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Chapter One


It’s an incredible feeling knowing you own
another human being. Some owners say it’s bad form to consider a
slave a fellow human being, but I don’t buy into that
mindset.

To have another person completely under your
control, to do with them as you will, for them to have no say in
what happens to them in a rush greater than sex or any drug in the
world.

I remember when I was starting the search with
the agent and he asked for general parameters of what I wanted in
my slave.

“Blonde, hairless from the neck down, not even
on her arms, full breasts but not huge, natural, of course, not
enhanced. Her skin should be pale, a little freckling is fine but
nothing excessive. Blue eyes are preferred—easy with a blonde—but
I’m willing to pay a premium for green. Trim body. Height isn’t
important, but neither excessively tall nor short. Hair should be
natural blonde, not dyed. No tattoos. No piercings. No brandings.
No body modifications, even the newer styles.”

The agent looked at me impassively. He was
polite and measured in everything he did; he had to be as a slave
agent dealing with clients who were among the über-wealthy. It
wasn’t his job to judge but to provide for his clients’ needs. I
knew that. However, he also needed to be wise enough to guide his
clients. He could provide whatever they wanted, but in order to
make them happy, he had to know what they actually
wanted.

“You don’t have to follow popular trends,” he
told me mildly. “This is completely anonymous and private. I don’t
care you if want to own a midget with three breasts and a hair lip
if that’s your preference. If you want a boy who is cute with a
huge cock, I can find you that as well. I just want you to be
happy.”

“Blonde, all natural, unmodified,” I
repeated.

He smiled thinly. “Perfect. A few
clarification questions. Are ear lobe piercings allowed? It will be
hard to find a woman without them.”

I considered his question. “I’ll happily pay
extra for unpierced, but if that’s all you can find…”

“I’ll find her,” he promised. “The difference
isn’t money. It’s time.”

“I’m a patient man.”

“Her age range?”

“Younger is better.”

“It always is,” he agreed.

“Keep her under thirty.”

He raised his eyebrows at me. “That opens up
possibilities,” he commented.

“How so?”

The agent didn’t directly answer my question.
“Wider parameters,” he murmured. “Can she have given birth or been
pregnant at all?”

That question should not have caught me
unawares, but it did. “Is that an option?”

“Everything is an option,” he said, spreading
his hands wide and giving me his best non-oily grin.

“Are women who are…mothers…even
available?”

“Of course. Some sell themselves into slavery
to support their families.”

“This is to be a long-term ownership deal,” I
clarified with him. “Up to ten years. My option.”

“Already understood.”

I nodded. “Then it doesn’t matter. As long as
she fulfills the other requirements.”

His smile became happy. “Certainly. One last
question. Do you intend to breed her?”

“What?”

“Do you intend to breed her, either with your
seed or someone else’s? The child would be yours if you want, or
given away. I can make that happen as well.”

“She won’t be bred.” I had decided to purchase
a slave for my amusement, not for creating offspring.

“Standard clause in the contract is no
breeding, but that can be changed by mutual agreement of both
parties. Also standard in the contract.”

“Fine.” I had heard of owners falling in love
with their slaves. I didn’t intend for that to happen to
me.

He nodded and we signed the search agreement.
He promised quick results.

I had high standards and was a patient man. I
wasn’t expecting a slave to appear on my doorstep the next
morning.

 


The first four I rejected. It wasn’t that they
didn’t meet my standards—they did—but there was something about
their faces and bodies that wasn’t exactly what I wanted. It was
the ineffable descriptor: when I saw it, I would know it. To his
credit, my agent didn’t complain at all. I’m sure I wasn’t the most
difficult client he ever dealt with. While I was among the upper
echelon of wealth in the world, I wasn’t at the top. I wasn’t even
in the top one thousand or ten thousand. The thing of money is,
when you have a little, it never goes far enough. When you have too
much, you don’t know what to do with it.

I had more than enough, but not too much; just
the right amount of excess. I could afford what I wanted but
couldn’t waste it just to make a point.

Well, I suppose I could have, but I
didn’t.

Fourth time was the charm. She was perfect.
All the right aspects I had asked for: nearly flawless but
naturally and not so perfect that she was artificial.

It had only taken my agent six months. I was
pleased with his results.

She stood in the middle of my apartment, naked
and perfect, eyes slightly downcast, saying nothing, doing nothing.
She was well-trained; I liked that. I circled around and around
her, drinking in every inch of her skin with my eyes. I didn’t
touch. I was waiting; heightening the anticipation.

“She’s trained, of course,” the agent said.
“Nothing special, but you didn’t request anything beyond normal
training.”

“I know,” I said absently. “I’ll train her
myself.”

“We have people for that.”

“I’ll do it myself. I know what I’m
doing.”

The late afternoon light streaming through the
wall of windows in the high rise where I made my home highlighted
the slave’s perfect skin. She was pale, but not colorless. She
hadn’t been subjected to light to make her skin that artificial
gold that was so unnatural. More importantly, she didn’t have any
tan lines.

I tended to keep my rooms cooler than most
people enjoyed. The slave’s pink nipples puckered at the cool air.
It was fetching. I judged her breasts at having a volume of roughly
400 ml each. I had a good eye for that sort of
measurement.

I dropped my eyes to her buttocks and sex.
Hairless, as I requested. Then I paused at her side. Her buttocks
weren’t muscular, but trim enough to meet my expectations. There
was, however, a scar on her hip. It was the length of a finger and
thin, maybe a half centimeter wide. It was faded white, not red and
hardly noticeable, but it was a flaw.

“What’s this?” I asked, indicating the
scar.

The agent was unruffled by my question. “Old
surgery scar. She had a minor procedure years ago. Excellent
doctors and facility. I have the paperwork if you want it.” He
paused and then anticipated my objection. “You said natural.
Natural comes with flaws and imperfections.”

“I know,” I said trying to hide my
disappointment. “Still…so close to perfection…”

“I can keep looking,” he offered.

For a fee, of course. It wasn’t that I didn’t
have the money. It was I wanted results after half a
year.

“No. I’ll take her.”

And with that, I owned a human being. She came
into my possession with literally nothing. The agent had her in a
nondescript dress when he walked her in, and he walked out with the
dress. She had nothing but herself.

I took her to my bedroom and fucked
her.

She was very good. She obviously wasn’t a
virgin, but I didn’t want a virgin. I wanted a sex slave and that’s
exactly what I got.

You don’t know someone until you intimately
rub your body all over theirs.

I was pleased with her body. All her body hair
had been removed. Her skin was as smooth as a dolphin’s. I
carefully inspected her pussy with both fingers and tongue and
couldn’t detect a single hair, even around her anus. I didn’t
bother to find out what method was used to depilate her. It didn’t
matter as long as it didn’t come back.

Her breasts were perfect. Not too large, not
too small, topped with perfect pink nipples and small areolas. I
couldn’t have found a prostitute who was her equivalent.

She loved—or pretended to love with peerless
acting—every position I fucked her in: missionary, doggy, cowgirl.
She lubricated freely, which was a necessity for her job, and
orgasmed three times. Certainly once wasn’t faked—I could feel her
inner walls trembling around my cock—and the
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