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	A marked man enters The Service wanting adventure and to find love and is assigned to a famous football player infamous for his partying.

	A marked man enters The Service and is assigned to the hottest action-adventure movie star on the planet. However, he is not the only one who wants the star’s attention.

	 

	 

	Bundle Contains:

	Batting Cage Book 1

	Gridiron Cage Book 2

	Celluloid Cage Book 3

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	The Master And Servant Bundle 1

	Copyright © 2021 Crawford Rhine

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-3296-6

	Cover art by Angela Waters

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: Image]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	The Master And Servant Bundle 1

	The Master & Servant Series 1

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Crawford Rhine

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Batting Cage

	The Master & Servant Series Book 1

	 


In this world populated only by men, Brand is the uncommon man who is sexually attracted to them which comes in handy when he is delivered to his new Master in a cage.

	 

	 

	Brand is a marked man in a world of unmarked men. The mark identifies him as someone who is eligible to go into Service. He has been ready for this opportunity for years and thinks it will never happen. Brand moves on with his life until he receives a call from a Master, Trent Parks. He turns out to be a well-known professional baseball player and unlike anyone Brand has ever met. There is an age difference that Brand has to negotiate, being the older one, as well as the dangers of being with a famous person. Brand discovers, much to his surprise, that not only does he like Trent as a Master, but that he is falling in love with him.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	The cage was large, for a cage. It had a hardwood floor and smooth bars. Smooth bars are a plus for a cage. You would be surprised how often you touch them when you are riding in a cage, like I was. I’m tall, over six feet and the cage actually allowed me to sit upright and I probably could squat, if I ever wanted to.

	I had been travelling for what seemed like the better part of a day, so my best guess was that I was out West somewhere. Time was hard to tell because there was a heavy curtain over the cage that blotted out everything except for a rim of light at the bottom. It was hard to tell if the light was sunlight or artificial. I was grateful for the curtain since I was almost naked in the cage, wearing only a jockstrap. My eyes had become accustomed to the dark and I would occasionally hear voices, although I couldn’t hear much of the conversations.

	I did know that I had travelled by plane and now by truck of some sort. I could tell I was getting close to my destination, because I could hear the sounds of a city and noticed the stop and start of traffic. The air was hot, so that didn’t help my guessing. It was summer, after all. I couldn’t imagine having to be transported like this in cold weather. That would have been even more uncomfortable.

	Then I was being unloaded by what sounded like a forklift. The familiar beeping when they went in reverse and the quick turns made me pretty sure I was right. I seemed to be going down a long hallway, bumping across doorways. Then a quick drop and I could hear cheering and male voices. I instantly felt nervous and thought I might throw up.

	“Trent, what did you ask for?” asked a husky voice.

	“I asked for an older, tall, white, smart, southern, professional, masculine, outgoing Servant with a happy personality,” said the one that must be Trent. He clicked off these qualities like he had them memorized from a list.

	“Why southern?” asked another voice.

	“I want us to like the same foods, of course!” was Trent’s response. He had a nice voice, even in timbre, deep and powerful. “Well, let’s see how I did.”

	The curtain was pulled off and my body instantly took over. I rose to a squatting position on the balls of my feet with my legs spread in a V-shape, my arms on my upper legs and my head bowed. This position really exposed me, especially in this jockstrap with no back and a front that was basically a band with a basket of fabric suspended from it.

	The room was silent, but I knew there were a lot of guys there. I could see we were indoors—the carpet was high quality and patterned in a red and white scheme. I could see the legs of a lot of wooden benches that looked like expensive furniture. I could also see the shoes and lower legs of the man I presumed was Trent.

	He was wearing cleats and baseball pants, the kind that are white with a red pinstripe down the side. My mind was going a million miles an hour, and I guessed I was in the locker room of a baseball club. The cleats were dusty and there was dirt on the bottom of his white pants. His shoes were large, if I was guessing probably a size fourteen. His legs matched his feet in size, so it looked natural. I knew that he was sizing me up as well, and he had a much better view than I did.

	I consider myself in pretty good shape, but squatting in that position was not comfortable and I could feel the strain in my legs. I had always had good leg muscles, even if I didn’t go to the gym, ever. I guess this was just one of the reasons why Servants were usually much younger than me. I was already very tense, and now my twenty-nine-year-old muscles were letting me hear it. The silence and the wait were agonizing. I didn’t know what was coming next or what to do when it came.

	My thoughts were shattered by the view of a hand coming towards me through the bars. It was a big, beefy hand, and I could see the veins popping out on the back and running up his arm. He was beautifully tan and had blonde hair on his forearm. I had to fight the instinct to pull away from him, hard.

	“Look at me.” I felt his fingers under my chin at the same moment that he spoke. They were lifting my head up towards him. I kept my eyes down as my head raised but more and more of the scene was revealed to me as I went along. It was definitely a baseball locker room, the Los Angeles Angels, as a matter of fact. I was in Anaheim. There were probably ten other guys in the room standing in the background.

	I didn’t get a great look at him, but I could see that he was tall, even though he was squatting to look into the cage. His uniform hinted at a body that was very broad and muscled. When his fingers left my chin, I turned my eyes up to his face.

	“Holy shit!” I thought to myself. It’s Trent Parks. His face was boyishly round and he had that familiar sense of serenity about him that I had seen when watching him on TV. He was very handsome, and I was thrilled he was my Master. Our eyes locked onto each other, and I was held by his gaze.

	“I am your Master, and I’m very glad that you are finally here. I want you to know that everything will be great and you have nothing to worry about.” The speech was stilted like he had been practicing it, but I felt sincerity roll off of him and I felt myself relax inside. His voice was very reassuring, and I was hopeful that this first meeting was to be how he would treat me in the future.

	“How was your trip?” he asked.

	“It was in a cage... .Sir,” I replied, pausing too long before the required title.

	The room burst into laughter, and I feared that I had just blown it. I looked back into his eyes expecting to see anger, but instead his mouth was curled up in a small smile and his eyes were twinkling with delight. Once again, I was relieved and let myself breathe.

	“We’re going to have to find something to stuff in that mouth of yours later,” Trent commented, more to his teammates than to me, but I definitely heard it and comprehended his meaning. “I will see you later at home after my game.”

	The curtain was being dropped around the cage now, and I heard Trent giving instructions to the handlers for them to deliver me to his house and that his Dad would be there to let them in. He also asked them to make sure I was comfortable and fed.

	With the curtain closed the guys talked freely like I could not hear them. Or maybe, it didn’t matter that I could hear them.

	“Well, Trent. Did you like him?”

	“Is he what you pictured? Sometimes they don’t get it right.”

	“He looked right to me!” This was followed by laughter. “He’s a big boy!”

	Then Trent’s voice again, “He seems to be exactly what I wanted.”

	“He looks and sounds like he can give you a run for your money, Parks!”

	“I hope so.”

	“What’s the agreement that you made with The Service?”

	“Standard. He works for a year and he can decide whether to continue for another year. If he does, he gets the whole payment, if he doesn’t, he gets half.”

	I heard the forklift before I felt it underneath the floorboards of the cage and then we were moving. Being loaded back on the truck and heading to my new home.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	There was a lot of time to think. I had been given something to eat while in the cage and I had plenty of time to think about this crazy world we lived in. A male society separated from a female society. Neither would ever know the other.

	That fact presented us with two main problems—men could not reproduce and men, of course, have to have sex. It is a genetic imperative. Men have to have sex.

	The first is a mutual problem for both societies. The solution here is that men offer their sperm up to women who never have any contact with them except to read about them in a catalog. If a woman selects a man’s sperm and gets pregnant, then she has the baby. If the baby is a girl, she stays with Mom and if it is a boy, it is given to Dad. If a man does not want any kids, he doesn’t offer his sperm. If he only wants one son and he gets one, he pulls his sperm off the market.

	Our world had accommodated the second problem through several unique programs, one being the journey I was on now. When I turned thirteen years of age, I received my mark. It was a thin blue line that appeared on my jaw line from my chin almost to below my ear. That blue line marked me as a guy who liked guys, sexually, and it allowed me to apply for this particular journey. Our world consisted of non-marked guys, or NOMARs, and marked guys, which were pretty rare.

	If a wealthy NOMAR wanted to, he could petition The Service for a marked guy to be his sexual Servant. Marked guys were given the choice of being put into the lottery for these opportunities, but had little other power in the process. The Service tried to make good matches, but there were always problems.

	We finally arrived at Trent’s house. I heard someone, who I assumed was his father, giving instructions to the handlers. The forklift lifted me out of the truck and to the door, but the handlers had to carry the cage into the house. It was a very unsteady trip and several times I was thrown against one side or another as they maneuvered their way into the house. I learned to hold onto the bars tightly and brace myself. Finally I was put down and rotated so that the cage door faced a certain direction, I supposed.

	The house smelled clean and from the length of the trip, I assumed it was pretty large. I didn’t know how much money Trent Parks made but I assumed it was a lot. The money was the motivation behind this humiliation and in the long run, I hoped it would be worth it.

	“You’ll be fine here until Trent gets home. I’m going to lock up now so no one will bother you.” This was said by the man I had been calling Trent’s dad and his voice was very similar to Trent’s, with the slight Louisiana accent on some of the words.

	I was embarrassed and did not know what to say, so I sat quietly and listened to the sounds of his steps growing fainter as he left the house. The house did not make a lot of noises like my old one in Charleston. I could not even hear the ice maker in the kitchen or the ticking of a clock. Time would pass very slowly here and I decided to curl up and nap while I had the chance. The adrenaline rush at meeting my Master had receded from my system and I soon fell asleep.

	I was awakened by the strange sensation that someone was watching me. I heard footsteps and then Trent saying, “There you are.”

	He pulled the curtain back and used a key to open the door. “Come out.”

	I very gingerly left the cage, my body stiff from sleep and the cramped conditions. I was careful to keep my eyes down and assumed the squatting position on the soft carpet of a bedroom facing my Master.

	“I thought we could go over the rules first.”

	“Yes, Sir.”

	“Oh, now you remember the ‘sir’.”

	I felt myself blush immediately and wondered if some type of punishment was going to happen now. Instead, he said, “Stand.”

	I stood and felt the familiar fingers under my chin lifting my head. I looked him in the eyes and saw that he had that small smile on his face again. He was slightly taller than me and considerably broader. I liked his face and thought I could tell that he was a happy, well-adjusted guy. Boy, did I hope!

	He said, “This is our bedroom. I would like you to sleep in the bed with me each night, but if you displease me, you will sleep in the cage. Understood?”

	“Yes, Sir.”

	“Do you like wearing that?” he asked as he pointed at the jockstrap I was wearing.

	“Not really, but it’s better than nothing,” was my response as I continued to look down. “I have heard stories of others who have to go without clothes as a rule, Sir.”

	“Yes, I’ve also heard those stories. When you are here, you will wear whatever you choose to. When we go out, you will dress the same... unless it is to the park, where you will wear a jock only, understand?”

	“Yes, Master.” My mind raced because I was relieved to hear this news. I did not relish spending the next however-many years in a jock, or worse. I also knew that I did not have any clothes, since I was not allowed to bring anything with me.

	“Take off my shirt.” For the first time, I noticed what he was wearing, a blue Under Armour t-shirt, jeans and tennis shoes.

	I wasn’t shocked by this statement since I had been preparing myself for this moment for a long time. I carefully grabbed the bottom of his shirt and lifted it over his head. He raised his arms to help me out and I got my first view of his magnificent body. His chest was huge, and sculpted like a Norse God. It was bare of hair and his nipples were small and pink on top of his muscles. Trent had an adonis belt, the sharp cut of muscles on top of his hips that made a V shape into his jeans towards his crotch. He wore a woven leather chain with a red and grey motif that accented how thick his neck was. His biceps were huge and his forearms were slender and hairy. When the shirt cleared his head he had a nervous look on his face and I saw for the first time that he had blonde-brown hair cut in a buzz cut. I think he was wearing a baseball cap in the locker room or I would have noticed.

	“Are you nervous, Master?” I asked as I looked down.

	“I want this to work,” he responded with a sharp intake of breath that revealed that it was too honest.

	“And now your shoes, Master?”

	“Yes,” he said as he sat on the edge of the bed. It was the largest bed I had ever seen. It must be custom made for athletes, because it was bigger than a king-sized.

	I assumed the now-familiar squat in front of him and put his right foot up on my thigh. I slowly untied the laces and loosened the tongue. Grabbing the heel, I lifted it off of his foot. I put it to the side and grabbed the top of his black athletic sock and pulled it off of his foot. I looked up and saw that he was intently watching me. I gave him a sly smile and proceeded to gently massage the bottom and instep of his foot. I’m a guy who likes feet and I have high expectations. I was extremely pleased by the look of his foot. I just always assumed that most athletes had bad feet since they are on them so much. Master’s foot was well muscled and had oversized toes that matched the length of his feet. His toenails were well trimmed and his foot was clean with some slight blonde hair on the big toes. The smell was also intoxicating, a mixture of sweat and soap.

	I couldn’t resist and I raised his foot to my mouth. I looked him in the eyes as my lips made contact with his instep and my tongue ran over his skin. I heard the sharp intake of his breath as I sucked first one toe and then another. His foot tasted musky and I loved it! I looked up from his foot to his crotch and was rewarded with a substantial bulge in the front of his jeans. I decided to get this drama unfolding. Lowering his foot to the carpet, I replaced it with his left foot. This time, I took a giant smell of his shoe before putting it down. It was relatively new and smelled just like his feet. I gave his left foot the same treatment as his right and got to see Master shift uncomfortably on the bed trying to adjust his hard-on in his pants.

	“Now, didn’t I promise you something to stuff in your mouth earlier?” he asked as he stood before me.

	“Yes, Sir. I have been waiting patiently,” I said with my most innocent expression on my face.

	“Again with the smart mouth... take off my jeans.” His voice contained such urgency, yet his tone was still light and playful. I did not know his age, but I knew he was young. I could see acne on his chest and his face that told me that much. I wondered to myself how this could work with him being so young and me not so much.

	“Yes, Sir,” I said as I reached for the silver button right below his belly button. I undid it deftly and unzipped them with controlled patience. His hard-on poked out immediately under his boxer-briefs. I pushed the jeans to the carpet and held them as he stepped out of them. He put his hand on my shoulder to steady himself and I nuzzled it with my cheek, careful not to look at him.

	I made a bold decision and lowered myself to my knees to give my thighs some relief and to cover the action I pressed my face against his boxer-briefs where his cock was outlined. I immediately inhaled his fragrance and blew my hot breath out onto his crotch. He tipped his head back and inhaled deeply. At first I thought he was mad, but then with one quick move he removed his underwear and pushed his cock into my mouth. The action was so quick that I didn’t even have a chance to see what it looked like. I can tell you that the taste was amazing. I ran my tongue around the velvet-soft head that seemed to fill up my mouth with its size. The shaft, while having multiple veins showing, was substantial in both length and girth. A lot of pre-cum was flowing out of his piss-hole and it was like nectar to me. I didn’t let one drop go to waste.

	Taking it slow, I gave him my full attention. I licked the shaft from tip to root and enjoyed feeling his pulse quicken as I sucked with abandon. I played with his balls and pulled on his sack while I sucked his member, feeling him put his hands on my head to steady himself as he became lost in my mouth. His cock hardened in my mouth and I knew his climax was seconds away, so I reached up and squeezed both of his nipples as I buried my face in his crotch. He held me there, cutting off my oxygen, as he came. His cum hit my throat in multiple hot blasts that I quickly forced myself to swallow before I choked. He tasted the same as other guys, but this felt different somehow. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but I knew I wanted more.

	I lifted off his cock and licked up the excess cum that was sticking to his shaft. I pulled on his cock and sucked more cum out of his piss-hole as he shuddered from the sensitivity. Now that I had time to really look at his cock, I was genuinely impressed. Like the rest of his body, it was oversized, but looked perfectly natural compared to all of his parts.

	I hoped that he enjoyed it. Did his rapid orgasm mean that he had really liked it? I could hear that his breathing was returning to normal and he was stroking my hair, which was cut short, but far longer than his. My blonde hair always complemented my green eyes, but looking at Trent Parks made me feel that nothing on my body fit together like everything did on his.

	“That mouth of yours,” he said in a husky voice. “We both could get in trouble with that mouth.”

	I smiled and looked up at him. He had that small smile on his face and his eyes danced with mischievousness. “Stand,” he said. I stood and found myself face-to-face with him again. It was an unusual position in our relationship so far and I was not used to it. “Get on the bed.” I lay back on the bed and pulled myself up across it until my head rested on one of the pillows. He crawled up onto the bed below me.

	“You have pleased me very much. I wasn’t sure what I was in for by doing this and you have exceeded my hopes,” he said very quietly and shyly, as if admitting a failing.

	“Thank you, Sir,” I said. From my position on the pillow, I could see him exposed without worrying about whether I should look down or not. His tone was reflective, and therefore I did not see the next act coming.

	He quickly lifted my feet onto his chest, twisted forward and reached for a bottle of lube from the bedside table. He squirted some into his hand and began to rub himself while watching me.

	“Master, would you like me to do that for you?” came out of my mouth before I even knew it was on my mind.

	“I will tell you if I do.” He continued to rub his shaft while lifting my legs onto his broad shoulders. “I haven’t even seen your ass yet, but I know you are not going to disappoint me.” I felt the first of his fingers find my hole and begin to massage it. The lube caused his thick fingers to glide effortlessly around my puckered-hole and when he pressed one of them into me, I sucked in a sharp breath.

	“You okay?” he asked.

	“Better than okay,” I responded as I relaxed and enjoyed his probing. I saw his face relax as I said this and then felt the second finger come inside. I arched my back as his thumb entered my ass and began to rotate around. It was an incredibly erotic action and I didn’t think I could take it much longer.

	“Please, Master,” I pleaded.

	“Please what?” he countered.

	“Put your cock in me. Fuck me now!” I whined.

	“Yes, Sir,” he said playfully. When he pulled his fingers out of my ass and replaced it with his dick, I was delirious. He grabbed my ankles in each of his hands and lifted my legs up and apart. He pulled my ass closer to his crotch and sank his length into me as I moaned in ecstasy. He held it there punching against my prostate. “You okay?” he gently asked.

	“Oh, hell yeah!”

	He started to move back and forth and it was awesome. We were both sweating, even though the air in the room was cool. I loved being able to look at him and see him concentrate on fucking me. The girth of his cock was literally stretching my asshole wider and wider with each stroke. He filled me up with his cock. My eyes were full of his gorgeous body, muscles all working in tandem to fuck me. My nose was full of his scent as he loomed over me. I reached up with a hand and stroked his chest.

	He threw my ankles on his shoulders, bent me in half and began to fuck in earnest. His stamina was incredible and I realized none-too-soon the benefits of being with someone younger. I felt like I was going to be sawed in half and his breathing wasn’t even heavy yet. I loved the feeling of his weight pressing down on me and his sweat dropping in large heavy droplets onto me. I used my ass muscles to try to grip his cock each time he pulled out. I relaxed on the in strokes and gripped tight to him on the others. He seemed to like it and I was astonished that I liked his sex face when he buried it the deepest in me and shot his load. The look of pure joy on his face was only comparable to a little boy getting a toy or an ice cream cone.

	He collapsed on top of me and I scratched his back and head as we lay panting chest-to-chest and ear-to-ear. When he had a chance to catch his breath, he whispered in my ear, “That was worth the wait. How about for you?”

	“Definitely!” I smiled like the Cheshire Cat and hoped that the rest of my year was going to be this enjoyable!

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Master broke my post-sex languidness by saying, “Come. Let’s shower and see how I did.”

	I wasn’t sure what he meant by the last part, but I certainly liked the idea of showering with him. I got up and followed him into the bathroom. It was my first view of his ass and I enjoyed it. It was large, like the rest of him and covered with light blonde hair, not smooth like mine.

	The bathroom was huge and entirely glass and marble. The shower was as large as my old bedroom and had many different tile and wooden seats in it. The floor of the bathroom and the shower were the same with only glass doors separating it from the rest of the room. Master picked up a remote off a shelf over the sink and aimed it at the mirror. A huge TV screen flickered to life inset in the mirror. It must have been at least seventy-two inches. The station that came on was ESPN, and I heard the announcers say that Sports Center would start in the next five minutes.

	He reached in the shower, turned on the water, and regulated the temperature. He told me to get towels from a linen closet further in and place them on a towel rack outside the door. He stepped into the shower and holding the door open, he held his hand out to me. I took his hand and walked into the steamy water. It felt good after my long day of travel and excitement. He lathered up a pouf and began to scrub me with careful attention to detail, almost like he was making a mental map of my body. I let him and enjoyed it. When he was finished with my front, I took the pouf from him and did the same for him.

	“Turn around,” he commanded. I turned, braced myself against the wall in front of me and spread my legs. He gently washed my back and then my butt and asshole. “Are you sore?” He seemed genuinely curious.

	“I am, but I enjoyed every minute of it, Master,” I replied, twisting my neck around so that I could see his expression. I felt and saw the relief flood over him. He finished with my legs and then I did the same for him. “How was the game today?” I asked out of left-field.

	“We’re about to see,” he smiled as he grabbed the remote and turned up the volume on the TV. He sat down on the tile seat facing the mirror and patted his lap. I could see that the cleaning ritual we had just finished had made his cock start to swell again.

	“Would Master like to be inside of me while we watch your highlights?” I purred while dropping my eyes.

	“You bet!” he said excitedly as he swallowed hard.

	There was no lube, so he soaped up his cock and my hole, and I lowered my ass onto his crotch. He guided his cockhead to my hole and I let gravity take over as he popped inside and I slid down the length of his shaft. I was sore, so I was so grateful when he just put his arms around me, held me still on his lap, and watched the broadcast.

	He was featured in the teasers for the show and he looked majestic in his uniform. I couldn’t wait to see the highlights of the game. While we waited through other scores and clips, he told me that he had asked for today as a delivery date because this was the end of a seven-game home stand, and he had four days off before he had an away game.

	“We will have four days together to get to know each other,” he smiled.

	Just then the Angels highlights came on and he looked like a giant among the other players, much different from the gentle youngster that I had just spent several hours with. He had a great game and the announcers were bandying his name about for MVP. I was proud of him, even though I barely knew him.

	“Hell of a game,” I said as I squeezed his cock with my ass muscles.

	“Hell of a night,” he replied.

	“Yes, Sir, and you should be rewarded for your stellar play,” I teased as I reached out and braced both of my hands on the glass supports. I lifted up slightly and gave him room to fuck me from underneath. He took advantage of the space and was soon sliding into me with a flurry of thrusts that made his balls whack my sack with great force. He took his time and thoroughly fucked me. When he came, he let out a grunt and slammed hard up into me while pulling my waist down into his lap with one arm. I was glad to be able to sit since I was feeling wobbly from the bent leg position in which I had been standing, but I was thoroughly impaled on his big member... and loving it!

	When his breathing evened out, he said, “Did you know who I was when you saw me?”

	“Yes, Master.”

	“And?”

	“And what, Master?”

	“Did you like me or not?”

	“I was extremely happy with the way you looked, talked and treated me.” I knew this was the politically correct answer and I hoped it was what he was looking for.

	“Good.” He withdrew from me and washed us both again before turning the water off and motioning me out of the shower.

	“Dry yourself and then me,” he commanded. I enjoyed this activity almost more than all the others. I took my time, relishing the view I was getting. He was very patient, even though that was probably the longest dry-off he had ever experienced. When I was finished, he led me to the bedroom and said that we should get some sleep. He had practice in the morning and then would be able to spend some time with me.

	“I want you to make two lists tomorrow while I am at practice. One will be the food that you like so that we can buy groceries and the second will be a list of clothing that you need so we can go shopping.” These seemed like mundane tasks, but they carried great meaning for how he was going to treat me.

	I was relieved that I was put in a great situation, and I was grateful to Trent Parks for being a good person. I found myself smiling at his back from the pillow and I managed one last, “Yes, Sir.”

	I fell right to sleep beside him in the over-sized bed dreaming of angels breaking open cages with their wings.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	 

	The next morning I slept in and finally rolled out of bed at ten. The sun was shining when I opened the curtains and made the bed. Master’s clothes from yesterday were still on the floor, so I picked them up and folded them in a pile on the bed, not knowing if they were dirty or not. I did take a big whiff of his boxer-briefs and headed to the walk-in closet to look for a hamper. They smelled like soap and man, and I had a huge smile on my face as I dropped them into the hamper. His closet was huge and only half-filled with clothes and shoes. I went out to the bedroom and retrieved his tennis shoes from yesterday. I put them in line with the rest of his shoes in a space that was empty.

	I walked out of the bedroom fully aware that I had not seen any other room in the house, having come in a curtained cage. The kitchen was open and modern and transitioned into the den/living room, which was full of large comfortable-looking sofas and chairs. A small table and chairs sat between the island and the couches. A separate dining room was located to the side and looked like it had never been used. There was a marble island between the kitchen and the den with barstools, and that’s where I found the note.

	It was written on a piece of paper that had baseball stats for the team on the back and that familiar red dust from the ballpark on it. He wrote in what looked like red Sharpie, probably the pen he signs autographs with from his sports bag.

	 

	Morning,

	I didn’t want to wake you. Thanks for last night and I will see you after practice today. Feel free to use the pool and the fridge, but do not leave the house/pool deck. That’s an order!

	Trent (aka—Master)

	 

	I smiled because he wasn’t used to giving commands or referring to himself by titles any more than I was accustomed to following commands or being subservient. I left the note there and pulled back the curtains in the living room to reveal the pool deck. The pool was oversized, of course, and looked very inviting. The deck itself was a combination of teak wood and cement with wooden deck chairs. I decided that this was the way to spend the morning. I needed to think and work some things out.

	I grabbed a bagel off the counter and found some cream cheese in the fridge. A knife was harder to find, but eventually was in my hand as I unlocked the French doors to the pool. There was a chest with recently laundered beach towels in it, and I arranged my small kingdom of deck chair and side tables. I went back inside for something to drink and some kind of magazine to read. All I could find was diet soda and ESPN the Magazine and Sports Illustrated, but it would do.

	I still had no clothes except my jockstrap, but I could see that his pool deck looked onto the hills and there was no one within miles, so I just stayed in the nude for the morning. I’m sure Master would let me wear one of his swimsuits if I wanted to, but for now I was fine. The sun felt great on my skin, and I found some suntan lotion in the chest after my first swim in the pool. The pool had a gradual incline from the deck to the deepest part instead of a drop-down like most have. I really enjoyed lying on the slope half in the water and half in the sun.

	I had plenty of time to think, and I wondered many things... Why didn’t he want me to leave the house? This is a really nice house, guy, lifestyle... I could really get used to this! What did Master want me to do while he was away? Will it always be like last night?

	These thoughts were all swimming around my head as I made my two lists that Master had asked me to make. I really didn’t know what kind of clothes I would need, but I figured this was just an outline. I dozed on the deck chair. The sun was making me feel warm, and I napped happily until I got that feeling again that someone was watching me. I was on my stomach with my head turned to the side so I opened one eye and saw Master on the chair beside me watching me. An electric thrill ran through me immediately.

	“Enjoying yourself, sleepyhead?”

	“Now I am, Trent. Um, I mean, Sir.” Again I was asking for it.

	“Oh, is this how we are going to start off today?” He smirked, and I could tell that I was tweaking his competitive nature with this verbal sparring.

	“You might just have to repeat yesterday’s training in order for me to learn, Sir...” I let it linger there as an invitation.

	“Oh, I’m definitely going to find something to keep that mouth busy,” he chuckled. “Let’s go for a swim.”

	“Yes, Sir.”

	He stripped off his basketball shorts and t-shirt, and I was rewarded with his magnificent body that had just worked out. Each muscle was hard and cut. He jumped in the deep end and I followed him, splashing him as he came up for air. He seemed very pleased that I loved the water as much as he did and was impressed with my underwater swimming abilities. After a while, we wound up lying on the slope soaking up the sun.

	“Do you know how hard it was not to fuck you this morning before I left for practice?” he threw at me with that sly smile on his face. “Or for that matter, when I come home and find you asleep at the pool with your beautiful ass turned right up? I wanted to wake you by plunging my dick in you right there.”

	Every fiber of my being flushed. “Well, I am yours, Sir.”

	“Yes, but I don’t want to just use you. I think that is the problem many Masters have had in the past.”

	I could tell that he had spent a lot of time thinking about this, and I wanted to let him know that I was grateful. “Thank you, Master,” I said as I sat up. “I agree totally, and I want to show you how much it means to me.” Shifting my weight, I rolled over so that my head was in his crotch and my hand wrapped around his cock. I took the smooth head into my mouth and sucked hard. Then I removed my hand and engulfed his cock, sucking with all my might. I felt his hand on my side rubbing his consent.

	He got hard in a heartbeat and I enjoyed licking down the sides of his cock and pressing on the veins that stuck out of its skin. He seemed to be very satisfied as my hand roamed across his chest, playing and probing.

	All of a sudden, he said, “Stop!” I did and he got up and went to the towel chest. He got out several over-sized towels and came back over. He began to lay these down on the slope and the pool deck. “Lie down,” was his next command. I went to lie face down, and he turned me over on my back. “Slide down.”

	He then put towels on either side of my shoulders and my mind was reeling with what he could be doing. I was excited by the sight of his hard dick pressing into his stomach, and I was still glowing from yesterday’s activities. When he finished, he straddled me and fed his cock to me like it was a corndog on a stick at the county fair. My mouth was receptive, and I saw out of the corner of my eyes that his knees were on the folded towels.

	He leaned forward and covered me with his body. His hands were on the pool deck and he pretty much was in the right position to start doing push-ups. He began to thrust into and out of my mouth, and it took me a while to get the rhythm down. I had to suck hard as he tried to pull out, while never letting the head of his cock escape my mouth.

	Master groaned, as much from the effort as the sensation, and I felt his cock twitch in my mouth. I knew he was close, and I held him in deep with my hands on his ass cheeks until he blew his load in the back of my throat. I swallowed quickly but was still unable to hold it all in. I felt hot cum run out of my mouth onto my chin and neck. He seemed frozen in place, like a marble statue in a Roman museum, and I wondered if I had done something wrong.

	He removed his cock from my mouth and lay down on top and beside me so that his weight was on his side, but he was mostly draped on me. He saw cum on my neck and chin and he used one husky finger to wipe it, starting with my neck and continuing until he was at my mouth. There was a pause before he stuck his finger in my mouth, and I let it rest on my tongue. Then I closed my mouth, sucked his cum off of his finger, and continued to suck his finger just as I had been doing to his cock. It was salty and rough, but I enjoyed exploring it with my tongue.

	“God damn that mouth!” Master blurted out, before bursting into laughter.

	I started to laugh as well, and he removed his finger.

	“Let’s get in the hot tub,” he suggested. I had not explored the hot tub this morning since it was already hot outside. Master sat on one side and I sat facing him on the opposite side. I used my foot to play with his cock and balls, and I saw the sly smile creep onto his face. I felt with both feet that he was getting hard again. His stamina was a thing of constant wonderment to me, but my goal for today was to get to know him better.

	“Do you want to come sit over here?” he asked in a voice that contained sexual promise and desire.

	“Yes, but I want some of my questions answered also. Will we be able to talk if I sit over there, Sir?”

	His expression was a mix of need and curiosity. “Of course.”

	I glided towards him and he grabbed me around the waist with his big meaty arms turning me around. I held onto the sides of the hot tub and leaned forward so he could guide his dick into me. It was a little rough since I was sore from last night and we had no lube.

	“Is it ok?” He seemed concerned and I did not want to disappoint him.

	“It will be in a few minutes, Master. Thanks.” I was able to slide down most of his pole and held steady there for a few moments. I could tell that he was unsure of what to do so he sat quietly and let me take charge. This was the moment that I could be daring since he had given up control. I twisted towards him and threw one leg over his head as I continued to twist on his cock.

	He was surprised and when I finished, I was still sitting on his lap, still impaled on his cock, but I was now facing him and holding onto the sides of the hot tub right beside his shoulders. “This is better, huh, Master?” I asked playfully.

	“Yes, better. Now what questions do you have?”

	“I know that you have probably had a lot of sex and I wanted to make sure you were... satisfied.”

	His sly smile was back erasing the concern off of his boyish face. “Very satisfied. And I haven’t had a whole lot of sex...”

	“So you’re pleased with me and my performance so far?”

	“Yes. And you with me?”

	I leaned into him and put my lips beside his ear while my left arm cradled and caressed his head. “I don’t think anybody could not be pleased while they have your awesome cock buried to the hilt in their ass, like I do!”

	Trent laughed and pulled me away from him so he could see my face. “So you are pleased with my cock? But what about me, when I’m not fucking you? Do you think you are going to like me?” His insecurity betrayed his age.

	“I think I already do,” I admitted honestly. He lit up like a candle and I could not help but laugh. “You think this is funny, Sir?” I asked.

	“I think I am having a really good time, is what I think. Any more questions?” Master glared, but I could tell he was joking with me.

	“Will I get to go with you when you leave in a couple days?”

	A shadow of concern crossed his young face. “No. I don’t want you to come on road trips with the team.”

	I was disappointed, and he saw it on my face. He tried to cover. “I know a lot of the other guys bring their Servants, but I don’t do much but play and sleep when I’m on the road. I think you would be a huge distraction from both of those things, and I really need my sleep,” he said with a big smile on his face. “I’m flattered that you would want to be with me, though.”

	In a very small voice I said, “Will you have sex with them when you are away from me?”

	“Not if you don’t want me to.”

	“I want you to be happy, Master.”

	“Well, what will make Master happy right now is to fuck you right here in this hot tub. Do you think we can do that?”

	“I’ll see what I can do, Master!” I smiled broadly to match his and put my feet on the seat beside his hips and started to raise myself off of him. He put one beefy hand on each of my ass cheeks, spread them apart and pulled me back down on his cock as I reached the top of my ascent each stroke. The water slapped at my ass and his chest, but we didn’t seem to mind as we lost ourselves in the sex.

	Soon he was pulling me down and holding me. At the same time he thrust his cock up from underneath me and he came in thick, hot shots deep into my ass. I hugged his neck and kissed and bit his cheek and earlobe. He rubbed my back and stroked my legs as our breathing returned to normal. His hand found my cock. It was the first time he had touched me there, and I sucked in my next breath rather loudly.

	“You’ve still got a hard-on. Would you like me to help you with that?” he asked as he started stroking me.

	“Definitely, Master,” I croaked. The sight of his gigantic baseball-mitt-sized hand wrapped around my cock mixed with the feelings of lust that I already had for him was too much for me. And that was not even mentioning the feeling of his dick buried in my ass and the fact that he just fucked me hard! I went over the edge and shot ropey strands of cum into the water and onto his chest.

	“Nicely done. Was that the best sex yet?” he asked as I lay my head on his broad shoulder.

	“No more questions, Sir. I can’t think straight with your cock buried inside me!” We laughed and washed off in the water.

	He stood up and smacked me on my ass. “Let’s go to lunch and buy some groceries. Did you make your lists?”

	“Yes, Sir,” I muttered as I followed him inside.

	In the bedroom, he dried off and then dried me off. I thought about mentioning the fact that I didn’t have any clothes to wear, but I saw that he was opening the closet doors. I dropped into the squatting position since that was my fallback stance when I didn’t know what to do.

	“Do you like that position?” Master asked as he carried underwear and shorts out of the closet and dumped them on the bed.

	I made a sound of disbelief as I continued to stare at the carpet. I saw that he was in front of me and I felt his fingers on my chin. He lifted my head and I looked at him.

	“What?”

	“It’s nothing, Sir.”

	“It’s something.”

	“I don’t like the position, and I think it is very demeaning.”

	Master was silent, regarding me with curious eyes. I felt like he was willing me to continue.

	“It is the standard practice for those of us in Service. It is the first thing taught at the Academy. I told myself and others that I would never take that squatting stance again after I graduated.” I admitted this with a great deal of pride and my voice broke as I said it.

	“Then why do you do it?” Master asked.

	“When the curtain was drawn back, my body kinda took over and I didn’t know what else to do, so I just fell into the position. After that you seemed so pleased with me, I thought you liked it when I was in the position. It was important for me that you liked me.” It all came out in a rush of words, and he accepted it with great joy.

	“Stand.” I stood and looked at him eye-to-eye. “If it is demeaning to you, I do not want you to do it. I also feel that it is important that you like me.”

	I was so happy to hear Master say this and once again, I was amazed at how mature he was for someone so young.

	“Sit on the bed while I find you some of my clothes to wear.” I sat and he got dressed in boxer-briefs, jeans and a t-shirt from the pile I had folded on the bed. He slipped on flip-flops, and I was instantly turned on by his feet sticking out from the bottom of his jeans. He dressed me like I was a doll in his over-sized underwear, a pair of camo shorts, and one of his t-shirts. I needed one of his belts to hold the shorts up, but overall I looked pretty good. “The shoes are going to be a problem,” he said as he walked back into the closet. “What size are you?”

	“Twelve, Sir.”

	“I have a pair of sandals that are on the small size somewhere.”

	“That’s the first time my feet have been on the small size,” I laughed and he came out with the shoes. I put them on and they were fine, for the time being.

	“You look pretty good, for shopping,” he laughed and I gave him an elbow to the chest.

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	 

	The plan was to go grocery shopping and to one of those big warehouse stores for supplies that Master needed. I walked behind him, as we went through a set of doors that I had never entered, and then through another set into a large garage. It was well lit and immaculately clean. I could see a large black motorcycle, a red truck, some sort of dark green sports car, and a black, expensive looking SUV. Master closed the door behind me and opened a control panel in the wall. He punched in a series of numbers and watched a screen as it showed multiple views of the house and grounds. When he felt the house was secure, he armed the alarms.

	“You knew I was at the pool as soon as you came home, didn’t you, Sir?” I smirked.

	“Of course.” He couldn’t help but smile.

	“Is security an issue?” I asked off-handedly.

	“Why do you think I left you the note not to leave the grounds? Unfortunately, it is part of the package when you are a professional athlete. There are some real nut jobs out there who obsess over us. You need to always follow the protocols that I will teach you,” he added in his stern voice.

	“Yes, Sir. I look forward to more of your training...” I said straight-faced.

	He rolled his eyes. “I’m serious.”

	“Yes, Master.” We got in the SUV, which was like a rolling tank, and proceeded to the local Whole Foods. I enjoyed the palm trees lining the sidewalks and seeing all the different stores in California.

	“I thought we would buy groceries and supplies, go back home, cook and spend some time getting to know each other,” Master said cautiously, like he was afraid that I would disagree with this plan, but it was exactly what I wanted to do as well.

	“Sounds awesome, Sir. Would Master like me to cook?”

	“I think I will cook for you tonight and you can talk to me as I cook,” he replied.

	“You’ve been so good to me and now a home-cooked meal. I’m afraid I will be very grateful later tonight and may not let you get your rest, Sir.” My threat was not even subtle, but he enjoyed it.

	“Oh, I’ll get my rest or I might have to punish you.”

	“Promises, promises... Master.”

	He put his finger against his lips as if to tell me to be quiet and we pulled into a little outdoor food stall. It looked like a taco place and you could eat out front, right on the road at cast iron tables with umbrellas. He was recognized by the employees as a regular and they greeted him warmly. Master ordered fish tacos and tamales. I ordered a burrito and we went to sit and wait. They were not that busy at this hour in the afternoon, so we didn’t wait long.

	We ate in relative silence and the food was really good. Breaking the silence, I asked about the food at the ballpark and if they had a chef for the players. He seemed to enjoy answering my questions and we laughed easily.

	We got back in the SUV and pulled into traffic. I saw that a bead of sweat was leaving his hairline and slowly trickling down where his sideburns would have been. Before I even knew what I was doing, I reached over and wiped it off with my hand. He looked at me in shock at the tenderness of the action and I looked down immediately.

	He reached over and squeezed my hand as we pulled into the parking lot of the grocery store. As we were walking in, I asked if he got recognized a lot and if so, was it a hassle. He said he did get a lot of people saying hello and asking for pictures and autographs, but it was all part of the job and he loved playing ball, so it was so worth it. Just then a young boy with his father, wearing an Angels shirt, pointed to him and waved. He smiled and waved back, and I found myself proud to be with him.

	In the produce section I asked Master about his diet. He said he ate a lot of food because he burned through it every day and that he always tried to eat as many fruits and vegetables as he could. He had a weak spot for Italian and loved almost all Mexican food.

	“I remember when we were in the locker room you said that you had asked for a southerner so that we would like the same type of foods, but now it seems you should have asked for an Italian or Mexican.” I felt dejected and I did not even know why.

	He looked at me like I was crazy for a minute and then sighed, “I love Southern food, but know that I should not eat it on a regular basis. If you decide to cook a lot, I’m afraid you will have to adapt your cooking to something that will fit my needs better and then occasionally we can indulge in those sweet southern delicacies we love so much.”

	“Are we still talking about food, Sir, because you’re making me all hot up in this produce aisle,” I said as I turned my back to him and picked up a yellow squash.

	“Again with that mouth.” He was smiling as I looked over my shoulder at him and I helped him pick out the fruits that I wanted for dessert.

	Many people recognized him as we shopped and when we checked out I got a jealous glare from a marked guy working the register. It made me feel proud and I held myself up to my full height and smiled back at him. It was nice to be in public and be treated as an equal by my Master. I had heard a lot of stories from those in Service who were forced to endure many humiliations in public from their Masters and I was very grateful not to be one of them.

	We packed the car and headed to the warehouse store.

	“What was that all about at the register?” he asked with that damn sly smile on his face.

	Damn, he saw that. “What, Sir?” I purred.

	“You bucked all up at something.” Master was being coy himself.

	“Some marked guy, is all. He was looking at my man and I had to protect my territory!” I smiled back at him. He shook his head from side to side and I said, “What? You’re fucking hot!”

	“I’m glad you consider me worth fighting for.”

	“I do, Master.”

	The warehouse store was large and there were not as many people to recognize Master. We still had to stop for pictures at the register with a lot of Dads and their sons. Master took it in stride and was pleasant to every one of them. He was really far more mature than I ever could have imagined he would be and I was far luckier than I ever thought I could be.

	In the car driving home, Master said, “I thought tomorrow we could go clothes shopping and eat dinner out. What do you think of that?”

	“Sounds good, Sir.” Once again I felt grateful that he was going to let me have clothes and not humiliate me in public or private. “I’m sure I will be very grateful to you again,” I looked at him suggestively.

	“I don’t do these things for you to be grateful to me. I want you to be happy with me and our life.” He looked straight ahead, probably because he had revealed too much. I was stunned that he had used the ‘our’ word and was talking about our life together.

	“Why can’t I be happy and grateful at the same time, Sir? Because I am!”

	“Good.” We had just pulled into the garage. “Now unload these bags!”

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	 

	Unloading groceries was a breeze when there was a freezer and fridge in the garage as well as the kitchen. Master checked the security screen sweeping the grounds before unlocking the door to the house. He seemed more chipper than usual, like I knew what his usual was after one day!

	He helped me by unpacking the items he was going to cook with onto the island and stowing away the non-food items in a walk-in pantry. We both changed our clothes to oversized t-shirts and basketball shorts.

	Back in the kitchen my curiosity got the better of me and I asked, “What’s on the menu, Master?”

	“No, no, no. It’s my turn to ask the questions and yours to answer while I cook. That’s an order,” he said and looked up with his best stern face.

	“Fire away, Sir,” I said as I took a seat on one of the barstools.

	He had retrieved a chopping block from the island and was now cleaning and chopping peppers, onions, tomatoes and avocados. “Where are you from and what did you do before you entered Service?”

	“I’m from a small town in South Carolina that is right next to Charleston, so I feel like I kinda had the best of small town and big city life growing up. I went to college on an academic scholarship to the University of North Carolina. Go Heels!”

	He interrupted with, “Holy Fuck. Are you a huge college basketball fan then?”

	I sarcastically said, “Did you not just hear me say I went to UNC?” He looked hurt for a second and then I laughed, “The biggest college basketball fan! I hope your TV gets all the games, because I’m going to be a bitch to live with if it doesn’t, Sir!”

	His wide smile returned showing all those white teeth and he said, “We’re going to have fun this winter! Continue.”

	“I graduated in four years with a degree in Education, with Honors, if you please! I worked for two years at a dead-end job and then went back to school and got my Masters (ironic, isn’t it!) in School Administration.”

	“No way!” He seemed very pleased to hear this and I watched as he threw chicken breasts onto the grill pan that the island had as part of the stovetop. They sizzled right away and I could smell garlic and lemon.

	“I got a job right away in my hometown, eventually working in Charleston and then, looking for a change, I moved to Asheville, North Carolina.” This was unusual for someone in Service and I definitely got his attention. I continued with, “I just figured that since no one had asked for me in high school, and then I made it through college without a call, and I had worked for a few years, it probably wasn’t going to happen.” I saw that concern was once again on his boyish face.

	“It sounds like
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