bother to lock it most of the time but since lots of
the local houses had gone up for sale or been foreclosed on, he no
longer knew a lot of the people living around him and thought it
safer to keep it locked all the time.

“And here is my home, since you haven't run I'm guessing
that you're prepared to back up your story?”

“I'm looking forward to it actually, if you want me to back
it up the way I'm hoping you do.”

Blake escorted her into his home. He took his own coat off and
hung it up. Despite the chilly late winter weather Courtney hadn't
had a coat with her. Taking her duffel bag, he escorted her into the
living room of his house. He placed her duffel on the coffee table
and turned to look at her:

“You don't mind if I look inside your bag, do you?”

“Go right ahead, since it's mine and I'm yours, it is yours
by extension.”

Blake shook his head again when she claimed him as her owner but
opened the bag up. Inside it contained two full changes of clothing,
a toothbrush, some toothpaste, a hair brush, a small cosmetics kit, a
few other hygienic items, and not much else except for a single book.
The lone book in the bag reinforced to Blake that Courtney was a
person, not a belonging. Her actions, however, indicated that she
believed otherwise. Idly he picked up the book and scanned the title,
it was 'The Hobbit', one of Tolkien's classics. He had a copy of it
himself on the shelf in his library upstairs.

“Do you read much Courtney?”

“I love to read when I have access to books.”

“Do I have a surprise for you then. I'll show you later on.”

“Thank you, I think. I may thank you again later depending
on what the surprise is. I know you wanted to test me now but do you
have a shower I could use? Raymond hadn't let me shower in a couple
of days and I feel really grungy.”

“Certainly you can use the shower. I'm sorry I didn't show
you where things were already, let me give you the nickel tour then
the shower is all yours. I'll show you the downstairs later on, the
basement is unfinished but I still use it some.”

Blake took Courtney through the upper stories of the house,
showing her where things were. He specifically left off the library
for his surprise later on. Once he had showed her around he took her
to the second floor bathroom, which had the shower he used himself
and was the cleanest one in the house, and told her to help herself
to anything she might need. Within a minute of closing the door he
heard the shower start running.






Chapter
5 – The Test

Blake had settled into the couch in the living room, book in hand.
He only had part of his mind on the book, the rest was on how he
should test Courtney. So far he had decided on ordering her to strip
since he figured if her story was true she shouldn't have a problem
with that. If the story wasn't true he couldn't see her willingly
stripping in front of a stranger. Beyond that he figured he could
order her to give him head and he'd know if she was as good as she
claimed. He hadn't given it any thought beyond that yet. None of it
would prove her story beyond a doubt but he couldn't figure out a way
that he could test her completely in a quick fashion. Time would
tell, but there was no fast way to test it that he could think of. 


He was really puzzled though since if the story wasn't true he
couldn't think of a reason anyone would set up something this
elaborate with himself as the target. Yeah, he'd bounced a few guys
but most of them knew it was coming and more often than not the next
time he saw them they'd apologize for their behavior. Not always, and
there were a few that he had bounced with extreme prejudice, but he
just couldn't see any of them setting this up or how it would benefit
them.

When Blake realized he had just scanned the same page five times
he set the book down on the end table. He realized he was as nervous
as he normally got on the first date with a new girlfriend. He shook
his head wonderingly, evidently his subconscious had gotten his hopes
up that this was for real and maybe he'd finally found a woman that
he didn't have to worry about cheating on him. That was always what
he wondered about someone right before his first date with them. Then
he'd forget his worries if the new girl seemed to like him. So far,
during his adult life, that had gotten him stung repeatedly.

He heard a light sound on the stairs and realized that he hadn't
heard the shower on for a few minutes now.

“I hope you don't mind” said Courtney, “I didn't
want to put those clothes back on without cleaning them and I left
the rest in my bag down here.”

Blake turned and his jaw dropped. Courtney was standing in the
middle of the stairs, nude as the day she was born. Blake could see
everything about her physically from the front. She had dried her
body and hair as best as she could but the hair was still quite damp,
the moisture emphasizing the red highlights near her scalp. The rest
hung tamely down her back so he couldn't see the lighter highlights
at the ends. Her skin was colored as though she had a tan, despite
the time of year. The light yellowish tint he had noticed earlier on
could be seen here and there, highlighting her skin tone. She was
trim and fit all over with just enough softness visible to enhance
her femininity. She had a classic hourglass figure with a large
ribcage, a small waist, and hips that flared out just like the
classic hand gesture used by men for years to describe an attractive
woman's figure.

He could also see her breasts clearly and she had no need to wear
a bra as there was no sag to them whatsoever. He guessed that they
were slightly smaller than the most his hands could hold. Her nipples
were large, erect, and slightly upturned, protruding from hot pink
areolae. Courtney had no hair visible on her body except for that
hanging from her scalp. She had removed the rest of it. Her pussy was
a dark pink and clearly visible to him. When she noticed his gaze
there she subtly shifted her stance to reveal even more of it.

“Do you like what you see?”

“Ummmm” answered Blake wittily. 


“I'll take that as a yes. Would you prefer I stay like this
or get dressed? If you want me to stay like this you might like to
close the curtains. I don't mind putting on a show but they're your
neighbors and you'd know best how they might react.”

“Yes” said Blake, belatedly answering Courtney's first
question, “and yes, I'll close the curtains.”

Blake got up and shut the curtains. When he turned Courtney had
sprawled herself on the couch. Her legs were slightly spread,
revealing even more of her pussy to him. Beads of moisture dripped
along the edges of it and he was pretty sure that they weren't from
the shower.

“You said something about testing me I think?”
Courtney asked boldly.

“Yes, well...” Blake had to think quickly, obviously
his ploy of ordering her to strip had just gone out the window. He
proceeded with the rest of his plan.

“I can easily verify one of the things in your story, so
we'll start with that. You said you were excellent at oral sex. I
think I've had enough of it in my lifetime to be a good judge of
quality for it.”

“Okay, sit down please unless you want me to start with you
standing up. I'll warn you though, I've weakened men's legs with my
womanly wiles before so if you choose to stand and end up falling
down, please don't blame me.” 


Courtney offered up a humorous grin to go with her warning.

“No, that's okay. I'll sit.”

Blake moved back to the couch and sat beside Courtney. As he did
so she smoothly slid from the couch to land on her knees. She pivoted
on her knees to face him and leaned over. Blake's gaze shifted down
as she closed in on him. He watched her unbutton his jeans using
nothing but her teeth and then grasp his zipper tab between her front
teeth and draw it down. While he was distracted by the actions of her
teeth he hadn't noticed her fiddling with his shoes. Now she slid
them both off, grasped the legs of his pants and began a slow steady
tug. It only took him a moment to realize that he'd need to help her
at this point before he lifted his butt to free the pants. As soon as
he did, they slid smoothly down his legs and she removed them. She
leaned in with her teeth once more, drawing down the front of his
boxer briefs far enough to get to his cock. She didn't have to move
them very far since the sight of her in all her nude glory, followed
by her rather erotic means of opening his pants had him as hard as he
could ever remember being.

She began by licking his cock head, slowly and gently at first.
Laving it with long, wet strokes of her nimble tongue. She swirled
her tongue around his head and under the bottom edges of it then
began to work her way down. When she ran into the fabric of his
underwear, her tongue snaked under the edge of it to lick a little
bit more of his cock. She finally gave in, reached up and slowly drew
his underwear down. Her tongue swirled its way down his cock, paying
attention to each new section revealed as his underwear slid lower
and lower. Finally his underwear were down, his cock fully revealed.
She quickly slid his underwear off to join his pants in a pile on the
floor.

Courtney smiled a huge smile up at Blake and leaned her head into
his lap once again. This time her lips pursed together and she kissed
the top of his cock. The tip of her tongue slid into the slit at the
end of his cock, sliding back and forth as though she were french
kissing it. She relaxed the pressure of her lips and slid him into
her mouth. At first she only took him head deep. She ran her tongue
under the edge at the bottom of the head of his cock, teasing the
sensitive skin of his shaft just under the rim formed where the head
stopped and the shaft began. She withdrew her mouth from his cock and
gazed into his face:

“I do need to know, are you going to judge me on how quickly
I can get you off or how much pleasure I can give you in the process?
There are two basic ways to give head: quick and fast to get the man
off as quickly as possible, or long and slow to torture the man with
pleasure. Which one will help me score better on your test?”

Blake's mind was already blown. She had already put more care and
attention into her efforts than any of his previous girlfriends had
put into entire blow jobs.

“Whichever you prefer?” he answered.

“Okay, I'll torture you with pleasure for a little bit and
then when you can't take it any more I'll make you cum so quickly
your head spins.” Courtney smirked at her own pun and returned
her attention to Blake's cock.

This time she slid her mouth straight down his cock about half
way. Her hand slid up to the base of his cock, encircling it and
gently applying pressure. She began to move her hand up and down
slowly, bobbing her mouth in time with her hand. She varied the
pressure of her hand and her lips, keeping them synchronized for a
few minutes then contrasting the two with her hand applying firm
pressure while he could barely feel her lips in contact with his cock
and vice versa.

After a while of the contrast Blake began to squirm a bit. The
feelings were intense but at the same time they were slightly
distracting. He could certainly credit the part of her story where
she was distracting gamblers with this style of blow job. 


When Blake began to squirm, Courtney let him do so for a few
minutes and then switched styles again. She removed her hand from the
base of his cock, sliding it down the shaft and onto his scrotum, she
fondled his testicles through the outer skin as her mouth began to
slide farther and farther down his cock. Within a minute, she was
taking the head of his cock deep into her throat. She lodged it in
her throat and then swallowed. Blake let out a groan of pleasure.
Sliding back up his cock, Courtney began to hum lightly, just a long
'Mmmmm' sound, as though she were savoring a delicious flavor. As she
buried his cock in her throat one more she continued the hum and
Blake let out yet another groan. When she got him lodged into her
throat and swallowed once more she had to stop humming for a moment
but began once again as soon as she physically could.

Blake's head was spinning. He'd never had a blow job that was even
half as good as this one. The woman was swallowing his cock! When she
hummed, he could feel her throat rippling along the skin of his cock
causing a sensation that was entirely new, and incredibly erotic, to
him. At this point he was willing to believe anything Courtney told
him. He couldn't think of a way that a woman as young as she was
could get this good at oral sex without some serious training. 


Courtney's hand continued to stroke and play with the sensitive
skin on Blake's scrotum. Very light pinches and a hint of fingernail
applied to the skin brought reactions all out of proportion to the
effort involved. Her favorite so far in this encounter was when she
had Blake buried in her throat, swallowing several times in
succession. While she did that she drew her fingernails lightly over
the entire length of his scrotum, ending with her fingernails against
her own lip as she ran out of skin to continue drawing them across.

Blake began to squirm again, he desperately wanted to cum but
Courtney seemed to notice whenever he started to get close and back
off to something nearly as pleasurable as whatever she had just been
doing but less intense enough that he found his orgasm backing off.
Not once did the thought occur to him that he could just order her to
make him cum. He was enjoying this blow job more than a lot of the
sexual encounters he had previously had, not just previous blow jobs
but the whole shooting match, intercourse and all.

Courtney noticed Blake start to squirm once more and raised
herself to take the head of his cock out of her throat. She laved him
with her tongue inside of her mouth, swirling it around the base of
his cock. Pretty soon, if she wasn't mistaken, she'd need to use her
next trick to keep him from cumming. Preparing for that she removed
her hand from his scrotum and lowered it to his calf, her other hand
taking its place on the other calf. Most men would tense their calves
up right before cumming, if you massaged them just as they were
tensing up, it would delay their orgasm and most of them would never
notice or know why.

Blake noticed Courtney's hands move to his legs. His calves were
tensed and she started to loosen them. As she did so, she bobbed her
head once more to bury the head of his cock in her throat. Blake was
sure that he was about to let go with a massive wave of cum but as
she swallowed around his cock he simply let out another groan. He
didn't understand, he'd always known when he was about to cum and
this was the third time he'd been wrong in the past five minutes.

Courtney's strong hands moved along the muscles of Blake's calves,
loosening them over and over as they tried to tense back up. She slid
her head back up so that Blake's cock was only in her mouth and not
in her throat. As she did so she gave her head a slight twist. In
addition to pushing the head of his cock into the side of her mouth,
her nearly dry hair came sweeping out from behind her back, brushing
Blake's inner thighs and scrotum. She was almost ready to let Blake
cum, she had just been hoping that he'd tell her to make him cum
first but she thought that she had demonstrated her skills
sufficiently.

Blake felt a feathery stroking along the inside of his thighs and
along his scrotum. With Courtney's mouth around his cock and her
hands on his calves he couldn't possibly envision what she was using.
It was the final straw though, he desperately wanted to open his eyes
and look but he was so tensed up that he couldn't get his eyes to
open.

“Oh God, I need to cum!” he cried out.

It wasn't a command but Courtney figured it was close enough. She
took her hands from his calves, grabbing her own hair and firmly
stroking it over his scrotum and inner thighs again. At the same time
she bobbed her head down to take his cock fully into her throat one
last time. This time, she was as careful to get her breasts rubbing
against his leg as she had been to keep her breasts from coming into
contact with them earlier. She twisted her chest gently, rubbing her
breasts back and forth across his legs as she stroked him with her
hair. When she swallowed around his cock once more, it was too much
for Blake and he erupted in an orgasm that locked every muscle in his
body, even his teeth were clenched.

Blake's orgasm continued for what felt like an eternity to him.
Meanwhile Courtney continued massaging his cock with her throat.
Whenever she needed to come up for air she'd bob up for a quick
breath, then bury his cock in her throat once more and begin to
swallow around it. When Blake finally finished cumming, he collapsed
into a puddle on the couch, unable to move. Courtney looked up at him
and daringly slid her way up his body to give him a short, chaste
kiss on his lips. Blake's eyes opened in surprise to find themselves
staring into her own vivid gray-blue orbs. 


“Oh My God! That was fucking incredible, I don't think I can
move yet. I'll buy that part of your story. I've gotten less pleasure
out of fucking some women.”

“I'm glad you enjoyed it Master.” Courtney ducked her
head coyly, her hair swing forward to cover her breasts.

“I need a drink, I may not recover from that for hours, if
not days.”

“Where do you keep the drinks Master? I'll be happy to get
it for you.”

“You don't need to do that.”

“No, you didn't order me to do it so I don't need to do it.
I'd like to please my Master though so if you tell me what you want
and where it is, I'll get it for you.”

“What happened to calling me Blake?”

“Sorry Blake, I thought that in the house Master would be
acceptable.”

“Whatever makes you happy Courtney.”

“Thank you Master, now what would you like to drink and
where is it kept?”

“There's a cabinet in the kitchen, to the right of the
refrigerator. Inside of it is my liquor collection. Get me a shot of
the Jameson's Irish Whiskey, the glasses are in the cupboard to the
right of the liquor cabinet.”

“Yes Master, thank you.”

“Thank me? For what? I should be on my knees thanking you.”

“Thank you for letting me serve you. You shouldn't be on
your knees to me, I am your possession, your belonging. The phrase 'I
live to serve' has real meaning for me.”

“We'll discuss that later, but for now... Thank you.”

Courtney returned with the shot of whiskey quickly. Blake managed
to prop himself up on the couch and sip at his shot. By the time he
had finished it, he could manage to move again.






Chapter
6 – Living in 'Interesting Times'

Blake finally sat straight up, revived by his shot of whiskey:

“That was insanely good. I'm willing to at least tentatively
accept your story. I still can't believe that this is happening to me
but I'm not one to look a gift horse in the mouth.”

“I'm not sure I like being referred to as a horse Master.”

“You know what I mean.”

“Yes, I do. I like to test my limits though. Raymond had
absolutely no sense of humor, Tom was better but he was moody and if
you caught him in the wrong mood, you shouldn't mess around at all.
I'm just trying to find out where you are on the scale.”

“I'd like to think that you aren't going to be able to tick
me off enough to do anything but yell at you, no matter what you do.
I know you think I own you but as far as I'm concerned you can own
yourself again, you just need to tell me that you want that.”

“Master... Blake... You have no idea, do you, that you just
stumbled on the one threat that is most likely to make me adhere to
your every wish and whim as closely as possible. You still don't
believe that this is how I need to live, do you?”

“I can't understand anyone not wanting to have their
freedom. Never mind wanting to subjugate themselves to another
person's will.”

“Blake, the way I figure it I'd either be dead or in prison
by now if I hadn't taken Tom up on his offer. You have no idea how
crazy I could get. Tom said that part of the reason I make a good
personal slut is that there isn't anything I am unwilling to do. This
way I have someone else watching over me at least, making sure I
don't go too far, keeping me from hurting or killing myself or
others. I used to have no sense of self-preservation once I got
going. So as far as I am concerned being a personal slut to a good
master is a win-win situation.”

“I'm not trying to be pushy here or anything but did you
ever think of trying a shrink instead of a severe alternative
lifestyle?”

“Yes, in my teens I tried a shrink. I got worse because they
kept telling me that I needed to 'find my limits' and 'push my
envelope'. When I got suspended from high school and my parents found
out it was because I thought I was following my shrink's
instructions, that stopped quickly.”

“Okay, forget I asked. You've obviously given this a lot of
thought yourself.”

“Remember I told you it was a week before I showed up on
Tom's doorstep after getting suspended, that entire week was spent
reviewing my options. This seemed the best one for me.”

“So, I own you, do I? What, exactly, does that entail?”

“Well, if I were your average personal slut, it would mean
sex however and whenever you wanted but if you got too pushy or
insisted on something I couldn't stand then I'd say no. I'm not
average though, I'm well above average in many ways. In this case it
means that beyond just being your personal slut, I am yours in my
entirety. I'd say I'm your slave but that suggests that I'm unwilling
and I'm not. I am yours to use, to command, to do whatever you like
with. You have to be my sense of self-preservation though. I'll do
whatever you ask or tell me to. In a lot of cases, I'll do what I
think you want me to do even.”

“So essentially anything goes?”

“Yes, anything goes. Most of the time I won't even remind
you about being my sense of self-preservation but I think it
important to let you know that at the beginning of our relationship.”

“Damn it, I'd love to test drive you some more but I don't
think I'll be getting another erection today after that blow job. It
wore me out entirely. Here I've been, staring at your gorgeous body
while we talk, hearing you say that you belong to me and will do
anything I tell you and I'm still limp as a noodle.”

“I can fix that for you if you like” Courtney replied
with a shy smile, “I may excel at oral sex but like I said I'm
above average in many ways and I bet I can think of one that would do
the trick.”

Blake stared at her with interest, wondering just what she had up
her, non-existent, sleeve now.

“Sure, let's give it a shot.”

“Do you have a stereo down here that will accept flash
drives?”

“Yes, over on the bookshelf there.” Blake pointed
across the room.

Courtney walked over to her bag and bent over it. Rummaging in an
outside pocket that Blake had missed, she came up with a flash drive
and two small scraps of fabric. Meanwhile Blake's attention had been
captured. He had yet to get a good look at her ass and now that he he
saw her bending over he could see that it was as attractive as the
rest of her. It was well-shaped, well-toned, and of a size to match
her flaring hips. He wanted his hands on it badly but let her
continue with whatever it was she was offering.

Courtney walked over to the stereo, turned it on, and plugged in
the flash drive. It only took her a moment to work out the controls
and then music came from the speakers in the corners of the room. It
was a recently popular dance mix, heavy on the bass. She quickly did
something with the fabric and then turned the volume up a bit and
moved to the center of the room. She caught Blake's gaze and began to
dance. 


The two tiny little scraps of fabric she had retrieved were, quite
possibly, the most revealing bikini ever created. It was scanty
enough to make micro bikinis look like mu-mus. Her nipples were
covered but her areolae protruded on all sides of the 'cups'. The
panty portion appeared in constant danger of sliding into, and being
devoured by, her pussy. The effect was incredibly erotic, seeing her
in the tiny two piece was more than twice as stimulating as watching
her utterly naked had been. Once she began to dance the effect was
increased by a factor of five.

When Courtney began to dance she seemed to disengage some of the
bones in her body. She moved where she would, as she would, and with
no regard to gravity or anything else. Some of what she did should
have had her in a pile on the floor, other moves should have caused
broken bones, and yet what resulted was a sinuous, erotic dance that
could give an erection to a corpse. Bottle what she had, sell it as a
cure for erectile dysfunction, and you'd become an instant
millionaire.

Courtney's dance was an expression of herself and her feelings.
There was a hint of chaos to it, a remnant of her former self and
life before she received training. At the same time it was a tightly
controlled expression of lust, a demonstration of her primal urges
that had been encouraged to grow during her training, and an offer
that was impossible for certain parts of the body to refuse.

By the end of the first song Blake found himself back at half
mast. For a while in the middle of the song he had been fully erect
again but as Courtney's movements slowed his erection receded. She
ended the first song completely still, her hair shrouding her face
and upper body. Her voice crept out from behind her hair, slightly
muted:

“This next song is my theme song that I like to gift to good
owners. Tom had it and now I'm offering it to you.”

The room began to reverberate with the music of NIN:

You let me violate you

You let me desecrate you

You let me penetrate you

You let me complicate you

On and on the lyrics to 'Closer' from
Nine Inch Nails rang out in his living room. Driven by the deep,
insistent, bass beat Courtney offered all that she was, would be, and
could be to Blake. Her dancing body made it clear to him that what
she offered was everything she had and was. At the moment Blake
realized that the offer was for real, he was captured forever.

A woman that he found attractive, that
as far as he could tell was intelligent, that had bedroom skills
beyond anything that he had ever known. A woman that wanted to simply
be owned by him, that wanted him to be her everything. A woman that
he might be able to trust. 


He was far gone by the end of the song.
He found that he had risen from the couch and approached her as the
music was ending. As the music faded into silence, Courtney folded
herself over like a flower folding in its petals for the night. Her
end position had her bent over double, grasping her own ankles, with
her legs slightly spread. Blake was sure it was an offer, her pussy
was aimed straight at him. During the dance his erection had come
back full force and as he strode forward he grasped her about the
hips, aimed himself roughly at her, and penetrated her forcefully.

Courtney let out a gasp of pleasure and
tried to drive herself back onto him. She didn't quite have the
leverage for it though and the only thing that kept her from falling
was Blake's grasp on her hips. Blake had managed to shove his cock
halfway into her in that first thrust and was now trying to get
deeper with limited success. Blake stood several inches over six feet
and was very broad, his cock was sized proportionately to the rest of
him and was slightly longer, and much bigger around, than average. As
he struggled to penetrate her deeper she began to undulate beneath
him. Her movements helped him manage to penetrate more deeply but he
soon found himself stuck. The position she was in had her pussy drawn
tight and there was simply no room to maneuver. At the low point of
each undulation he could manage to slide in a touch farther but
unless he took those opportunities at the low point to withdraw some
he simply couldn't thrust in and out of her. 


Courtney took the problem into her own
hands and he began to feel her vaginal muscles clenching against his
cock inside of her. Rhythmically they clenched against him over and
over, encouraging his cock to maintain its erection and substituting
for thrusts. Blake was unwilling to take a substitute for thrusting
though and he finally gave in, pulled his cock out of her, and lifted
her off the ground. She wasn't really light but he was in great
shape, he was easily strong enough to lift her up, spin her around,
and lay her down on the coffee table, face up, legs spread, with both
of her arms pinned above her head by a single one of his own. A
gleeful grin was evident on her face once he could see it.

Blake didn't observe any niceties. Once
he had her laid out on the table he penetrated her again, his thick
cock spreading her labia as he thrust into her. He was leaning
against the edge of the table, pounding away on her almost
immediately once he was inside of her. In this position she was much
looser and he could get a good thrust. When he thrust all the way
inside of her he could feel himself lightly brushing against
something with the head of his cock. His free hand went to her proud
breasts, instead of the teasing and stroking he would normally opt
for he grabbed hard. His earlier estimation was right, her breasts
were just a tiny bit too small to fill his hands but they were taut,
soft, and smooth. Her nipples were fully erect now and his fingers
found them. They abused her long, hard nipples, pulling and twisting,
pinching and squeezing. Through it all Courtney simply seemed to be
getting more and more turned on.

Courtney's previous silence was now
broken by gasps, moans, and quickened breath. It seemed that the
rougher he got with her, the more turned on she became. Blake came to
himself a little. This was a side that he didn't normally like to let
out, and stopped abusing her breasts. His hand slid down her taut
stomach and came to rest on the top of her clit hood. He began to
move his index finger in small circles, putting firm pressure on the
skin beneath. Once again Courtney responded, she immediately became
wetter to such an extent that he could notice it with his cock. When
his middle finger slid back the hood of skin and his index finger
shifted to direct contact with her clitoris, she began to buck and
writhe beneath him. Her vaginal muscles clamped down on him tightly,
trying to interfere with the movement of his cock. She had done her
job of reinvigorating his erection too well though and he continued
to force his way in and out of her. Courtney had a look of ecstasy on
her face but had her lips clamped shut hard enough that the pressure
was whitening them.

Blake was in a playful mood now, having
drawn himself back from the edge of his darker desires. He leaned
forward, pressed his lips against hers, and tried to force his tongue
into her mouth. Her lips released their pressure but as his tongue
began to enter her she screamed with pleasure, directly into his
mouth. He pressed his lips firmly against hers to mute the scream and
explored her mouth with his tongue. Little whimpers and gasps escaped
from their tightly sealed lips, spurring him on to more
experimentation. She was wonderfully responsive and if she happened
to be a screamer? Well, he had an acre of land so the neighbors
shouldn't be bothered too much.

Blake finally broke off the kiss and
leaned back up. Throughout the entire thing he kept pumping away at
her cunt. Courtney was sopping wet now and that allowed him to both
pick up speed and go as deeply as he wanted to. He kept slamming away
at her, lost in a haze of lust and need.

Courtney kept cumming on and off, over
and over. Unlike women he had made love to before there was none of
the 'I can't take any more, stop, please cum already'. Her response
to each new orgasm was to thrust her hips upwards so he could pound
her harder. After the last one she'd actually managed a few
intelligible words:

“Oh yes, use me. That's why I'm
here, it's what I live for. If there is anything you want to do to me
then just do it. If there's anything you want me to do to you, just
tell me to do it. Command me as you will, use me as you will. I
belong to you!”

Blake had been thinking that this whole
owning her thing was silly but when she talked about it while he was
pounding away at her, he'd swear his cock grew larger. He certainly
knew that it made him more intent, if that were actually possible, on
pounding her as hard as he could.






Chapter
7 – Losing Control

Courtney was between orgasms and chimed
in again:

“Oh Master, please use your slut.
Call me your slut, let me know that you've claimed me as your slut
and you'll make me hotter than ever. Maul my breasts, my lips, my
mouth, do whatever you want to me to turn yourself on more.”

Blake knew that Courtney was treading a
dangerous line here, even if she didn't. His dark side wanted out
badly. Years ago he discovered that pain and pleasure were really
quite close and that he could easily use one to enhance the other.
He'd put a stop to his play in that area and tucked those desires
away years ago. He'd thought that he might have gotten rid of them
entirely but they were rising to the surface now.

“Be careful slut, you don't know
what you're asking for. I'd really love to plunge my cock deep into
your ass, as far in as I can get it. Then while I pump away on your
ass, I'd love to maul your breasts, stretch your nipples out as long
as I can get them, and bruise your lips with my own. You don't really
want me to let go, do you?”

“Oh, that sounds wonderful. Let
yourself go, do me like that. That's why a slut like me exists, so a
master like you can indulge in them as he wishes.”

Blake lost it. He pulled his cock out
of her cunt and used his free hand to lift her ass off of the table. 
Deciding that one hand wasn't going to do it, he let go of her arms
with a roughly barked:

“Don't you dare move those arms
from where I've been holding them!”

With both hands free, he grabbed her
ass cheeks, the feel of her deliciously tight ass cheeks in his hands
only vaguely penetrated his raging lust. He roughly spread them
apart, pulling her anal hole open slightly in the process. He leaned
his cock in, centered it on the small opening in her ass, and thrust
forward hard. A gasp of pleasure ripped from Courtney's throat as he
continued to push. His dick was well lubricated from Courtney's
juices and slid almost all the way in as he continued to push.
Letting go of her ass, he grabbed her waist and started pumping away,
trying to get the last little bit of his cock buried inside her
asshole. When he felt the skin of his pubic area bumping into her ass
cheeks, he let go of her waist to reach down and spread them wide
once more. While he had them spread he thrust as hard as he could,
getting his cock as deep in her ass as was physically possible.
Courtney was orgasming again, the only sounds coming out of her mouth
were tiny little mews of pleasure.

Blake reached up and, this time, used
both hands to maul her breasts. Courtney responded again, writhing
beneath him. He groped and grabbed, slapped and squeezed, and finally
reached over to her nipples. He grasped her nipples firmly and pulled
upwards. A gasp escaped Courtney's throat as he stretched them out.
He pulled hard enough that her breasts were forming cones and her
nipples were stretched to twice their normal length. The sight of it
turned him on beyond any point he had ever reached before. He
released her nipples and watched them snap back down to her breasts
before grasping them again to repeat the performance. Over and over
he abused her nipples. He tried pulling them to the sides, pushing
them into her breasts with his thumb, and pulling them straight up.
His favorite, by far, was pulling them up on the upturned angle that
was their natural state. He could get the longest stretch out of them
that way and loved the look of her breasts as they coned out from the
pressure. Meanwhile Courtney was panting and gasping, obviously in
pain, and just as obviously enjoying every minute of it. All
throughout the process Blake's cock kept slamming in and out of her
ass, pounding away at a mile a minute. Finally he stopped playing
with her nipples, worrying that he might permanently damage her. He
leaned in and fiercely pressed his lips against hers. Pressing hard,
he thrust his tongue into her mouth. He teased her tongue over and
over until it followed his own back into his mouth at which point he
clamped his lips on her tongue and trapped it with suction. Drawing
back put pressure on her tongue and she began to moan in a higher and
higher pitched hum. Finally she exploded beneath him. A massive
orgasm overtook her and her body convulsed over and over. The
convulsion included her ass and it tightly clenched down on Blake's
cock repeatedly. He knew he was going to cum soon and remembered that
she had asked him for one thing. He released her tongue so he could
talk to her:

“Well slut, you got what you
asked for. This is my dark side, I've been trying to tame it for
years but you brought it out in one afternoon. Fortunately you seem
to enjoy it, so I'm going to have to keep you. You belong to me now;
lock, stock, body, and soul. I hope you enjoy it because I know that
I'm going to.”

Blake finished his little speech with a
harder than normal thrust into her ass that pushed him over the edge.
His cock swelled and swelled, exploding into her ass with a geyser of
cum. He kept pumping away at her as he came, knowing that it would
let him keep his erection longer and let him keep fucking her ass for
that tiny little extra fraction of time. Finally he was spent and
slid out of her ass. He collapsed on the floor at the foot of the
table, idly noting that it had been pushed about ten feet across the
room and was lodged against the closet door.

Blake quickly came back from the edge
he had stepped over and began to feel remorseful.

“Courtney, I'm sorry. I shouldn't
have let that side of me loose.”

“Sorry, Master? That was fucking
incredible! You're sorry that you made me cum as hard as I made you
cum earlier? I hope that doesn't mean you'll never do that to me
again. You could do that to me twice a day, every day, for the rest
of my life and never hear a complaint.”

Blake once again couldn't believe his
ears. He'd spent years telling himself that his dark side needed to
be shut away, that those desires weren't something he should ever
indulge in. That they would frighten away anyone worth having. Only
to have Courtney tell him that she wanted him to indulge in them over
and over.

“Okay, then I'm not sorry. I
loved every minute of it, I was just worried that I had hurt you.”

“Of course you hurt me, it was
blissful! You can hurt me like that any time. My nipples are still
sore and it feels wonderful. They're hyper-sensitive now and my
breasts ache. My ass is a little sore also. I love it, it means that
you really used me the way I wanted you to. You used me for your
pleasure, regardless of what I wanted. That gets me off over and
over, every time.”

“You confuse me Courtney, but
I'll take your word for it this time. I don't guarantee that every
day but I'm pretty sure that you can count on it at least once a
week.”

Courtney sighed in satisfaction.






Chapter
8 – Surprise

“Where did you learn to dance
like that? Between that bikini and your dancing, you're an incitement
to riot.”

“Tom taught me, he taught me to
dance what I feel. Since I'm a personal slut what I feel, always, is
the desire to make my master lust after me and desire me. He told me
that I never had gotten rid of a bit of my past so the dance wasn't
pure eroticism but that never stopped it from working on him either.”

“That little bit of your past
puts a hint of chaos into your dance, don't ever lose it. Did you
ever consider dancing for the public? Could you even do a dance like
that for the public?”

“I never considered it but I
could if my master ordered me to. Would you like me to dance like
that for someone else?”

“Well, I don't know if I
mentioned it but I work as a bouncer. The place I work is kind of a
combination dance club and strip club. Sometimes the lines blur but
they have cage dancers and stage dancers for the employees and a
dance floor for the customers. I'm betting you could make a fortune
dancing there if you wanted to.”

“I don't need money. You're my
master, if you decide I need something you'll get it for me.”

“I can probably afford anything
that you need but I like to work so I have something to do. I was
just thinking that you might like to work the nights I'm on duty as a
bouncer, so you could stay closer to me.”

“I'd like that, are you ordering
me to do this?”

“Yes, I want you to dance at the
club I work at. I'll arrange an audition but even if you're only half
as good at the audition as you were tonight, you'll be able to pick
your shifts. We'll just tell the boss that you want to work the
shifts I work. I don't think it'll be a problem. Once we can both
move, I'm almost there now myself, I'll finally get around to showing
you that surprise I mentioned. I want to give you something in
exchange for what you just gave me.”

After a few minutes Blake stood up. He
noticed that her hands were still exactly where he had pinned them.

“Sorry, you can move your hands
again. I didn't think that you'd still have have them there after we
were done.”

“Apologizing again, you don't
need to. Of course they're still there, you ordered me to keep them
there. They can stay there all night with me lying here like this if
that's what you want.”

Blake was momentarily taken aback. He
hadn't realized, intellectually, the power that she had given him
over her but this one simple thing reinforced it.

“I'm only apologizing because I
didn't think of it sooner. I didn't mean to leave your arms stuck in
that position, it was an oversight on my part. Feel free to ask me if
a command should still hold if in the future it appears that I may
have forgotten about it.”

“Yes Master, I'll do that if it's
a problem. Now, you had a surprise for me?”

After a quick stop in the bathroom for
some cleanup, Blake led her to the second floor room he had neglected
to show her before. Opening the door revealed an entire room, whose
walls were lined with bookshelves set perpendicular to the wall. He'd
originally started with bookshelves mounted on the walls but had run
out of space and converted it over. His library currently contained
something along the lines of twelve thousand books and he had space
for at least a couple thousand more.

Courtney's jaw dropped as he escorted
her into the room. When he showed her that they were filed by genre
and by author's name within each genre and that the end of each
bookcase held a sheet that showed every book in that case, he would
swear that she almost orgasmed again.

“Feel free to pull any of them
out to read if you like, just try to get them back into the same slot
when you're done, okay?”

“Master... Master...”
Courtney's voice faded away into sobs. 


Blake instinctively grabbed her and
pulled her into a hug. Trying to console a sexy, naked woman with
full body contact would've been a problem if she hadn't already
drained him dry twice today. Eventually she stopped sobbing.

“What's wrong Courtney? Why the
tears now?”

“Because Master, this is heaven,
you've taken me to my own personal heaven but... since you already
own me in entirety, I have no way to thank you or repay you.”

“Don't worry about it, I'm sure
we'll find a way if you think it's necessary. In the meanwhile you
can make a down payment on that by simply enjoying yourself and being
happy. I prefer happy woman for my lovers and I think we'll be
staying lovers for a very long time.”






The End ?

Dec, 2012

A. Morrel

If you'd like to see a
sequel to this story please either say so in the comments on my blog:

Amy
Morrel's Blog

or leave a review on the
story requesting a sequel.
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