
His Latest Acquisition

by

Lizbeth Dusseau

ISBN 10: 0974113409

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

Copyright © 2009 Lizbeth Dusseau

All rights reserved


Chapter One

A Tuesday night in April … Three A.M.

Like a fluorescent glaring in an empty warehouse at the late night hour, Dylan Kincaid’s computer screen burned the dark. Guild files only opened after one a.m., and the best flesh wasn’t posted until after two. This night there was nothing new to see… but still good flix and pics of randy stripping off her suede suit, standing with feet wide on an Oriental carpet and fingers clasped behind her neck in the pose of inspection. Tawny skin, handsome but modest breasts with dark pert nipples rising to a hardened state of arousal. Felt between the thighs, she’d sport a wet pussy and clenching cleft. randy looked perfect collared. Thick, black leather suited her long neck and angular lines… Xena, Princess Warrior, he thought every time he viewed another advertisement for her sexual services. 

Dylan was looking for a more sensuous slave. 

gia, the buxom redhead from New Orleans had been in the files for several months… shopped around by owners looking for a sale not a loan. Dylan wasn’t ready to buy—but he wasn’t interested in a loan either. Besides gia was not what he was looking for… he wanted sensuous, unique, naïve, perhaps… or soulful… and the mysterious woman in his imagination was not yet in this current catalog of available properties… 

Powering down the computer, he went to bed.

Wednesday Afternoon ….  Two P. M.

Justin Booker received his clients with a warmhearted grin and an extended hand. 

“Good afternoon,” he ushered the two men to chairs before his opulent desk. They were impressed by a view, six stories above the sidewalk and the city streets, looking out past high-rises and squalid neighborhoods toward the greening hills. Focusing their eyes back inside the office, they stared in wonder at the man behind the desk. Justin Booker was perfectly impeccable… as immaculate as his office, but without the coldness that these contemporary furnishings conveyed. He was a man of averages… height, weight, brown hair, with no peculiar features, and no flaws. Altogether, he cut a picture of handsomeness that would not stand out in a crowd, but that remained pleasing on its own. And while charm oozed through every smiling pore, he left the trained eye and the untrained heart to wonder if his unburdened grace clouded something treacherous beneath the perfect surface.

George Claravoy peered over his thin-rimmed glasses—he was a man of the same inclinations as Justin Booker; just a little older, greying, with a gentle sag to his attractive face. 

“The prospectus is exactly what we were looking for,” he announced with an air of finality.

“Good,” Justin replied confidently. He looked toward Earl Heartsell seeking the same confirmation. 

Earl was a less gracious man—a frowning burly sort with eyes that narrowed, a forehead that wrinkled in thought, and lips that rarely formed a smile. He nodded his approval rather than voicing an opinion. “There was that other matter,” he finally added with his face lighting beyond its dour expression.

“Yes, of course,” Justin replied, anxious himself to get on with the ‘other matter’. He picked up the phone, buzzed his secretary, and after delivering his message, let the receiver fall back into the cradle with a gentle clatter. 

George Claravoy looked obviously impatient, while Earl Heartsell remained as passive as before. And yet, when brit opened the office door both men looked her way, watching attentively as the raven-haired secretary walked toward her employer’s desk. Her dark hair had been brushed into a neat bun, with a few stray wisps falling free to soften what was, on first impression, an austere demeanor. Her clothes were modest and appropriate for the office—a plain grey suit with a shorter than average skirt and a thin but well-hidden pink blouse underneath her smartly-styled jacket. The only distinctive accessory to her subtle feminine statement was the three-quarter inch choker she wore around her neck. The silver band fit snug, was engraved with an intricate design, and closed so flawlessly that the clasp could not be detected without a close inspection. 

For a second brit fingered the collar, then she took her place to Justin’s left, with her hands clasped lightly in front of her. She gazed down—on nothing in particular. With each successive second her prim manners eased until she was so meek it appeared as if she’d blow away with one simple puff of air. While her shoulders remained proudly posed, they relaxed; her eyes melted and the energy in her demure body thawed so that she breathed with another kind of life and exuded satisfaction and contentment. The transformation was effortless, as though she’d executed the metamorphosis many times. All three men were amazed—including Justin who had seen it many times. He was the author of this submissive attitude and it made him proud, even surprised every time he experienced the beautiful sight. 

“You keep her closely guarded,” George decided as he admired the presentation. 

“It helps to have her working as my secretary,” Justin agreed.

“But no one knows her position?” Earl grumbled as his narrowed eyes inspected the woman. 

“I’m a married man, gentlemen. I don’t dabble in affairs. I have slaves. While most people would understand common infidelity few would understand the life I lead.” 

“How true,” George agreed. “Your situation is unique, I think.”

“It’s what I’ve created. I hate dabbling in dungeons and at parties… this suits me much better.” He made a thoughtful perusal of the quivering brit, seeing the normal signs of apprehension and excitement in her otherwise calm appearance. His erection made an impressive jolt, warming and enlarging as his thoughts took flight in fantasy. 

“And what does your wife say?” Earl wondered.

“She doesn’t know.”

“About none of this?” 

“No. And she won’t.”

“Have you suggested it to her?” George wondered. 

“I felt her out,” Justin smiled at the pun. “Early in our marriage, but there was not one inkling of interest in my alternative lifestyle… so I do this in secret.” He smiled broadly. “Secrets make it all the more enticing for me. You aim to make your wife your slave?” he asked George—a trace of biting sarcasm in the delivery. 

“She knows my predilection.”

“But not the facts.”

“Sometimes we actually play with bondage,” he admitted.

“But simple bondage isn’t enough for me,” Justin replied. “I don’t play those games with the women I master—I want to master them, own them, they are my property. Anything less feels false and unsatisfying.”

“Well, I give you credit for creating this glorious creature.” George could hardly take his eyes from the yielding woman.

“brit, remove your clothes for my friends,” Justin ordered. 

“Yes, sir.”

Without a second’s hesitation, the secretary unbuttoned her suit jacket and removed it to a chair behind her, revealing as she did, the transparent film of cloth of her pale pink blouse. Underneath, her bra was equally transparent which allowed the men to see her brown areolas and the darker nipples in their centers as distinctly as if they were nakedly displayed. Even more fascinating, however, were the gold rings pierced through the centers of those small brown buds, making each small nipple slightly erect and growing more so in response to the enthralled gaze of Justin’s friends. 

Smiling shyly, brit continued. Undoing the buttons of her blouse, she tossed it aside with her jacket. Then, she unzipped her skirt and let it fall silently to the floor. As if the previous revelation of her nipple rings were not thrill enough, the most surprising aspect of brit’s attire became immediately apparent as the pair of gawkers spotted the flush-fitting harness at her groin. A simple band fit around her lower waist, while a second band thread her crotch. The supple black leather breached the cleft of her ass, then split in two as it hit the opening of her vagina and ran along either side of her clitoris, keeping her labia pressed back wide. The view was stunning with the glorious attributes of her privates shamelessly exposed as though she were about to hawk street traffic to her whore’s boudoir. 

“She wears it every day?” Earl wondered—he was slightly knocked off his proverbial grim center seeing the amazing picture of lust attack his eyes. 

“Often,” Justin replied. “Though I don’t let my slaves get bored with repetition.”

“Do you care if she’s bored?” he wondered. 

“I care that they are at the peak of their sexual desire. It keeps me aroused.”

“Ah!” George was impressed.

“You can stop undressing now,” Justin told his secretary as she was about to unhook her bra. Left in just bra, harness, garterbelt and nylons, the lovely brit was stunning. “But turn around and bend over so they can see what’s in your ass.”

brit obeyed, straightening her legs as she bent at the waist, holding the position while her admirers stared at the pair of lovely rounded buttocks with the leather bisecting the two orbs.

“Spread your ass cheeks with your hands,” Justin went on.

She did that, too, giving the men a peek at the deepest recesses of her nether regions where it looked as though a sizable dildo had speared her ass—although the bulk of the device was so wholly lodged within the channel that it was impossible to know what kind of travail she’d been forced to endure. 

“And she wears it this way all day long?” George asked. 

“As long as I want her to. Squat, brit,” the order shot out like dragon fire. The slave was turned around, squatting, knees bent, ass resting on her calves, a pink blush rising on her cheeks before the men could catch their breath. Some things she did as though her life depended on it—this was one. Keeping her gaze lowered, she adopted the pose remaining as dutiful and submissive as she’d been when she arrived in the office on Justin’s command. “Look up at me,” he ordered. 

The smoldering look in brit’s gentle grey eyes sought his encouragement. Hers was a valiant effort; the pose excruciating—but effected with diligence and good grace, something Justin valued, something he required and bred in any woman who called herself his slave. 

“Take off your bra,” he told her. Little of the appealing and mild-mannered gentleman remained in him now. His gaze was ruthless, his voice the same. By his look, he might kill—but this was what the woman craved. Justin’s guests could see that in her expression. 

brit struggled as she unhooked her brassiere, though she kept the squat the entire time, and finishing, she waited for another command, hardly surprised when her master ordered her to, “Show off your tits. Raise them high.”

“I’ll bet she’s wet between those legs,” George concluded as the slave’s feral expression grabbed his gut and his dick below with a salacious lust he’d not felt in some time. “You give her away?”

“I’m deciding that right now; I’ll see how she performs today. She needs her ass stretched, and while my cock might be adequate to screw her, it’s not the kind to widen her properly—that’s why the anal plug.”

“I’m afraid I wouldn’t be able to help you there,” George remarked. “But to taste her juices with my cock does have its appeal.”

“You want a spear worthy of your project, Justin, I’ll put myself in the running,” Earl jumped right in, now more animated than he’d been in some minutes. His beady eyes probed the slave’s humbly raised face with such intensity that she shivered cold staring back at him. It seemed as if there were hollow places in the man where there should be eyes, a void where there should be sexual vibrancy. He was not unlike the masters she’d been with—including her current one. She thrived on soulless guises, quaked deep as these men unearthed the core of her submissive desire. brit was petrified to think the man might plunge his aching weapon in her ass. But the ache was real in her, too. 

She raised her breasts like gifts to the burly man’s eyes, while her cunt was drenched with her female elixir oozing from the parted spaces.

“I’d like to see her tested,” Justin advised both men. 

“I would do that,” Earl swore without being boastful. Though he might be eager for the task, he remained unruffled by the prospects of screwing the ass of a woman so appealing. Like a game of dice—if he rolled right, he might well win the prize. If not, he refused to be disappointed. No man would put him in that place. 

brit’s eyes did not waver from the Dom in question, though she remained with her ear trained to hear her master’s next command. 

“Get up,” he finally drilled the air with the order. 

Even a practiced slave would find compliance difficult from her squat. Drawing out of the pose took zealous effort and a determination she’d learned from months of following this kind of demand. Though she’d failed many times to gracefully accomplish such a task—failure was not as important as the will she put into the act. This was where her master was fair, unlike other masters who didn’t care how hard their slave tried and expected perfection immediately, punishing any faltering attempt. Justin Booker was often fair, but never easy. 

On her feet, brit was shoved to an office chair and pushed over the back where her hands automatically went to the seat as she braced herself for the assault. Closing in behind her, her master unfastened the small buckle at her waist and carefully pulled the harness away from her groin. She felt the dildo slide slowly from her rectum, and then extracted more forcefully as Justin withdrew the long, wide shaft of cream-colored plastic. It had been several hours since she’d felt this much freedom in her nether channel and the relief was welcome. Yet, the feeling was short-lived, as a primed and ready Earl Heartsell encroached on the offered territory with his dick ready. 

As promised, his member was wide and of ample length to give the woman a considerable challenge. Thankfully, after six hours in the harness, her ass was also prepared for penetration. Relaxed and willing, it took Earl’s initial plunge, widening with little effort. It was the subsequent drilling of her behind that proved difficult, with the full girth of this impressive manhood taking her beyond her previous experience with anal sex. A relaxing mantra repeated inside her slavey head… she could lose herself, let go, allow… forget, dwindle and go limp with yielding. She did this well, as the feel of subspace would engulf her wholly, bringing contentment to take away the pain. Though today was different with the task of surrender more grueling. The opening was forced to expand beyond the limits it knew. His cock demanded by its very force that her muscles yield. Pain stabbed her insides hard. She clenched and felt Justin’s hand twist through her hair. “Don’t resist,” he declared to her defiantly.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered as another ruthless moment of agony required her attention.  

Earl’s erection inched its way deeper as if he were burrowing for a vein of hidden ore. 

Her gentle shrieks were ignored, but the breathless gasp of pain that followed his sudden and swift lunge made her master seize her hair with an iron-tight grip and yank hard. 

Her ouch! was barely audible, and quickly forgiven when brit’s hips began to sway from the unexpected physical pleasure. The Dom assailed her hard with both hands gripping ass cheeks to steady his attack, while lunge after vigorous lunge enlivened his long dormant hunger.

Justin released his grip on brit’s hair and let her work the man to his climax when he sounded off in grunts and lusty groans. Though every moment was edged with fear as brit anxiously wondered if her insides would be ripped to shreds, the results were not as grisly as her fearful imaginings. Her body was on fire, her insides wild, her debasement complete. This was a perfect submissive lust… and she could go on for more… but that was unnecessary. 

Earl didn’t need but a few short minutes of this exuberant ride before he exploded, dispensing his seed into her dark regions and leaving her body gasping for air and her own end. 

“Get up,” were the first words she heard after the satisfied Dom withdrew from her body. brit wasn’t ready—not yet. She took several deep breaths and relaxed, letting herself absorb the sudden changes. “Up, brit!” Justin ordered impatiently. This time she managed to right herself and remain steady on her feet. “Put your clothes on in my private bath.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

No more gaping eyes. No more shameful postures. No more hanging on in fear… she breathed again relieved as she gathered up her clothes and scooted to the bathroom. 

By the time brit returned to Justin’s office his friends were gone and the telephone was ringing. 

“Emily, yes, I’ll be home for dinner at nine… yes, I know it’s late, but it can’t be helped… I’ll see you then…” He turned to his secretary as he hung up the phone. “You think you need a reward for today’s exhibition?” he wondered aloud. 

“No, sir. I did as I was told,” she respectfully replied. 

He sat back in his chair jauntily appraising the attractive brunette, thinking… maneuvering, his schemes taking shape… they often whirled about his brain so fast that he could not keep up with the permutations his fertile mind manufactured. “And you enjoyed yourself?” he asked. Sometimes he didn’t care about her enjoyment. Today he did. He’d thought of giving her away more often… in more remote settings, to men he wouldn’t find as easy to control. He wanted to jerk her around with fear, let it take her places she worried over. This one thrived on fright and control… less on pain, more on limitations and restraint. 

“Yes, sir, I did… in an odd way.”

“Odd?”

“I was scared that I wouldn’t be able to handle him.”

“But you did.”

“And that felt good. I know that pleases you.”

“Yes, it does,” he acknowledged. “Did you replace your harness?”

She hesitated, fingers fidgeting in front of her. “No, sir, not yet.”

“Then be sure it’s handled before you go back to work.”

“B-but I thought… since…”

“Since you were butt-fucked that it wouldn’t matter?”

“Yes.”

“It matters only that you follow my orders, and my orders were that the harness and the anal plug remain all day.”

“Yes, sir.” She tried to hide her discontent, though there was a faint grimace on her lips and a self-pitying look in her eye before she resumed her air of respectful compliance. Even that scant inconstancy in her expression was enough to register Justin’s disapproval. 

“Don’t give me reason to punish you, brit,” he warned.

“No, sir, I won’t. I’ll put the harness on immediately.”

“See that it’s done.”

Wednesday Evening

Justin Booker’s large brick city house was one of dozens in an older neighborhood adjacent to the city center. Simple streets meandered across several hills in what might have at one time been a lovely country setting. Now, however, the upscale neighborhood was pushed together with middleclass housing developments, business streets, the city TV station and a local grade school. It was an island in the middle of a crazy sea—a world apart from those other jumbled up worlds. Time retreated and the world grew fuzzy around the borders. He could breathe with ease, and slow a harrowing pace where his thoughts grew discontentedly wild.  

Justin came home to a dwelling that inspired his senses. Four fat columns across the front stood like watchmen guarding… though there was little to guard but the physical treasures in his house… the Oriental carpet, Emily’s collection of Danish figurines, porcelain vases from Hong Kong, silver, damask, a state-of-the-art entertainment center—his latest acquisition—and the Monet he gave his wife on their tenth anniversary. He sometimes imagined those stern looking sentinels guarding the true secrets… the ones behind the marriage, inside his head, tucked close to his heart and alive in his groin. He understood his life was false, that he lived daily with subterfuge and lies… but they were good lies, and his secrets the kind of secrets that made him feel alive. 

Emily was home, in the workroom throwing pots, a tender smile on her dreamy face. Justin tiptoed into the foyer understanding where she was and what she was doing simply by the sound of the music coming from the back of the house… Vivaldi’s ‘Four Seasons’. She was in a classical mood. He liked that. And she was creating… that meant she would be horny by the time she finished work. If he was lucky, he could fling her over the back of a chair and screw her with all his pent-up zeal. If he was lucky—luck usually struck once a month and it must have been at least three weeks since the last time he demanded sex this way.

He caught her working, her back to him, her body moving erotically with the music, hands pouring over the wet clay. He watched her muscles move inside her black sleeveless T-shirt. The diligence, the precision—how lovely a sight that was, enough to stir his aching shaft. He’d think of suspending her—arms stretched high and wide above her head, feet dangling, her back and shoulder muscles straining. 

He shook off the image.

Pipe dreams. 

Just pipe dreams.

She brushed back a stray lock of hair with her arm, keeping her fingers on the wheel. Her sandy red pageboy seemed to float as her head moved, the ends skimming her jaw-line and tickling the skin. Every now and again he caught a glimpse of a creamy cheek, the trace of her lips, a dark brow. He believed she was humming, her body keeping time to the notes tinkling off the CD. 

He approached her stealthily, knowing how easy it would be to wring her neck with his hands, watch her gasp, look up at him in fear and longing… 

He shook off the image.

Impractical. 

Self-defeating.

He needed a wife, not another slave, and she was good wife. 

She’d be miserable as a slave… too self-absorbed, too flighty and impractical. Thoughts of mastering her were impractical; he had to let them go. 

No, he didn’t need a slave, he needed his wife. 

“Emily,” he spoke softly so as not to shake her too hard. 

She jerked anyway and turned around.

“Don’t you look beautiful?”

“You scared me. You’re early. I would have had dinner ready if I’d known you would be home so soon.”

“The appointment canceled.” That was the truth. The new girl in the Guild files looked good, but she was like too many others—out for quick thrills, a few scenes, no serious submission, certainly not real slavery. How did she ever get by the proctors? Justin wondered. They were supposed to oust the women with questionable characters. This one slipped by—he’d have to have a word with Simonson next time he saw the director of new properties. 

“Cancelled appointment? That’s good for me,” she said smiling, “but bad for you, perhaps?”

He shook his head. “I’d rather be home tonight, and with you.”

“You would?”  

He wanted her now… slightly sweaty, perspiration on her brow and lip, the mix of salty musk and perfume revving up the engines already primed for sex. 

“Yes, now.” He pulled her from the stool, wrapped his arms around her waist, and pushed down her shorts. 

“I’m a mess, Justin.” She tried drawing back, but he was taking her anyway. 

“I don’t care.”

This was rare and welcome… but a change of gears that required Emily to relinquish her current project… the clay fell back against itself into a pile of unusable mush… she let it go… let her hips glide into his, let her heart beat next to his, let her lips swim against his lips. Kisses, dozens of kisses and she was ready for more. 

When he pulled away, she wiped her hands on a towel, tossed it aside and followed Justin to the porch. Lying back on the divan, he motioned her to his crotch where her hungry mouth and eager hands searched for the hardened muscle inside his pants, finally withdrawing the proud erection. Her tongue made circles around the head, ran down the shaft to lick the base. Smelling the aroma of desire, she sucked his scrotum drawing one testicle then the other into her mouth where they swam about before she moved up the rod again to focus on the purple head and hardened stalk.

“Humm, yes, do that more,” he purred.

“Humm, yes,” she thoughtlessly replied, drawing him deep, far into her throat until he went no further. Drawing back she rimmed the head, tasting skin, reacting to his pheromones and finding her body turning on itself for more. “From behind, Justin,” she prompted him.

Ah! He was in luck tonight.

This was his favorite position… this her gift to him. Then, too, she was randy now, acting like the slut, offering herself like one of his slaves. 

He was ready fast, looming over her naked behind with his rod bobbing, the tip wet with pre-cum and her saliva. Between her thighs, her pussy juices gathered at the door. Oh! To have the tighter hole! He thought of brit’s reckless behind waving for the unfamiliar cock to take her ass. If that were only Emily. 

But he’d settle now for the simpler fuck. He loved the look of his cock inside the steamy portal, pounding, his strokes long, drawn out to the head so he could plunge back forcefully, moving her to the limit of her willingness. Fucking doggy-style was at the borders of her crudest lust. She’d recoil when it was done, turn shy, blush until her ears were red, then refuse to tell him how much this pleased her. 

She was lost, head thrashing back and forth. She’d cum. Groaning, thoughtless, milking with a clenched cunt every bit of frothy seed he had to give her. 

She was there and so was he… thinking of brit’s ass, transferring the look of one slut to the reality of the other. Emily wouldn’t stand for that kind of talk, but there was nothing to keep him from thinking whatever he damned well pleased. 

“Ah, Gawd, Juuuuustin, yes, haaarrrrrder!” she shrieked this time.

“Good girl,” he said, pulling at her hair—gently. 

“Ooo, yes, ouch, no!” she rattled off. 

He pulled a little harder, feeling her body jolt and jolt again, her inner channel clench and flex, then suddenly start to writhe out of control. “Oooooooooo, yesssssssssssss,” she hissed, mouth open. A silent scream followed. Justin’s low bellow answered seconds later, his thrusting movements picking up speed as his wife worked the spewing erection with her climax, and he shot the last of his juices to mingle with her liquid cunt. 

“Oh, I hate it when you pull my hair,” she exclaimed when they were finished and exhausted.

“I disagree,” he replied. “It turns you on.”

“Does not!” she scowled. 

“Yes, it does.”

“And how could you tell?”

“Your body changes.”

She looked suspicious.

“Trust me, it does,” he tried reassuring her. 

“How about I get dinner?” she said. She shot off the divan more in a hurry than he was this time. “Say,” she stopped at the patio doorway, “you said you’d set me up with an email account?”

“Yes, I did.” Why would she think of this now?

“Tonight?” she asked.

“Why the rush? It’s been weeks since I offered.”

“My sister wants to write me.”

“Sure. It won’t take but a minute.”

“Thanks.” She picked up her shorts from where they’d landed on the flagstone floor and then disappeared inside the house.


Chapter Two

Saturday Night, nine o’clock

kari was a young slave at twenty-eight. He preferred them older and seasoned but this one was too beautiful to pass up. She’d been with Michael Pitts for almost two years; and left when he married his first slave, Gretel. The two slaves did not get along. In Justin’s opinion, the brash Gretel was not much of a slave in the first place—though he imagined she was a terrific lover. The fallout worked in his favor, however; he figured that he could collar kari on the first date. After two months without a master, she would be wet, crawling the floor at a good Dom’s feet for the attention she craved. This one liked her sceneing savage, the humiliation profoundly degrading. And she didn’t need it often… which was good, too. Perfect to compliment arrangements with brit, which were tangled and demanding of his time.

Justin met his new prospect at the Bistro on the lake near the warehouse district. The tiny hole-in-the-wall was always packed and chaotic. But this was the atmosphere he wanted for their first encounter. He wanted her lost in the dizzying turmoil—too bewildered for anything but the sound of his voice in her ear. She would listen attentively, with a keener ear because she’d want to be particularly perfect making her first impression. 

He took kari’s arm as he led her inside the din, immediately attracting the attention of the guys at the bar. They noted her short, blonde spiky hair, the full bosom, and the naughty glint of lust in her brown eyes. She packed her clothes well, stretching the seams of her Lycra skirt and T-shirt. She was the porn queen and a naïve schoolgirl at the same time. The innocence in her face was the clue to her submissive character. She clung to his arm, the second clue, and waited for him to whisper commands. The guys at the bar might wonder about the collar ringing her neck. Even though the leather was in keeping with the times, it was a sexy statement that suggested a host of possibilities. Just an inch thick and studded with silver; the collar fit smoothly around her throat, moving as she moved and talked. It could be taken for a piece of jewelry or for the proper implications. Justin liked the element of mystery associated with collars. He liked the horny world inside the bar gazing their way—gazing at kari’s collar and wondering who they were and how they were related. 

The pair were seated in the corner, Justin facing out and kari facing him with her back to the cluttered, crowded restaurant. 

“Sit on your bare ass,” he whispered over their first drink. 

“Yes, sir,” she said without hesitation. It was a struggle pulling the tight black Lycra up her hips enough to bare her behind. Her tight body billowed, oozing sexual hunger. Black lashes batted at the man, while a coy grin surfaced on her lips. She wouldn’t be noticed with her skirt practically tucked up around her waist—the chairs were closed around the back keeping her hips hidden. And though the trained eye of their waitress might detect her secret, she was assured of little real exposure and a good deal of thrill. 

“You wear no panties?” Justin asked. 

“No, sir, and I’m shaved.”

“And you keep the protocols because you assume I’ll want the same?”

“Perhaps, but it also pleases me. I think submissively when I’m this way—reminded of the covenant I made with myself.”

“And that is?”

“To live what I feel, sir. It’s not easy being a sex slave when the world would tell me I’m deranged.”

“Do you fight that?”

“Most of my life. I work with three lawyers who litigate sexual harassment lawsuits.” 

“Little ironic, don’t you think?”

“Maybe, sir. But I don’t consider myself harassed by my master.”

She was sharp, managing to sound firm and intelligent without being aggressive. It was quite a gift. Justin imagined that she might be naturally submissive, something she didn’t adopt—as it was with brit who needed forms and regulations to make her submission real. He liked the way this one smiled, innocently, all the while her mind aflutter with questions she would never ask a master unless she was told to voice her needs.

“What is it you need from me?” he wondered. 

She thought a moment before replying. “A man of substance who’s not afraid to make me bleed if that’s what I need.”

His eyebrows raised. “Do you need to bleed?”

“It hardly ever comes to that… but I can’t stand ninnies. If I’m going to live this way—as a slave—I have to live it the way that makes me feel alive. I don’t want this to sound as if I’m topping from inside my shackles, I just respect what drives me. Usually that turns on the men who want me, so why not say so?”

“You’ve said so very clearly,” he stated, sounding coolly grim. 

“And I’ve put you off, haven’t I?” She looked slightly chagrinned and disappointed. 

“Not at all. You’re direct and that is more important than being deferential right now. But to be my slave requires that you forget what you want and focus on my commands. If you’re lucky, you’ll get what you’re looking for. It’s a risk for us both.”

