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Dedication

A good friend knows all your best stories. Best friends have lived them with you. This is for the women of my life. My best friends.







About This Story

This story refers to people, places and events that follow from Amity’s previous novels. When first mentioned, those references are linked to the novels in which the characters are introduced and the events took place.





Preface

IN CITIES ACROSS the country just like in towns across the ocean, men were loaded into trucks and planes to be delivered to the same place, near the mountains where Tennessee meets the Carolinas. One or two carefully chosen men from each owner’s collection were culled, collected and caged for transport. They represented a cross-section of construction skills and had the talents needed to do an extraordinary job.

When they were finished and the building foreman approved their work, some would be shipped back to their owners. Unbeknownst to the rest, they were headed for distant places to be under the control of new titleholders who had one thing in common.

The new owners were Ms. Amity’s friends. They were on the guest list for the first auction ever held in Amityworld. The slave sale in Sweden was four long years ago. The Houston and Memphis markets were smaller, one- and two-year-old memories. Some of these women, the ones who could afford the prices, had purchased high-quality, high-priced merchandise from Reckoning to fill their stables. But the women missed each other’s company and the fun they always had when they got together.

Not to mention the trouble they loved to get into.

A full-fledged auction was the perfect solution. Given the location, it was destined to be more than simply bidding on and buying male or mixed-gender slaves. Nothing at Amityworld was ever simple. Or small. That’s why Amity arranged for the talents and skills she needed from her friends’ stables to produce the grandest and most entertaining three-day weekend her friends had ever experienced. They shared their property’s skillsets on a series of video calls and not one hesitated to donate their slaves’ time or talents. After all, it was Amityworld.

Red Rick’s shipping company was running in high gear, collecting what Amity chose from cities and towns all over the country with a few from overseas, assembling them in way stations and delivering them to her world. Amity gave Rick a detailed timetable so a glut of new males didn’t have to be sent through Intake at the same time. Every visitor to Amity’s world undergoes one level of Intake or another. In this case, she was explicit.

Medical screening, rules training and housing. In that order.

Emma, her doctor, earned her transition to become a female a year ago. Along with a pair of house females who doubled as medical screeners and the physician’s assistant Amity bought, Emma could examine five males in under an hour. Unless one had a problem. The most common was constipation, usually a result of their diets during shipping. Emma’s enemas were one of her favorite treatments.

Learning Amity’s rules took longer and depended on the quality of their owners’ ways of schooling their slaves. Amity gave her friends a list of expectations for each slave-on-loan so most wouldn’t disrupt her well-trained stable. There would likely be one or two loaners who needed remedial work. Brutal remedial work. Time mattered. They had a job to complete.

Amity never let new boys eat, sleep or piss-and-shit with the ones she owned. Her slaves were competent at their jobs and obeyed her strict schedule. New ones often caused some disruption that Jack, the stable manager, had to cope with. That took time from Jack’s full plate of duties. The loaners needed housing so finishing the new building was their first job. Until it was ready, she put them in cages lined up along the edge of the smaller field. Finishing what would be their own dorm was a high priority for the new arrivals. It got cold at night. Sometimes it rained.

The household staff was abuzz with new duties added to their regular tasks. There would be no overlooking of Amity’s exacting standards for her home while the dozen girls she owned handled the two dozen extra males’ needs. Her pair of chefs got no rest. As soon as the girls delivered first feeding to her stable and the visitors in their cages, the chefs had to prepare the second. Added to that, Amity had guests for two luncheons and three dinners during the construction. And one special meal for her exclusives, the four branded slaves she keeps in attic cells so they can respond quickly to her summons.

The regular staff tiptoed around her exclusives. They were slaves, of course, but in their own category. Those four were the only slaves allowed in her private suite and what they did there was a mystery the female staff didn’t dare to speculate about. One of them was allowed to have head hair, unlike every other one Amity owned. Even the girls.

The slaves who were privileged to live in Amityworld knew when that one, the one she called My Cop, arrived in the transport garage. Their owner would focus on him. When he was there, things happened. Private planes landed at a small airport and limos picked up visitors. Staff rarely saw those visitors and were locked in the main house or in the female dorm when guests were there. The punishment out-building was constantly busy and her girls drove Ms. Amity to and from it in a golf cart, often at odd hours.

The soundproofing prevented them from hearing what took place inside the punishment building but the house girls could guess. Especially when they cleaned and sterilized her single-tail whips. Each girl reported to the punishment building from time to time to face the consequences of her mistakes or rare infractions. One visit taught them to do their jobs carefully and well. The possibility of a second visit was terrifying.

One Thursday morning, the first of Red Rick’s trucks arrived in the transport garage. Five males were uncrated and stood naked on the concrete floor, waiting for instructions.

A side door opened and a voice on a speaker said, “Run down the slaveway.”

A line of five naked men ran down the path toward the Intake building, their genitals bouncing with every step.

From the terrace overlooking her property, Amity sipped coffee and watched them run under the bright sunshine. Had they dared to glance up, they would have seen two bald, naked bodies bent at her feet, their tongues busy with her toes.

So it starts, Amity thought.


A Note from Amity

I AGREED TO HOST our next auction in two years after my friends voted unanimously in Memphis for the next one to be in Amityworld. I’d shopped in Sweden, Houston, Memphis, and picked up a few from Red Rick’s overflow on a side trip after the Memphis market. The following year was filled with planning and executing Reckoning, a facility that extracted abusive men with certain talents and turned them into high-quality slaves that women like me pre-ordered. Reckoning’s products were of exceptional quality. So were their prices.

Separating men from their lives and turning them into the exact commodities Dommes all over the world ordered is an expensive process. Not everyone can afford those prices, so an auction a year later would help out Dommes on a budget. Of course, all my friends would attend even if they were Reckoning shoppers. If an auction was at Amityworld, they knew the quality of the items for sale would be unmatched anywhere else. So would the entire weekend.

I don’t do ordinary. An auction worthy of being held in my world had to be more than just bidding and buying. A lot more.

It took four months and multiple spreadsheets to organize everything. I changed my mind numerous times about how the three-day weekend would play out. A great idea I had on Tuesday didn’t sound quite that great on Wednesday. There had to be competitions with slave contestants, but it took three weeks before I chose what those contests involved. There were no prizes for the losers but there were certainly consequences. All I had to do was list the details in a spreadsheet column. It took two weeks before I felt my head nod at what I saw on my monitor.

My stable slaves were the guinea pigs. Each time I had an idea, I tested it on them. After their daily work schedule was done and they expected to be put to bed, I sent them to the big field vying in whatever battle I imagined that day. When they were finally sent to their cots in the slave dorm, they fell asleep immediately. At least Jack, my stable manager, didn’t have to cope with nighttime slave issues.

The invitation list wasn’t hard to fill. My network of friends took care of 25 slots and I accepted another 15 they vouched for. Four of the five young Dommes I trained for the Memphis auction were on the list as were the five who attended my Parlor to learn how to expand their stables. The latter groups would do a lot of the buying. They couldn’t afford Reckoning’s prices yet. Red Rick was always invited as was Big Mike from the Old Leather compound in the mountains. We go back a long way. Then there was Nashville Ned, who told us repeatedly that he sold only first-quality merchandise.

I couldn’t leave my friends out of the bidding by offering only economy-line stock. I wanted upper-end types that would generate high interest as well as prices. After all, the hostess gets a percentage of the sales so that meant making sure what was for sale was appealing to both casual and more discriminating buyers.

I needed more columns in my spreadsheet. One column per price range. Cheap, moderate and pricey.

All of that planning was only a fraction of what had to be done. Nova, my personal female that I bought on a side trip to Red Rick’s after Memphis, kept my whiteboard up to date. It took months, but eventually each task was checked off and the event could ultimately be finalized. Nova still had enormous bosoms and layers of belly fat that jiggled when she ran, but she was taking care of my needs so she wasn’t for sale at this auction. Not unless I got tired of her.

The night before I sent the invitations, every house slave reported to the Parlor building. I went through each step of the three-day schedule and quizzed my girls to make sure they knew their jobs, that they had everything  they needed and they could recite every detail from memory. Twice.

It was late when I was done. I dismissed them all to their beds and walked back to the main house by myself. I wanted to smell the air. I cherish the solitude of Amityworld.

After I rode the elevator to my suite, my eunuch took care of my bath and gathered my clothing to hand wash and iron. Then I sat on the side of the bed and noticed a tray one of the chefs delivered because I hadn’t eaten lunch or dinner. I wasn’t hungry for food. I was consumed with a different kind of hunger, one that is uniquely mine. I slid my fingers onto the control box on my night table. Did I want one of my exclusives tonight? Which one? Maybe two? Or three?

It didn’t matter that it was the middle of the night and stars filled the sky. I felt something. I sensed it.

Someone arrived in the transport garage.

Nova wouldn’t dare disturb me for an ordinary delivery, not at this hour. She didn’t have to this time. I jolted the new arrival’s cock cage and minutes later, My Cop was outside my foyer door, waiting to be admitted. I was too tired to get up, so I jolted him again. A smart exclusive would know what that meant.

My Cop understood immediately. In minutes, he was groaning at my feet, singing his slave song to me.

The auction was going to be a magnificent tribute to Amityworld. Just as magnificent as that night — with My Cop’s ass streaked in every direction, a night that didn’t end till morning — was for me. 


Slaves on Loan


Chapter 1

Intake

THERE WERE TWO dozen slaves I borrowed from my friends to put through Intake so Emma could certify them as healthy enough for the job they had to do. Then they had to learn my rules before they could be assigned to cages where they would eat and sleep until they finished the new building. Most would shipped back to their owners when they were done except for a few who didn’t know they were being put up for sale at the auction. The new building would house and display the slaves for sale when the auction started. Until the loaners finished it, the cages lining the small field were their home.

I call it incentive.

Emma wore purple for the mass exam day. Red Rick followed my instructions and delivered five at a time, an hour-and-a-half apart, so Emma had time to screen each shipment. Every 90 minutes, five more naked slaves from all over the U.S. and a few Europeans ran down the slaveway from transport to the Intake door that led to Medical.

Emma was in heaven. She lined up each group against exam tables and instructed them to bend over, spread their legs and undergo her infamous rectal exam. It was one of her favorite parts of physicals when I bought new slaves, especially males. If they needed breaking, my standing order told her to have them lubricate their asses in front of my other purchases. And Emma. And two of my household girls. Humiliate them. Obedience always follows.

I had her use lube injectors that day due to time constraints. Emma threaded one into each anus until it met familiar resistance. Gel squirted out the end and the sides, so every canal was fully lubricated. Two purple-gloved fingers explored the first ass and after changing gloves, Emma checked each rectum in order. While she had them bent and spread, she prescribed enemas for two she reported to the camera I was monitoring who were ‘stopped up.’

Emma’s enemas are well-known in my stable but surprised the two constipated loaners. She keeps them in the refrigerator — she says they work better when they’re cold — and when they’re squirted into unknowing asses, they draw gasps. These two were no exception.

While she listened to their heartbeats and breathing, she had the two boys bounce up and down to spread the enema evenly inside. Three short physicals later, the two infused boys’ grunts came through clearly on my speakers.

When Emma finished the physicals, she pretended to forget about the two whose bowels were screaming and pointed to the door, the next step in Intake. Feigning surprise, she glanced at them and said, “Oh, you two. Over there.”

She pointed to a line of metal buckets.

At first, they stared at her in disbelief but their need to shit was more urgent than their pride. A lot more urgent. I watched them squat on the buckets and switched to another camera. I’ve seen bucket filling many times. It’s why I have my chefs add natural colonics to the stable’s diet. Constipated boys can’t work at full capacity. It would take the loaners at least 24 hours to get used to my stable’s piss-and-shit schedule. I allow them three times a day, which I think is generous, to empty themselves on the row of small toilets. Every three minutes, the squatters are hosed off and six more get toilet time. It’s efficient and males adapt to the schedule sooner or later.

When the buckets were full, Emma had the two loaners empty them into flush toilets and disinfect both so they would be ready for Rick’s next delivery.

If she wasn’t so happy being my transitioned female physician, Emma would make a decent Domme.

The five newcomers were sent to Esthetics next. Normally, I have my girls wax their body hair off and I shave their heads. There are good reasons to keep slaves hairless. It cuts down on the time it takes from wakeup to work. With the time slated for morning exercises, piss-and-shit and first feeding, they don’t have time to style their hair. More than that, hairlessness equalizes them. They all look the same from their bald scalps to their toes.

Jack’s job is to keep them focused on their work and adhere to the schedule’s strict timing.

Every owner who donated a temporary slave was told her property would be hairless when I returned it. Some said if they liked it, they might keep them that way. A few thought their own stables would benefit from the same look.

I was too busy to shave their heads that day. It was disappointing because I enjoy hearing them blubber when they see their hair in piles on the floor. It’s an effective way to break narcissists if they have any remnants of arrogance left after I buy them. There is no place for egos in my stable. That’s reinforced by the numbers I have tattooed on their right asscheeks.

My slaves don’t need names. Numbers are easier for me to read off their asses if I forget which is which.

The loaners posed a naming problem. I didn’t care what their owners called them. To me, all they needed was three digits on their right asscheeks. Mine get two digits each when I decide to keep them. The numerals signify their skills. Like the 40s. Those are the big penises. When I have rental requests for long cocks, all I have to do is tell Jack to get the 40s ready.

In esthetics, my girls waxed the loaners from the neck down. When I heard them grunting on my speakers, I flicked on my monitor to check on how the girls were doing and to see if any of the visitors were being uncooperative.

The loaners were trained slaves. They shouldn’t have caused any problems. But there’s always one. Or two. That’s why I keep an eye on Intake, especially new slaves in Esthetics.

There was only one problem in this lot. I heard it when the girl ripped the first hard wax strip off his groin.

“That HURTS!” he yelled.

Slaves do not yell in my world, much less complain. The girl ignored him and looked at the camera she knew I was monitoring. She shook her head slightly side-to-side to tell me she didn’t need my help. Not yet.

When she tore off the second strip of wax, he shouted, “STOP! It HURTS!”

He was going to learn what is and is not acceptable — and what pain really feels like — in my world. So would the rest of them.

To distinguish the 20 borrowed slaves, I started numbering them at 201. The girl lifted his right leg off the stirrup so I could see his asscheek. After checking one of my spreadsheets, I knew who owned him. She wasn’t going to be pleased with his behavior, either. Breaking slaves is what I do and I decided, even though he was on loan, to handle it myself.

I break slaves my slaves my way.

The best way to get the outcome I want, a long-term change in a boy’s behavior, is to correct it fast and make it memorable. I sent a message to her tablet and she grinned when she read it.

If he was complaining about how much waxing hurt, he was about to feel something that hurt more. A lot more. A gag in the miscreant’s mouth would teach all of them that my slaves obey silently.

She picked up surgical tweezers and plucked one hair after another off his testicles. Fast. Without stopping. When he opened his mouth to complain, she stuck a gag inside and with his wrists locked to the bench and his feet in stirrups, that plug wasn’t going anywhere.

It took him two minutes to stop his noise. It took the girl a lot longer to pluck his crotch clean. Then she waxed the rest of his skin and sure enough, he didn’t grouse at all. The others being waxed saw what happened and made mental notes not to let that be their fate. Like I said, make it fast and memorable. Obedience follows.

To save time that day, I combined rules training and housing, two ongoing features of the time they would spend in my world. They are inextricably interconnected so it made sense to do both at the same time.

It was the first time these loaners would meet me in person. It was their only chance to submit to my ownership, however temporary, and get to work. Or suffer the consequences.

I had an auction and it was going to be worthy of Amityworld.


Chapter 2

The Building

THE LOANERS WERE busy from sunup until dark every day working on the new building that would house and display the auction slaves when they were delivered. Initial estimates hovered between 95 and 100 being put up for sale. If that held true, this was going to be the biggest auction in more than a decade. Or two.

I wanted the structure to serve more than one purpose. When it was built, the loaners could eat and sleep in it. But until it was habitable, they’d have to suffer in Red Rick’s cages lining the edge of the smaller field. It was the carrot I dangled for them to finish the job. I kept my go-to construction supervisor, a remote I named Mason, in his own cage. That was his motivation to keep them working hard.

Once the auction was over, I had no need for a big edifice on my property that had no use. It took a week for me to decide what else it could do so I wouldn’t have to see an eyesore from my terrace as the background for my morning coffee. At first, I considered making it the stable’s new dorm. It was bigger than the one they had now. I could buy more and have plenty of room for them.

But I didn’t want a lot more slaves. The ones I own will meet my needs for the next few seasons and there were five empty cots now. My spreadsheet wasn’t giving me the answers I wanted.

Red Rick hinted he could rent the space as a way-station for his deliveries. I nixed that one. The last thing I needed was continuous shipments of unknown males to and from my property. Amityworld is private and incoming and outgoing trucks don’t meet my demand for seclusion. Amityworld deserves better than that.

Besides, there are elite clients who rent my boys who must have confidentiality when they come and go.

Renters! I had four rental cabins on the far side of the big field and they were in use at least three nights a week and almost every weekend. If I had more cabins, I could rent to more clients. The puzzle was how to design a space to sleep and display 100 for auction and then be rental cottages without extensive and expensive remodeling.

I had the idea but I needed a designer, one who could take one space and reimagine it as another. That’s why I bought one in Houston. Some of his insightful concepts had already been worked into my training and punishment buildings. Like storage. He converted empty space into shelves and his input for suspension now lets me hang a dozen males or eight in cages and I still have room to swing my whip. His reward? He’s a pain slut. Clients beg to get him on their rental lists.

When I send him to the punishment building, he grins when he runs across the field.

This time, the jolt in his microchip brought him running to my office’s slave door and he crawled through it to my feet. I lifted his chin and said, “I have a job for you.”

He was quiet; after all, I hadn’t asked him a question so he had nothing to say. I handed him blueprints and a map, his first birds-eye view of where he’d lived for two years.

“I need housing for 100 bodies and a display area. Then it needs to become private cabins for my clients.”

I lifted his chin higher with the tip of my boot so I could see his eyes. They were sparkling.

“Be creative. Invent space for me that doesn’t exist anywhere else. Something as special as Amityworld.”

He didn’t say anything although I knew he had questions. Lots of questions. I didn’t have time for them right now or much interest in them. I bought him to be imaginative, like the retractable dome he designed for the Houston gals’ shared space that accounted for the frequent rain there. And solar heat and cooling. I wanted him to design an inspired space. For me. For Amityworld.

“You work there,” I pointed to a door that led to a small cubicle with everything he needed. It kept him within reach so I could look at his sketches when I wanted.

Minutes later, he had the blueprints and maps spread out and his hand on the mouse.

The chefs were next on my list. I thought about selling one and invited Danica on her last visit to do a side-by-side taste test to choose a winner, but both meals were delicious and my food bills went down 18% after the slave garden grew more than enough to feed the stable and make excellent salads for me and my guests. My favorite section was where they grew berries. Blueberries for my scones and muffins. With whipped cream.

The chefs wriggled in the slave half-door and I had Nova project their plans to feed the auction guests and the merchandise for sale. My instructions were to make the meals memorable. In a good way. I had them explain their menus. From their knees.

The one I bought in Sweden went first. “For your guests, buffets for breakfast and lunch and then plated dinners.”

I read through the choices and nodded. Nothing too unusual and it seemed to account for those pesky special diets my friends are always on. Buffets solve timing problems, like when flights and limos arrived, and took into account some of my friends aren’t early risers. Two plated dinners provided an opportunity to sit with old friends and make new ones. So far, nothing objectionable but nothing ingenious. It was suitable but unimaginative.

“Yours?” I asked the second chef.

He crept toward the monitor and pointed to items as he described them.

“Your guests will be served breakfast in bed if they choose not to attend the group meal. Blueberry scones and muffins are a perfect way to start their busy days. The breakfast meal is served family style so your guests do not have to wait in line.”

He had my attention.

“After your guests visit the display building, for lunch they can choose from international food stations, one from each country attending and three representing U.S. geographical flavors. Fresh vegetables from the garden on each table. As for dinner,” he moved to the other side of the monitor and pointed with both hands, “rolling carts with choices for special diets as well as a fish and poultry selection. For the final banquet,” he pointed to the middle section at the bottom, “Elegant choices. Russian service.”

He stared at me hoping for a nod. He got one. In fact, he got two.

I pointed at him and said, “Head chef.” The other one? “Sous chef.”

I sent them back to the kitchen to put together the food orders. One crawled out happily, the other morose. Bottom line? Don’t present boring scenarios to me. This is Amityworld. Nothing is lackluster here.
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Two days later, the space planner working in the corner cubicle off my office was focused on the monitor. He clicked the mouse furiously and when I saw him put it down and sit back on the bench, I knew he was satisfied with his results. I hoped what he came up with was more in line with the head chef’s concepts. Innovative. Inspired.

“Show me,” I said.

He was startled when he realized I was behind him. That was a good sign he was concentrating on the task I gave him. I knew it was a challenge and I wasn’t sure he was imaginative enough to design something that met my standards.

He narrated each sketch he swiped across the big screen. “A dual-function structure that you asked for could have three uses.”

That was a surprise. I asked for two.

“Bedding for 100. Feeding 100. Deconstructing into five rental cabins, if not more. And an area for pre-bidding display.”

He solved the issue I was going to give him next before I got to it. He knew that displaying 100 slaves for sale and bidding required space for buyers to see the merchandise. I thought it would be a simple barn that could be demolished after the auction but it always troubled me that would be wasteful. Mason could donate some of the materials, but the rest? Trash.

I leaned closer to the monitor. He shivered when I touched his shoulder.

“An oval. Beds along the outer ring with rounded partitions to close off the sleeping area. The inhabitants take two steps forward and they are in the display area with plenty of room for your friends to review them.”

I patted his shoulder. He shuddered again. “Go on.”

I could feel him trembling. He wasn’t sure if I liked what he came up with or if I was adding time to his trip to the punishment building.

“When it’s time to convert it into cabins, retractable walls are pulled out to make the spaces private. These are the layouts.”

He swiped the screen and showed me eight layouts for cabins. Each was more intriguing than the previous one. The first was simple and required only a proper bathroom but the plumbing was already accounted for. He pointed out the row of low toilets for the 100 slaves and the pipes leading to each future cabin.

“Total solar heating and cooling with battery storage backup. If needed, main electric can be turned on with a breaker for each cabin. They are all wired for sound and video.”

Brilliant. What I paid for him was money well spent.

The cabins had stunning features. Three had direct access to the sensory deprivation pool. They all had paths to the slaveway and the transport garage so my clients had privacy. Eight paths led to the training building and four to the punishment building. Two were connected to the fenced area where the ponies were exercised.

There was more.

Retractable walls revealing an oval outer ring with one-way glass so I could see what my clients were doing when they thought they were looking at themselves in the mirrors. An underground tunnel connected to the slave dorm to move rentables in and out. Dressing rooms for cross-dresser or role-playing rentals. Storage for tools. Cleaning stations to sterilize them.

It was more than I expected. That’s saying a lot.

My planner boy had one more surprise.

“The building doesn’t need to be remodeled to break into cabins. No heavy construction once it’s built.”

That tidbit saved thousands of dollars and weeks of time.

I told him to work on his plans with Mason and nothing else, then come up with a list of materials and estimated time to build it. My two decorators would do the finishing touches, colors and furniture.

That was months ago. Twenty loaner slaves and most of my stable were ready to build. For an hour that afternoon, I put my space planner at my feet and turned on his microchip’s reward cycle. Between contented moans and grunts from the jolts I programmed into the cycle, the pain slut made an excellent ottoman.


Construction


Chapter 3

Assembling

MASON WAS EAGER to get the building started, but he was more than zealous to get it finished. I gave him a deadline and he knew from experience what missing a time limit meant. Especially to his ass. It’s ironic that he managed the remodeling of my punishment building and his ass was the first one that felt my whip in it.

The crew dug the foundation and poured concrete a week before his crew was delivered. Vertical posts were in solid footing and pipes were laid so the loaner slaves and my stable boys were outfitted with toolbelts, boots, work gloves and nothing else, save for the cock cages all my boys wear. Permanently. I watched them work from the terrace early the morning they started. The sky was clear, the temperature comfortable. I had the perfect view.

Beams and girders were installed. Walls went up. By the end of the first day, hardwood floors were ready to be laid. The domes would be delivered in two days. They’d be magnificent ceilings for the display area and my office.

A line of ten camping commodes was behind the cages they were living in and when I jolted the Mason’s chip to break for second feeding, most of the workers were eager to use them. After three nights sleeping under the sky in cages and using buckets to shit and piss, the borrowed slaves nearly drooled at the sight of outdoor toilets. My boys aren’t shy, not anymore. After all, they use a common line of small toilets three times every day. The first happens right after their morning enemas. Shyness disappears when urgency takes over.

I sipped a second cup of coffee while they peed. The borrowed slaves needed the toilet break badly. They were still getting used to daily colon cleanses. I could pick them out. They were the ones in line bouncing and contracting their rectums as tightly as they could. It was easy to identify them, I put them last in line.

Each time the buzzer sounded, ten got up and ten replaced them. A hose sprayed cold water between their cheeks and the beauty of being outside was the sunshine could dry them. I hate wasting paper.

The stable returned to the dorm for their second feeding. Jack had it ready so I turned my attention to the new boys’ cages. Living outdoors was their motivation to finish the building by the target date. Until it was done, they could sleep and eat inside steel bars on a tarp floor. They had a pillow and a blanket and a bucket. What else did they need?

The 20 loaners sat on the cage floors and ate with their fingers. The plates were reusable and utensils would only add to the kitchen staff’s work, so their hands served them well. Vegetables from the garden were a staple for every meal along with protein and enough carbs for energy. They were ravenous so second feeding took less than 20 minutes.

Mason called them back to work with an estate-wide siren. I sipped iced tea on the terrace and watched my boys run in a line from the dorm down the slaveway to the construction site. When they are at full speed, they run beautifully, like elks in the forest. The loaners jogged the few yards to the site and everyone was back to work promptly.

They repeated the schedule every day for weeks. The domes were stunning. The polished doors were striking. New paths were dug and concrete poured. After 21 days of nonstop work, the outside was done and I couldn’t see what the inside looked like from the terrace. It was time for me to ride over to the site and get an update from Mason. He enjoys showing off his work. If I like it, I may gift him a few minutes of what he craves. The kind of gift most pain sluts want.

I brought the space planner I bought with me. He kept the rope that attached his cock cage’s ring to the back of the golf cart taut while he ran, a result of the fitness training all my property undergoes. Mason was waiting for me, as were all the workers. They formed a double line that I walked through to the main door. I petted an occasional penis and patted a few bellies to let them know I was watching them.

Mason pointed out feature after feature while my space planner filled in the details.

“Sleeps 100. Follow the oval. Every tenth cot space, there’s a track for a wall.” Mason is always terse and on point. The planner boy had much more to say.

“Ms. Amity, the domes are retractable and polarized so they darken in sunlight. The cots are weighted but not attached to the floor so they can be used in the dorm or given away if you don’t need them.”

He didn’t suggest that my guests might buy them and have Rick ship them to their estates along with their auction purchases. Slaves rarely think about financial opportunities.

“Go on,” I said.

Mason pointed to the retractable walls that closed off the outer ring of cots to create the display space. Dirt floors with straw in barns may suffice for other auctions, but not here, not in Amityworld. The hardwood floors were beautiful and the pie-shaped tracks showed how they would divide after the auction. My space planner had a lot to say about the exhibition area.

“The overhead bars hold five or three filled cages each. See the display platforms? Each has a shoulder bar for their arms so they can stand or be cranked up off the pad. The bars can be lowered electronically to any height. They also bend a boy in half.”

The planner boy had been on display at Nell’s auction in Houston where I bought him because you can’t have too many pain sluts in your stable. He experienced what buyers look at and combined all the ways they twisted merchandise into a single flexible bar. As a pain slut, he was a valuable rental. He was twice as valuable to me today.

We walked across the display floor to the wall of racks. They were circular and electronic, so they held twice as much as standard wall racks. When a Domme wanted a tool, a house slave could spin the rack and find it. One rack was for canes, another whips, all kinds of tools. After they were sanitized, house slaves knew exactly where to put them.

Mason said, “Inspection rooms are this way.”

We walked to the long end of the oval through the door into a hallway that spanned the arc. Each hallway door opened to a room for buyers to test what they were interested in. Each room had shelves, overhead hoists and four adjustable shoulder bars. There was plenty of floor space for benches. Or stocks.

I’d seen the plans many times. They didn’t prepare me for the efficient, luxurious and one-of-a-kind building I was touring.

I had Nova put time on my schedule for Mason and the planner boy in the training building before they were put to sleep for the night. I’d deliver my appreciation to each of them there. Two pain sluts. Almost as tasty as whipped cream on blueberry cobbler. Almost.

The decorators were due in the morning. They were bringing color palettes and samples of every accessory the building needed. There better be shades of purple in their plans.


Chapter 4

Building Features

FOUR DAYS LATER, the building was decorated in tones of gray with every shade of purple on the spectrum. The loaners were the guinea pigs for sleeping, eating and toileting in the new space. Emma gave the chef a natural laxative to add to their food so the line of small toilets was tested properly. Including predictable cleanup.

One of my top concerns was how my girls would sanitize the building and everything in it. At auctions, bodies are tested to — and often beyond — their limits. Displayed slaves are known to pee when their cocks are handled, from measuring their length to electric prods to hearing what kind of screamers they are. I wanted to see how my planner boy accounted for that.

The way I decided to test cleanup was to over-water the loaners and hoist them on shoulder bars for an hour before manipulating their cocks. With 20 full bladders, there had to be a few that would leak, especially considering the way I handle uncaged penises. Two house girls were stationed in the maintenance closets, ready to take care of what I was sure would be copious peeing.

In matters of penises, I am usually right. This time was no exception.

The first one was too easy. All I had to do was grab his shaft and pee drizzled down his legs. I let him stand in it and whimper in embarrassment as I went down the line. All in all, eight peed when prodded, four from testicle squeezes and at least two simply from my approaching them.

The girls ran to the wet spots with aqua vacuums and the floor was dry in minutes. They sanitized it with antiseptic foam and scooped up the foam with squeegees. Imagine that! No less than 15 gushing cocks were cleaned up in minutes. Even better, the aqua vacuums were rechargeable.

I took Mason and the planner boy into the inspection room hallway and had them demonstrate how the rooms worked. “Show me the electronics,” I said.

Mason pointed at my planner boy, who really earned his two-digit number by now, to explain how buyers would call for tools or one of my girls if they needed something special.

“Push button intercoms are old-school,” he said. “If a guest wants a tool, all she has to say is, ‘Ms. Amity, I want a whatever.’”

A claim like that had to be tested. I brought a girl into the room and told her what to say. She spoke clearly and an amber light lit up over the door with the name of the piece of equipment she requested on a screen. A few seconds later, a second girl ran in with the exact tool I told her to ask for.

“Guests can say almost anything. I made sure every type of tool on the racks was in the program’s vocabulary. I read them in myself. They just have to start with ‘Ms. Amity.’”

Last week, he was worth twice as much as I paid for him. His value just tripled.

The main room electronics were even more impressive. There was an all-call speaker and an infrared sound system that connected to earbuds so I could speak to one or a group of guests or dictate to their tablets. It also connected to my household staff so I could summon them from the auction floor. Sure, I could jolt their microchips, but this had bigger possibilities. It was a clandestine way to collude with other bidders, too. Sneaky. Just my style.

My planner boy was inching up my rating system to get his number tattooed on his penis to match the one I put on his right asscheek. He’d never be an exclusive but he had a lot of promise. Renters’ ratings for him were always five stars and the features I was seeing in the new building were top notch.

It’s one thing to have a spectacular building with every modern piece of technology available. It's an entirely other thing to hear my friends whisper to each other about how amazing it is. Jealousy, thy name is Domme.

Mason pointed at the planner and then to the door at the end of the hall. “I build ‘em,” he said. “This boy upgrades ‘em with everything. Specially for you.”

To say I was curious was an understatement.

“Show me,” I said.

The boy led us down the hallway and asked for my hand. He pressed it against an electronic pad on the wall and the door swooshed open USS Enterprise-like to reveal the mystery rooms I saw on the plans. I didn’t ask him the rooms’ purpose. I wanted to be surprised.

It was more than surprising. It was stunning.

The boy included an office wing so I could manage the auction and not have to be driven all the way from the main house when I was needed. Given what happened in Memphis, the fake slave Rick unknowingly put up for sale because the new owner refused delivery, my being nearby was a good idea. But this room, actually a suite of rooms, was beyond efficient.

It was magnificent.

I saw three cubicles along one wall with stand-up workstations. Even though the heights were adjustable, they were pre-set for Nova, my personal girl, Gage, my newest multi-talented exclusive and another workspace if needed. I could close the doors when I didn’t want to see them but could keep an eye on them if I did.

There were two more spaces on the opposite wall. He didn’t have to tell me who they were for. Zayn’s space accommodated his herbs and oils and the one for My Cop had multiple monitors to oversee every part of the grounds. My Cop handles all my security and with so many of my friends attending the auction, he had already assembled his team. This space was command central.

Zayn’s Tantric skills are better than an aspirin for a headache and he relieves my full-body stress. Plus he delivers at least four orgasms each night. I wondered if the planner boy included a space for that.

I wandered around the suite and saw an elegant bathroom, small kitchen for my chefs and a quiet room, a place for me to let tension float away with Zayn’s oils and herbs or from my whip on My Cop’s pure white ass. Whichever I felt like that day.

The colors were perfect. The decorators know my taste. I even had my own personal dome for the ceiling. The night stars were mine.

“There’s something else,” Mason said. “Show Ms. Amity the glass corridor.”

When we left the office suite, the door swooshed shut right after he showed me where the overrides were. He pointed me to the other end of the hallway and we walked through a door that only my palm could open.

It was mostly sunny outside. It was brilliant in the corridor.

Polished glass curved around the outside of what would be the cabins’ outside walls. Mirrors were on the inside. From my side, I had a perfect view. Video is required for rentals and I have plenty of that. Observing unseen in real time is better. That corridor ran the entire perimeter of the oval and gave me private access to any part of the building.

It takes a lot to amaze me. This building did. I nodded and both boys smiled.

Even slaves deserve little appreciation when they do as well as these two did.

“Mason, that assisted living condominium you wanted to buy for your mother? I bought it last week and my lawyers will transfer the title to you tomorrow. As for you,” I pointed to my planner, “be in my office in an  hour. I scheduled my tattoo artist and your penis will be her artboard.”

If I was happily surprised with the building, these two boys were close to delirious with the way I showed my appreciation to two slaves who outperformed my expectations. Mason and the planner boy crept to my feet. Right where they belong.


Auction Plans


Chapter 5

Shipments

I SCHEDULED A real-time walk-through meeting to test how the months of arrangements I put together worked. My Cop put two unfriendly but well-armed security guards outside the front gates to check every incoming truck and van delivering items for sale. Red Rick’s shipping company was issued passes and no delivery truck could get through the gates without one. Rick grumbled but when I dangled the invoice in front of him, he became more agreeable to my rules. A lot more agreeable.

I thought inside security would be a challenge, what with women dressed to the nines and the other genders naked, but I had to hand to My Cop. It turns out that former Rangers and ex-Seals appreciate cash and value confidentiality more than they judge what I call SSCA, safe, sane consensual and adult practices. There were only four on the interior security team and My Cop assured me that in the inconceivable scenario that all 100 for-sale, naked slaves tried to rebel, the foursome could take them out in minutes. All of them.

“My guys are armed,” My Cop said while he double-checked their deployment on the security monitors.

Everyone at the meeting watched the wall monitors as the first pretend delivery truck pulled up to the gate. The bogus driver, actually my house manager, balked at showing her credentials. For a moment. Two pistols aimed at the driver’s side window convinced her to hand over the paperwork. My Cop watched from the security workstation in the new building where he would be secreted for the weekend. He pronounced the encounter to be satisfactory. That’s high praise from him.

The truck drove slowly as instructed toward the transport garage, stopped at the entrance and two pretend delivery staffers jumped out of the back. One by one, my girls unloaded eight mock slaves from my stable, each of which had been given a persona for the test run. My goal was to see how my girls would deal with belligerent slaves. There’s always one in every truckload. There are very few in my world. If they act up, it’s not for long.

Seven of the eight slaves ran behind one of my house girls toward the new building where they would be stored until pre-sales started. I told the girls to record their shipping numbers, check them in and lock their right ankles to the leg of the cot that matched their number.

I number slaves to keep track of them. Two digits are tattooed on their right asscheeks so I can see them no matter what their position. I started the first delivery of new ones at 200 to avoid mixing them up with my own boys.

Seven slaves were attached to cots in under five minutes. The eighth was still outside the transport garage, mouthing off to my house girl. The audio picked up what he said.

“NOT going to run anywhere. You don’t tell me what to do. Only my owner can tell me what to do.”

If he had been a real purchase I made, he’d be covered in welts from his shoulders to his toes in short order. But Rick’s transport staff wouldn’t have whips. They'd have what I gave my girls. Electric prods.

They weren’t locked on medium.

It took two taps, one per testicle, before the boy galloped down the slaveway to the merchandise entrance to the new building. When he was locked to a cot, the truck drove out the gates and we had a successful rehearsal. I gave my girl in the transport garage a ten-second titillating microchip pulse and she was still moaning when she bowed to the camera. My girls know whose finger controls their chips.

With eight slaves checked in, the next simulation was the daily wakeup, exercise, enema and shit-and-piss drill. Not all owners empty their stables every day. I think it’s an important part of making sure they’re focused on their work. Constipated boys get distracted.

Jack handled the enema routine at sunup every morning. She was on my monitor now. I had her keep the eight test slaves out of their morning routine so their experience would be realistic. The chef also loaded them up with carbs for last night’s third feeding, so I could test full colons. The slaves for sale would be similarly full.

Planner boy accounted for this function in the building design. The leashes attaching them to the cots were long enough for them to do the daily physical fitness routine my trainers announced on the speaker. I watched them stretch, do squat thrusts, jumping jacks and finally run in place. They had enough floor space if they were careful. Only one ass met the unmovable cot frame during the squats.

Jack connected their penis rings with long zip ties, an effective and inexpensive tool, and ran them around the perimeter of the cot side of the oval to the line of small commodes. The boys lined up facing the wall, grabbed the knee-high hand grips and spread their legs shoulder width apart. One by one, a stable girl squirted Emma’s famous cold solution into their asses.

Jack told them to bounce up and down. I guess it was the mint oil Emma suggested that made the colonic work so fast. In seconds, they were grunting and struggling to lock their bowels. They knew what happened to asses that leaked. They’d be put on toilet duty — emptying and sanitizing toilets — for months.

I warned Jack to expect some begging. With 100 slaves who’d never experienced the way my boys start their morning, there had to be untrained asses in the bunch. I didn’t tell her what to do with them. I wanted to see how she’d handle it.

This part of the test wasn’t role-play. I didn’t give the boys a script. They were truly desperate to shit from their carb intake and Emma’s mint oil.

Eight bouncing asses were frantic for their turn to sit on the little toilets. They pleaded. They begged. Three cried. Four grunted with each bounce. The eighth couldn’t hold it and shit on the floor.

Jack put four boys on the toilets while the others bounced, grunted and begged. She put the culprit on his belly in the middle of the fetid puddle. The three-minute buzzer rang and my boys knew to trade places with the remaining urgent slaves. After that round, they jogged to the shower room and were hosed and scrubbed with brushes and antiseptic soap.

Not the eighth boy. Before he was sent to the showers, he scoured every inch of his mess and then emptied and sanitized every little toilet between jolts to the sound in his cock cage.

Wipe, shriek, wipe.

Jack made sure the others saw him doing the cleanup and heard his screeching while he worked. That’s my policy. Correct one and make the others watch. That fixes them all at the same time.

Feeding was also built into the building plans. The chefs worked in the small kitchen to prepare boxed food. A rolling cart delivered first feeding to the boys who gobbled it up. It’s one reason I insist on morning workouts. It makes them hungry and I can be sure they’re getting necessary nutrition. My boys are used to protein shakes with garden vegetables. In fact, they are grateful they’re fed three high-quality meals a day. They just don’t know what’s in them. That’s Emma’s department.

Emma keeps track of every slave’s intake and output. Their chips send biometric data to her monitors and I get daily reports. If an iron level drops a tad, the boy is fed spinach until it rises. Boys who don’t produce enough piss or shit? Emma is infamous for her cold enemas and forced peeing techniques. My stable finishes every meal to avoid being sent to Medical.

Even with the physician’s assistant I bought, I knew Emma would have her hands full with 100 new boys who weren’t familiar with healthy eating habits. That’s why My Cop stationed an armed former Seal inside the Medical building.

The wakeup drill took ten minutes more than I planned. With a hundred of them arriving in a few days, it was going to take even more time. I didn’t want to change the auction schedule. That would mean I had to move too many events set for each day. The easiest way to trim that time was to roust the slaves out of bed an hour earlier. Before dawn.

Problem solved.
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After my tour of the new building with Mason and planner boy, I visited with the tattoo artist I use when I buy new slaves or upgrade current ones. She etches their numbers on their right asscheek so I can tell them apart. When I decide to keep one long term, she adds their numbers to their shafts. When a boy’s penis is tattooed, he knows he pleased me and I won’t sell or trade him away if he continues to serve me well. It’s the only status symbol allowed in the stable. Boys long for those marks. They work hard, fast and accurately to earn them.

Planner boy had been in my stable for almost two years. His rental fees more than cover my costs to feed and house him. In fact, he pays for three others in a normal week and five for a weekend rental.

His input added at least three upgrades to the remodeled training and punishment buildings. He earned a cock tattoo.

The boy was locked in a cock stock with the tip secured in a ring so the shaft wouldn’t jiggle when he flinched. They all do when needles get near their penises. My boys are caged day and night so when I release one, it overwhelms them. When they’re caged, they’re under control. Uncaged men are, in my opinion, unserviceable.

Planner boy fidgeted in the stock and stared at his stretched-out penis, like it was a long-lost friend. With his wrists zip-tied behind him, the girl had a stable canvas to work on.

She double-checked the number on his ass to verify that’s what I wanted her to tattoo on his penis. I nodded and she went to work.

Like others before him, he grunted each time a needle jabbed his shaft. She’d heard it before and ignored him but I have a sure-fire way to silence my boys. Even ones with needles driving into their penises.

“Who are you?” I asked. It wasn’t really a question.

“You … you own me,” he said between grunts.

“What are you?”

“Ms. Amity owns me!” he said louder.

“WHAT are you?”

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!” he yelled.

The tattoo artist grinned while she worked. She’d heard it before and smiled because each boy shouted the same answer.

When she was done, a beautiful 42 decorated his penis. I admire her skill and the beauty of the numbers. Planner boy, now known as #42, looked at the new mark of my ownership and wept happy tears.

He’d stay locked in the stock for a few hours to make sure he didn’t touch it before I had his penis stuffed back into a cage. When he was put to bed, he showed off his number to the rest of the jealous stable. #42 slept soundly all night.


Chapter 6

Sellers and Buyers

WITH MORE THAN 40 Dommes and four male guests attending the auction, I focused on their accommodations while the housing and display building — the future rental cabins — was under construction. For three weeks, I summoned Zayn to my office late every  afternoon to deal with my stress. He’s my Tantric exclusive with the matchless ability to sense what I’m worried about and alleviate my tension. I hired an ancient Asian Master, who called himself the old man, to expand Zayn’s innate sensibilities from time to time. I get my money’s worth.

In fact, I get a lot more than what money can buy, given that the old man refuses payment. He says connecting with Zayn’s rare talents is payment enough. When he helped My Cop overcome his terror that he was no longer good enough for me after he’d been captured and tortured on a covert mission, I had Nova stuff hundred-dollar bills in the old man’s travel pack.

I’d have paid whatever he wanted after he did for My Cop. Happily.

Zayn crawled through the slave door every afternoon minutes after I jolted his chip. He knew I was planning something big, something grand enough for Amityworld but he didn’t need or want to know what it was. He felt my stress and zeroed in on lifting it off my shoulders. And every other body part.

Every afternoon, he put his fingers on my temples, what I call his Vulcan mind meld, and walked them down my face, arms, back, all the way down to my legs. When he rested his forehead on mine, I felt incredible pressure and then … nothing. Once or twice, Zayn teetered backward and I lowered him to his knees by his cage. When Zayn takes in negative energy, it sometimes overpowers him until he can get balanced again.

The old man showed me how to balance Zayn. All I have to do is trace the big A branded on the bottom of his ball sac and Zayn’s breathing and pulse slow and his eyes get clear. I don’t pretend to understand it, but I listened to the old man’s explanation.

“The boy gives you his subete no, his totality. You hold it. You give him bits when he hungers for it. It’s your brand that feeds him.”

Like I said, it works. That’s all that matters.

Although the main house is large with four floors and an attic for my exclusives, it wouldn’t hold 40 Dommes in the comfort they feel they deserve. I didn’t want luxury buses going to and from hotels during the weekend. Besides, the closest hotel was an hour away. This called for an inventive solution, one I was still searching for. That was the stress Zayn had just lifted off me.

He looked up from his knees for permission to speak. I rubbed his bald head and nodded.

“Ms. Amity, you are worried about your guests’ comfort.”

Damn if he didn’t sense what was concerning me again.

“If you permit me to serve them, they will feel honored to share space.”

There had to be two-to-four women in each bedroom but I was uneasy that my friends would feel devalued if they had to share. I never thought of Zayn’s skills and didn’t know what he could do to change their attitudes.

He continued, “The old man showed me…made me feel…how to sense gratitude. My own. To you.”

I remember that day. The old man felt remnants of Zayn’s dread that he had failed to give me his entire essence. All of him. His terror stemmed from his fear that I would send him away if he didn’t cede his subete no to me. I felt the swirling between my palms when Juke, then a potential exclusive, guided my hands. One on Zayn’s belly; the other on his ass. An hour later, I felt the old man and Juke guide it out of Zayn. It wasn’t something I saw or heard. I felt it.

If Zayn could make women like my friends happy to share rooms, that solved my housing problem. It was hard to believe anything he or anybody could do would get that result, but I was willing to try.

“How would you do that?” I asked.

He didn’t hesitate. “They ask to use me,” he said.

How the hell did he know that?

“I will use them. They will feel grateful and want more.”

That was a lightbulb-over-my-head epiphany. It was very bright.

“You will withhold some of their sensual joy. They will want more. So where they sleep doesn’t matter. It’s how you will make them feel, a way they’ve never even imagined. Is that it?”

Zayn’s leaned toward me, asking me to hold his head. When I did, he lowered his forehead against my chest, a sign he wanted to feel my approval and not just hear it. He had to be sure I was on board with his plan.

“That and one more thing. They will know you own me.”

Perfect. Again.

Zayn moaned. I reached down and traced his brand with my finger. When I crossed the big A under his testicles, he sang his slave song, the one he sings only to me.

I jolted Nova’s chip and she wriggled her huge body through the half door.

“Contact the old man,” I said. “Arrange time for him to be with Zayn before my guests arrive.”

She crept out while Zayn sang at my feet.


Chapter 7

Gage

THREE YEARS AGO, My Cop begged me to meet with a soldier who needed my help. Not wanted my help. Not could use my help. He was adamant even from his knees. The soldier needed my help. I take what My Cop asks for seriously because he rarely asks for much beyond my single-tail on his ass. He doesn’t use a lot of words but packs a lot into short phrases. I set up a video call and two hours after I hung up with the soldier, I had the him delivered to my transport garage. There was something about him that piqued my interest.

I called him ‘One,’ for the single star on his shoulders.

My Cop knows, as do my friends and especially Zayn, that I have a special place in my heart and at the end of my whip for veterans. Military training benefits me. They obey my rules days before ordinary slaves learn that the consequences of disobedience far outweigh their submission. A single-tail is an excellent teacher when it’s in my left hand.

This boy was different. I sensed his need to submit the moment I touched him. His need radiated out of him. When I had him suspended and alone in a dark room, I knew why My Cop said need. The boy had been a POW and was tortured. His body healed but a piece of him still suffered the effects of that nightmare. One built a safe place in his head where he could retreat each time they abused him. That space was where he protected himself. No matter how often they beat him.

He survived. He never gave up what they wanted.

When he was repatriated, he passed every required psych exam they threw at him. Promotions and bigger commands followed. His kept his secret locked in a box  tied up with thick rope. My Cop didn’t know what the secret was but he knew the solider would never be whole until he untied the knots. In safety. With someone who understood. Someone who would protect him. Someone who believed that pain must have a purpose.

The soldier suffered for years with a cock that refused to react to anything or anyone. He learned to be alone. He yearned to be shielded and sheltered by a firm hand. To feel safe.

My fingers, my red-handled whip and my electric prod fixed his predicament in hours. He hugged my ankles and I let him sob for as long as it took to empty the box in his head that I helped him untie.

The soldier wasn’t ready to be owned full time. I gave him two years and kept an eye on him. He heard my voice at night and performed my schedule every morning. After he put in his papers, he pleaded to come back.

After two weeks of living in the stable dorm and following their schedule, I took him as mine. I named him #99 until I decided to brand him and make him one of my exclusives. When I sold Nils, the boy I bought in Sweden, I put #99 in Nils’ empty cell in the attic and named him Gage. It means pledge, the one he gave me when I broiled his sac with my brand, a big A.

All my slaves except my exclusives are rentable. I don’t buy stable slaves without second talents my clients want to rent for a few hours or a weekend. Gage has, at last count, four highly-desirable skills. I’m sure there are more but there was one of his skills I had a use for now.

Gage knew how to move battalions across land, sea and air.

From supplies to housing to weapons to transportation, Gage had moved thousands of soldiers from one arena to another. I had 100 bodies to move from the new building to the small field and back, then to the big field with some going to the sensory deprivation pool and others serving meals. And cleaning up.

Each situation called for particular outfits, like black bow ties when they served dinner. The Friday night dinner shifted from outdoors to indoors and Saturday afternoon’s competition required a plethora of tools and field setup.

After I jolted the sound in his cage, he bolted to my office door and crawled in. He settled at my feet, his arms stretched out and his forehead on the carpet. Even his raised ass looked proud.

I lifted his chin with the tip of my boot. It was important that he see what I was going to say.

“Logistics.”

He bobbed his ass up and down, the way my boys say Yes, Ms. Amity.

“Move 100 slaves. Transport 40 of my guests. On time and with the proper equipment. According to my schedule.”

His ass rocked up and down.

“The schedule and map are on the workstation. Build a timetable with which stable slaves are needed for support. Equipment. Vehicles. Every detail.”

His ass went up and down so fast, I was afraid he’d dislocate a hip. I shouldn’t have worried. When I pointed to the computer and desk in the hallway cubicle, he crawled across the room and spread out the papers.

A few minutes later, I walked behind him and said, “Ask.”

When I heard his questions, I knew I had the right slave for the job. He wanted to know which category of stable slaves I preferred for the in-house Russian meal service, how many for-sale slaves would be in each competition, the number of available golf carts and who I wanted to drive them. But his last question confirmed my choice for him to handle the arrangements.

Security. How many, their backgrounds and who vetted them.

I smiled and said, “My Cop.”

That took care of all his security questions.

I let him work uninterrupted that day except for feeding and exercise. My exclusives are on a fitness schedule that does not stop no matter what job I give them. Especially with auction coming up. I wanted my guests to salivate when they saw my boys’ toned bodies.

Late that evening, he bristled when I sent him to his cell to get some sleep. He wasn’t finished. It wasn’t perfect yet.

I grabbed his cock cage and heard him moan the song he sings only to me.

“If you’re a good boy and finish in the morning, I’ll have your fingers entertain me tomorrow night.”

He knelt at my feet and hugged my ankles.

“Along with the rest of you. Can you make my night magical?”

His ass bounced up and down. Hard and fast.
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The next morning, my house manager delivered my coffee and blueberry muffins when I woke up. My Cop was curled up on the floor where I could reach him with my right hand. I was too tired for entertainment last night but having him next to my bed is better than warm milk or a sleeping pill. The house manager doesn’t usually bring my coffee, most often it’s Nova or one of the newer kitchen girls like Jenna, so I figured something was up. That’s all I needed, a problem before my first cup of coffee. I took a sip and nodded at her to speak.

“Gage is at your office door. Since 5a.m.”

My Cop shot up from the floor. He didn’t need to explain his concern. He is totally protective of me and monitors the detail he sends when I travel. He’s also very protective of Gage and this was an uncommon situation. Exclusives almost never leave their cells unless I summon them.

This was one of those times I knew something My Cop didn’t. Even though it was early, I played it to the hilt.

“Does he need to see Emma?”

“Ms. Amity, he looks pretty good, actually.”

That was for damned sure. Months of physical training did that for all my exclusives.

“Is he upset?”

“No, Ms. Amity, he seems determined to get inside.”

My Cop’s left arm was across his chest and his right hand pulled his chin. That’s how he thinks. He’d have nothing to say until he dropped his hand. I don’t think he’d make a good poker player with that tell.

“You!” I pointed at My Cop. “Calm down. I know what he wants.” I turned to my house manager and said, “I’ll unlock the slave door.”

Her mouth dropped in surprise. It’s a standing rule that no one ever enters my office if I’m not there. I needed Gage to finish the deployment plans. The auction was only a few weeks away.

I activated my bedside control panel with my fingerprint and pressed two buttons. Gage had work to do. I had My Cop and at least 20 minutes for coffee and muffins before I’d have him dress me. That meant at least two orgasms. Maybe three.

When I got to my office, Gage was fully involved with schedules, maps and a computer program. He turned to kneel but I waved him back to his work. He knelt anyway. That’s one of the reasons he’s now one of my exclusives.

While I looked over the auction food order, Gage typed, clicked the mouse, checked the map, entered numbers and finally stepped back from the desk. He nodded, a signal he approved his work. He better not play poker either.

“Done?” I asked.

He put out his hand to help me out of my chair to lead me to his cubicle to look at the monitor.

Screw 32-inch monitors. I have a 72-inch touch screen on the wall.

He narrated while I watched.

Each time he explained where one group would go, he drew an arrow from where they were to where they had to be. Another arrow showed where stable boys were to be outfitted to serve dinner. Yet another indicated where the competitions would be held and what equipment and who would haul it were defined. He went on like that for half an hour.

Just for fun, I fingered his brand. The new cock cages my leather guy designed leave room for me to see it. And touch it.

He tried to explain more but moaned when I traced the big A on his sac.

“Go on,” I said sternly.

Each time he started, I ran my nails across the big A’s crossbar. He groaned. He was way past moaning.

I’d seen and heard enough. The plans were exactly what the complicated weekend needed. I still had the competitions to refine and finalize the special event. The Training Farm Mistress’s bull fight in Memphis was hard to beat.

This was Amityworld. No one outdoes me here.

“You will make all of this work. You report directly to My Cop. I’ll summon you tonight and you better be amazing.”

He stopped drawing arrows and dropped to his knees. His arms hugged my ankles and whispered, “Ms. Amity owns me.”

That’s for damned sure. I choose my exclusives for a reason. I was looking forward to his ten magical fingers and all the other talents he uses only for me.


Chapter 8

The Competitions

THE BULLFIGHT WAS, without a doubt, the highlight of the Memphis market weekend. The Mistress’s personal bullfight caps the end of every season at her Training Farm. It is always a raucous event. She pits all the bulls she trained that season against each other and only one emerges as the champion. That bull becomes her personal property and the also-rans are shipped back to their owners. You can imagine how intense that battle is.

She occasionally invites her friends to watch from the stands. Every few seasons, she tempts us to enter our own bulls to see if ours can outlast hers. Safe to say, that never happens.

Until the Memphis market. When I saw the bullfight on the Saturday afternoon schedule after bidding was done, I entered my best combatant. So did some of my friends. When her bull fought mine, my bull discovered her boy’s single weakness. Just when my boy was going to pin her warrior, I jolted my bull’s microchip to call off the battle.

I didn’t want to embarrass her in front of our friends. She and I laughed our way to the last sale where the bullfight losers could be purchased with significant discounts. Annalise, the co-owner of the Femdom Pet Shoppe, and I helped Kiera choose one for personal protection. She got a great deal.

How was I going to top a bullfight like hers at my auction? It had to be a stunning event, one that would go down in our circle’s lore. Something mind-blowing. Astonishing. Most of all, it had to be worthy of Amityworld.

Zayn and Juke spent every day with the old man, learning ways to realign my friends’ attitudes toward sharing bedroom suites. Gage was totally engrossed in organizing the auction’s deployment: incoming deliveries, moving slaves, making sure equipment was in the right place and insuring that my guests were ushered from event to event comfortably.

That left My Cop. His security plans were rock solid and he would oversee the protection details from the security station in the new building. First, he engaged the right people. His work would really start when the first truckload of slaves for sale arrived in transport.

I summoned him to the office in the new building. I knew he’d have insight into male-on-male combat, what with his covert military missions and career in what I simply call law enforcement. He couldn’t share much about his clandestine work and if he told me what he did, he said he would have to shoot me. He preferred things the way they were.

Driving home from Red Rick’s after the Memphis market, he told me — between gut-wrenching sobs — how his unit was betrayed years ago and how the bad guys made him watch them murder his team. One by one. I called the old man to help him let go of those awful memories. The sensory deprivation pool and the old man’s Tantric magic guided his anguish away. It was a nerve-wracking day but the results were life-changing. For My Cop. And me.

More recently on another of his hush-hush mission, he came back battered and bruised. The bastards who did that to him violated one of my unbreakable rules. Pain must have a purpose. My purpose. As much as I wanted to hang them from my punishment building’s overhead bar with a whip in my left hand, treating My Cop came first.

I watched his body heal over time. The old man, along with Zayn and Gage, did the rest.

If anyone could help me upgrade the slave competitions, it would be My Cop.

Before I laid out the situation, I found out why #42 designed one room in the new building the way he did. My Cop’s hunger is for my ownership, being so good for me that I will keep him. His nourishment comes from my whip. The new room gave me plenty of space to use it. When I was done, My Cop knelt for our discussion. Sitting hurt too much.

“Something grander than the bullfight,” I said. I brought him with me to be my auction slave and he did a lot more than that. As a reward, I took him to the bullfight and in the excitement, I held his cock cage so tightly he could barely walk. Or speak.

But this was Amityworld. It needed to be better and bigger. And more exciting.

“One event?” he asked.

He always stuns me with the simplest questions. For some reason, I thought a single competition would do it.

“Doesn’t have to be,” I said. “But it has to be dazzling. With drama. It has to be breathtaking.”

Even on his knees, he laid his arm across his chest and held his chin with his hand. When he lowered his arm, he had the answer.

“Interactive rings with the tools the west-coasters delivered last week.”

He needed only one sentence to render me speechless. I nodded. He wasn’t done; in fact, he just got started.

“Ejaculation delay with the tubes. A mouth suckers show. Cock cage sounds programs. Gel combinations. Pain slut stamina. Shall I go on?”

Even though I was in my office in the new building, my mind was in the big field and the smaller one. Rings of slaves with buyers tapping tube programs, urging cock suckers to provoke ejaculation, a line of penises with programmable sounds inside and women with percussion tools conducting a slave chorus of pain sluts. Not just one show. Two fields full of them!

I nodded. Then he added the big one.

“A fuck circle.”

Oh my god, a 100-penis fuck circle! My friends would be talking about that for years.

Competitions this complex needed planning. I tapped a button and brought up the stable inventory on the big screen.

“Build your team,” I said.

He looked over the list of available slaves. He was familiar with their backgrounds, which is the main thing that matters to him. My Cop’s focus is my safety so I expelled one slave when his team revealed a disturbing relationship a mouth boy had. It figured. He was in entertainment before I bought him. But this was a new kind of task for My Cop, one he’d done very well for years, just not in Amityworld.

I wasn’t surprised with his picks.

“Him,” he said and pointed to #122, the PA with combat experience I bought in Houston. “And that one.” That one was #121, a huge boy with the longest cock in the stable.

“Why him?” I asked.

“He’s scary,” My Cop said.

I remembered their first meeting in a cabin Red Rick decorated in shades of purple for my visit. While I tested the big slave, My Cop tried to figure out how he could take him down if the boy ever turned on me. I tested him long and hard. The boy wasn’t a threat. Not to me.

“I want Aussie.”

I didn’t have to ask why he wanted my pet dog. When My Cop has to work remotely, Aussie is my primary protection. He had skills when The Pet Shoppe owners gifted him to me, but My Cop trained him for two grueling weeks. Aussie is a good dog. Months ago, Emma cleared him medically after the pulled muscles healed that he suffered disabling a boy who dared talk back to me.

That boy was expelled within the hour. He was dropped in a remote area with enough cash for a bus ticket — and nothing else — if he trudged a few miles to the nearest town. In the rain.

“That’s all I want,” he said.

“They’re yours. Send a schedule to Nova. She’ll have Jack get them to you when you want them.”

My Cop was in assignment mode, his red-striped ass forgotten. I pointed to the security station and before he crawled to the array of monitors, he nestled around my feet.

“I won’t let you down,” he whispered.

He needn’t have said it but I know his only fear. That he won’t be good enough and I will send him away. His need for my ownership is what got him through that damned torture. When he crawled into my office covered in bruises and deep cuts, he couldn’t speak in full sentences, but what he said stays with me every day. Every word.

“The only thing that got me through it, the only thing I had to hold onto, was what was in my gut. ‘Ms. Amity owns me, Ms. Amity owns me…’ I had to get back here. To you. It’s where I want to be…where I have to be…if I couldn’t get back to you, I didn’t want to be anywhere…I didn’t want to live anymore.”

He could never let me down. That’s a big reason he’s My Cop.


Chapter 9

The Shows

WHEN MY COP crept to the security station, I sat by myself in my office in the new building and ran the auction plans through my head. Again. A lot of the details were under control. The ones that weren’t had to be identified and assigned. This massive event meant I had to delegate important and minor tasks, something I’m not used to doing. Not if I want it done right.

Handing off important tasks is worrisome. Sure, I’ve trained Nova and she’s working out as my personal girl. Jack keeps the stable under tight restraint and I haven’t been awakened in the middle of the night with a stable issue in almost a year. Gage excelled at moving bodies and equipment, Zayn will have my guests begging for more, the head chef’s menu was excellent and My Cop is, well, My Cop.

There were dozens of particulars that needed my attention. First and foremost was entertainment.

Slaves don’t know what entertains women like my friends or the newer buyers. They don’t understand that slaves are the entertainment. My household girls? They’ve never been to an auction unless I bought them at one. How would they know what kind of entertainment works?

Entertainment was confounding me.

Friday dinner required a show. Saturday’s banquet needed more than that. After the demonstration I did in Memphis with my gels, I was having trouble imagining something bigger than that. Grander. Unforgettable. Something they’d ooh and aah over for weeks. Or months. Something the next auction hostess couldn’t top.

It was a very high bar. The Mistress who owns the Slave Circus brought dazzling circus acts to Memphis, so I couldn’t ask her to bring animals here. I wanted a brand new spectacle that would wow 40 hard-to-wow women.

I had the audience. I needed star power.

“Nova, get me #131 and #127.”

I love the new mic-to-earbud system #42 installed. Rather than jolt Nova’s chip and have her huff and puff her way across the field to the new building and tell her what I wanted so she had to sprint across the field to the slave dorm and ask Jack where they were assigned, I eliminated a lot of wasted time. Besides, I could watch Nova’s layers of fat and her huge bosoms bounce on the big monitor while she ran. It's always an amusing sight.

Less than ten minutes later, the two slaves were kneeling at my feet and Nova was trotting back to the main house. I bought both boys in Houston. #127’s legal skills were useful but his real value was in his rental fees. He was a champion role player. At first, individual clients rented him to act out their fantasies, like the evil nurse who put the client on his hands and knees to inspect his ass or in stirrups to tease his hard-to-stiffen penis. There’s always a call for a police officer who strip-searches the renter.

What made #127 more lucrative was renting him to groups. Four clients bought a schoolmarm weekend where he bent them over a desk or a chair, pulled down their school uniform shorts and paddled their asses. Clients loved it so much, they rented him for three weekends in a row, each with its own theme.

Most auctions save the formerly well-known slaves for the last round of bidding. They’re whimsical purchases. Who wouldn’t want to own an ex-governor? Or a disgraced movie star? I outbid Larisa, who will never get another auction invitation, for #131 in the final round. He was a television fitness guru with a huge following until he made the fatal mistake of recording edgy sex episodes and threatening to use the tapes for blackmail.

One day, he was simply gone. His home was sold and his bank accounts paid for his victims’ therapy. The tapes were destroyed and good people got on with their lives. That’s what Reckoning does with men like him.

Maybe buying him was a bit of a lark but outbidding Larisa was pure pleasure.

Currently, #131 trains my females and is backup for the stable’s three-times-a-day workouts. He trains with the rest of the stable and no one gives him a second look. There are no televisions in the stable dorm. They have no idea who he is. Or who he was.

What he still had was a television personality. And a theatrical voice when I permitted him to speak. Breaking him took only an hour. All I had to do was shave his fancy hairdo down to his scalp and make him watch tufts of hair make pillows on the floor. Each time he wailed, my electric prod bit his tiny penis. It took him 30 minutes to stop crying. The high number on his ass put him in the small penis category and my slaves knew what that meant. He’s given me no trouble after I had him wear a sign around his neck for two weeks that said ‘Four inches. Hard.’

#131 and #127 were going to orchestrate the banquet entertainment. I had a simple, one-way conversation with them.

“Entertain my guests after dinner. Make each act electrifying. Arouse them.”

They looked up at me with questioning faces that I ignored.

“At least 30 minutes for the show. Use stable talent. If you fail to regale my guests, I will cut off one of your testicles. Each.”

Their mouths fell open. They’d seen the jars of testicles I keep on a shelf in the stable dorm as a warning that I mean what I say. It reinforces my rule that disobedience has consequences.

I pointed to a corner of my office where I tossed a paper copy of the stable numbers and their rentable talents. Plus blank paper. And pencils. They crept across the office and scanned the list.

“You will look lovely in only a top hat and tails,” I said to #131. “And you,” I pointed to #127, “leave time for costume changes.”

I heard My Cop snicker from the security cubicle. I laughed out loud.


Incoming


Chapter 10

The Domme Call

A WEEK LATER, my calendar reminded me that the auction was only two weeks away. Every sticky note on my whiteboard had been moved to the left, the finished side. Every minute of the three-day weekend was set and being fine-tuned. Zayn and Juke’s kits were filled with oils and herbs. Gage tweaked the deployment plans and drew more arrows every few minutes. The entertainment was set although #127 and #131 didn’t know about the surprise I planned for Saturday banquet. And My Cop coordinated every incoming plane’s flight plan and ETA. He had one-step-at-a-time directions to guide my drivers to the front door.

No one gets GPS coordinates for Amityworld.

My friends asked for a video call so their personals could pack everything they needed. They had the schedule, but Dommes like my friends never pack only what they need. They have to have choices and options. I figured a half-hour call would satisfy their curiosity.

Thirty minutes barely covered the hellos.

Women from across the U.S., Europe and parts of Asia and Africa filled my big monitor. They bombarded me with questions and I let that go on until I had enough. I sent Nell, a third of the Houston Dommes, a short text. “Handle them.”

The Houston trio used to be a foursome until my best friend was outed and harassed nationally by an elected official trying desperately to shift bad press off himself. It didn’t work and he lost his next election but what he did basically destroyed her. I swore I’d get even with him. I didn’t know how or when, but I would. One day.

When I saw his sorry ass for sale in Sweden, I bought him for the full asking price. I didn’t care how he got to be on sale, but from that day on, he was mine.

I kept him for two years and made his life hell. Before I sold him to a mysterious Asian group that wanted their own eunuch, I castrated him. His balls and his penis are in a jar on a shelf. No, I didn’t avenge her too-early death; in fact, when Rick’s truck came to ship him overseas, I felt nothing. Not a damned thing.

The only positive outcome of the whole ordeal was that was when I met My Cop. He led the investigation and was in meetings with my friend and her lawyers. She asked me to be there for support. When I shook his hand, I felt it. His need to be owned. He must have felt it too because months later, when I invited him to my first Parlor, he wasn’t surprised at all. In fact, he was grateful. I’ve never had an awkward conversation with him, not that day or any day since.

Nell is what we call the Texas organizer. Strong, smart and sensual, Nell had her fingers in everything the group planned. She organized the call when four criminals attacked the Circus Mistress and my friends asked me to rehabilitate them. I knew what kind of rehab they meant.

All I needed was those four criminals delivered to my punishment building. After one of my clients, a judge, chatted with My Cop, he hauled them in on outstanding warrants and gave them the choice of rehab or federal prison. Guess which one they chose.

I invited a few friends to help, but the four bastards most severe lesson was on the last day they were here. They met my single-tail and when I was done, I had microchips implanted in their perineums so my girls could keep track of them and I could jolt them when I felt like it. Three never relapsed. The fourth got a dose of gold gel at the Memphis market and I gave him to the Circus Mistress as her lifelong slave. Zayn helped her move past the attack and sucked the miscreant’s negativity out of him. He replaced it with total submission. I like happy endings.

I muted everyone on the call and Nell took over. My brain was jumping in ten different directions.

“Y’all now hush,” Nell said in her best Texas twang. The girls on the call chuckled.

“Let’s run through the official auction FAQs. Most important one first. What are you going to wear, Ms. Amity?”

It was my turn to laugh. “Unless I change my mind, something I do every day, Friday is casual. A buyer and seller reception after lunch. A pre-bidding tour of my brand new building, so wear your leathers on Saturday. Simple dinner followed by a surprise treat for my guests.”

I saw their eyes get big. My surprises are notorious.

“Friday breakfast in bed or a buffet followed by an extended pre-sales merchandise display. A big afternoon gathering outdoors with the first round of slave contests. Friday evening dinner will be delicious so wear comfortable clothes. And that night? A bigger and better surprise for my guests.”

I was getting tired of listing all the events and I still had the biggest one left to drop on them.

“Saturday morning is the auction, followed by the most exciting afternoon slave competition you could imagine. Outdoors. The fields will be filled with one contest after another. They’re interactive. It’s not just the slaves that win or lose. You do, too.”

That drew wide-eyed stares but I wasn’t done.

“A magnificent banquet and I’ll do the final exhibition.”

The girls were so excited, they talked to and above each other. The loudest voice won.

“Damn, Amity, I have to get my personal to change what she is packing. I simply won’t have enough outfits for everything you’ve planned.” The Training Farm Mistress and I go way back. A lot of her sentences start with “Damn, Amity.”

“That’s what slaves are for,” I said.

Brielle looked stunned. This would be only her second auction and it was like going from zero to sixty in seconds for her.

Madison looked perturbed.

“You’re trying to outdo my auction, aren’t you?” she said.

“Damned straight I am,” I shot back. We both laughed. It’s what we do. It’s a Domme thing.

The Spanish Dommes were all business. “How many for sale?” Camila asked. “We’re planning to stock up.”

I checked my auction tablet and said, “The new building sleeps a hundred slaves. Every cot is full.”

Camila and Isabella grinned all the way from Spain. With 100 for sale, they would probably be able to negotiate prices.

The Pet Shoppe owners were always in the market for new dogs. Maeve wanted to know if any former circus animals were for sale but Annalise was more direct.

“I know Red Rick will be there. What other men did you invite?”

I expected her question and knew who she was referring to. But I couldn’t resist toying with her.

“Oh, Rick for sure. You all need to get your purchases delivered. Ned will be here from Nashville. You know Ned, who only deals in first-quality merchandise.”

My speakers filled with their giggles. That was Ned’s standard and very overused line.

“And…” Annalise said.

“And Big Mike. I couldn’t leave him out. He’s selling eight of his boys and is looking for — get ready for this — a personal boy for himself. A special one. He said he wanted one of his own with a collar and a leash that could wag its tail.”

Maeve’s face told me everything I needed to know. Mike wanted his own dog. That’s what Maeve and Annalise sell at their pet shop.

Maeve collected herself and asked, “Did he say what breed?”

“He’s jealous of my Aussie,” I said. “Mike needs less of a protector but one to keep him company. You know, a companion dog.”

Maeve nodded. Annalise rolled her eyes. Only the three of us — and My Cop who learned what happened when he ran a background check on Big Mike — knew why Mike was so attached to Maeve. She was the spitting image of his sister who raised him when his family went through what Mike calls the troubles. His mother’s drug problems resulted in his sister being attacked and hurt so badly she now lives in a facility Mike pays for. Sadly, she doesn’t know who Mike is anymore. It's a tragic story but when he first met Maeve on her dog-buying trip, he followed her around like, well, a puppy.

Mike runs an Old Leather compound in the mountains. He’s the de facto leader of at least 30 gay Masters who are unwaveringly loyal to him, none of whom understood his fascination with Maeve. Except Maeve, who told Annalise. Mike told me in Houston when he asked for time with Zayn to show him how to be happy again. He couldn’t remember what happy felt like. Zayn helped him remember.

“I’ll find the perfect dog for him,” Maeve said. Annalise nodded.

Thirty minutes of questions later, everyone on the call knew what to wear and after I told them My Cop was in charge of security, those questions stopped, too. I didn’t have to explain why they were meeting at a central place for limo rides to Amityworld.

“Do I need to bring my own personal?” Danica asked.

“Only if you want to sell her,” I said. “Ned has six males trained to do personal girls’ work. He said they are all first quality. Several times.”

We were close to finishing the call. Kiera hadn’t said anything yet, let alone ask a question. She was new to our group so she probably felt a little intimidated, especially when so many of us have known each other for so long. I have a special place for Kiera after I found out what happened to her. Later, in Memphis, she bought protection dogs and one of the bullfight losers but self-confidence can’t be bought. It has to come from inside you.

“Kiera, would you like to borrow Aussie while you’re here?”

She answered in a clear voice. “No, and thank you for the kind offer, Ms. Amity. I can take care of myself.”

That was what I wanted to hear! And it made a good note to end the marathon call. We said goodbye and au revoir and I ended the call. Then I sent a thank-you text to Nell and sat back in my chair.

What did I want to do right now? The stable had been put to bed, the girls closed up the house while My Cop and Gage double-checked the alarm systems and cameras. Aussie was curled up at my feet.

Right before I pushed the up button on the elevator, I jolted my four exclusives who showed up at my foyer door in minutes while Aussie stood guard outside my door. It wasn’t all that late. I figured four orgasms before sunrise.

I miscalculated. There were six.


Chapter 11

Test Run

THE DAY BEFORE guests were scheduled to arrive, I held an all-hands meeting in the Parlor building theater. A dozen of my house females, Nova, Jack, the house manager, chefs and Emma sat in the audience and stared at the stage. My exclusives were kneeling on the stage behind me. Zayn, Gage, Juke and My Cop were quite a bit of eye candy after months of fitness training. My dog, Aussie, was on all fours next to my right foot. When My Cop is in my suite or working remotely, Aussie is my main protection and never leaves my side. The girls were in much better shape, too. Even Nova.

My property knew that 40 guests were due to arrive tomorrow, the first batch by mid-morning. One truckload after another of for-sale male slaves had been unloaded in the transport garage for days. Each group of five ran down the slaveway to Medical and then to the new building where my girls secured their ankles to cot legs and unlocked them only for shit-and-piss times. Emma did a basic physical exam on them all with special attention their colons. Most needed enemas, so Emma was in heaven. Jack kept my stable under control in spite of the disruption that many new bodies can cause.

My females had been working nonstop for days.

My Cop’s security team at the gates checked incoming vehicles and took fingerprints of each truckload of males and the drivers. Only one male, an uninteresting extra Red Rick wanted to get rid of was refused entry. Rick knew his stock would be scrutinized after what happened in Memphis when My Cop recognized a criminal and had him delivered to Homeland Security. Rick should have checked before trying to foist his garbage on my auction.

For my girls, living under my ownership is reward enough. From time to time, if they perform especially well, I give them a few seconds of vaginal pleasure from their microchips. They’d get some today, right after I warned them how to behave during the weekend.

I don’t waste time when I issue instructions.

“In a few hours, 40 special guests will arrive. You will tend to every need they have, every service they want, every instruction they give no matter how insignificant. Their orders are my orders. However, if they tell you to do something you are not allowed to do, alert Nova. Immediately.”

The girls stared straight ahead.

“If a request contradicts my rules, you may not fulfill it. If that happens and it most certainly will, what should you do?”

I tapped my boot on the stage floor and watched their faces morph into confusion. They’d never received an order like that. Knowing my friends, it was going to.

“Nova! Get up!”

Nova jumped to her feet and faced me. I was on the stage, so I towered over her. When Nova trembles, her whole body shivers, including her mammoth breasts and layers of belly fat.

I tossed a short whip at her, pointed at Juke and said, “He displeased me. Beat his ass.”

Nova bent down and picked up the whip. She took one step toward the stairs that led to the stage before I interrupted her trek.

“Are you allowed to touch my exclusives?” I asked.

She swallowed and said, “No, Ms. Amity. None of your property may touch your exclusives.”

“What happens to anyone who dares to do that?”

“Ms. Amity, you would expel them. Immediately.”

She was shaking so badly I was sure she was going to pee on the floor out of fright.

“You!” I pointed at one of the kitchen girls. “Take the whip and beat Nova.”

The girl jumped to her feet, trotted up front, took the whip and looked at me.

“Why aren’t you whipping her?”

The girl was almost in tears but managed to get a few words out. “Ms. Amity, I am not allowed to discipline your property.”

By now, the girls understood they could not obey an order that violated my rules. I wasn’t surprised they didn’t know what to do if they received an order like that from a guest. Not one of them had ever been in that position before.

“Girls, you serve me well. You will perform spectacularly this weekend as you always do. But this is my world and my rules. You may not violate any rule, not even for guests. Report any such order to Nova right after you tell the guest these words. One sentence.”

Every girl’s eyes were fixed on me. So were their ears.

“Ms. Amity owns me and I obey her rules.”

I had them repeat it over and over until they had it memorized. Then I made my second point.

“These four are mine. Exclusively. You obey their orders as you do mine. Quickly. Accurately. Immediately.”

The girls nodded in unison. I gave them all 20 seconds of clitoral stimulation to remind them of my ownership. Ms. Amity giveth. Ms. Amity can taketh away.

“At sunup, put on your dress leather straps and report to your stations. Six stable slaves will handle guests’ luggage. The maids escort guests to their rooms and unpack their bags.” I stared at them and added, “Put everything away.”

Their heads bounced up and down again. I’m particular about putting things away. Where they belong. My Cop calls it tchotchke-phobia. Whatever. I despise clutter almost as much as I hate Styrofoam excuses for coffee cups.

The kitchen girls were next. “Breakfast in bed or at the buffet. Take their orders the night before. The chef has their special diets. Make no mistakes if you want to wake up in your bed Monday morning.”

More head nodding. I pointed at Gage and said, “You have your assignments. Any issue — any issue at all — he will fix it.”

Gage held his bald head up proudly. He looks dignified even on his knees. That’s one small reason I buy ex-military ones.

I was on a roll. The two esthetics girls were next on my list.

I reminded the girls that they will pamper my guests. I didn’t need to explain to my girls, two chefs, Emma or Jack what Zayn and Juke were going to do. The staff has seen the old man visit but what he does is not their business.

“The guests will be double-paired in suites. Zayn and Juke will serve them and as soon as they leave a room, you show up for massage, facials or any esthetic service they want.”

The girls nodded. They’d seen the schedule and their kits were packed.

“I expect some guests will demand male service. There are no male personals. Have Nova assign the eunuch if that happens.”

All eyes turned to the gelding kneeling in the far corner. I prefer to create my own eunuchs and after I tire of them, sell them at auctions for a profit. I bought my current one as a male in Memphis after reading his owner’s summary. He didn’t have the funds or physicians to do the job. I had both.

Eunuchs serve a purpose. Several, actually. It’s one less cock cage to buy and it, what I call my eunuchs, rarely interacts with my stable. It has no interest in my girls. Best of all, it is allowed to be in my suite whether or not I’m there. Its primary tasks are to see to my wardrobe and leathers, handwash and iron my lingerie and find items it thinks fits my style. On infrequent occasions, it performs my bath. Recently, it completed its massage training.

A pat where a eunuch’s genitals used to be is its reward.

Most of my friends don’t have their own desexed slaves so they’re always fascinated with mine. The physical fitness required for all my property includes the eunuch. My guests will be as pleased with its strength as they are captivated by its lack of organs.

There were two more items on my list.

“This time only, guests will not have a medical exam upon arrival.” Emma looked disappointed. “Intermittent medical needs will arise. When you see one, tell Emma. She will follow-up if needed.”

Emma cheered up. A little.

“Slaves assigned to the new building are the most likely ones to need medical treatment. Especially during the competitions. Look for injuries but most of all, always have three lube injectors with you.”

Emma was probably salivating at the possibility of an injury and hoped it would be genital. She’s partial to certain body parts. Asses in particular, especially constipated ones.

I was down to the last item on my list.

I walked across the stage, stood next to My Cop and laid my hand on his hair. Everyone, from the lowliest maid to my network of friends, knows he’s the only slave allowed to have head hair. The girls, the stable and the chefs are hairless from their scalps to their toes. It keeps them uniform, a kind of equality that erases their egos. It’s also faster for last-minute rentals. They need almost no time to get ready before they’re sent to a client to use.

My Cop is different. I like his hair. When we drove back from Red Rick’s mountain compound after the Houston market, he finally told me the secrets he was withholding. Hiding them from me was eating at him. He wanted to open himself completely to me but couldn’t bring himself to tell me one horrible memory.

He was desperate to share it with me, even though he couldn’t reveal all of it. But it was too painful, too excruciating for him to say out loud. He was afraid I wouldn’t want him anymore if I knew.

Like most men who assume anything about me, he was wrong.

Once he got the words out, I made him pull over and held his head for as long as it took him to finish his gut-wrenching sobs. I ran my fingers through his light brown hair while he told me what happened. How he still feels guilty that he survived when the bastards murdered his men and made him watch. The old man guided that pain away but that’s a big reason I let him have hair on  his head. To remind him that he can always trust me and I will protect him.

Besides, I like the way he looks with hair. And those muscles.

“Amityworld is private,” I said to my staff. “With a building full of saleable merchandise and 40 guests arriving tomorrow, security is and will be tight. And unforgiving. My Cop is in charge of everyone’s safety and my privacy. If you see a problem, press any red button. They’ve been installed everywhere. Who can describe a possible security problem?”

My girls aren’t worldly, let alone cosmopolitan. It was unlikely any had ever seen a security issue, let alone been in a position to report one. I didn’t hold much hope they could answer my question.

The head chef dropped to his knees, waiting for my nod to speak. I couldn’t imagine what he could contribute, but I nodded anyway.

“Ms. Amity, the larder is full with the weekend special order and vegetables and berries from the garden. If more has to be ordered, what procedure should I follow?”

That was a good question. I couldn’t see how my guests could consume that much food, but with Big Mike, you never know.

“Put the order together and send it to him,” I rubbed My Cop’s hair and I felt his head nod slightly under my hand. “He will contact the vendors and schedule a pickup.”

This time, Jack knelt. I nodded.

“Ms. Amity, what if a guest mistreats your stable?”

I can always count on Jack. She’s been my stable manager for years. No boy dares disrespect her, certainly not after she took down two newish slaves who couldn’t adhere to my rules four years ago. Every stable slave saw or has heard that story after I had them watch Rick’s truck pick up the battered pair when I shipped them overseas.

“If there is any abuse, it will likely happen during pre-sales. A buyer may mistreat a slave on display. Or fail to properly lubricate an ass before plugging it. Report it. Never interfere. However…”

Jack was concerned mostly about the my stable. She needn’t be. My Cop’s cameras could zoom in anywhere in Amityworld. Except my office and my suite. But that wasn’t Jack’s question.

“If a guest — or anyone — mishandles my stable, she will be escorted off my property by security. Press the red button. Twice.”

Jack nodded. Her worry was for my property she was responsible for. The auction merchandise? Not her main concern.

It was getting late and I was done with my list. I sent my exclusives across the field to their attic cells in the main house and cautioned them I’d summon some of them soon. They ran across the field and took the stairs two at a time. Just in case I jolted their chips sooner rather than later.

Nova knelt to ask a question. I’d told them everything they needed to know but Nova had come a long way since I bought her. I was beginning to trust her, so I nodded. One more question was all I could deal with tonight.

“Ms. Amity, we are all committed to making your event one your friends will be jealous of for a long time.”

The entire staff dropped to their knees and bounced their backsides up and down.

“Living here is a privilege. We will make you proud to own us.”

I headed for the stage steps when I heard it.

“Ms. Amity owns us. Ms. Amity owns us.”

I patted every bald head before leaving the Parlor building. The chorus sang their song to me while I was driven to the main house.

Where four exclusives waited for their summons.


Chapter 12

Arrival

THE WELCOME RECEPTION was set up beautifully on the patio under a cloudless sky when the first limo arrived at the front gates. My Cop stared at the security monitors in the new building and watched the guards at the gate check out the driver and each guest before signaling them to enter the grounds. Cameras followed the golf carts ferrying them to the patio while other screens focused on stable slaves carrying luggage to their rooms. My house girls knelt at bedroom doors, poised to unpack their belongings.

My Cop nodded once or twice. Things were going smoothly.

I put down my Bellini when the Houston gals, Nell, Talia and Della, came over for a four-way hug. Danica and Kiera gave us time before they joined me; sipping their Mimosas was their first order of business. Annika and Valda were next for a hug. They opted for screwdrivers. Vodka is like water to Swedes.

I had to hand it to My Cop. He organized a morning as busy as this flawlessly. He got the gals from Texas, Montana, Oregon and Sweden into the same limo.

For the next two hours, limos pulled in and guests joined the reception. Big Mike was in the second car. He hugged me and said he wanted to get here early because the reception is the only time alcohol is served at auctions. I wasn’t surprised to see Maeve and Annalise in the same limo as Mike. My Cop was one of only four who knew Mike’s secret about Maeve.

Hellos in every language were shouted across the patio. Isabella and Camila had their hola on. The Austrian Dommes, Mayleen and Sofie, smiled and said Grüß Sie to a few mystified guests while Benedikte and Katja’s Danish Hej preceded big hugs.

Rick was there already, biting his tongue when Gage told him to move his trucks out of the limos’ way.

Madison always makes an entrance. Brielle, her arms out for a big clinch, was right behind her. There’s nothing more competitive than two Dommes sharing the same spotlight.

Skye took me aside to say Neve had to take a later flight from New Orleans and would arrive after lunch. The invitations said be on time, of course, so Skye didn’t want to say it out loud. We weren’t an  hour into the weekend and we had our first logistical problem. I jolted Nova and had her run to the new building where Gage was feverishly reorganizing limos and trucks by drawing arrows to tell the drivers where to park. The crowd on the patio chuckled at Nova galloping across the grass. They know how I like my personal females. Huge. With their body parts bobbling with every step.

The last limo to arrive in transport had only two occupants. Two Mistresses. Two of my best friends. One who owns the Slave Circus and the other the Training Farm, way up north, the only location information she’ll share.

By 11 a.m., everyone except Neve was on the patio munching snacks. And drinking.

Ordinarily, the hostess welcomes everyone and guests find their rooms to freshen up. For these women, it meant a full wardrobe change because you have to look your best for pre-sales. Sellers size up buyers to see which ones have money to spend. Buyers do the same thing to sellers to figure out which might offer discounts. I chose a different way to welcome my guests. After all, it’s Amityworld.

I signaled a girl to start the video on the outdoor screen. The intro slide was simple. “Amityworld. Where  dreams are real.”

I told the video editor I bought last year what I wanted the video to do. Welcome them. Show the grounds. Identify each building, but not the new one. Tell them what’s off-limits. Show my stable only from behind. Make them see how extraordinary Amityworld is.

The video panned the grounds and paused to name each building with one of Gage’s arrows showing the paths leading to each on an overlay. Walking was encouraged — more arrows pointing to the quickest ways to get here or there — with a voiceover that said, “If you can walk that far in stilettos.” Then it showed the golf carts to a sigh of relief from the guests.

It ran for two more minutes and the outro message told everyone what was coming next. “My girls will show you to your rooms.” The staff was lined up with small signs each with four guests’ names. In calligraphy.

Pre-sales started in an hour. I could hardly wait to see my friends’ reactions to the new building.

I had my eunuch do a quick wardrobe change for me so I could head to the new building to make sure the slaves marked for display were in place. My palm scan opened the door and I took a deep breath even though I was sure nothing was amiss. My Cop would have notified me if there were any glitches, right after he did everything super-humanly possible to fix it and avoid telling of an issue. Hiccups happen even with great planning so I steeled myself for the unexpected.

My new leathers felt luscious. The eunuch ordered them from my leather guy outside Memphis, telling him they were for a very special occasion. He snorted, the eunuch said, then snarled that everything he makes for me is special.

I walked the glass corridor around the entire oval and looked at the display area from every angle. By the time I rounded the arc, I felt myself smiling at 65 pre-sales male arms wrapped around shoulder bars, each on individual platforms. When I looked up, the dome was closed although the weather was gorgeous. It should have been open.

My smile faded. I wanted to see #42. Right now.

I pressed my palm on the office door, took one step inside and was about to jolt #42 when I saw what was going on.

Barely controlled chaos.

Gage was at a workstation, drawing arrows on screens to move Rick’s trucks into a line along the long driveway. My Cop’s eyes darted from one monitor to another, keeping tabs on the front entrance, the stable dorm, the main house hallways on the second. third and fourth floors where the guest suites were, the kitchen and the display area as well as the closed-off sleep outer oval where the 35 not offered for pre-sales were locked to cots.

My Cop wasn’t surprised to see me. He spotted me when the door lock opened and he knew where I was in the glass corridor. Jack was in the corner matching display tags to the inventory spreadsheet. #42 was kneeling in the corner near My Cop, his eyes glued to the building’s camera array. My Cop explained.

“I want him here so if I need him, he’s in arm’s length.”

I stomped over to #42 and lifted his chin.

“Why is the dome closed on this beautiful day? Is it broken?”

The boy was so preoccupied with the monitors, he actually shuddered when his eyes met mine. Mine didn’t move.

“Ms. Amity, it all works.”

I glanced at My Cop. His head nodded imperceptibly to anyone who didn’t know him like I did, but I saw it. Maybe sensed it is more accurate.

“Why isn’t the dome open?” I said harshly.

#42’s chin was still in my hand. He was trembling. My Cop grinned and turned back to his monitors. This belonged to the boy and he wanted no part of it.

“Ms. Amity, you own the dome. You own me. I wanted you to open it. The first time.”

Damn. He was being subservient. Sweetly subservient.

I rubbed his bald head. He flattened himself on the floor and held my ankles. My appreciation was all he wanted. My Cop glanced at me and his lips turned up just a bit.

“Let’s open the dome,” I said.

#42 hustled to his feet and pointed to the control room door. I opened it and walked in. He practically skipped behind me.

“Ms. Amity, may I guide your hand?”

I put my hand out and he laid his on top of mine. He moved our hands toward a series of buttons, all in shades of purple, and guided my finger to the one on the right. The violet one.

I pressed the button.

I heard a motor whirr and looked up. It was extraordinary. The sides of the dome retracted and in a minute, I was looking directly at the sky. My office drank in the sunshine.

His hand steered mine to the bigger buttons, all in shades of purple, and said, “Ready?”

I was beyond ready. My need, the one that starts in my toes and flows rapidly north, gushed. It filled me. Just like an orgasm starts. Or four. My finger pressed the biggest purple button and engaged the motor. I watched on the big wall monitor. More than that. I felt it.

The displayed slaves looked up as they were bathed in sunlight.

“Well done,” I said and gripped his cock cage. “Very well done.”

When I turned to walk back into my office, My Cop was wearing a broad grin. Even his eyes were smiling. So were mine.

My Cop looked at me and raised one eyebrow.

“He’s a keeper,” I said. “You are a forever.”

My Cop wiped his eyes while I ran my fingers through his light brown hair.


Pre-Sales


Chapter 13

The Merchandise

TO SAY THE BUYERS and sellers were impressed with the new building would be an understatement. Their oohs and aahs made the project worth my effort and money. Not to mention my ego.

If out-domming each other were a game, Amityworld just won. It was a rout.

With the pre-sales slaves’ arms hooked over the shoulder bars, buyers and sellers wandered through the display area and ogled every facet and feature of the huge oval space. They toured the display room alone and in small groups. When Odette and Sarai neared the wall of racks filled with equipment, they looked at me before touching anything. I taught them that rule — never touch my equipment — when I trained them before the first market they attended in Memphis. It doesn’t matter if they’re Dommes or slaves, the best lessons last a lifetime.

I saw them, smiled and nodded. I think they touched every tool on the racks.

The Danes, Benedikte and Katja, were absorbed with the benches and bars set up in the short end of the oval. My west-coast developers upgraded my punishment benches to twist into any position or angle. For esthetics, they had to tilt. For whipping, they had to raise asses. For what I do — shave heads — they had to flip over and twist. The electronics made all that motion almost soundless and the Danes were fascinated with them. For fun, I showed them how to make the benches twist and turn, all at the same time. Later, I’d have Nova drop the link to buy those benches from my online store. With an auction discount code.

I bought #42 when I was in Houston. I was sure then that he was responsible for the facility that Nell, Talia and Della share. There were features in their building that are in mine now but on a grander scale. They have a dome. I have two. Mine are bigger.

What I saw for the first 30 minutes had nothing to do with pre-sales inspections. My guests were riveted looking at the layout, the room’s capacity and the enormous number of inspection tools on moveable racks. There were 65 slaves for sale and they couldn’t capture the buyers’ attention. The building owned it.

I nodded at the camera that fed to My Cop’s monitor. That told him I turned on my microphone so I could speak to everyone no matter where they were in the building or on the grounds.

“Pre-sales is open!”

A big cheer greeted my announcement. They’d traveled from all over the country and across an ocean to buy and sell at Amityworld. It was time to get serious and spend money. Or Kronas.

“Any girl will get whatever you want.” My girls were easy to find. They were all wearing their finery, leather body harnesses and nothing else.

“Every slave — especially every ass — has been examined by my doctor. Red Rick is over there for shipping arrangements.” Rick waved from the door that led to the transport garage. “Remember, there are no shipping discounts at auction.”

The buyers and sellers laughed. Rick took a bow in my direction.

“There are 65 bodies to inspect. There are 35 more when bidding starts.”

I saw many of the guests look around to see where the other 35 were stashed. Then I heard a booming voice.

“Where are y’all hiding them, Ms. Amity?”

It was, unsurprisingly, Big Mike’s thunderous twang. He’s the Dom with a compound of Old Leather Masters in the mountains. He’s always looking for new boys to serve and entertain his 30-brother family.

Maeve smiled. Annalise rolled her eyes. That happens a lot when Big Mike is involved.

“Efficiently,” I said. “Close by and far away.” Being cryptic is in my nature. So is teasing Mike.

“Go spend money,” I said. “Luncheon is in two hours.”

Small groups dispersed as buyers began their walk-throughs. In Memphis, Naomi didn’t group the slaves by skill but in concentric circles with the most expensive ones in the inner ring. In Sweden, Valda had them in rows organized by talent so there was a ‘cops’ section for law enforcement types, a ‘house’ group of painters, carpenters and a catch-all area for ‘geeks’. In Houston, Talia used the outer ring to display her own merchandise with the females off to the side.

My planner slave’s design meant I didn’t have to choose one way or another. I could reorganize them whenever I wanted. #42’s design put each boy on a rolling platform. Using a simple app, I could choose, say, medical types, and roll them together. Or house slaves with construction skills. It was remarkably easy.

It was also going to make my guests green with envy.

Danica and Kiera walked toward me, both wearing big smiles atop their custom leathers.

“This is a gorgeous building,” Danica said. “Too bad my boy didn’t see it when you kept him here.”

Danica’s boy was a suddenly-wealthy tech executive who wanted nothing more than to build her dream. That’s why I kept him for a month, so he could experience a real slave’s life and understand firsthand what an estate like Danica’s Destiny required. He also had to learn how to be just one piece of her property instead of her only slave. I had to show Danica that he didn’t have the makings of an exclusive but he was a keeper. The boy is doing fine, Danica said, and the only thing he wants is her whip in the morning.

It was good to see Kiera smile. When I found out that two purchases she made online tried to attack her, I made sure she bought quality protection but there was more to her situation than buying a couple of attack slaves. She had to regain her confidence and stop living in fear. All that took was rediscovering her sensual delights and two hours with Zayn.

Danica and Kiera were two of my favorite Dommes. New-ish. With tons of potential.

“There’s a lot more to see,” I said. “We have the whole weekend. What are you shopping for? Something in particular?”

Both Kiera and Danica had lists. It was one of the first things I told them to do before an auction. There are skills you need and then there are bodies you simply want to own. Buy the skills first and make sure there is a second talent you can rent. It costs money to feed and house slaves. And then there’s your lifestyle to maintain. And enlarge.

“I have plenty of protection,” Kiera said with a grin. “There are two empty cots in the stable hut until the dorm is finished. I need one with marketing ability.”

Kiera was starting to rent her boys? Good for her. The right clients will pay high fees for a few hours to indulge in the fantasy they hunger to live out in real life. Privately. Buy the right talents and you can rent them again and again. Recurring revenue is a Domme’s best friend.

“What do you need for the second one?” I asked.

I already knew what was on Kiera’s list. An earlier email mentioned nutrition for her growing stable and the high cost of food. She wanted to know more about my garden and how it feeds my stable. And me. And lowers my food bills.

“I don’t think I’m ready yet for a chef, but I need a cook.”

Her humility was a relief from most of my friends’ attitudes. But she needed to overcome it. Dommes are many things. Humble isn’t one of them.

“You want a chef. You deserve one. Let’s see what’s for sale.”

I switched on my microphone. “Step to this end of the floor,” I pointed to my left, “and get ready for a surprise.”

The buyers knew better than to ask questions, especially when I hinted at a surprise. When they congregated in the oval’s arc, I clicked the ‘chef’ category on my tablet and then the ‘gather’ button. Just for fun, I drew an arrow where I wanted them to go.

Six platforms holding slaves with their arms over shoulder bars started rolling toward the center of the display room. The buyers and sellers actually gasped. When the group was in place, I said, “Those are the chefs. Tell me your category and I can accommodate your needs.”

Kiera grinned and walked toward the food workers. From across the room, I heard a familiar voice.

“I want a cook!” Parker called out. Apparently the mansion she inherited in Florida was up and running as her rental space. I think Parker has a tan no matter what the season. It’s a Florida thing.

“We need one, too!” the Spanish gals said and marched toward the offerings.

While they inspected the food workers, a short line formed to my right. Elke was first.

“What would you like to buy?” I asked.

“Oh, Ms. Amity, after our market we sold so many, even some that weren’t up for sale. Buyers loved the food and made us an offer we couldn’t refuse.”

The Memphis Dommes sold their head chef? No wonder all three were here and brought that much cash.

Before you arrive at an auction, you have to transfer money into an account to pay for what you buy. On the spot. We don’t use checks, money orders, bitcoin or credit cards. It’s all bank transfer. It didn’t take My Cop long to show me how much each buyer had available. In fact, he said, it was too easy.

Perhaps one day I’ll host a Parlor and show them how to encrypt their transactions. Then again, knowing their budgets is helpful.

I whispered in Elke’s ear. “The fat one on the end has southern roots.”

Southern roots and a big stomach add up to a chef that knows Memphis tastes. Elke headed toward him.

Annalise was next in line with Maeve at her side. As usual. They’re a pair personally and professionally. Zayn proved that to them in Memphis when he showed them the powerful link they have with each other. They didn’t need an intermediary like Zayn, even though he gave them an hour of sensual joy. Their power was in their hands. Literally.

“What are you looking for?” I asked.

Annalise always speaks for them first. Then Maeve listens to her inner voice and clarifies what Annalise said. I’m used to Maeve finishing Annalise’s thoughts.

“We want different breeds. We’re stocked with protection dogs and requests are coming in like crazy for hunters. The kind that can track a slave by smell or sight, and retrieve it. Got anything like that?”

Instead of tapping the control panel, I waited a few seconds for what I knew was coming. Maeve closed her eyes, moved her lips a little and then said, “Fluid. They have to run fluidly. Strong mouths. And one more thing. Flexible.”

“Are you going to bend them in half?” Big Mike asked and broke out laughing at his own joke. Wherever Maeve goes, Mike is sure to follow. And intrude.

“Mike, how long has it been since you’ve been able to touch your toes?” I asked. Maeve, Annalise and I laughed at my joke. Because it was funny. Mike grimaced.

“Damn, Amity, you’re full of yourself today.” Mike tried to look serious but he couldn’t pull it off.

He was right. I was full of myself. My Domme self. My powerful self.

I checked three categories and let the program search. There were eight contenders. When I tapped where I wanted the platforms to go, everyone watched eight platforms glide across the hardwood floor. Annalise asked, “What categories did you put in?”

“Mouth, runners and adjustable,” I said. “When I checked this box, it meant find all of them so you’d get the three skills Maeve wants in each boy.”

“My, my,” Annalise said as the two aimed for their targets.

Big Mike was next. I was sure he was going to challenge my software with an overly-detailed list. He’d have the last laugh if it came up empty.

He had a lot to learn about who gets the final giggle in Amityworld.

“Here’s what I want,” Mike said. “My own personal boy. Big cock. Good mouth. Built up. And one more thing, a virgin ass.”

Mike tried his best to look serious but couldn’t quite pull it off. I could and did. I tapped his categories and pressed the search button. If Mike organized on spreadsheets like I do, he would have realized I knew exactly how many virgin asses were for sale. He tried to look at my tablet so I tilted it away.

“Three in pre-sales. Two more for bid tomorrow. Over there,” I said and pointed to an empty space on the display room floor.

The motor whirred, platforms rolled and buyers moved toward the three slaves that met Mike’s specs. They wanted to watch him inspect them. He always puts on a great show.

“Next?” I asked buyer at the head of the line.


Chapter 14

Inspections

INSPECTING SLAVES IN pre-sales is a science with a heavy dose of art. You have to see, feel and hear them but more than that, you have to sense if it’s the right choice for you. That sense is what I call my inner Domme voice. It talks to me when I’m looking at bodies for sale. I listen to that voice. It never lets me down.

Many experienced women in our network have their own inner voices but not every Domme listens to it. You can tell the ones that don’t listen when they inspect pre-sales merchandise. They spread boys’ legs, lift their arms, open their asscheeks and bounce their cocks and balls. They measure soft shafts because it’s the rare cock that can get hard when they’re exhibited in large groups. Sometimes there are a few cocks that can stiffen when they're on display and it always gets a group smirk when it happens. But if buyers listened to their inner voices, they’d skip a lot of that busywork and concentrate on their real needs.

I watched the buyers stroll around the display platforms. Where they headed, what they touched, how they did their visual overviews. I knew what was on several buyers’ lists because I asked for them weeks ago to make sure the saleable items met their criteria.

Isabella and Camila worked as a team. They were in the market for low-cost items they could train and resell for profit. Isabella noted that they wanted to rent them while they were in training so they could recoup the purchase prices. Then future sales would be mostly profit. It was a good plan, one we talked about when I was in Sweden.

They stopped at a platform holding a big boy, at least 6’4” tall with a long cock. Camilla squeezed each ball to hear him yelp while Isabella used an old-school spiked wheel on his nipples. I knew what they were looking for. They wanted a screamer. Clients like loud reactions so having a screamer in your stable is a good investment. This one belonged to Madison, so they were assured he was good quality.

Madison is a pro. She held our first big auction and set the tone for the ones that followed. I didn’t want to intrude on a potential sale, so I stood off to the side and eavesdropped with my new headset.

They chatted about pain thresholds, erection frequency and stamina. Each time they mentioned a skill, Madison demonstrated it for them. She tapped the cock tip with the spiked wheel and Camila nodded when the boy yelled louder and louder when she ran the spikes along the shaft. Isabella pointed to his ass and Madison pressed the platform’s arrow buttons to shift his shoulders forward and bend him pretty much in half.

One of my girls injected lube while Madison handed Isabella an expanding plug. Was she going to jam it into that ass? I hoped not. Any ass can take a plug. She needed an ass that did something more than that if the boy was going to be rentable. I watched Isabella put it between his cheeks and saw her expression change. She didn’t push it in; instead, she twisted it against his hole. Back and forth. Round and round. In and out just a bit.

Her inner voice told her what to do. The boy’s body told him what to do. I walked to the platform and pressed the up button.

Still bent and tilted, the boy was lifted a few inches off the platform. While he dangled, Isabella twisted and turned the plug. The boy couldn’t help himself and his legs danced for her in mid-air. Camila ran the spiked wheel on his cock. That’s when it happened.

Several heads turned when the boy humped his ass on the tip of the plug and shrieked from the wheel’s bite. He kicked his legs and used every upper-body muscle he had to bob his ass up and down on the plug. All while shrieking.

Madison tapped her tablet and I walked away. That was the first sale of the Amityworld auction. It was a powerful feeling. I resisted the urge to check my percentage on my tablet. This time.
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Danica and Parker were huddled in front of four platforms I moved together when they told me their categories. Their lifestyles were nearly identical. Both had small stables and were looking to buy specific business and manual skills to work on their estates. Danica had her huge Destiny in Montana. Parker inherited an enormous mansion from her family in Florida. They were both ready to expand.

I trained both of them before the Memphis market, something we do before new Dommes can attend their first auction. They were both stars and I had high hopes for them so I visited their conversation.

“Oh, Ms. Amity, we’re glad you’re here. We’ve got questions and we’re not sure who to ask.” Parker was always ready to admit when she didn’t know something. It was a respectable thing to do and would save her money and prevent making mistakes while she built up her stable.

“I want to buy two of these. Do sellers offer discounts for pairs?” Parker asked.

It was a good question but the answer depended on who the seller was. That’s something you can’t teach. You have to get to know the sellers. I knew all of them. Very well.

“Who owns them?” I asked.

Parker tapped her tablet and said, “It says Nashville Ned. I haven’t met him and I don’t know where he is.”

“There’s only one Ned,” I said with a smile. “Let’s bring him over here. Get ready for an experience.”

I tapped a button on my tablet that connected to My Cop who I was sure could focus on me on one monitor or another. I heard a beep telling me he was listening, so I had him connect me to Ned. Seconds later, the message I dictated showed up on Ned’s tablet. A minute later, Ned joined the three of us. I was even more pleased with #42’s work.

“What’s your discount for a pair?” I asked. I hoped Parker heard that I didn’t ask if there was a discount. I asked how much.

“I have a lot invested in these two,” he said. “They’re a perfect set — two flexible mouth boys — and you know what it takes to develop ones like that. Who’s buying?”

I introduced Parker to Ned. “One of my best students,” I said. It was intentional. I wanted him to know Parker was new at this. In Nashville lingo, Ned’s what’s known as righteous.

Parker was many things, including tan all year round, but shy wasn’t one of them.

“I want to see them in action before I buy,” she said.

That was a bold thing to say to a seller like Ned. I was proud of Parker’s pluck. You can’t teach that. It has to come from within.

They looked at me to see where Ned could show off their talents. I tapped for a girl and told her to run the two mouth boys to the far end of the display oval. While she unhooked them from the platforms and ran a leather loop behind their balls to leash them together, I moved a few platforms to open up that space. It was like playing a video game. Tap a platform on my screen and drag it this way or that. Or several at the same time.

The boys jogged behind my girl. It was quite a sight to see boys that big running the length of the oval. Heads turned to watch the show.

Mouth boys who can suck a cock are cheap and easy to find. The ones that sell, the kind Ned would have for sale, can do a lot more than that. This promised to be quite a spectacle, one worthy of an auction in Amityworld.

“These boys can suck anything,” Ned said. “They’ll suck, lick and chew whatever you put in front of ‘em. From their knees. On their backs or flat on their bellies. Or asses. Just keep sending ‘em stuff to suck and they’ll do it all day.”

He pointed at the bigger boy, he had to be at least 6’6”, and twirled his finger. The boy put his hands on the floor and did a damned handstand. Ned pointed at the second boy and he got on his knees, tilted his head and slurped the upside-down boy’s cock from below. Ned called out, “Switch!” and damn if they didn’t change positions.

While Parker was estimating rental fees in her head, I moved five platforms holding boys with no buyers looking at them and Ned read my mind.

“Nice darn setup, Ms. Amity,” he said.

“Only first quality in Amityworld,” I said, borrowing his line. We both laughed.

“They can suck all five?” Parker sounded surprised.

“I only deal in first quality,” Ned said for the umpteenth time. He pointed at his smaller boy and then at the boy on the first platform. Ned’s boy was a little shorter but very sturdy with well-developed upper body muscles. Ned keeps his stock in good shape.

The smaller boy dashed to the platform, knelt and opened his jaws wider than Danica or Parker had ever seen a mouth expand. It drew an appreciative murmur from the crowd. Then the boy clamped his jaws on the cock and went to work.

I think he would have sucked all day if Ned hadn’t reached between his knees and pulled him by his balls to the second platform. The tall boy took his place. They worked in tandem until every penis was stiff and the for-sale slaves were moaning. The mouth boys knew precisely when to move to the next one. Leaving a client on his edge is a highly rentable talent, especially for older clients who can get it up only once a night. It gives them hours of the kind of excitement they’re desperate to feel again. Hours they are thrilled to pay for.

As if that weren’t enough of a show, Ned pressed buttons on the platforms and bent two slaves in half, then spread a third one’s legs apart. His slaves knew exactly what to do and bounced on their toes, eager to be told to start.

While asses were licked and balls chewed, Parker and Ned tapped their tablets.

I heard Ned say, “Only because you’re a friend of Ms. Amity’s. I don’t usually give discounts at auctions. My stuff is first quality, you know.”

By the end of pre-sales, 30 sales were made, more than any other pre-sales transactions I could recall. Buyers were negotiating with Red Rick’s shippers and sellers were reading their tablets, counting checkmarks next to their stock to see how many buyers were interested and if they should adjust their prices up or down. It all depended on the number of checks.

There were six private inspection rooms in use. I left the display area and headed for my office to see who was inspecting what in those rooms. When I walked in, My Cop was glued to the monitor array, Gage was drawing arrows on the screens and #42, my planner boy, was in the control room fingering buttons and tweaking dials.

They were too engrossed in their work to see me walk in until My Cop said, “Ms. Amity!” It sounded like Captain Kirk stepped onto the deck of the Enterprise and Sulu shouted, “Attention on deck!”

The three of them ran toward me and knelt at my feet. Where they belong.


Chapter 15

Inspection Rooms

I RUBBED GAGE’S bald head first. Then #42’s. My fingers wound around in My Cop’s hair before I sent them back to work.

“Show me the private rooms,” I said.

My Cop led me to the security monitors and knelt at my side. He turned a dial and occupied inspection rooms filled the wall monitor like a checkerboard. He offered me a headset but I thought it would be more fun to play the audio on the speakers. It would be a good way to hear the quality of the new surround sound. Voices are one thing. Whips and the shrieks have their own special resonance.

Gage was concentrating on the after-lunch slave competitions on the small field, making sure the equipment was set up and each had a girl in place to take care of everyone’s needs. #42 was fully involved in the blinking lights in the small control room, about the size of a wide closet, and moved display platforms when buyers walked away from a category. My Cop was watching Red Rick’s shipping area in its normal pandemonium with Rick’s boys slapping delivery stickers on asses after double-checking ankle bands.

I pointed to the big monitor.

“That one,” I said. “Zoom in on those two women.”

Those women were Chevelle and Martha, two youngish Dommes I had at a Parlor to teach them how to inspect before buying slaves, with serious lessons on slave contracts. Chevelle rose from the factory floor to management when she started offering spanking sessions to C-suite executives. At the Parlor, she learned how to protect her privacy along with how to assert herself more in her role. Clients can no longer schedule time with her whenever they want. They have to beg and prepay for sessions. On the other hand, Martha was a conundrum. To be an authentic Domme, she had to learn what submission felt like. Intimately. My prod taught her that lesson. She made it easy when I had her spread her legs. Next time, she’d probably wear underwear.

They’d gotten together to inspect two slaves and rely on each other for advice. That’s something I drilled into them. Ask another Domme if you’re not sure. Before you spend money.

My girl bent the two they were inspecting over waist-high bars with their wrists and ankles zip-tied together. I checked the spreadsheet for their summaries. A pair of pain sluts. It’s always handy to have a few of those to rent. Clients who enjoy being spanked, like most of Chevelle’s, also relish turning the tables and hand-slapping or paddling reactive backsides. That’s why I take video of client sessions. What they do to rentals is what they want done to themselves.

Once in a while when I feel like it, I reward regular renters by doing a grander version on them of what they inflict on my rentals. They’re always stunned that I can read their minds and know their fantasies.

Chevelle is a big, strong woman who spent years doing manual labor. I was proud of how she raised herself up and wanted her to succeed. Martha, on the other hand, knew finances. Chevelle was more concerned about money. They made a good pair.

The two slaves’ asses were in Chevelle’s sights.

Each private room had a rack of the equipment most women would want for private inspections. Chevelle chose two stiff paddles and went to work. Grunts echoed of my office walls. Gage paused drawing arrows and looked up. #42 stiffened. My Cop grinned.

I watched her technique. It was obvious she’d done this before; in fact, it was probably what she did most of the time. I was rooting for her to try a different tool or test another body part. She had to think outside the box if she planned to increase her rentables. She was thinking like a single-trick Domme and had to learn more about what else clients will pay for.

Martha knew firsthand what my prod’s bite felt like so I wasn’t surprised when she grabbed one off the rack. I had them all set on low but a seasoned Domme would twist the dial to see if other settings were allowed. Medium was available. High was off limits.

Martha chatted with Chevelle while she held the tip on one boy’s testicles. He bounced up and down; his screeches filled my speakers. Gage didn’t have to look up this time. He knew what was happening from personal experience.

Martha pointed Chevelle to the rack to get her own prod. Two slaves’ asses were soon shuddering on the bar, grunts mixing with an occasion growl. They were pain sluts. They loved every minute.

I saw Chevelle tap her tablet and put a check next to one of the boys. Martha checked the other.

Two more sales were done.

I had My Cop switch to the next room. Maeve and Annalise were looking at potential dogs for their Pet Shoppe and had six ready to inspect. I shared some buying tricks with them before they embarked on their first cross-country dog-buying spree and their results were first class. They bought more than a dozen and sold them out a week after they were trained.

Buying dogs is its own art. Annalise sees trends from the orders they receive and Maeve’s inner voice tells her what breed a boy was meant to be. It’s a careful and often silent conversation between them.

They were using most of the inspection room’s features, something I pointed out to #42. The law of probabilities said one of the features would have a problem, one I wouldn’t see until someone tried it. Hard. I could feel tension oozing from #42 when he knelt on my other side to see it play out on the monitor.

Two boys hung over a horizontal bar. Another pair dangled from their ankles a few inches off the floor. One was locked to a wall bolt by a testicle ring. The last one had his arms draped over a shoulder bar and was raised at least a foot in the air. The only thing I couldn’t hear was Maeve’s inner voice.

One of my girls was finishing the final lubrication and Annalise had an armful of electronic plugs to insert. She plunged them into five asses and one into the mouth of the boy on the bolt. Maeve’s voice must have told her that boy’s breed was different.

To check their strength, Annalise had the upside-down boys bend up against gravity and grab their knees, then she told the boys on the bar to raise their arms and legs, lower them and pull them again. Those were tried and true strength tests. The bolted boy was told to lift each leg as if he was running even though he wasn’t going anywhere. I heard all of them grunt in surround sound. It was delightful.

Annalise wasn’t interested in the bolted boy’s strength. She had him lift each knee to his belly and put that foot down again. Over and over. While he ran in place, she turned on his mouth plug and I saw what Maeve’s voice must have told her. He was a Saint Bernard, a powerful dog with a huge head and a short muzzle, destined to corral slaves on a large estate. At least that’s what I guessed. I’m not usually wrong about things like that.

My tablet updated with the checkmarks they tapped. Maeve added a check for one of the dangling boys, both boys hanging on the bar and the one on the shoulder bar. That made four. They chatted with each other before putting a check next to the Saint Bernard.

They told my girl to get rid of one of the dangling boys while they did more detailed inspections on the ones they checked. Just like I told them. Do a cursory inspection first, then drill down to specific skills with the ones you selected.

In this case, they wanted to see the Saint Bernard at work. I heard what they asked for clearly on the speakers.

“Ms. Amity, we want slaves to hide on the grounds to see if this dog can find them.” Maeve said.

“And bring them back to us.” Annalise is always the more practical of the two.

My Cop pointed to the monitor showing the new building’s slaveway leading to the stable. “They'll show up here,” he said and pointed to the stable door.

They certainly did show up where he pointed. I watched them run full tilt behind a fetch girl and break into two groups. Four ran to the big field. One trotted to the smaller one. My Cop pointed to another monitor, one with an overhead view of the grounds. I didn’t know when that camera was installed so I ran my fingers through his hair. With My Cop, it’s the same as a nod allowing him to speak.

“Full view,” he said.

That was good enough for me. I watched the five boys conceal themselves in clever hideouts. My girl crept into the inspection room, turned around on all fours to tell the buyers what they asked for was ready. Silence may be golden, but among my property, it’s their way of life.

The potential Saint Bernard crawled behind my girl, careful to keep his nose close to the leather strap that split her asscheeks. The two buyers nodded at each other; agreeing he was well-trained already. When they reached the door that led to the big field, my girl raised five fingers to tell the dog and its potential owners how many slaves the boy had to retrieve.

The dog sniffed the air and looked around the field. Maeve punched Annalise in the arm and said, “Told you so!”

Annalise yelled, “Fetch!” and the dog took off for the small field. He scampered around the perimeter, sniffed the empty cages and ran circles around the big trees and hedges. Then he froze. He dug his snout between two hedges and clamped his jaw on the hidden slave’s cock ring, then dragged him over to Annalise and Maeve.

“That’s one,” Annalise said.

The dog scurried to the big field, crawled all the way to the outer edge and sniffed the tree line. The boy behind the big oak yelped when the dog grabbed his cage. He squealed all the way across the field with his cage in the dog’s teeth. The dog found two more and threw them onto the pile of slaves at Annalise’s feet, one on top of another.

One more to go. If the dog was tired, he didn’t show it. In fact, he seemed to get a second wind while he searched for the last hidden slave. He bounded toward the training building, circled it and stopped. His head went up. His eyes stared across the field as if he’d seen movement. The dog charged to the composting area behind the garden and barked victoriously when he tugged the boy who thought the smell would conceal him.

When the fifth boy was flung onto the pile, Maeve tapped the sold checkbox on her tablet.




-=o=-




The inspection rooms were busy all morning. When one buyer finished, another one took over the room right after my girls sanitized the equipment. Jack made sure no buyer had to wait for a room. Tools were delivered and taken for cleaning, buyers commented on the quality of my upgraded benches and checkmarks abounded.

I stood next to Gage to see the setup on the small field. He trembled when I wrapped my fingers around his brand on the underside of his ball sac and squeezed. Each time I asked a question, I clutched tighter when he tried to answer.

“Show me the competition areas.”

“Ms. Amity, this one is…”

Squeeze. Grunt.

“…this one is bows and arrows. The second one…”

Squash. Groan.

“The second one is sucking and the third is…”

Crush. Yelp.

“The third is weights.” Gage stopped, apparently expecting another squash but like I always say, a slave who anticipates what I’m going to do is always wrong. He was wrong this time, too. It just proves my point.

“The last one is for sensation.” Gage stopped talking because he had answered my questions. He would stay that way until I asked him another. I noticed that all the areas were fully equipped and staffed so when the group finished lunch, everything was ready.

Before I was driven to the main house to check on the luncheon preparations, I jolted Gage’s sound and microchip at the same time I tightened my grip. When Gage let out a deep growl, My Cop snapped his head toward the noise. He grinned when I walked toward the door.

He said to Gage, “It means you did very well.”

Gage groaned during my entire ride back to the main house. So did My Cop.

Both of them obviously forgot about my headset. And my remote control.


COMPETITIONS


Chapter 16

Small Field Contests

LUNCH TURNED OUT to be more successful than I imagined. The international food selections were a big hit and everyone gobbled up the regional U.S. choices. My guests, including Red Rick who seems physically incapable of giving me a compliment, were effusive in their praise of the inventive menus. Before we left for the small field events, I summoned my head chef to my table.

Still wearing a the frilly pink apron and a toque atop his bald head, he knelt, spread his arms out and pressed his chin on the floor near my toes so his chef’s hat didn’t fall off. His outfit was the giveaway. Everyone knew he was responsible for the meal they just enjoyed. The positive comments gushed.

“Ms. Amity, that was so creative,” Neve said. Katja was so happily surprised with the Smørrebrød, Danish open-faced sandwiches, she and Benedikte were still urging others to try them. The Texas gals filled their plates with barbeque and Valda gorged on Köttbullar, Swedish meatballs. She and Annika fed them to each other on toothpicks. No one ate like they were on a diet.

Big Mike stood at the carving station until the sous chef filled his plate until it overflowed with red meat.

The chef at my feet heard the compliments directed at me. Before I sent him back to the kitchen, I gave him 30 seconds of chip stimulation and the crowd laughed while he moaned and jiggled his ass.

“I gotta get me some of those itty bitty chips,” Big Mike drawled.

Mike can hope, but my chips are not for sale.

My girls lined up golf carts and two trams Rick brought to carry the guests to the small field for the afternoon event. They’d been asked to list the slaves they wanted to enter in the contests and Gage was responsible for moving them to the right challenge. Winning owners, one per game, would receive a discount coupon for my shopping site along with bragging rights. In my network of friends, the latter was almost more coveted than saving money. Almost.

People gathered at the first competition area. When they were ready to start the preliminary rounds, I joined them to see how the bow and arrow contest was unfolding. Buyers were invited to test their accuracy with arrows that exploded balloons with putrid contents on impact. The number of slaves owners wanted to enter was huge, so I let my spreadsheet select a lucky dozen. Some had been exhibited in pre-sales along with a few that were held back for bidding. I set up a mix of talents so archers could choose which slaves they wanted to defile.

The rules were simple. Women picked a body part from a jar and earned a point if they hit their mark. The highest points total won. The challenge? Most of these women had never held a bow or arrow so I guessed there would be a lot of off-the-mark shots. I was right.

Danica was game to try. Coming from Montana, I figured she had to be a pretty good target shooter but could she handle a bow? Did she know how to align the arrow? Her first shot was supposed to hit a pain slut’s leg below the knee. The boy belonged to Madison, one of her extra pain sluts, so she watched closely.

Big Mike showed her the basics: where to put the slot on the arrow and how far to pull the bow back. After that, she was on her own. Her first shot struck a thigh and everyone clapped because she actually hit something. They didn’t care what part is was, just glad she didn’t sail the arrow into the crowd. She chose another body part from the jar, a belly this time, and set up to shoot.

The ball erupted on the boy’s midsection and rotten goo drooled into his crotch. The crowd cheered.

Chevelle, the floor-worker-turned-spanking Domme, grabbed a bow and said, “I gotta try this!”

Her boy of choice was an ass boy, a high-priced rental for the Swedes, that was listed as a loud screamer when his ass was reamed. They noted he could be a soprano if enough clients’ cocks lined up for an ongoing row of pokes. I was glad Chevelle chose him. I wanted to hear him sing.

Chevelle reached into the jar and pulled out a picture of a right asscheek. She studied the card and the boy’s ass, set up to shoot and with her well-developed upper body strength, smacked him right on his round dark ass. No one cared it was the left cheek. The rancid goop dripped into his ass crack. Her shot earned a round of applause and a few questions about who she was. I made sure they knew she was one of my Domme trainees and my friends went over to meet her, exactly what I wanted to happen. The old saying is true. Every new friend can be a new adventure.

“That was fun,” Chevelle said. “Let’s see if I can make him sing.”

She picked up four bows and asked for volunteers. My friends aren’t shy. A line of archers aimed at the ass boy’s parts they chose from the jar and Annalise counted down from three. When she got to one, four arrows flew through the air.

Four direct hits. One got his chest and the boy yelped. A second hit his hip and he screeched. The one to his right thigh made him grunt. But the last one found its mark. Right on his cock. The boy shrieked out a soprano song.

The crowd laughed and applauded. So did I. When I left, they were lining up for their own chance to slather a slave in rotting slush.

The girl drove me to the second field. When the archers were done, the crowd made their way over, following the arrow Gage sent to their tablet screens.
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A high-quality sucking slave is a valuable commodity to own. You want to have a few mouth boys in your stable for clients with that kink. It takes all shapes and sizes to satisfy clients’ dreams, ones they will pay significant rental fees to experience in real life. One of the most universally requested scenarios is a blindfolded boy passed around a group of clients, often from room to room. The boy never knows who has him or what they will make him do. That’s a sucker’s job. To make every client’s cock hard and every fantasy come true.

Good suckers are one thing. Great suckers know how to dress up to satisfy the client’s caprices. They want French maids, schoolmarms, business executives, evil nurses, you name it. When they order a boy to his knees to suck, that boy is often the embodiment of the client’s lifelong dream. And nightmare.

If a talented cock sucker also has a pliable ass, rental fees can skyrocket. That’s what the second contest was all about.

Owners recommended their best mouth boys for this competition and several checked the box for a flexible ass as well. Those are the ones I put in the challenge. The rules were easy except for one thing. Any boy can suck a cock to ejaculate, especially ones who’ve been denied orgasm for weeks. Or months. The real challenge was how they would perform if the cocks weren’t human. I knew where to get plenty of those.

Reckoning. The facility some of us invested in. We had it built in the mountains where Control, the scientist in charge, extracts abusive men from their useless lives, hauls them to the facility and turns them into made-to-order products that women want. And pay for.

One of Reckoning’s training tools is a series of wired penises of different sizes and shapes that send electronic readouts to a monitor with a score. That number tells the trainers how effectively a mouth boy is doing his job. Why not use them for this competition?

Best of all, they’re rechargeable.

When a mouth boy sucked a cock and got a level #5 readout, it indicated imminent ejaculation. That earned a boy one point. Then the devices were reset to zero, typical soft cocks, and the next four suckers went to work. Using artificial penises meant we could have as many cock suckers as owners entered. We had no need for real ones.

Gage set up the mechanical ass fuckers I used to use on new slaves before my west-coast developers came up with portable ones. Four one-arm machines reamed the suckers’ asses while their mouths worked on the fake cocks. I thought of it as a two-fer challenge.

The first four boys were on their knees, their lips barely an inch from the electronic penises and their asses lined up with the fucking machines. Lubed and primed, Gage sounded the siren and they were off to my kind of races.

The sucking was fast and furious. They slurped, tongued and chewed while the Training Farm Mistress, who is always happy to be in charge, announced the scores. “Number 2 is at level #1, barely stiff. Oh, look! Number 4 is at level #3. Can he get it to level #5?”

It went on for at least fifteen minutes. The crowd’s reactions were more interesting than the suckers. Elke and Naomi were threatening their entry, a stocky boy with an oversized mouth, letting him know what losing meant for his ass. The Austrians are famous for the strict discipline they impose on their property every day. It doesn’t matter if they made mistakes. Their stable awakes to an ass whipping when the sun rises and even if it’s cloudy. The warning they gave their entrant was in line with their brutal methods. If their boy didn’t win, he'd be minus one testicle.

When the siren blared, we had our first winner. At least Mayleen and Sofie’s boy got to keep both of his balls.

The Farm Mistress called for the next four contestants while my girl changed the mechanical penis tips. If my friends checked the “very stretched ass” box on the entry form, I figured it was only fair to use bigger plugs on them. The suckers were put in place and the Mistress told my girl to plunge them in.

The cock suckers’ faces were entertaining. Their gasps and grunts were downright amusing.

It was a lovely image to take away from that competition while I was driven to the next field to check on things. When the siren rang, the crowd followed Gage’s arrows and gathered for the third contest.
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Weights are so common that it took a week before I could envision a contest using them that was worth showcasing in the auction. Every owner hangs weights from testicles to stretch poorly-endowed slaves and turn them into better rentables. An Amityworld auction deserved something more original than that.

The answer was as easy as a reunion picnic and their ever-present three-legged races, two people with one leg tied to each other.

Why not cocks?

I tested the idea on pairs of slaves from my stable for an afternoon. Jack zip-tied the rings on their cock cages and had them crawl here and there while I watched. It wasn’t very interesting and didn’t seem to have a way to pick a winner. While pairs of slaves crept faster each time my long horse whip met their asses, it came to me.

“Back to back,” I said.

Jack rezipped the pairs with their asses pressed together, the zip ties tight through their crotches. When I told her to hang them from a big tree branch, I saw pairs dangling two feet off the ground. I pointed to the weights and she added a few ounces so I could evaluate the results. It was OK. It wasn’t great.

“Get the stretcher,” I said.

Jack ran to the pile of equipment I told her to have on hand in case I changed my mind. I do that a lot and my girls are used to it so they prepare for the possibility. I had her hook the clasp to their zip-tied rings and turned on the machine. When it tugged down, the boys grunted. Grunting wasn’t the reaction I wanted. It wasn’t enough. I wanted to hear full-out groans. Maybe a few shrieks. It would be perfect if they’d sing their slave song.

“Hoist them higher,” I said.

When they were four feet off the ground, the stretcher had more room to pull. I pressed the button, the stretcher went to work and sure enough, they howled. The pair that could withstand the longest wrenching without lapsing into slave hysteria would earn a point.

I had a contest!

When I arrived at the third competition area, five pairs of ass-to-ass slaves with zip-tied organs were hanging from sturdy tree limbs. It was almost comical; they looked like laundry drying on a clothesline. I asked Lina to emcee this event because she and her partner, Mila, were even stricter with their stables than the Austrians were. If anyone was going to generate screeching pairs of slaves, the Germans were the clear choice.

Like usual in situations involving screaming slaves, I was right.

While the guests watched and cheered, the stretchers did their work. To be inclusive for the Europeans, the machine was set on the metric scale, so Lina called out millimeters — then centimeters — when she pointed to suspended pairs. The slaves didn’t just droop from the branches. They flailed their legs frantically and bellowed like bulls in heat.

It was vastly more entertaining than simply hanging weights from testicles.

I encouraged Lina to use her judgement when she eliminated a pair. Lina and Mila usually overestimate slaves’ pain thresholds, so that would keep contestants in play longer. Winners got a point each and faced each round’s victors in the finals.

Pain has to have a purpose. In this case, it was mine.

When I was driven to the next field, the last thing I saw was five pairs of slaves hanging from trees and dancing maniacally. And howling in pain. It was a delightful sensory mix of sight and sound, a competition worthy of Amityworld.

When the winners were announced, the crowd followed Gage’s arrows and sauntered to the last contest. It promised to be a big finish for the afternoon.
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The first thing I noticed at the fourth field, the sensation contest, was the crowd’s growing excitement. Dommes love inflicting sensory stimuli on their slaves for all sorts of reasons. Some like the noises that screamers make. A few are partial to the way slaves twitch when certain body parts — most often penises — are electrified. Others like combinations, like thrashing and snarling.

The fourth event was a combination of all their favorites.

It was the most complicated for Gage to construct and it tested his competence at creating the scenario I specified with an eye on equipment and cost. I gave him the result and told him to work backwards to create what I wanted. An ordinary slave would have balked at the complexity. Not Gage. That’s one more reason he’s one of my branded exclusives.

The contest had four components. First, contestants’ asses were injected with yellow gel by remote controlled plugs. Yellow is one of my potions that causes waist-down irritation, what the old man called an unending sting. Next, the plugs would release a drop of blue gel, the one that stiffens muscles. Most would fall on the ground, twitching and moaning from the yellow gel’s sting while the blue gel made it impossible for them to move.

The remote-controlled plugs would then add a drop of orange, one that creates a full ass-to-toes shock that throbs and prickles. If unrestrained, slaves run around crazily, trying to dislodge the plug that’s injecting the nightmare gel into them. To prevent injuries, they had to be fastened by their ankles so they had only a limited space to dash around frantically.

After that entertaining sprint, the final step was the one that presented Gage with the biggest challenge. I wanted the contestants dunked in water tanks. Head-to-toe immersion. It had to simulate a sensory deprivation experience that piled on the stimulation they’d just undergone. Of course, it needed breathing tubes with controls and above all, had to be easy to set up and remove when the auction was over.

That was Gage’s task.

My network was familiar with my gels and had seen the impact of some of my private potions I don’t sell to anyone when I demonstrated them at prior get-togethers. The old man warned me they had to be used carefully and only by someone who, like me, was familiar with certain Asian arts like the Tantra.

I saved one of those gels to use when the competitors were under water.

The slaves’ antics after each gel was released regaled the audience. Four at a time were injected with yellow and when the blue was added, four more contestants were plugged to get their first yellow drop. By the time all the slaves were running, screeching, flopping and flailing, the crowd was roaring.

Gage set up the submersion brilliantly. Rather than build expensive tanks that had to be removed, he had the stable and loaners dig a deep trench, covered the sides and bottom with a plastic liner and filled it with water. The boys didn’t have to be hoisted. Just lassoed under their arms and lowered into the trench.

A dozen slaves fit side by side, each held by ropes attached to a crank that could raise them when a winner was chosen. The rules were simple. The last non-hysterical slave was awarded a point. If his cock was hard when he was pulled out, he got an extra one.

Each owner managed her own slave’s breathing tube. Emma stood off to the side in her flaming red finery, to deal with any issues. There were none. The owners I chose were familiar with breath control, even though the underwater boys were not.

That’s what made it so exciting. Virgins are like that. Put them in unfamiliar situations and they bark like seals at a zoo at feeding time.

The water in the trench churned as soon as they went under. Legs and arms thrashed and if they screamed, no one heard them. Their breathing tubes were compressed a little, mostly to let them know who controlled their air. When the tubes were about to be closed for a few seconds, the plugs sent in a second drop of orange, the gel that makes them want to run around in crazed circles.

They weren’t running anywhere this time but their legs beat the water. Their arms flapped in every direction. Even harder when their air was cut off.

When the dozen were cranked up, it was easy to pick out the losers. They were the ones sobbing and trembling in terror. Two emerged fairly calm but only one had a hard penis. The Slave Circus Mistress smiled proudly.

“That’s one of my whales,” she said.

I had a feeling tickets for her circus would sell out before the auction weekend was over.
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The guests were driven back to the main house to get ready for dinner and I stopped at my office in the new building to see how things were going. I had no messages in my headset that there were any problems, but I always keep a close eye on my exclusives. Gage and the planner boy were busy at their stations. My Cop flicked his head a tiny bit toward Gage. That’s when I felt a vibration on the controller on my belt.

Gage’s cock was trying to stiffen, his cock cage be damned. My boys, let alone my exclusives, do not erect without an order and I hadn’t given one.

I caught My Cop’s tiny grin in my peripheral vision and returned it. Gage’s back was to me. He couldn’t see my smile.

I reached between his legs and grabbed his cage and everything inside it, then twisted it so he was facing me. He tried to kneel but I didn’t let go.

“You want to know what hard feels like?”

A few taps later, Gage squealed as the sound in his penis telescoped deeper and pulsed. It’s a sure-fire way to excite any cock, even a caged one. Half-bent over with his penis fighting against the cage, I said, “Good job on the first round of contests.”

I gripped his bulging organs tighter and he growled like a black bear in heat.

When I let go and turned to leave and get ready for dinner, I heard My Cop laugh. Just once. When I jolted his chip and activated the sound in his penis at the same time, two of my exclusives sounded like a pair of howling wolves.

Dinner promised to be delicious.


Chapter 17

Domme Suites

DINNER WAS SCRUMPTIOUS and everyone had a lot of fun. The chef’s rolling carts were a big hit with everyone grabbing their favorites along with small plates of exotic recipes they’d never tried before. Every dietary quirk was accounted for. Skye explained what made jambalaya unique to New Orleans while Chevelle held court on why Texas barbeque was better than the Memphis version. Big Mike countered that Carolina barbeque made the others taste like crap.

I invited Annalise and Maeve to demonstrate how they bought and trained dogs for their Pet Shoppe with a half-dozen they shipped for sale at the auction. It was a lively show. The trained dogs were sent through an obstacle course, begged for treats and the finale was a protection demo that Big Mike was reluctant to take part in after what happened in Memphis when I black-gelled a slave Kiera bought for protection and asked Mike to pretend to threaten her.

Mike never knew what hit him.

My two entertainers, the former TV personality and the cross-dresser, presented their show. Wearing only a top hat and tails, his made-for-TV voice filled the room when he introduced each act. #127 was outfitted like a busty Hollywood starlet and sidled around the audience, begging Mike, Rick and Ned to be allowed to entertain them. Mike has no penchant for women sucking his cock but a dressed-up male slave trips his trigger. Along with his plentiful penis.

When the starlet finished and was sent for a costume change, Mike had only one thing to say.

“Damn, Amity!”

The emcee, who a lot of my guests recognized, bantered with the audience about which woman in the room had the most ingenious disciplinary methods she used with her property to get the fastest results. Of course, every Domme thought her techniques were the unsurpassed and most effective ones. One by one, he invited them to come up front, choose their tool to use on a few unlucky slaves I had Gage deliver. They hadn’t been purchased yet so they knew they had to out-perform the others. Unsold slaves risk being dumped along a rural stretch of road and left to their own devices. It’s cheaper than shipping them back to your estate.

Madison had one of her mouth boys. Della and Talia teamed up on their unsold pain slut. Valda’s personal boy, one she hoped to sell to Big Mike, was in her sights. Parker was trying to sell a screamer or trade him for a pain slut, so he was her focus.

The fifth was Lina’s trained big cock, one she said she had simply gotten tired of.

With six Dommes displaying their methods on five for-sale slaves, the room was buzzing with anticipation. No one was disappointed.

Electric prods hummed and boys screeched. Canes swished and slaves shrieked. Spikes bit into organs and throats growled.

Then Lina’s leather boot met the big cock she owned and the loudest scream we’d heard so far filled the room.

The audience cheered. Lina did it again. And again.

The emcee narrated the demonstrations down to the last detail. It sounded like a horse race with Dommes gaining on each other, wondering which would pull ahead. Ten minutes later, four of the five slaves were on the floor, unable to absorb another ounce of their owners’ discipline.

Lina, the hands-down winner, waved to the audience. Then she walloped her boy’s big cock one last time. Mike was the first to get up and lead the standing ovation.

The weary contestants ran — a few limped — in a line back to the holding area in the new building.

It was time for dessert. Everyone selected one or two from the rolling carts and my chef trotted in with a dish of blueberry cobbler just for me. And a bowl of whipped cream. I saw no reason to hold back.

After we enjoyed post-dinner conversation and a preview of how bidding would work in the morning, the guests headed for their suites to turn in for the night. Zayn, my Tantric exclusive, and Juke, a relatively new purchase who might earn exclusive status if he’s good enough, were on their way to serve my guests. I had been concerned my guests would be insulted having to share suites. Zayn asked for permission to change their minds.

Given what Zayn has done for my nights, I agreed but with the same warning I gave him in Memphis when I gave him to two of my friends in exchange for donations to my favorite charity. He could serve them but he could not give them what is mine alone. There are some things I refuse to share. My multi-orgasm nights are one of them.

From the comfort of my suite, I turned on the wall monitor after My Cop took care of my bath. He had been working a 24-hour schedule and earned a little treat. His favorite delicacy is the business end of my single-tail on his ass. He sings his song to me. Only to me.

I laid him over a horizontal bar near the wall with the big monitor so I could see what Zayn and Juke were doing while I fed My Cop his favorite dessert.

Zayn was laying out his herbs and oils in the suite the Spanish girls shared with Parker and Danica, two girls I invited to a Parlor to teach new Dommes how to grow their stables. I was impressed with both of them after that visit. Just like I was with Isabella and Camila who I met and mentored in Sweden. They’d all join our network. Eventually.

Zayn had them standing shoulder-to-shoulder facing out. He walked around the circle and touched one forehead after another with his fingers. Each touch elicited a small moan.

He pulled their negligee straps down their shoulders with his teeth to reveal their breasts. Each time he tapped a drop of oil on their nipples, their moans got louder. When their gowns dropped to their ankles, he pressed his face into their midsections. Four Dommes groaned, one after another, until they were all sighing together.

All my slaves, including my exclusives, are assigned three-times-a-day physical fitness. I like the way they look with big muscles. Zayn, an ex-marine, was already in good shape but good isn’t good enough for me. He is remarkably muscular now and had no trouble lifting and depositing each woman on a bed.

They melted into the satin sheets.

Zayn spent an hour titillating every part of them. The thing about his Tantric insight is that he knows it’s not all about sex. In fact, sex is only a small part. The important part is the sensual connection.

He connected with all four. I heard them groan and watched as they reached the edge of orgasm before he moved to the next. When they were all on their edges, he dabbed herbs between their thighs and brought two over the edge together. One Domme per hand.

Groans turned into gritted-teeth grunts. The speakers filled my room with their borderline animalistic joy. Zayn watched them finish and I watched Zayn. As for My Cop’s ass, I decorated it with a stripe for each of my friends’ orgasms.

Juke was sent to the suite the Swedes and the Austrians shared with two queen-sized beds. I didn’t want them to feel slighted so I told Juke to make sure that by morning, they knew why I told them they’d have a brand-new experience even if they were veteran Dommes who thought they’d seen everything. After a night of Tantric joy, they’d find out they hadn’t seen — or felt — anything like that yet.

Juke’s body had developed nicely since I bought him. He was more than strong enough to carry the women to the places he wanted. In this case, it was lying on their backs on a single bed. He’d rearrange them when he was done. They probably wouldn’t have the strength to crawl into their own beds when he finished.

My Cop was moaning and wobbling on the horizontal bar, so I secured him on a bench so he wouldn’t hurt himself. I rarely use gel on him anymore. There’s nothing I need gel to do. He’s already given me his subete no, his totality. But I had bigger plans for him tonight.

I watched Juke lift their gowns to their waists and pull their feet to their sides, raising their knees. That intrigued me. It was obvious he expected their legs to fall to their sides and I wondered why he would start that way.

After he spread oil between their thighs, I saw his strategy. He felt their power. Juke was sensitive to the dominance women like my friends exude. It was so potent, he wanted to use it give them a forceful experience. He was using their own power to take them to heights they’d never felt before.

It was an ingenious plan. The power of the Tantra comes from feminine supremacy and those four women overflowed with it. My Cop grunted each time I telescoped the sound in his penis and made it pulse and jolt. It made lovely background music for the performance playing on my monitor.

They were sharing a suite with two beds because Annika and Valda, like Mayleen and Sofie, were a pair both professionally and personally. But they were well-established in our network so I told Juke to make sure they felt appreciated even though they had to share a room. He bobbed his ass up and down, the way my slaves say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

The oil held the herbs Juke dotted between their thighs like glue. He spread it on each woman’s left leg and when he applied it to the first right leg, Mayleen moaned out loud. When he dabbed it on her partner’s right leg and interlocked their ankles, Sofie grunted each time her hips humped the bed. Mayleen grabbed her hand and in moments, they were facing each other, their legs wrapped around each other’s hips. It didn’t matter who was in the room. They didn’t care. What they wanted — what they had to have — was in their arms.

Juke draped Annika’s leg between Valda’s before adding a different herb to their thighs. When he rubbed their fingertips across his chest and then on each other’s breasts, their power was unleashed. The Swedes’ power was their connection to each other. Juke was merely the trigger.

When he left their suite, the two couples didn’t know or care who else was in the room. In fact, Valda told me in the morning, it was a night of the most unusual and uplifting sex they’d ever shared. Mayleen joined us and gushed about her night with Sofie.

“When did you come in?” Mayleen asked Valda.

Juke had just taken a step closer to my sizzling iron, the one that will leave a lifetime brand, a big beautiful A, on the bottom of his ball sac.


The Auction


Chapter 18

Breakfast Surprise

BREAKFAST WAS ABUZZ with stories about the dozens of orgasms Zayn and Juke facilitated for my guests. That vied with the small-field competitions for the top morning topic. A few chose breakfast in bed but most were more interested in whether their orgasms were bigger and more memorable than the ones their tablemates experienced. There was no demo planned for breakfast but with all the gushing comments about what happened not just between their legs but throughout their entire bodies, I jolted Zayn and Juke to the room.

Most of my friends had their first — and most unforgettable — Tantric flights last night. None would ask me to explain what it feels like on our video calls again. They knew.

Well, they knew some of it. As they say in Hollywood, keep them wanting more.

I wanted them to talk about the Amityworld auction for weeks. Months. Years. So I added a special item up for bid.

“Bidding starts in half an hour,” I said. “But I have an unusual item first that can be yours if you have the highest bid.”

The women looked at each other, trying to figure out which of my special slaves I was selling. I even heard talk about putting one of my exclusives up for sale. They were close.

“Who enjoyed her night?” I asked. Every woman’s hand went up. Big Mike, Red Rick and Nashville Ned were now the ones with puzzled faces.

“Who’d like to have one of her own this afternoon?” I asked. Every hand went up again.

Big Mike had enough of not understanding and looked grim. Rick absolutely hates not knowing what’s going on, especially when no one he asks will tell him. Ned just shrugged his shoulders.

“The highest bid gets him,” I pointed at Juke, “for an hour before dinner. My property isn’t from the economy line. Neither were your orgasms.”

Nods and ‘damned straight’ comments filled the room.

“Opening bid is $2,500. Each raise is $500.”

Madison’s hand flew into the air. Then Brielle’s. The Atlanta gals were friends but an hour of Juke’s skills erased all of that.

Skye stood up and called, “Four thousand!” Mayleen countered with five. It went on until they were very close to my favorite number, one with five digits. Bidding slowed until I heard a familiar voice from way up north.

“Ten thousand! If you dare outbid me, I’ll sic my pigs on you.”

I knew that was a joke. At least I hoped it was.

“Sold to the Training Farm Mistress!” I said, banging an imaginary gavel on the table. I sent Juke to her seat. He knelt at her feet and I saw him shudder.

All the planning in the world can’t compete with a spontaneous idea. I had one and why the hell not go for it?

I walked behind Juke and pressed his head to her knees. She sat back and parted her legs to give him both access and permission. When he reached for her hands and pressed them to his naked chest, she laid her head back and closed her eyes. A soft moan escaped her lips. Then another. Juke slid her hands down his chest toward his belly and she actually groaned.

That’s the thing about Tantric guides like Juke. He makes you feel like you are the only person in the room and you don’t give a damn about anything or anyone else.

Juke laid his forehead on her chest and used his teeth to pull her vest down just enough to draw circles around her nipples with his tongue.

I had a weird feeling, not a bad one, just different. It was coming from behind me. Zayn was trying to get my attention. He had a small bottle in his hand and I knew what he wanted to do with it. I beckoned him with a wagging finger and he ran to where the Training Farm Mistress was moaning nonstop and Juke’s tongue was working overtime. Zayn dabbed oil on one unoccupied breast. Juke inhaled its aroma and pounced on that nipple. Zayn oiled the other one and we were literally off to the races.

Juke worked feverishly and the Mistress’s moans got louder and longer. Everyone in the room crowded around her to watch.

Juke pulled his head back and placed her hands on her own breasts. She knew what she wanted and didn’t care who saw her do it. After a few furious seconds of massaging, she groaned. Twice.

I rubbed Juke’s bald head and sent him to his cell. He’d done more than what I expected, which is part of what separates an ordinary slave from a potential exclusive.

“That was the appetizer,” I said. “She bought a five-course meal after dinner tonight.” By now, the Mistress collected herself and said, “I’d have paid twice that much.”

We had a collective laugh and I made my second announcement. “When the bidding is over, I’ll entertain offers for an hour with this one.” I grabbed Zayn’s cock cage and pulled him closer.

“Opening bid is $20,000. Half goes to my veterans’ charity.

My fingers traced the big A under his sac and Zayn felt completely balanced. Almost calm. When I donate to that charity, I take Zayn to the VA to drop off the check. That gives him time to meet with vets who he helps clear their troubling memories. They line up to share a few minutes each with him. No matter what pain he absorbs from them, he’s always balanced when we leave. It’s a Marine thing and I never question it. 

There's only one word for it. Oohrah.

Zayn wears a special smile when we leave.

The room hummed with women checking their tablets and a few conspiring to bid together. I didn’t care who or how many paid for an hour with Zayn. What I wanted was what I just got.

The best auction breakfast ever.

Besides, both Zayn and Juke were on my schedule tonight. And every night I wanted them again.


Chapter 19

Bidding

BIDDING IS USUALLY the most exciting part of an auction. This day’s bidding would be outstanding enough on its own, but I had a lot more plans for the weekend that would create their own noteworthy memories. There were a few empty cots in my stable dorm so I could buy something if it caught my eye. I wasn’t really in the market for much. Just one or two useful skills with additional rentable talents. A third would be gravy.

Since we opened Reckoning, I had gotten into the habit of ordering exactly what I wanted and it was delivered eight weeks later. After the upgrade, Reckoning’s Control, a woman I knew as Grace, cut the time from order to delivery almost in half. What they sold was expensive, but it was perfectly trained and rarely needed to be broken. Many of the women at the auction either didn’t know about Reckoning yet or weren’t in a financial bracket that could afford that level of merchandise.

That’s what cheap slaves, the economy line, are for. They’re what new Dommes buy to grow their holdings. Women like the ones I had as Parlor guests and the Memphis trainees. Even women like Danica for whom money wasn’t an issue. With the range of skills and rental potential on the block, the economy line helps owners like Isabella and Camilla cull their useless ones and replace them with better stock they can develop and sell for profit.

The bargain basement slaves are always sold first.

Caitlin turned out to be a surprisingly good lawyer. She handles my slave contracts and oversees the transfer of their property and assets to my company. She’s also a great auctioneer. Caitlin has attitude.

We gathered in the new building’s display area that now had ten platforms at one end and seats for the audience in the center. Caitlin’s podium faced the audience. When a lot was put up for bid, Gage rolled their platforms in front of the bidders. There’s always some last-minute hands-on inspections right before bidding and the rolling platforms made it easy to slide the current lot to the front. Gage had every slave’s lot number and category memorized.

A few bidders were examining ten inexpensive ones. Those slaves had been on display in pre-sales, so most buyers were familiar with their summaries and specs. This round usually goes quickly. It did that morning, too.

Odette bought two big boys, both with construction skills, for the renovations she was doing. Parker got a painter to finish the large home she inherited and planned to use for rentals. It had basement space that she remodeled to house her growing stable. Chevelle got a great deal on a gardener who was also a decent ass boy and she bought the pain slut she had in the inspection room. She took what I taught her to heart. I knew how much cash she had to spend this weekend. She was buying wisely.

There was only one leftover in the group, a pathetic boy who had been used as a maid. That told the bidders one thing. He had no skills. Even if he had a second rentable talent, with no value for business or maintenance, who’d spend money on that?

The more costly round was rolled into place and quite a few bidders wanted a closer look. Interestingly, Big Mike was right up there with a half dozen Dommes, handling two penises, one per fist. Even though I didn’t want to buy either of them, my curiosity got the better of me. What about them interested Mike?

I checked my tablet for their lot numbers and didn’t see anything special. But Mike’s compound is a unique place with uncommon Old Leather Masters who have distinctive tastes. I met Mike up front.

“What do they have that you want?” I asked.

Mike snorted, his way of acknowledging a question whose answer seems obvious. “See this?” He pointed to a line on both summaries.

“Hair stylists?” I said. Whatever could Mike want with two boys trained in hair, makeup and waxing?

“Hah! I’m throwing a party. A huge one for the winter solstice. Your invitation will be in next month’s email.”

Whoa. A party? Hairdressers? There had to be more. There was.

“Doncha think we should all celebrate? How many years we been friends?”

I needed two hands to count on my fingers. A long time.

“Damn, Mike, that’s a great idea! These two boys you’re looking at. They’re for the women you’re inviting, right?”

He winked at me and that was enough. I knew Mike’s secret and he trusted that I wouldn’t share it with my friends. Like Mike’s other secret that I refused to share with Red Rick, even though Rick pouted. That was a rare occasion when My Cop intervened and reminded Rick he’d be out of business had My Cop not interfered in two of Rick’s problems. That shut Rick up fast. Even naked and on his knees, My Cop is fearsome.

When that round was over and Mike had his two estheticians, 14 sales were completed and the third-round platforms rolled into place. There was one boy in the lot I was mildly interested in, so I watched who inspected him and counted the checks next to his number on my tablet. There were three. Not everyone’s tablet showed whose checks they were. Mine did.

I was up against Annalise and Maeve who shared one check, and the Mistresses from the Slave Circus and the Training Farm. We all saw the same thing in that boy.

Not everyone has use for a boy with his talents nor can many new Dommes afford ones at that price. The Pet Shoppe gals were always in the market for certain breeds of dogs. The Circus owner kept an eye out for particular animals and farm creatures were a favorite for the Training Farm.

This boy was a highly-skilled acrobat. In terms of rentability, he was near the top of client requests. Clients who could afford the rental fees we’d demand for a talent like this.

We were going to have a bidding war. I could feel it. My Domme voice was almost screaming at me.

I swiped my tablet a few times to see how much cash the others had available and another swipe showed me my percentage of the sales in real time. It was a complicated formula that accounted for the cost of the new building, feeding and housing a hundred for-sale slaves along with related costs. Then it deducted the expected rental fees for six months. The bottom line was that I had plenty of cash.

The acrobat was going to be mine.

Caitlin sold three slaves before the one I wanted was up. Then she announced the sale.

“An unusual one,” she said. “Very bendable and malleable. Flexes into unusual positions. A good investment if you have renters with enough money to spend on their fantasies. Bidding start at $4,000 with $500 raises.”

The opening bid was reasonable for a piece of merchandise like him. I laid my paddle in my lap to see how high the bidding went. After the first bid and two raises, it was clear who wanted this boy. The Farm Mistress opened and was countered by a quick raise from Annalise. The Circus Mistress lifted her paddle next and after three more raises, the price was an even $5,000. Maeve grabbed Annalise’s wrist and forced her paddle into her lap. The Pet Shoppe dropped out of the bidding.

That left two active bidders. I hadn’t raised. Yet. I wanted to see how high they’d go before another one dropped out. I was pretty sure who it’d be, and I’m usually right when it comes to money.

I was this time, too.

When the bid hit $7,500, the Farm Mistress put her paddle down. She has acres full of animals and gets more every season after she sells her herds. She didn’t want or need him that badly.

I saw the Circus Mistress smile, believing the acrobat was hers. It was time to dispel her of that notion.

“Eight thousand,” I said and raised my paddle.

“It’s eight to you,” Caitlin announced. “Five seconds, please.”

The Circus owner threw me an angry look and then burst out laughing. “He’s yours,” she said.

Caitlin banged her gavel and I had one of My Cop’s security detail take him to Emma for a complete physical exam. Knowing Emma, she’d spend extra time on his ass.
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The auction went on for another hour and a half. Of the original lot of 100, all but twelve were sold in pre-sales and bidding when the last lot was rolled to the front. There were only six in the highest-priced group. To qualify for that level, there has to be something unusual, something that distinguishes them from the rest. I didn’t have to check my spreadsheet to know what exceptional skill each had.

Almost every buyer wanted a closer look at them. When slaves cost this much, you check them out thoroughly. Several times. It’s a big investment and you have to be sure you’re getting your money’s worth.

Of course, I had them all to myself for a few days before my guests arrived. After they were put through Emma’s medical exam, I had each expensive one taken to the training building for my kind of review. They fit into four categories: elaborate ejaculators, erection sustainers, electronic exhibitionists and ego idolizers. They would likely be the most frequently rented and would command the highest prices. They weren’t just expensive. They were sound financial investments.

Only a few bidders could afford them but everyone stayed to see who bought what in this round. Watching women fight to buy slaves like these gave a vicarious thrill to the ones who didn’t have the funds to buy them. Chevelle was almost drooling over one of the erection sustainers. Her forte was spanking executives and higher-ups so it made sense she’d want an hours-long erection slave to further humiliate their asses. She could do two at a time. One executive under her hand and the other being kept hard in the corner. Then she’d have them switch places. They’d play off each other.

Brielle had her eye on the two electronic exhibitionists. Her style with the men she finds interesting at Atlanta-area restaurants is unique. She semi-kidnaps the willing ones and takes them to her Maison for a night. Or a weekend. Following her grandmother’s diaries with a nod to present-day practices, she built a sensory deprivation tank that I used during My Cop’s first Parlor. Boys that react to electronics the way the two for sale do are hard to find. I’m sure every woman in the room had watched the videos their owner uploaded. Twice.

Danica hovered over the elaborate ejaculator, specifically on the long cock hanging between his legs. My stable is not allowed to ejaculate unless I tell them to, so he didn’t interest me. But Danica’s estate, Destiny, attracts a slew of west-cost tech executives and they love a good show, she told me on our last call. She had one ejaculator in stock and was looking to add two more to have contests that guests pay to watch. They pay more to participate.

That left the two ego idolizers. Reckoning started producing products to fill this need, although they can be very pricey. Clients like mine fantasize about fucking an ass and for a higher fee, they can rent a lineup. But what generates peak prices is the slave who dances at the end of the client’s cock and praises the client’s size and the depth of his thrust while he’s being fucked. Loudly. It has to be believable. It has to sound honest and unrehearsed. Clients will pay almost any amount to hear sincere-sounding compliments for hours. Two of my clients scheduled recurring weekly rentals.

I could use another ego idolizer. In fact, I could use both of them. From what I was seeing, Camila and Isabella were interested. So were Annika and Valda. They were riding high from the successful auction they hosted in Sweden and had a lot of kronas to spend.

I could see where the bidding was going to go. Adding to my percentage of sales no matter who bought them was one thing. Laying out that much cash was another. I consulted my formula and did a quick calculation. Buying one was doable. Buying both was a little edgy.

Hell, this is my auction. And I am edgy.

The two I wanted were Ned’s, of course. He only sells first quality, he constantly reminds us. I’ve bought a few from him and when My Cop was brutally tortured on a covert mission he still can’t divulge the details of, Ned got me a physical therapist in less than a day. His property is indeed first-rate. So is his knack of getting exactly what you want.

Caitlin handled the first few rounds like an expert. She tantalized the buyers that did the last inspection and by the time Brielle won both of the exhibitionists and Danica bought the ejaculator, my account was much healthier. The erection sustainer was scooped up by combined Houston funds to use, I suppose, in their joint venture.

The erection idolizers were the very last items for sale and those sales would close the auction bidding. No one left the building. They were mesmerized by the back-and-forth as much as they were awed by the final prices. I jolted Gage for an update on the afternoon competition, and he delivered what he called the mission sitrep. Military slaves have their own vocabulary.

He reported everything was in order. My Cop asked for a moment and I switched to his microphone.

“They’re both ex-military,” he said.

“Why wasn’t that on their summaries?” I asked.

“Black ops,” My Cop said. His doesn’t use three words when two will do.

I closed my spreadsheet and turned off my tablet. I didn’t need to check anything anymore. Those two were mine. The other bidders just didn’t know it yet. They were about to find out.

Caitlin had a surprise for the bidders. Including me.

“You all know Ned who sells only first-quality merchandise.” That drew a laugh from the audience. “He’s offering a special in honor of this being the last sale today.” That drew light applause. She added, “And to say thank you to Ms. Amity for hosting this amazing event.”

I got a standing ovation and the weekend was only half over.

“Ned is offering these two as a two-fer. That’s what he called it.”

Well, damn! The pair in my sights was going to get me a deal. Pairs are often cheaper than buying individually. Ned really wanted to unload the last two he brought, probably because he didn’t want to haggle with Rick’s shipping people over returns.

I looked around the room to see whose hands tightened on their paddles. It’s a dead giveaway. I counted three. Skye had a tense grip on hers. So did Naomi. She was flanked by Elke and Isabella, probably there to make sure she didn’t get caught up in a bidding war. Madison’s right hand was in a fist around hers.

Mine was laying on my lap. I tried to look disinterested.

“Opening bid — remember, this is for the pair — is ten thousand.”

Hands on both sides held Naomi’s paddle down. Elke took it from her and shook her head side-to-side. Madison raised her paddle.

“I have ten thousand. Do I hear eleven?”

Skye’s paddle went up.

“It’s eleven! Do I hear twelve?” Caitlin called out a little more cheerfully than I wanted to hear.

Madison upped the bid and Skye lifted her paddle but I had a feeling that was Skye’s last raise. I knew how much was in her account and she was very close to the limit. There’s no credit at auctions. Only cash transfers.

Madison is experienced enough to know how to disguise her intentions from most people. Not from me. I’ve known her too long and her tell isn’t on her face. It’s her left hand. The one that twirls the ringlets in her reddish-brown curls.

She was twisting her fingers so hard I thought she was going to pull out gobs of hair.

I always listen to the small voice inside me. I raised my paddle.

Caitlin announced, “We have fourteen thousand from Ms. Amity! Who says fifteen?”

I dropped my paddle in my lap because I knew the answer already. No one was going to bid fifteen.

Madison turned toward me with an awkward smile. She’s a good friend who held the cutting-edge auction years ago that I attended on crutches from an ankle that refused to heal on my schedule. She was so considerate of my situation, she gave me a house slave for the entire weekend. I almost hated to outbid her. But I did.

I got up and gave her a big hug. That’s how it works with my network.

I adore my friends.

It just doesn’t stop me from getting what I want.


THE BIG FIELD


Chapter 20

On the Big Field

SATURDAY LUNCH WAS more even impressive than Friday’s with brand new choices representing different U.S. geographical areas and more exotic European dishes. To make it even tastier, the servers and cleanup crew were from the ranks of the least expensive slaves sold hours earlier. It’s a good way to remind them of their status. At the bottom.

Our purchases and the auction bidding dominated the conversation. Annalise and Maeve were shipping five dogs to the Pacific Northwest and hooked up with a Portland buyer to wrangle a small discount from Red Rick. Their table strategized ways to combine purchases and make Rick offers he would likely refuse. But they were having fun trying to outmaneuver Rick.

I sat with a disappointed Madison to let her know even though she was outbid, she was always my treasured friend. Just for fun, I summoned Juke and had him attend to her feet. Her stilettos had to be uncomfortable. Juke’s hands absorbed her frustration and soothed her tired toes. She was laughing before dessert was served.

Across the room, the Europeans commandeered a table to make sharing plates easier. When I visited, they said Maryland crab cakes and Philadelphia cheesesteaks were their new favorite delicacies. Sofie proclaimed New York cheesecake to be heaven-sent while Valda fed Annika one sushi roll after another mostly to see her close her eyes and chew. And moan.

Near the end of lunch, I announced that the main competition was starting on the big field. Everyone agreed that walking across the grounds instead of being driven made sense after they gorged on international delights.

“What’s an auction without a slave contest? This afternoon, there will be three. Winner take all.”

My guests murmured with each other, trying to guess what made a winner and exactly what they’d win. It’s a Domme thing. We rarely wait for an explanation before we form our opinions.

“I know you were all busy supervising your personals’ packing for this trip, so I didn’t want to overburden you by having to choose which of your property you wanted to enter. I chose for you.”

The murmuring got louder. Especially from the gals who didn’t know me well. The ones who did weren’t surprised at all.

“The big field is divided into three sections for the contests. Each area has one winner who earns points. Those three winners compete in the fourth event. Only one slave can have the most points at the end.”

Heads nodded. It wasn’t complicated. Not yet.

“The games are interactive. I know what each of you does best and that’s what you’re going to do during the games. It’s all laid out on my spreadsheet.”

The entire room laughed. They know about my spreadsheets.

“Here are the rules for the first game. I call it ejaculation delay. I chose one slave from each owner here. They’re all attached to the tubes that Grace, Reckoning’s Control, designed. You handle your slave’s tube. The winner is the last one to ejaculate.”

Many of the women practiced orgasm control with the penises they owned. They knew their slaves were peaking because orgasm denial is the definition of peaking. They’re so excited, they often spurt after only one or two humps.

“They’ve been fed small doses of an herb my ancient Asian Master promises will make them want to finish but keep it from happening. Penises will get hard. Crotches will hump. Their hips will fly out of control. But nothing will happen.”

It was a simple game and everyone was excited to play. They strolled across the grounds to the big field where 30 slaves’ penises were stuffed into 30 tubes I borrowed from Reckoning. It’s a perk I get for being an original investor. Grace delivered them herself in exchange for video of the match. And a tour of Amityworld.

Owners found their property and explored the controls.

“There are buttons and dials,” I said. “Some dials increase pressure and others change the length of compression, how far up and down the shaft it goes. Make sure you know which icon is which.”

My girls stopped by each Domme to make sure they recognized the icons. You never know with some of these women.

“The buttons are more fun. They control temperature, from hot to icy. Others add irritants. Like mint oil.”

Heads nodded. Those buttons were labeled next to a knob that offered a variety of stimulants from prickly to downright aggravating. Even these women could figure them out without a manual.

“When you hear the siren, the tubes will start on their own. The program begins with a few minutes of low pressure and it ups the speed and pressure for all of them at the same time. I know you wouldn’t think of cheating.”

That got a laugh and a big guffaw from Mike.

I jolted Gage and spoke into my headset. “Now!”

The siren blared. The moment the tubes started compressions and slid up and down shafts, the slaves began groaning. From the podium, I could see the ring of slaves’ faces twist and their bodies contort. My monitor told me which buttons and dials the women were pressing and turning. Changes in their slaves’ pitch and volume — their slave songs — told me a lot more than the machine could.

Mike sidled up to the podium. “Damn, Ms. Amity, this is brilliant. How can I get me some of these tubes? My guys are gonna go apeshit over them!”

“All it takes is an investment in Reckoning,” I said. “But I won’t loan them until you’ve felt one. With my hands on the controls.”

Mike thought it over and nodded. I knew he would. He’d be my post-auction entertainment and Reckoning had a new backer.

Groans became grunts as the boys were desperate to ejaculate but their bodies wouldn’t let them. I sent a note to Nova to stuff a few more hundred-dollar bills into the old man’s kit next time he visited. He always refuses payment. I think he has too much fun visiting Amityworld.

Ten minutes later, desperate slaves grumbled to “Come, damnit!” Urgency filled the air. Owners added oils to prevent exactly that from happening. Dommes worked the controls. Their concentration was palpable. And amusing. With my friends, winning is everything.

At 12 minutes, a bell rang when the first penis exploded. His owner was having none of it. She dialed in one irritating oil after another and upped the squeezes. The women in my network are not good losers.

Five minutes later, there were only two left.

Unsurprisingly, one was Madison’s. She milks her boys regularly, sometimes twice a day. She says it cuts down on crankiness. I watched her do a line one night before she put them to bed. Even though she drained them daily, they still hoped she’d let them ejaculate. This time was special. Ms. Amity was there.

Madison told me that boys always hope and they’re always wrong. It’s the same with mine. They’re machine milked three times a week, more often if they get antsy. There’s always one or two hopeful faces. They’re always wrong.

The other was one of the Swedes’ blond boys. At their auction when I bought Nils even though he wasn’t for sale, they showed me how they keep their property in check. It’s trickier when daylight can last 20 hours. Their boys get milked only when the “sun don’t shine,” Valda said and Annika smirked at ‘another Americanism.’ Their boys adjusted to that schedule. This boy looked way too calm for my taste.

I prefer that my property reflects the intensity of my discipline. This boy wasn’t mine, but he was in my world and I have my rules. I overrode Valda’s control box and added a splash of clove. If the boy wanted to look smug, at least he’d smell good.

He went crazy. He bounced up and down, yelling what I guessed were Swedish curses and flapped his arms like a bird late for southern migration. Valda looked at me and I winked. She couldn’t stop laughing.

Fair is fair, so I did the same to Madison’s boy. Both finalists screwed themselves into a variety of positions, humped like bulls in heat, until the bell rang.

Valda looked disgusted. Madison beamed. The audience cheered.

The first of three slave contests was finished. Two more to go.


Chapter 21

Cock Cage Contest

THE SECOND CONTEST went better than I expected. I made sure every buyer had a slave entered in at least one competition, even new Dommes like Chevelle and Odette. It was a good way for them to meet my friends and build relationships.

I ordered ten new cock cages with telescoping sounds to sell after the auction. They’d be a perfect way for the new girls to save money. Of course, they wouldn’t get every program I had my devs code, but you can’t expect to get everything with discounted equipment.

Five cocks at a time were compressed into the cages with sounds threaded into the shafts. Most Dommes keep their stables in chastity devices for certain time periods or for punishment. My boys wear them 24/7. Along with their perineal chips, it’s an effortless way to keep them in line. The first five in this contest had never felt anything like my cages before.

I didn’t care how big their cocks were. They were all rammed into small cages. It leaves a lasting memory.

Their owners used the remote controls to telescope the sounds in deeper, set them to pulse, get hot or icy cold and deliver drops of one of the old man’s new oils he developed when I explained the contest. The new oil is an evil little gem. It doesn’t itch or irritate. It’s much more devious than that.

I explained the rules. “These are my custom cages. I keep my stable caged all day and night. After a while, they feel naked without them.”

The girls laughed. Big Mike, Ned and Rick looked skeptical.

“Perhaps our men friends would like to try 24 hours in one?” I said to huge laughter. Mike, Ned and Rich shook their heads. I wasn’t surprised. It’s a menacing little device.

“You control your slave’s organs with the little box. Use the dial to make the rod longer, the blue button makes it pulse and the yellow, orange and red ones deliver oils. Internally. You saw my oils work yesterday. This event called for a new one that I named brown. You can’t inject it until three slaves lose and there are only two left. If you want to try it, your slave must be a finalist.”

The women looked determined. My friends are very competitive.

“The rules are simple. The audience votes for the best song a slave sings. Now you know why I selected these five slaves.”

They knew all right. They each checked the ‘screamer’ box for them on the inventory form.

“When you hear the siren, make them sing.”

The women didn’t need more prompting. They telescoped the sounds deep into the penises and two boys started to warble. When two Dommes pressed the yellow buttons, their boys crooned but when Annalise tapped the orange button on her boy, one she said was a beagle, all eyes turned her way. Beagles are known for their low long-winded barks and this boy howled long and loud. Mayleen was working on one of the screamers she trained with an eye on selling him in pre-sales. When she tapped the yellow button, her boy let out a shriek so loud every head snapped her way. Not to be outdone, Parker tapped her buttons in order. Yellow, orange and when she pressed the red one, her boy shrieked like a virgin at the business end of my single-tail.

Heads spun from squawk to shriek to screech until the Slave Circus Mistress pressed all three buttons together. Her boy, one she called a hippo, screamed a baritone song that was as close to a yodel of agony as I’d ever heard.

We had a winner. By acclamation.

At the end of the second round, Annalise’s Siberian Husky was the hands-down winner. His howl swelled each time she tapped the red button. I was surprised he was still standing up. Mostly.

I had a girl put the two finalists in the center of the field and unlock the controllers. “The brown button releases a drop of my new oil. If you can figure out what it does, you’ll get a vial to take home to conduct your own slave concert.

My friends would run over their grandmothers for a free vial of my oils. Annalise and the Circus Mistress eyed each other and fingered the control boxes. I said, “Go!” and they went to work.

The wails started immediately then shifted into cries of pain before sounding like moans of joy. The audience moved closer to look at the boys’ faces. There was something different about this oil. Their ever-changing reactions were the giveaway.

Annalise tapped the brown button twice, a clever move, and her husky yowled like, well, a dog in heat. Not to be outdone, the Mistress held her finger on the button and her hippo wailed a baritone aria. It went on like that with the audience sharing guesses about what the brown oil did. After all, a free vial was at stake.

It ended when the hippo dropped to the ground, trembling and bawling. Annalise took a bow to a well-deserved round of applause.

“What does the brown oil do?” I asked.

There were lots of suggestions, just not correct ones. That is until Brielle offered her best southern conjecture.

“I read about this but damn, Ms. Amity, I’ve never seen it actually work before,” she said. “It’s a loop. What the boy feels — senses — impacts his penis. And that goes back and changes how he feels.”

Brielle needed to meet the old man who developed the brown oil. She was close and he’d make sure she understood it before she used it on her restaurant pickups.

“Very close,” I said. “I agree with the old man that there is a link between how a slave feels sensations and his physical organs. This oil intensifies the link. It shifts it from one to another. First he feels the stimulus and then his organs scream. It’s a never-ending cycle. It makes more sense when you see it.”

At first, no one said a word. Then questions started flying.

“Where can I buy some?” Naomi demanded.

“How much does it cost?” Chevelle asked.

“Not yet, it’s not for sale yet. Perhaps Brielle will share video when she uses it so you can see it at work with different penises.”

Brielle smiled. I think she had a restaurant guest or two in mind.




-=o=-




We all walked to the third and final slave contest of the auction. It had to be better than good, better than the previous competitions, more impressive than any other slave contest at any of our auctions. I wanted my guests to talk about it for months. For years.

I set another high bar for myself. I spent a week organizing it in my head before telling Gage to deconstruct it so everything I needed was in place. He worked on it for two days before I saw him nod, his way of saying he was satisfied.

He explained it from his knees in front of the big monitor. I warned him if he drew arrows on the screen again, I’d hang him from his ankles in the punishment building and stripe his ass for an entire afternoon. His eyes told me he knew I meant business.

My exclusives know I never make threats I don’t intend to do.

Instead of drawing arrows, Gage pointed a lot.

“The outer circle forms here,” he said and pointed to a map of the big field. “This is where the two he asked for come in.”

Gage would never dare use My Cop’s name but I knew who he meant. The two My Cop wanted from my stable were #122, a physician’s assistant with combat experience and #121, the huge boy I bought from Rick. He had the biggest cock in my stable. This was getting interesting.

Gage continued, “Your guests create the inner circle. 100 in the outer ring with 40 inside. The outer ring will be very tight to meet your demands.” Gage hesitated and corrected himself. “Your vision.”

“How will you keep that circle tight?”

He took a deep breath and said. “Zip ties.”

The idea took shape in my head and I liked it. The plan met my criteria. It was the last competition of the auction weekend so it had to be unforgettable. And fun. Gage was balancing the practical with the hard-to-imagine, very unlike what he had done in his entire career.

“What do #121 and #121 have to do with this?”

“Ms. Amity, the medical boy knows how to forestall ejaculation.”

Oh, this was getting more interesting by the minute.

“The big boy will keep the circle moving.” Gage was on a roll and ended with the big one. “Your guests will be entertained by the fuck circle, of course, but the event is interactive. Perhaps horse whips, like you use on the ponies. Or long-handled prods.”

Gage hesitated before making his third suggestion.

“Or your single-tail. The one with the red handle.”

My single-tail? The demonstration I did in Sweden that I promised myself would be the last single-tail show I’d ever do? Was he serious? I looked at his eyes. He was serious. Deadly serious.

He was trembling. Gage knew what he was suggesting was close to out of bounds. There had to be a reason he went that close to the edge of what an operations slave, even an exclusive, dared to go.

Wait a minute. My red-handled whip? Why that one specifically?

It gelled when I added it all together. When I had Gage the first time, it was my red-handled whip that made him untie the box inside his head where he locked up the torture he endured when he was a POW. My red-handled whip was the key and how I used it was the price he paid to get past what those bastards did to him.

To Gage, it was the most valuable tool I owned.

He was shaking, afraid of my reaction. The fact I wasn’t saying anything, just running it through my thoughts, petrified him.

I rubbed his bald scalp and held his head in my lap. “You are very special and dared to challenge me. I will do that exhibition with that whip. But I want to practice first.”

He whispered his true heart. “Ms. Amity owns me. You own me. Practice on me.”

That’s exactly what I did for most of that afternoon.
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The audience gathered in the middle of the big field for the final contest. It was late afternoon. The air was crisp, the sun was beginning to fade over the tree line. All 100 slaves were lined up with #121 finishing zip-tying them together at their waists and leading the first boy behind the last one to form a circle. They were flat against each other, ass to belly.

Each slave had a belt around his hips that held a decent-sized plug. The P.A. squirted a gob of lube into each slave’s palm and instructed them to do the obvious. Lube the ass in front of him.

While they slathered the gel as instructed, my girls arranged the guests in a circle inside the ring of slaves and handed each guest a prod with a long handle or a long thin pony whip. In the center of the inner ring was a rectangular metal box, one I knew well.

“Let’s end today’s competitions with a bang! For your enjoyment, a 100-penis fuck circle!”

The crowd whispered among themselves, obviously surprised. We’d seen fuck circles before, just never one with even half this many penises. They were dubious I could pull it off. I didn’t have a single doubt.

“Hips back and when you hear the siren, put that plug where it belongs!”

Gage sounded the siren and the show got underway.

With #122’s bulk hovering over them, the circle of slaves was too intimidated not to obey. The big boy trotted around the circle, squashing bellies against asses so the dildos in their belts were driven deeper inside.

“March!” I called out.

They stumbled a little but straightened out when #122 neared any stragglers. In seconds, the circle was rotating.

“Want them to go faster? You have the means to do that in your hands.”

It didn’t surprise me that the Training Farm Mistress swung first. She cracked the long cane over their heads and then aimed at legs. Any legs. One leg after another. The circle got the point and pushed their hips deeper into the ass in front of them to spur them to a faster pace.

The crowd didn’t need a second hint. Pretty soon all the long canes were cracking body parts and the ring gained speed. #122 slapped any ass that wasn’t pressed tightly against the belly behind it.

We had a 100-penis fuck circle!

The guests who were given prods joined in. All on their own, they formed a circle and started to walk in the opposite direction as the slave ring, prodding and caning them as they spun.

I’d never seen anything like it. I doubt I ever will again. After all, they don’t have Gage. Or My Cop. They're mine.

I stepped off the small stage and made my way to the center of the inner circle where the metal box was calling me. The guests were so involved with their canes and prods they didn’t see me pull out my red-handled single-tail until I cracked it in the air above their heads.

It felt like time stopped.

The inner circle turned to see what the noise was and #122 halted the circle. All eyes were on me and the red handle that fit perfectly in my left hand. It felt like it belonged there.

Hell, it does belong there. The proof was written on Gage’s ass. And his legs, back, shoulders and chest. When I was done with him as my practice target, I summoned My Cop to help Gage back to his cell. He took one look at him and groused, “Lucky bastard.”

I let my left arm fly. Over and over. The tip landed on one slave after another and I didn’t care where but I hit a target on every swing. I was in my zone. My perfect headspace.

In Amityworld.

The sun was setting over the tree line when the Training Farm Mistress hugged me and Brielle took my whip to return it to its special box. Gage sounded the siren and my guests were driven back to the main house to get ready for the banquet.

#122 led the bedraggled fuck circle back to the new building to be cleaned and ready to be shipped in the morning.

I stood in the field alone.

I felt Zayn long before I saw him. It’s that energy I hold for him. It tingles when he is near me. But I felt more than that. My senses were on overload.

Zayn wasn’t alone. My other three exclusives were with him.

They were exactly what I wanted. What I needed. It was a perfect auction and they were there to escort me back to the main house.

I had a banquet to host. With Russian service.


Closing


Chapter 22

The Banquet

I INTENDED TO send Zayn and Juke to service my guests who, as they both agreed, could use a few calming minutes during the two hours before the closing banquet. The afternoon competitions wound my guests up so tightly that Zayn and Juke sensed their need to relax. For Juke, it meant 120 minutes of guiding their stress to float away. Zayn and Juke absorb strains and pressures differently but in the end, the women they serve are much calmer than they were before one of them crept into their suite.

I felt Zayn bristle when I told him to go with Juke and keep an eye on him. Juke was new at this and my friends can be a handful. Zayn pleaded to stay with me. I was consumed with overseeing the banquet to make sure it was perfect and certainly didn’t want — or have time for — any trips into the stratosphere right now. The kind Zayn gives me whenever I want them.

He pressed his forehead on mine and said, “Ms. Amity, you trained your property perfectly. They will make you proud.”

He did it again. He read my thoughts and felt my worry.

My Cop was running the bath and pointed at Gage to get me ready. It was Gage’s first time taking care of my leathers but he wasn’t hesitant at all to unbutton my vest or pants and when he got to my sparkling gold lingerie, he knew better than to touch it with his hands. After all, that’s what his teeth and lips are for.

My Cop settled me gently into the hot bubbly water and the jets were a welcome relief. He lifted my right foot and Gage took the other for ten minutes of heavenly foot massage. While I laid back and closed my eyes, Zayn’s fingers traced circles on my head and temples. As soon as he laid his hand on my chest, I felt it.

Refreshed. Like I got a second wind. A burst of energy.

Zayn said, “The old man calls it my reserve.”

There aren’t enough hundred-dollar bills to stuff in the old man’s kit.

My Cop dressed me with each exclusive handling a part of my outfit, from my black satin lingerie to my new 4-inch heels and every piece in between. Three of them held my gown over my head and lowered it to the floor. I just stood there, feeling more powerful than I could remember.

The banquet was going to be perfect.
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Downstairs, my house girls and the chefs were sprinting from the kitchen to the dining hall and back, carrying plates and utensils and tweaking the napkins that were folded into bird shapes. Every boy in my stable was dressed in the same outfit. A black bow tie. Nothing else. They made a fine-looking collection of servers, especially after all the physical training I put them through.

When it’s your banquet, you aren’t supposed to be fashionably late. My guests were due in ten minutes. The head chef was surprisingly calm and my house manager looked almost serene.

The banquet room looked exquisite with eight tables and a dais, purple chair covers and matching tablecloths. Tables were set with lavender napkins and the fine porcelain special-occasion plates. The overhead lights were dim and my planner boy’s dancing lights along the perimeter of the hardwood floor gave the space a surreal feel.

I summoned my house females to the kitchen and set their chips for 30 seconds of pleasure. They moaned what I call the girls’ chorus.

“Make me proud,” I said. I knew they would.

The elevator doors opened and the first four guests ogled at the sight. That happened each time the elevator reached the main floor for the next 15 minutes.

I didn’t need special seating. Everyone sat at a table with friends. That’s who my network is.

I looked at the sea of smiling faces and knew I was among friends but my friends are hard to surprise. No matter how much they enjoyed the auction, the competitions, the quality slaves they bought or sold or even how delicious the food was, my friends can be a challenge to, well, wow. After an incredibly well-planned event, whatever happened next would be what my guests would remember. It had to be more than perfect. It had to mindboggling.

This is Amityworld. Everything here is awesome.

Especially the after-dinner entertainment.

When the weekend was in the planning stages, I kept moving the post-banquet production sticky tag to the right of my whiteboard, as far away from the finished side as possible. Ideas popped into my head and then faded, long before I even thought about nodding at the concept. No idea was enough. Not one was close to amazing.

I thought about having the audience watch my soon-to-be new eunuch’s castration but it seemed like a questionable thing to do, especially after a big meal. I had a slew of talents in the stable but center stage wasn’t the right place to show off mouth- or ass-boys. Whatever I came up with had to be interactive, not just another amazing demonstration.

When it came to me, I was surprised I hadn’t thought of it weeks earlier. All I needed was Gage’s organizational skills, Zayn’s and Juke’s abilities to intensify sensation and the one thing my friends were always curious about. My Cop.

Several of my friends had their own exclusives who were given privileges regular slaves were denied. If they had an exclusive, most had only one. A few had two. I had four.

Let them eat blueberry cobbler. I owned the whipped cream.

Gage’s assignment was as simple as it was intricate. He had to get my friends’ exclusives to the auction at the last minute and keep them out of sight. It was a nefarious scheme, one that made Gage salivate. With Reckoning’s teams of covert operatives and two of my clients’ private planes, the Intake building’s anteroom was holding a dozen-and-a-half of my friends choice property.

My Cop put it all together. From extractions to filing flight plans to a couple of jurisdictional issues, he handled it all. The result was magnificent.

My friends didn’t know their exclusives were here. I’m partial to surprises, especially ones that would return their property in much better condition than when it was delivered.

I summoned the old man weeks ago and explained my plan over herbal tea and blueberry scones. He nodded several times before doing what he always does. Summarize what I just said in the language he understands best. The language of the Tantra.

“Ms. Amity, if I understand, you want to deepen the connection between powerful women and the males they own.”

He turned my 30-minute explanation into a single sentence. And it was exactly what I wanted.

He asked for a place to work that was dark and warm and requested Juke’s help. That surprised me. I thought he’d want Zayn; after all, Zayn was the only student the old man said had ever taught him as much as Zayn did, just by being Zayn.

“That shocks you. I have a reason for wanting the neophyte boy.”

I don’t know how he does it, but he always does. The old man knows what I am wondering. I don’t have to say a word.

The two worked for four days and I agreed not to use Juke during that time. The old man wanted his full attention. Interrupting Juke’s focus would hamper what the old man was concocting.

On the fifth morning, Juke asked to speak to me. He had one request. “He asks for your presence.”

When I arrived, Zayn was on his knees, the old man’s hands were on his head. Zayn’s face looked empty. No pain. No stress. No hint of what was going on inside him. That concerned me. I can sense when Zayn is nearby but I didn’t sense him that morning until I saw him.

The old man better not have screwed with my connection to him.

He sensed my growing agitation and said, “It will be stronger than it was an hour ago.”

Damnit. He did it again. He better be right.

“Ms. Amity, your friends’ males, what you call their exclusives, do not enjoy the intense bond you do with this boy. It cannot be injected by a drop of oil of any color. What we can do,” he pointed at Juke and Zayn, “is let your friends touch what is possible.”

This might be better than I imagined. The guests would get a sense, albeit a temporary one, of what I can have whenever I want it. It would absolutely leave them wanting more.

The old man had more to say. “This boy is ready for you. Breathe and clear your mind. Give me your hands.”

I was skeptical that any gel could deepen my intense connection with Zayn. The old man said, “Trust me.”

I stopped counting how many times he sensed my thoughts.

First I closed my eyes and then breathed the way he showed me years ago. In through my nose, out through my mouth. Five deep breaths. I held out my hands and he pressed my palms on Zayn’s chest.

Zayn gasped. I was stunned with the waterfall of sensation that surged through me. It was like Zayn wasn’t there, even though he was, but he was — his essence was — inside me. I could feel his thoughts. I sensed how much he wanted to give me more of himself every minute of every day. And night. I could almost smell the heat of his passion for one thing. My ownership.

It wasn’t an eerie feeling. I felt charged up and calm at the same time. I wondered what Zayn was feeling so I pressed my hands harder against his chest.

Complete, total, absolute tranquility.

I didn’t want the feeling to fade or worse, stop. I don’t know how long I stood there, but at some point, the old man lifted my hands off Zayn’s chest and held them with his own.

“Oh my god.” There was nothing else, nothing more I could say.

One thing was for sure. I had the ultimate after-dinner show. And I owned every bit of Zayn’s essence.

“Ask me your question,” the old man said.

I stopped counting how many times he knew what I was thinking. It was pointless.

“Would this work with… ”

“Your exclusive with hair?”

I didn’t say anything else. He knew he guessed right and said, “Even deeper with him.”

Since that day, I can sense Zayn no matter where he is in the main house or any out-building. Or on either field. Or… anywhere.

The new gel needed a name and there was only one possibility. Platinum.
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After the banquet, I announced the closing event. By now, my guests expected to be surprised and were chatting at their tables about what I could possibly come up with that topped everything they experienced this weekend. The new building was near the top of their lists, especially the rolling platforms and software that moved them.

Kiera and her new bestie, Danica, admired the way everything was where it needed to be and were in awe of the organization that made it happen. Chevelle and Odette agreed they were nowhere near ready to host their own event and hoped they’d be invited to more of ours. The German gals loved the food and the Austrians were excited about the number of sales, especially the ones that went above 75% of the opening bid that gives the hostess an extra percentage of the profit. The Mistresses from the Circus and Training Farm were colluding at their table in what I hoped would become next year’s animal show.

Everyone was primed for a mind-blowing performance.

“The only thing that can top this weekend is an unforgettable show. The very thing you’d expect in Amityworld.”

They smiled, nodded and laughed.

“Tonight’s show is one of a kind. Are you ready?”

They clapped. Big Mike pounded the table and led the chant. “Show! Show! Show!”

Gage led the line of confused exclusives and deposited them in the center of the room. Bewildered women called out questions.

“Hey, isn’t that one mine?”

“How’d you get my boy here?”

“What is my personal doing here?”

I smiled and said, “You ask me all the time about My Cop. Among a lot of other things, getting them here is one thing he can do. And you want to know more about my Tantric exclusives. This weekend, you felt what mine can do. Raise your hand if you enjoyed them.”

Every hand went up. Many waved their arms in the air to add a Domme version of an exclamation point.

“What if I told you that you can have a connection with your boys like you felt — briefly — with mine? Your boys. The ones looking mystified on the center stage.”

Their owners stood up. They didn’t have to answer my question with words. They all wanted that elusive thing they knew I had with mine. They felt some of it. They wanted more.

“Stand in front of your property.”

They walked to center stage and stood over their kneeling exclusives. I could feel their trust in me and whatever I planned. The silence that filled the room was overpowering.

“I named it platinum,” I said and held up the shiny vial. “One drop per boy. That’s all it takes.”

My girls handed out pre-filled injectors. My friends knew what to do with them.

“Put your palms on their chests and count with me. Five…four…three…” I didn’t even get to two when it started.

“Oh my goodness,” Madison said.

Danica whispered, “It’s…it’s amazing.”

“Unbelievable,” was all Nell could manage.

Valda muttered in Swedish. It didn’t matter what she said. The other guests felt her intensity.

One after another, women pressed their palms against their boys’ chests and let the river flow inside them. I put Zayn and Juke on their knees in front of me so Juke could see the results of the work he did with the old man and Zayn could draw energy from connections that were being created in the center of the room.

“It’s not only about whips. It’s the power of the connection. The one I have with both of you.”

I wiped the tears that welled in their eyes.

Gage was staring at the spectacle of 18 links intensifying between owners and their exclusives when I activated the sound in his cage. He snapped his head toward me and I said, “You’re next.”

Gage crept to my new black heels, wrapped his arms around my ankles and wept.

I had three sobbing exclusives. There was one more to go. Tonight. In my suite. Until the sun rose.

The banquet was a feast worthy of Amityworld.


Chapter 23

Sunday Morning

EVERYONE SLEPT LATE Sunday morning. Everyone except my girls and my stable, Red Rick’s shipping boys and my four exclusives. When my guests buzzed for a house girl, they delivered coffee, tea, breakfast muffins and scones to their rooms. In my suite, Gage and Juke were each on a couch, Zayn was on the floor under my left hand. When I reached down with my right hand, I knew what I would touch.

That’s My Cop’s place.

They worked like well-oiled machines for months to make the weekend the success it was. They were even better last night. Zayn showed Juke how to absorb my tension while Gage’s fingers worked their magic on places Zayn directed him to. From my toes to my neck and every part between. My Cop was hungry but I was ravenous. What I want always comes first.

I stopped counting orgasms at five. There were more.

With my guests fed and my girls packing for them, I was ready for some entertainment of my own. A private show. More like a semi-private performance.

I sent Nova to invite Maeve and Annalise to my suite and sent Aussie to fetch Big Mike. Gage ran to the supply area and returned with five of Reckoning’s penis tubes. I watched Gage from the terrace. He’s beautiful when he runs across the field.

Big Mike wanted to buy a dozen tubes to entertain his brothers in the mountains. No one gets my custom tools unless he’s had the experience with my hands on the controls. He agreed during the competition and I hold everyone to their promises. Given his infatuation with Maeve and that Annalise and I are the only ones aside from My Cop who know his secret, Mike would not only have to submit to me, but also to an audience.

Five tubes. Four exclusives and Big Mike.

The Pet Shoppe gals joined me on the terrace for coffee and the show. Mike looked like he could have used more sleep, but that was his problem. When he saw the tubes, it hit him. Like a two-ton weight.

“Damn, Amity,” was all he managed to say.

I told him to strip from the waist down, which wasn’t difficult because all he had on was sweat shorts. Annalise grinned at the sight of five naked, cageless males and commented on their muscles. Well, four of them. Maeve compressed Mike’s cock and balls into the tube right after I made him do the same thing to my exclusives.

He was mortified. My exclusives stood proud.

I gave Maeve the controls for Mike’s tube and showed Annalise how to use the others. My Cop’s control box stayed in my hand.

They were all set to pulse and we turned them on.

Mike groaned with each compression. My boys moaned. We turned the dials to elongate the stroke so five penises were being stroked from groin to tip. One by one, we increased the pressure. What felt so good to them minutes ago was now an agonizing series of unyielding loops. Mike grunted each time the inner ring stroked his cock.

My boys held onto the terrace railing trying desperately to withstand the tube’s unrelenting attack. When I showed them how to dribble mint oil into the tubes’ self-lubrication, my boys began singing their songs. Big Mike let out a series of shrieks that carried across the field.

Not one of them thought about ejaculating. That’s one of the tubes’ best values. Another is that they are rechargeable.

We drank coffee and chatted about the weekend. Annalise and Maeve told me the Circus and Training Farm Mistresses invited them to do a joint weekend — with animals of every species — and they were seriously considering it.

I took over all the controls and set my boys’ on repeat. They sang a background chorus for what I was about to do to Mike.

“Watch this,” I said.

I hadn’t told them what the red button did. They were about to find out.

While my exclusives sang their songs to me, I pressed Mike’s red button. In seconds, they all learned how evil the red button was.

Drops of blue, yellow and orange gel discharged into Mike’s tube and all 6’5” of him landed on the terrace’s stone floor. Every muscle in his lower body spasmed. He flopped around like a fish on a hook. Which is exactly what he was. On my hook.

I dialed down my exclusives’ tubes and they found their way to their knees. Mike was still gasping and shuddering until I handed his control box back to Maeve. It was her choice. She and Mike had a special, albeit strange, relationship.

Mike eventually calmed down. My boys crawled to my feet for a group hug, exclusive style.

“How many do you want to buy?” I asked Mike.

It took a few minutes for him to form words. “All of ‘em,” he said in a raspy growl.
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Jack had the stable hauling luggage to limos and Gage made sure bags were in the cars with their owners. Women hugged each other and promised to keep in touch. We already had a group video call scheduled for next week.

Every guest stopped to talk to me before they got in the cars for the trip to the airport. We shared hugs, goodbyes, au revoir, shalom and a few languages I didn’t understand. But I got their meaning.

My two best friends, the two Mistresses, told me they were working on a date for their animal show with the Pet Shoppe dogs and wondered if I’d rent Gage to them to organize it. They seemed a little put out that I already knew what they were planning.

It’s Amityworld. I know everything. If life is a scone, my friends are the blueberries.

They’d been colluding, it seems. They all wanted to know when I was having the next event in Amityworld. Not an auction. An event. So we could get together again before the animal show.

I smiled. It was already in the works.


Epilogue

WHEN THE FINAL limo left for the airport and Red Rick’s trucks hauled the last of the deliveries out the main gates, Amityworld was peaceful again. There was a lot of cleanup for the house girls but that wouldn’t intrude on my evening. Turning the new building into rental cabins was something #42 and Mason would do and that could wait a few days.

I wanted to stroll the grounds, walk the length of both fields, visit the flowers, see the tree line and smell what was growing in the garden. My world had made me proud. I wanted to talk to Amityworld and tell her the auction details and every event she hosted so beautifully.

Gage was overseeing some stable boys who were collecting the tools and equipment to return them to the training and punishment buildings for sanitizing. Jack had the rest of the stable shoveling dirt into the deep water trench and topping it with sod. My planner boy and Mason were inspecting every nut and bolt in the new building and were getting ready to close the domes. Zayn and Juke were in their cells restocking their kits after taking care of my guests and showing them — making them feel — what I can have whenever I want it.

It would take the girls two days to put everything where it belonged, but I told them not to start until tomorrow.

I didn’t want anything or anyone to interrupt my walk.

The auction was much more successful than I hoped it would be. Everyone was in awe of the weekend. And of Amityworld.

I needed some Amity time.

When I reached the tree line, I felt it. I sensed it. Not a sound or a smell or a taste but I knew he was there. Once his crack security detail was dismissed and taken to the private airport, My Cop should have been exhausted after weeks of planning and working four nonstop days. I should have known he wouldn’t let me be alone in the near dark, especially without Aussie at my side. He wouldn’t dare intrude on my solitude but he also wouldn’t let me be unprotected. He may be stealthy, but he’s still My Cop.

I didn’t have to see him to know he was there.

I sat on a cast iron bench and put out my hand. He knelt under it. I let my fingers comb through his light brown hair before I told him to sit next to me. There was nothing I wanted to say but I knew he had a full report he wanted to give. He handled the job I gave him perfectly and he was primed to give me his sitrep.

“Tell me what I don’t know,” I said.

He bent his right arm across his chest and pulled at his chin with his hand, rethinking what he was going to say. When he dropped his hand, I knew he was ready to give me his report.

“Mission accomplished,” he said. Then nothing.

Surely there was more. There had to be details, something that didn’t go according to plan. A misstep. An injury. A weekend like the one I just hosted has to have had at least one failure.

“And?” I asked.

“And it can wait until tomorrow. Please, Ms. Amity, let us take care of you tonight.”

“No,” I said.  “Not them. You.”

My Cop stood up and offered his hand to escort me off the bench. I wasn’t ready to say goodnight to the crisp air or the night sky. A million memories that were only hours old filled my thoughts. No recollection stayed long before it was replaced with a different one, a better one. It was like reliving the weekend events that were hopelessly out of order.

It was exhausting to think about everything at the same time all at once.

My Cop tried to lead me back to the main house but I walked toward the hedges that surrounded the big field. He kept my arm locked in his elbow and let me lead the way. We wound up on the big field where the 100-penis fuck circle dazzled my guests mere hours before. Gage had most of the tools and equipment sent for sterilizing. Only the small podium and the table in the middle of the circle was still there. Sitting on top of the table was a single metal box.

I knew what was in that box. My single-tail, the one with the custom red handle made specifically for my hand. The one that cured Gage. The whip that took me from the circle of my friends to the height of my power only a few hours ago. The same whip that my best friend had to pry out of my grip because I would have thrown it all afternoon and never missed my mark.

That whip.

My Cop didn’t say anything. He just looked at the box and then at me. He’d never ask or beg or plead. It was my whip, my left arm and always my choice. That’s what he gave me years ago and has given me more of every day since.

I let go of his arm and opened the box. The red handle felt perfect in my hand. Where it belongs.

My Cop sank to his knees and I ran my fingers through his light brown hair. It felt perfect in my hand, too. It belonged to me. I hardly fed him in a week and he was starving for the nourishment that only I can feed him. The thing he craves, the staple in his life that kept him alive when he was tortured.

That night in the big field I fed him a banquet, a five-course meal. He devoured it until he couldn’t swallow another bite.

Walking back to the main house with my arm locked in My Cop’s elbow was an perfect ending to a weekend that was truly worthy of Amityworld.

We had the same question in our minds. What was Ms. Amity going to do next?

I smiled. My Cop trembled.
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