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Dedication

I told you I’d keep you forever. Now you know what forever means.










About the Links




This story draws on characters and situations from previous novels. The first time they are mentioned, they're linked to the books at Amazon. Sample chapters and more are at Amityworld.com and AHMedia.net.
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Prologue

ANY OTHER DAY of the week, Robert would have stopped at his locker to change before heading to the conference room but he skipped that step that Monday morning. His uniform usually hung on his locker hook, and he’d swap his jeans and sweater for the dark blue outfit all the security guards wore right before reporting to the daily briefing. Today was different. Today, all he could think about was what he was wearing under his sweater, and he felt the constant reminder of what was under his jeans.

Robert wasn’t sure what had gotten into his wife’s head the past two weeks after she spent a girls weekend with two of her best friends but he was glad she took those two days off and left him home by himself. After five years of marriage, he finally got the guys weekend he wanted. Being married was great and he thought they were happy but 48 hours apart was the kind of break that made them want each other more.

At least that’s what he thought. Until he picked her up at the airport that fateful afternoon.

He almost didn’t recognize her when he spotted her in the main terminal. Sheila was always solid as a rock, relatively predictable in how she looked and what she liked to do. Like picking a movie to stream in the middle of the week or whether she wanted Chinese or pizza on nights they ordered in. Robert was comfortable with her choices and put up with her favorite movies because she always put up with him watching at least one with aliens and lasers once a week.

The woman who greeted him at the airport hardly looked like the woman he married but moreover, she didn’t sound like her at all. Before she launched into what would likely be an over-detailed summary of her girls’ weekend events, she said, “Get my bag.”

Not a hello or a hug, just three words that sounded oddly like an order.

Robert figured the flight was bumpy or the weekend didn’t live up to her expectations, so he took the baggage claim ticket she held out and walked with the rest of the deplaning passengers toward the carousel. Sheila walked ahead of him the entire way, one step in front. She didn’t wrap her arm in his elbow or hold his hand like she usually did when they were in crowds.

It must have been awful airplane food, he thought.

When her lavender bag appeared on the carousel, he grabbed it and wheeled it to where she was sitting.

“Get the car,” Sheila said.

The weekend must have been really terrible, he thought and decided that avoiding her in her present mood was his best option. No matter how much he straightened up the house, she was sure to find some fault with it and with the state she was in, he didn’t want to give her more to complain about. Getting the car by himself from short-term parking was his best choice. Maybe she’d calm down while he figured out how to get to the terminal. Airport roads were a twisted maze like a big dish of spaghetti.

It took at least 20 minutes to find the car, pay for parking and wend his way to the pickup area. When he pulled to the curb, she was checking her watch and there was no mistaking her irritation. Robert unlocked the doors and waited for her to get in but after several minutes realized she was simply standing there, tapping her foot on the sidewalk.

“Get in,” he called through the open window.

Sheila stared at him and then pointed to the door handle.

It must have been one dreadful weekend, he thought and got out of the car, walked around to her side and opened the door.

Sheila slid into the passenger seat but never reached for the door handle to close it. Robert shut her door, shook his head and got ready to drive them home.

He had no idea she was sending him on a journey next week and he couldn’t have imagined what she and her girlfriends had decided to do with their husbands. All she said on the drive home was, “You’re going on the trip of my lifetime. I’ve already changed your work schedule with your boss.”

Her sneer made him tremble but her chuckling all night petrified him. With good reason.


A Note from Amity

RENTING MY STABLE to my select clients is a lucrative business but requires a lot of work to keep the renters more than merely happy, not to mention having to stay on top of their ever-expanding fantasies that I make real for the hours or weekends they pay to use my boys. Oh, I enjoy watching them live out their pent-up dreams in my rental cabins and when they leave, they always plead to come back. But sometimes I need a break from overseeing all of that plus supervising my four exclusives who make sure everything and everyone is in place for my clients.

Not to mention what they do for my nights.

Things were good on all fronts. Rentals were booming and My Cop installed all the security he could think of and some he invented to prevent what he called ‘unknowns’ with evil intentions from sneaking into Amityworld. Once was enough.

That got me thinking. I own almost two dozen men, an even dozen house girls, one gelding and four exclusives I keep in attic cells, not to mention all of Amityworld. I earned some time for myself to do what I enjoy. I just wasn’t sure what would be the most fun.

I could visit any of my Domme friends – they’d be thrilled to have me for a few days – or I could invite some of them here where they’d revel in what my exclusives would do for them while they were being treated to delicious meals my chef created and all the services my stable could provide.

That was appealing but wasn’t igniting that spark I feel that starts in my toes and works its way north. There had to be something else, something that made me smile from the minute the sun rose over the tree line across the big field until I summoned one or more exclusives to take me to the stratosphere where the stars shined like diamonds in Amityworld’s sky.

The rental schedule was full for weeks. My branded boys in the attic – Zayn, Juke and Gage – were in top shape and full of energy, eager to do whatever I wanted. Tyler, the new head of on-site security, was a few months into learning his role and his place in my world and was doing splendidly. That left My Cop, the only remote exclusive I’ll ever have because he’s worth it, whose schedule would bring him here in two weeks. He’s one of a kind. I’ve stopped counting the times he’s protected and literally saved me from harm just like I no longer list the times I’ve saved him right back.

No one else has an exclusive like My Cop. And I don’t share.

I had to figure out what I wanted to do; what would fill my days with an entertaining diversion from business. I knew what would amuse my nights. They were in the attic.

A request for a video call came through on my monitor that solved my dilemma.

During the pandemic, I indulged myself and trained three men, the ones I called ‘the husbands’, to become their spouses’ property. Not one of them had any idea what was in store for the weeks I kept them and when their wives and one husband arrived to learn how to keep them performing as proper sex slaves, they were literally stunned. But the husbands were all well behaved now and had new talents.

It was the most fun I’d had in a long time. Now Samantha, the wife of the boy I named ‘Play’ because he owned a sports team, was asking to speak to me. Her husband was the easiest of the trio to break. Shaving his head was the step that taught him he was owned. Of course, that was accompanied by a fair amount of sobbing but when I was done, he got the point.

Generally, an unexpected call like Samantha's means either she wanted to take her husband deeper into her ownership or she needed some advice – a hint about how to do something new, like how to use a particular device without causing permanent damage. I consider those requests akin to community service. I clicked the icon and after very short pleasantries, we got down to business.

Sam got to the point. “Ms. Amity, I have a friend, well actually a few of them, who love what my husband has turned into and they want their own. They asked me, well begged me, to find out if you were taking on more like my Play.”

It was like finding the piece of the jigsaw puzzle that reveals how it all fits together.

No, I told her, I wasn’t planning on accepting more husbands but I would consider it if they were interesting enough for me to schedule time with them. What I didn’t tell her was that it sounded like the solution to my search for an amusing few weeks.

“And, Ms. Amity, these women think that the more you pay for something, the better it is.”

Samantha ought to call more often. She was making my day and possibly my entire week.

“How many are you talking about?” I asked. Two weeks with genuine virgins could be an enjoyable interlude.

“There are three who asked me but Emma – you remember Emma, her husband was the one you named Grind – well, she has a couple who’ve approached her.”

That would put five total amateurs in my training building. It was a delicious thought until Sam said, “And you know, we chat with Ref’s husband, the third one you trained back then. He’s got two or three who’ve been badgering him for your contact information but he won’t even share your name. He knows better.”

He damned well knows better. Loose lips come with a visit from My Cop’s team or worse, from My Cop.

We said our goodbyes after Sam gave me a pleasant summary of her husband’s most recent expressions of his slavery that included diamonds and a vacation on a luxury yacht with Emma and Grind where the men were restricted to one overnight bag each because they weren’t going to wear clothes during the trip.

When I clicked off the call, Zayn asked for permission to crawl through the new half-door into my office. I bought Zayn in Sweden and won a bidding war with Big Mike for him. I’m partial to former Marines and Zayn had a spark, something I felt but couldn’t name. My inner voice was right about him. His unique ability to sense what I’m thinking and feeling has grown since the day I had him shipped here. Recently, his mentor, the one who calls himself ‘the old man’, brought him to a level he says surpasses his own.

I gave him permission to speak. “Ms. Amity, I can feel your joy.”

He got that right.

“Bring them here. Please let me help you show them what you’ve taught me.”

I zapped Nova’s pussy chip and she weaved her fat body through the small door for her instructions.

“Text Emma, Samantha and Ref’s husband. Get me contact information for their referrals. Now!”

Zayn hugged my ankles. I could feel the joy he was sensing from me and what my little voice was saying.


The Applicants


Chapter 1

The Spouses

I SCHEDULED A video conference call to discuss what was involved in sending their husbands to Amityworld for training. There were eight spouses on my big monitor so I had a clear view of all of them. From their end, they saw only a big gold “A” icon. That’s all the information they would get until I was sure about them. Generally, I can trust people who have a lot more to lose than I do, but since that awful night when my world was invaded, my life threatened and one of my exclusives and pet dog shot, I take no chances.

The new research team My Cop put together ran thorough background checks on them, those they interacted with along with the people who worked for them, especially household help because a little cash goes a long way to getting the details My Cop insisted upon before I even thought about inviting them here. Tyler was busy for days reading the reports and watching the videos before he agreed with My Cop’s evaluation.

“Acceptable,” he said. My Cop never uses two words when one will do.

I was looking at seven women and one man, most with spouses who worked in a nice mix of careers and had mildly interesting backgrounds. The husbands they were asking me to train consisted of two lawyers, hardly surprising, a pair of corporate executives one of which ran a hedge fund, the obligatory venture capitalist, an actual fashion designer and the last two were a tech executive with too much money from startups and IPOs and one that made me a little curious, a security guard.

Every face on my monitor was best described as eagerly focused. They’d all seen Play, Grind and Ref behave around their wives and Ref's husband and wanted that for themselves. What mattered to me was how badly the faces on the screen wanted it and if they were willing to hand over their husbands to me to teach them what proper behavior is for owned men. Their time with me wouldn’t be simply educational. Depending on how fast I broke them, it would be, at times, brutal.

Beyond that, I had to be sure that when I shipped them back to their owners, the spouses would know how to handle them to ensure they’d meet expectations for a long time. A very long time. Once I train a man properly, he doesn’t merely act submissively. He becomes submissive through and through. Changing behavior is simple but restructuring his self-image is more insidious, not to mention potentially dangerous if he lapses into what I call slave hysteria.

That kind of frenzy is a combination of panic and a manic mindset that I use to break men so they learn I have the power to put them into that state. They also learn that I am the only one who can return them to a new kind of normalcy. Since the old man developed the rainbow of gels I can inject anally that makes the process faster, I haven’t had one slip into permanent hysteria.

The eight spouses were given my rules for this conversation an hour ago by Nova, my personal girl, and were told that if they didn’t obey them, they’d be dropped from the call. That’s why they were staring silently at the icon on their screens.

It was time to get started.

“Good morning,” I said. That’s the full extent of pleasantries I allow in initial conversations. “You have submitted applications to send your husbands to me for instruction. Before I choose which of them I want to train, you must understand what you will receive when I’m done.”

Eight heads nodded.

“If at any time you choose not to participate, click the ‘end’ button on your screen. You’ll never hear from me again.”

They all nodded like new ones always do. I wasn’t sure how many would be on my monitor when I explained the process in more and very graphic detail. Based on their dossiers, there was at least one I gave only 50/50 odds of staying the course.

“Turning your husband into your sex and household slave is something I consider to be a community service. Men should serve their spouses from sunup until the stars fill the sky and when they sleep, they should be planning how to serve them better in the morning. It’s that simple.”

More nods. No one had said a word yet. It’s one of the rules I had Nova explain in detail.

“From the minute they arrive until I have them delivered to you, they will exist in a constant state of my ownership. Some men accept that more willingly than others but every man sent here leaves as a fully qualified servant whose self-image has been transformed. He will think of himself as your chattel and will crave your control in every facet of his life.” I paused to let it sink in and to evaluate their faces.

Some heads nodded; a few eyes bulged and one or two grinned.

“Finally, before I release them to you, all of you are required to attend two days of intense coaching here at the beginning and again at the end of the process. I won’t waste my time schooling men who stand a chance of relapsing into their old habits because you failed to perform your new role properly.”

Heads nodded and eight smiles filled the screen.

“In a moment, you will be connected to my girl who will provide the dates and specifics for you to deliver your husbands. The next screen is the agreement you will sign before she shares the schedule.”

It was as ironclad as a contract can be. That’s what lawyers like Caitlin are for.

“This is your last chance to back out.”

I counted to ten silently and clicked the button to transfer them into my document management system. I watched eight signatures appear and they were dispensed to Nova for delivery details. They could charter their own planes but once they landed at the small private airport a two-hour drive from Amityworld, their husbands would be driven here in my limos. But when they were done, they’d be hauled in one of Red Rick’s trucks for the final drive home. Rick handles most of our shipping, whether it’s cross-country or over an ocean. Two hours is merely a short hop to him but when the pickup point is Amityworld, he takes extra care that the experience is, well, memorable.

Within the hour, eight spouses entered their arrival details and eight husbands’ calendars were updated. When their husbands looked at their phones, they were delighted to see an unexpected two-week vacation appear and they had their secretaries reschedule their appointments.

The security guard ran to the scheduling board to change his shifts and was shocked to see that had already been done.
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There was a lot of work to do before their arrival and I have the perfect exclusive to manage those details.  I jolted Gage’s perineal chip and he wriggled his broad shoulders through the slave door in minutes.

When he was on his knees with his hands spread in front of him and his forehead resting on the carpet, I gave him his instructions.

“Eight visitors will arrive in two weeks. Put them in the four older cabins with dividers, one per space. Alert Emma that she’ll have eight medical exams and make sure Jack keeps the stable away from that side of the big field while they’re here. Then make sure the equipment on the virgin list is in place in those cabins.”

Gage’s ass bobbed up and down. That’s how my property says, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

“One more thing,” I said. “Order eight anal expanders from my west-coast developers and eight new cock cages, the ones with sounds.”

I didn’t have to see his face to know he was grinning. When My Cop begged me to meet Gage, he was active-duty military and a former POW. My Cop knew something was off with him but couldn’t tell what it was. It took me less than two hours to figure it out – that he passed all his psych evals but was hiding one symptom from the doctors and shrinks. Gage was impotent. Once I learned what he’d gone through, I knew what he had done to survive. He built a safe space in his mind where no one could hurt him, one where he sheltered himself to withstand the torture.

Two hours later, my single-tail whip, the one with the red handle, taught him that his actual safe space was where he was – in my hands at Amityworld. I kept an eye on him until he put in his papers and let him live as a typical slave in the dorm for a few weeks. When I offered him a permanent cell in my attic with the other exclusives, he pleaded to stay. I branded him a year later. Aside from his logistical skills, Gage has ten magic fingers that entertain me whenever I summon him.

You never know what you’ll find inside any man. It takes my kind of insight, that little voice inside me, to make the secrets I find work for me.


Chapter 2

Preparations

THE CUBICLES ALONG the ring outside my office hummed with activity for days. Gage drew arrows on the monitor to tell Jack, my stable manager, where to have the boys deliver tools, set up sanitizing stations, fill the SD tank and private sensory deprivation rooms that I call coffins, and which boys I wanted to use so they weren’t rented when I scheduled them with the virgins. Gage’s only time off was for feeding, physical fitness and the three piss-and-shit duties all my property is required to perform daily. Ever since his constipation episode on Big Mike’s mountain and his utter humiliation when I administered a cold, mint oil infused enema in front of everyone, Gage is always finished first when he’s sent to the row of small toilets.

Two days before the husbands’ arrival, I met with the house girls and the chef to issue their additional tasks. What you feed the men you own matters. Constipated men are easily distracted and don’t stay on task so I make sure their colons are emptied every day with natural food additives and if that fails, with Emma’s infamous cold enemas. Emma, the doctor I bought in Sweden who I allowed to transition when she earned my trust, is overjoyed when I let her into the costume closet each morning to choose her outlandish outfit for the day. She’s a fine physician who treated My Cop after he was brutally beaten on a covert mission that went very badly and she brought my secret keeper, Juke, back to full health after he was shot that awful night when two very stupid dark-web miscreants were hired to do me harm. She saw to Aussie’s recovery from that same horrible event.

Aussie is a very good dog.

I gave her new breasts after My Cop recuperated and a new pleasure program for her pussy chip when Juke and Aussie healed.

No one visits Amityworld without undergoing one of Emma’s notorious medical exams that always seem to require enemas. She keeps them refrigerated; she says they work better when they’re cold.

As for feeding, men must earn their food. Expecting three meals a day and worse, assuming that a spouse is supposed to prepare them, is something they unlearn quickly with the right instruction. Even using the bathroom is out of their control. When men are told the specific times they will piss and shit and are penalized if they don't, they understand even more clearly what being owned means.

Becoming their spouses' property is the goal. The methods I use to enforce that are 24/7. No owned man has time off. It starts with food and bathroom time. It ends with the complete overhaul of their self-perception and transformation of their egos. They’re proud only when they’ve made their spouses happy and the first step to that goal is total submission.

The slaves in my stable are fulfilled now when I deign to look at them. Pleasing me is the only goal they have; it’s their lifelong mission. That kind of journey stems only from a true slave’s heart.

That was the challenge – my kind of fun – I set for myself; to transform the way eight men thought of themselves and turn them into worthwhile sex slaves whose only aspirations were to make their spouses happy.

Their living conditions here would emphasize their new status; when and if they were fed would teach them that it was a privilege; the required and closely supervised piss-and-shit episodes would underscore what they were; and being under constant observation with immediate and memorable correction for breaking the rules would buttress their compliance.

Watching eight unsuspecting men endure all of that was amusing, of course, but breaking them was my real entertainment. There’s almost nothing as delightful as seeing men taken to the edge and then making them fall. Sometimes it takes only one finger to push them off the ledge.

My joy is seeing them understand – finally – that’s what they were meant to be. Owned.

It all starts with their penises.

When I did my final walk-through of the divided cabins to make sure Gage had everything and everyone in place, I had him crawl alongside me with his tablet to record anything missing or changes I wanted to make. Since he has been on the physical fitness program all my property undergoes, he’s turned into tasty eye candy, especially when he runs laps around the field in the morning when I have coffee and blueberry muffins on the terrace. The morning sun shimmers off his sweat and the way his cock cage bounces with each step is the perfect way to start my day. Except for those times I make him run before sunrise so he can entertain my toes on the terrace with his ten magic fingers. There are plenty of other slaves I can watch and my toes deserve his full attention.

Each divided cabin was stocked with identical pieces of equipment because I treat all men the same way. Based on the research team’s reports and my insight, some cabins also had tools that would produce the fastest, longest-lasting results with those occupants. But the first step with almost every man I break begins with the piece of flesh that hangs from his groin.

Gage read the checklist I gave him aloud, tapping each item I pointed to. He winced when he clicked the boxes for the humbler and the KTB but recovered when he pointed out that all the electrical tools were wired so they would recharge automatically.

Even though they would be trained in pairs and then in larger groups, I find that keeping men isolated for the first part of their stay facilitates restructuring their mindsets. When they’re alone, they’re helpless. No matter what they do in their outside lives, when they’re secured in my cabins, they can rely only on themselves. It doesn’t take long before they recognize that whether they’re allowed to eat, sleep or even pee is controlled by someone else and that person is me. How they handle it is why I keep them separated.

Once obedience is established, I let them interact with the others. That’s when they discover they will submit to even the most preposterous commands to prove to the rest that they are superior. They run the fastest, even if I lock them to a bolt on the wall. They lift their asses higher when I dangle a plug in front of their faces. They spread their asscheeks farther apart when I press an expander between them. Whatever it is, they must be the best.

Once they’re broken, the most telling trait common to them shows up when their anger and fear melts into a pool of absolute surrender. I can sense when they’re ready and I make sure they know they’ve submitted to me and the rest of the virgins see it happen.

When the biggest one surrenders to me, the rest fall like dominoes.


Chapter 3

The Night Before

THERE IS NOTHING that compares to the fabulous nights my exclusives serve me. When I summon one or more to my suite and put Aussie at the door to guard it, Tyler knows he has to check the alarm system to make sure the sound monitors don't trip. The last thing I need is one of My Cop’s security team charging through the door, especially when My Cop is the one who caused the commotion. I can be noisy. Tyler has learned to deal with it.

He trained Tyler for weeks and the only thing Tyler is afraid of is being sent for private time with My Cop.

I had my four exclusives at dinner in the smaller dining room along with Aussie who eats from his bowl on the floor. With eight virgins arriving in the morning, I had specific jobs for them during their stay. The stable boys were the demos but my exclusives had special roles.

Dinner was, as usual, excellent. The chef learned to be creative with the vegetables grown in the garden my outdoor stable boys tend and he must have at least two dozen recipes for blueberries. Each is served with a big bowl of whipped cream and by the time I’ve finished dessert, at least one of my exclusives has blue juice running from the corners of his mouth after he’s licked my fingers clean.

My Cop finished every bite of his steak, cooked medium rare, and his left arm was across this chest while his right hand pulled at his chin. That’s his thinking mode so I knew when his arm dropped, he had something to say.

When it comes to predicting what My Cop will do, I’m always right.

“Go ahead,” I said when his right hand fell to his side.

Zayn smiled and asked, “Ms. Amity, are you reading his mind?”

My Cop ignored Zayn’s comment. “Ms. Amity, the eight virgins are all vetted. I read their dossiers myself. You will be alone with them at times.”

Tyler tensed up at his implication. As my new head of on-site security, it was Tyler's job to make sure I was safe everywhere on the estate and on those times My Cop can’t travel with me, Tyler does. He carries a GPS device that tells My Cop where I am and has a button that calls in what he calls backup. It’s really a stealth team that I never see but is always close by. After what happened in Kentucky with Briana, the fake Domme whose façade I saw through in a few hours, I found out he sent a team every time I was away from Amityworld.

Tyler was bristling at My Cop’s suggestion that I might not be safe when I was alone with the visiting virgins. Now that Tyler has been in the attic for several months, he’s gotten used to dinners where my exclusives are allowed to talk freely.

“She will be safe,” he said to everyone except me. Had he been talking to me, his sentence would have started with ‘Ms. Amity’. This was a first for Tyler, addressing My Cop directly and when My Cop plunked his fork on his plate, I knew he wasn’t pleased. It wasn’t that he was confident about protecting me; rather, it was the arrogance in Tyler's assertion.

My Cop believes guarding me is more important than his own life so he conjures up scenario after scenario to make sure he’s covered every possibility. He’s pledged his life to me. When he finally revealed the secret that haunted him for years – his guilt that his team was betrayed and murdered one by one and they made him watch – the old man helped make his self-blame float away but only with my hands gripping My Cop’s uncaged penis. After a mission that went very badly and he was sure his battered body wasn’t good enough for me anymore, I kept him in my suite until his body healed. Then with my other exclusives and the old man, I showed him how wrong he was.

He was, is and will be mine. Forever. It goes both ways.

No matter how good Tyler’s plan was it would never be good enough for My Cop. That was the lesson Tyler was about to learn.

“She – Ms. Amity – is safe when I say she is safe.”

I sat back to watch how this played out, even though I knew what the result would be. My inner voice knew, too. There is only one outcome when My Cop is involved.

Juke stared at his empty plate and I could feel the whirlpool of sensations roiling inside him. Zayn was staring at Tyler even though his eyes were closed because Zayn doesn’t need his eyes to see inside others. His Tantric level is so pronounced and his other senses so acute, he knows what’s going on inside those he’s connected with without having to look at them.

Even Aussie was rumbling, his dog way of purring.

Gage was gripping an empty coffee cup; he knew better than to ask for an explanation. This was between Tyler and My Cop. He dwarfs all of them but I own him so he directed his comments to me.

“That’s stupid,” he said.

That’s My Cop. He’ll never use three words when two will do. It’s not unusual for me to tell an exclusive what he will do, even if he thinks he has a different or better way. What’s rare is when one of them disputes what another says, exactly what My Cop just did. Even more remarkable was that he did it in front of all of them. And me.

Then it happened. Tyler stood up and took one step toward My Cop. Aussie darted between them and growled at Tyler. Zayn and Juke closed their eyes and I could feel them sending their sort of calm in Tyler’s direction. Gage put his cup down and laid his hands on the table. If he stood up to get between them, it wasn’t going to be pretty.

“You think I’m stupid?” Tyler demanded. At least he was still several steps away from My Cop’s seat.

I never saw him move, but My Cop was suddenly inches away from Tyler, swept his feet from under him and put him on the floor, right on his ass. Then he sat down and drank coffee as if nothing untoward had just taken place in the dining room.

I knew what it meant and Tyler was about to learn it as well. In fact, they were all going to understand it.

“Sit,” I said to Tyler.

He climbed on the chair and looked down, apparently too embarrassed to meet my eyes, much less My Cop’s.

They were all staring at me, except My Cop who was finishing his coffee.

Before I thought about branding Tyler, he’d have to prove he understood the lesson he’d just been given. That’s my job.

“He’s My Cop,” I said.

Zayn turned to Tyler and said, “Ms. Amity, he is upset.” Juke added, “And humiliated.”

He was definitely both of those things. But that’s not how I wanted him to be because upset slaves are useless. They hold grudges, don’t perform at peak levels and are often disruptive. Either Tyler would learn his lesson or he’d be back at the front gate within the hour, checking IDs, searching cars and delivery trucks.

“My exclusives are just that, they’re the ones I choose to serve me. They’re special to me; they give their absolute and undivided fidelity and protect me, no matter what – or who – might endanger me. If I ever choose to brand you, it will be because you rose to that level.”

Tyler managed to lift his face and look at me. That was a good sign but there was a lot more he had to understand.

“My Cop is part of me.”

My Cop knelt at my right side where he belongs. Zayn and Juke closed their eyes and Zayn mumbled, “And of me.” Juke reached for Zayn’s arm and said, “Me, too.”

Gage was last. “I wouldn’t be alive without him.”

Tyler crept to my left side and laid his head on my lap. He mumbled, “I want to feel that, too.”

My Cop reached across my knees and rubbed Tyler’s bald head. “Keep her safe and you will.”

It tasted almost better than blueberry pie with whipped cream. Almost. But I didn’t realize at the time how much his simple admonition would impact the next few days when there were eight husbands to break and train locked in cabins across the big field.


Chapter 4

The Third Party

THERE WERE TOO many trips into my personal heaven  for me to count that night and by the time I sent three exclusives back to their attic cells, it had to be almost morning. There’s no clock in my suite; it’s the only place time doesn’t matter. The night isn’t over until I’m done.

I kept My Cop in his small bed so when I dropped my right hand, I could comb his hair with my fingers. Morning is defined by when I ring for coffee and blueberry muffins to be delivered to the terrace so I can watch my boys do their first set of calisthenics on the small field. House girls work out behind the kitchen but I have Nova do hers where I can see her layers of body fat and huge bosom spring up and down, especially when she does jumping jacks.

Not that morning. I had Jenna, my newest house girl with totally inadequate breasts bring breakfast to my suite. I fed My Cop blueberries with my fingers and he sucked them clean.

“Look at me,” I said and pulled his face up by a handful of his hair. There was blue juice drizzling down his chin but he still looked tasty to me.

“About what you said to Tyler last night, what’s concerning you?”

Even though he plans dozens of ways to protect me, when he said Tyler’s guarantee of my safety was stupid, there had to be something he was worried about that Tyler couldn’t have known. If it had to do with any of the eight virgins, I wanted to know who and what it was.

I could sense the struggle inside him. He wasn’t sure how much he could tell me and would fight against saying anything that would make me worry. I’m used to that with his covert work, there’s not a lot he can share. “If I told you, I’d have to shoot you and I prefer things the way they are,” he says when one of those subjects comes up.

He finally decided what he was going to say when he dropped his left arm. “Ms. Amity, there is nothing on this earth I wouldn’t do to keep you safe.”

I knew that just like I knew he had to say it. Again.

“It’s not one of the men due here today, not exactly.”

He was using too many words. That meant he was wrestling not with what he wanted to say but with how much to reveal. I pulled his head back farther with a fist full of his light brown hair.

“It’s the CIO. Not him but in his orbit. One in his orbit.”

We were getting somewhere but we weren’t there yet. I pulled harder.

“I know him.”

We were getting closer, phrase by phrase.

“He’s going to use the CIO to get inside this place.”

No, not again! There would be no more bad guys invading my world and threatening me or my exclusives or anyone else. Not after what happened last time, not after all the security measures, stealth teams and the damned armory he insisted on installing.

“I’ll cancel him,” I said.

He took a deep breath, looked at me with pleading green eyes and said, “Please, please don’t do that. I want him to try. And fail. Then I’ll take care of him.”

When he says he’ll ‘take care’ of someone, that’s synonymous with that person facing his final resting place. To say I was confused was an understatement. More than that, I was damned angry. This is Amityworld and she’s a part of me. No one – NO ONE – threatens her.

But it was more than his saying please twice. What I didn’t realize then was there was a lot more he wasn’t telling me and that’s the part my inner voice was telling me to listen to. And hear.


Arrival


Chapter 5

Delivery

TWO LIMOS WERE idling at the small airport when their planes landed. Tyler rode in one, Gage in the other. Their job was to get the hooded husbands into the cars and head straight to Amityworld’s front gates. There are no commercial flights at that airport and most of my clients either have or rent their own aircraft. Only the security guard, Robert, arrived in a ride share. Men like him don’t have access to or funds for private planes.

They’d been told to remove and fold their clothing before deplaning and put on the thin gray jumpsuits that were delivered before they boarded, then cover their heads with the black hoods and open the eye slits. I left that part up to their wives and one husband and warned them that failure to comply meant they’d be left naked on the tarmac. When Tyler and Gage reported that all eight were in the limos, I wondered what their spouses used as leverage to make them do as they were told.

That’s one thing I’d discover tomorrow when their spouses’ planes landed at that same airport and seven women and one man were housed in my newer cabins.

I don’t train virgin husbands without training their owners at the same time. The husbands didn’t know about that part yet. They’d find out in what’s always a fun event, at least for me, and that’s all that matters.

Tyler and Gage read the rules to their cargo. They had the same script because all men must follow the same instructions when I let them visit my world. The list was clear and unambiguous.

“Welcome to an adventure that will be nothing like anything you’ve experienced before. Follow the rules and you will have an exciting time. Rule breakers will be expelled. There are no second chances. Do you understand?”

I watched four heads nod in each vehicle on the closed-circuit video.

“Every step of your journey will be monitored.”

I heard what I expected to hear loud and clear.

“We’re being recorded?” a voice muffled behind a mask asked. Gage pointed at the questioner and I checked the list. Sure enough, it was the lawyer. If he said ‘privacy’ in his next sentence, he was going to be dropped off on the side of the road.

As instructed, Gage ignored the interruption and he and Tyler continued reading.

“Speak only when you are asked a question. Do what you are told, do it quickly and do it correctly. You won’t like what happens to the ones who don't.”

That was all they would be told during the two-hour drive, although I was sure at least someone would break the ‘speak only’ rule. It was just a matter of when.

It took only two miles before it started.

“Just what is this adventure?” the CFO demanded.

With false courage gained from that question, the tech executive had his own. “Exactly where are we going?”

Even the fashion designer found the nerve to ask his own question. “Who the hell are you?”

Gage and Tyler had their orders and wouldn’t answer anything they were asked. What they were told to do was simple. Reinforce my rules by any means necessary. They were each equipped with two tools that would emphasize the importance of following those instructions. The electric prods were set on low in deference to the men’s virginity but the gags were effective on their own.

The best lessons that last the longest are delivered quickly and in front of others who might be thinking about misbehaving. Gage and Tyler understood the value of immediate correction each time I jolted the sounds in their own penises that were held in place by their locked cock cages. It was a rapid learning experience when they realized I could jolt them from anywhere.

Gage tapped the prod between the lawyer’s legs and Tyler chose the fashion designer for the same treatment. In two limos traveling just under the speed limit, eight men learned the consequences of disobedience. The CFO pulled his knees together believing that would thwart Tyler’s aim. He found out that was an erroneous assumption, just like the tech executive in the other car.

Four men paid the price but eight learned how to conduct themselves according to my rules.

They rode in silence until they reached the front gates, the iron bars that would separate them from the rest of the world and set them on the correct course for the rest of their lives. Two burly members of My Cop’s team checked the cars with electronic gizmos, counted the passengers and demanded their passwords.

That was the second challenge I gave their spouses. Make sure they know the password or they’ll be dropped off in the middle of nowhere, left to find their own way home.

Tyler held the prod inches above the hedge funder and said, “First name and password.”

His name was Andrew but I think he couldn’t remember it when he saw the tool targeting his crotch. There was no need for Tyler to repeat his order. The prod spoke volumes.

Andrew was beyond confounded and couldn’t manage to get out his own name, let alone his password. Tyler knew I was watching and he wouldn’t dare keep me waiting so the prod found Andrew’s balls and spoke for me.

First, he screeched, then he peed himself. Fear is an effective teacher. So is pain.

When Tyler poised the prod inches from Andrew’s stinging organs again, he grunted out his name and his password. He’d sit in his wet jumpsuit and his humiliation until he reached the transport garage.

Needless to say, the other three in that limo shouted out their names and passwords the first time they were asked, proving it was an effective and long-lasting lesson.

The second guard inspected Gage’s limo and repeated the process. He started with Dean, the venture capitalist. “Name and password,” he barked. I could tell that Gage was counting down in his head because he knew what would happen to the sound in his own penis if I was perturbed over the delay.

Dean snapped, “Who the hell do you think you are?”

Seconds later, my speakers carried Dean’s shrieks to every corner of my office. It wasn’t his slave song, not yet. It was merely a virgin learning that he was not in control of anything. When he was done making noise, he spat out his name and password. Gage didn’t need the prod to get the same information from the other occupants in his limo. They were more than eager to supply them.

Like I said, the best lessons that last the longest are done quickly and in front of others. It’s efficient to teach them at the same time that rules must be obeyed.

When the limos pulled into the transport garage and the big doors closed, Gage and Tyler yanked their cargo out and lined them up on the concrete floor. Before I sent them to Medical for their physical exams, they had to learn their second lesson. It was a big one and I was sure there would be some reluctance. There always is, especially with virgins.

I’ve found the most efficient way to overcome hesitation is to make that experience so outrageous that the recipients are so overwhelmed, they surrender. Once they’ve followed my almost unimaginable orders, they usually capitulate to my authority. If it’s truly mind-boggling, they conform to everything I throw at them next with much less delay.

I enjoy watching men submit. It’s almost as tasty as blueberry scones. Almost.

Actually, it was quite simple. I sent Nova to the garage.

I’m partial to having big women as my personal girls. I like seeing their huge bosoms bounce when they trot to perform whatever task I assign and their layers of belly fat jiggle when they do their physical fitness work. But most of all, I enjoy their huge asses. They’re ample canvases for my whip practice.

Besides all that, they know they must please me. Who would ever buy them if I put them up for sale? They’d wind up in some mysterious dungeon across the ocean under the control of secretive owners and never see the light of day again.

If Nova’s immense body didn’t surprise them, her bald head certainly did. I keep all my property hairless. It prevents them from developing egos and they’re always clean. Each girl has a two-syllable name until I’m sure I want to keep her. They work hard to be given a shorter one. Nova was desperate for one.

I told her to issue a single instruction to the lineup in the garage. Having been demoted for months to kitchen girl status when she was late getting my bags when I returned from a trip to the city with my magic wand, there was no way Nova would tolerate any of them not doing as they were told. I watched to see two things: how Nova would issue her order and what she would do if any didn’t obey.

They stared at her like she was an alien from another planet.

“Strip!” she said in a voice that sounded close to a drill sergeant in boot camp. It was a decent choice of tone, given the situation. The trouble was that none of them unsnapped their jumpsuits. That left the next step up to Nova.

She put her hands on her wide hips and stared at them. What she didn’t see was who had stepped quietly behind her but the eight virgins did. The men yanked the snaps apart and one by one, the gray fabric fell into piles around their ankles. I let her live in that delusion for a while; after all, she was just allowed to sleep in her bed last night after months of being assigned a dog cage for keeping me waiting after that trip to the city.

I might even tweak her nipples before I put the girls to bed. Nova loves it when I do that because it makes Jenna with her tiny breasts jealous.

She left them naked in the garage while Tyler and Gage, prods in hand, tiptoed silently out the side door.

It was time to send the virgins to Medical where they’d meet Emma, my transitioned doctor. There was no chance that any of them had been examined by a doctor as thoroughly as Emma was about to do.


Chapter 6

Down The Slaveway

DEGRADE. DEMEAN. DEBASE. When I break virgins, especially husbands sent to become sex slaves for their spouses, I make sure they learn the simple fact that they are owned and that's where my 3Ds come in. Once they understand their status, the rest is easy. Oh, it can take time and requires repetitive lessons, but the first step is the one that ensures my finished products are top-notch. As Nashville Ned often says, I only deal in first-quality merchandise.

The eight now-naked men in the transport garage were about to endure all three of my Ds rolled into one memorable experience.

Her name is Emma. When I bought her at the Swedish auction, she was a ‘him’ with a lifelong dream of transitioning. She was an excellent physician back then and she’s a finer one now. The carrot I dangle in front of her every morning is a trip to the costume closet. She’s now one of the happiest girls I own.

After she oversaw treatment for Juke and Aussie that awful night when they both took bullets aimed at me, I gave her new breasts and a personal pleasure program. The pussy chip I implant in all my girls was worth the investment in my west-coast developers’ business. I always get first pick of what they design.

I sent Jenna to the garage with one instruction. Run those eight virgins in a straight line down the slaveway to Medical, attached to the Intake building. It was a test that would tell me whether I wanted to keep Jenna and possibly upgrade her from kitchen girl status.

It would have been an easy choice if her bosom fit a D-cup or larger. Unfortunately for her, she barely needed a B. I am partial to huge breasts on my girls. They’re amusing to watch jiggle and bound when they run to their tasks. No one walks in Amityworld.

At 5’ 11”, Jenna was solid as a rock and that added to her value. I often need a husky girl for certain chores and Jenna was becoming adept at strapping my stable boys to benches, wrapping cages around penises and testicles and she was learning how to lubricate asses with injectors. That’s busy work I don’t have time for.

When she showed up in the garage, eight naked men stared at her tall, nude body and hairless scalp. They hadn’t yet gotten used to their own nakedness and now were facing their second bald, naked female. My three initiation verbs were starting to take effect: degrade, demean, debase.

The next stop on their journey would cement them in their minds. By the time Emma was finished with them, I could check that off my list.

Jenna wagged her finger side-to-side to tell them to spread their feet apart. The men looked at each other for a clue about what to do and that’s something I put a stop to immediately. Owned men must obey on their own because that’s what they will do when I’m done with them. A good sex slave performs quickly but I don’t produce merely good ones. The ones who leave my world must be a lot better than good and that means responding immediately on their own and doing what they’re told exceptionally well.

It starts with running down the slaveway.

House girls wear belts to hold their tools so they don’t have to traipse back to the kitchen for supplies. In this case, Jenna’s belt held two items that would encourage the men’s obedience. One was a prod set on low. The other was a sack with eight cock rings – electrified cock rings, one per penis.

Like I told her repeatedly, make the first one obey with an unforgettable lesson and the rest will follow. This was my opportunity to see how memorable Jenna could make that lesson. She started with Craig, the CFO, the first in line.

It happened so quickly, I replayed it in slow motion. Jenna kicked his ankles apart with a well-placed boot and yanked his cock and balls through the ring. I heard it snap closed and Jenna moved to the hedge fund founder, Andrew, after she activated Craig’s ring. While he screeched from the series of shocks, Andrew stared at him and Jenna attached his ring and activated it. There were two shrieking men in the line and as I warned her, the rest would be easy.

Six men spread their legs to give her access and in minutes, they were all ringed. Only then did she deactivate Craig and Andrew’s rings.

This time, she pointed to the door and then behind her, telling them to follow. She ran beside the line, triggering the slowpokes’ rings when one lagged behind. It was a solid lesson; after all, in a few days they’d be attached to each other by their rings and if one fell, the entire line would go down.

Men behave when they’re afraid because fear is an excellent teacher. That’s why the spouses’ take-home kits always contain at least one electric prod. Their husbands would be much more compliant when they saw the prods power up. Trained men don’t always need to be punished to make them perform. Very often, the fear of correction takes care of any hesitation.

The line of virgins jogged down the slaveway until they reached the door to Emma’s unit. Jenna left them there as instructed, ringed, alone and naked. I wanted to see what they would do.
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A ringleader emerges in every group of men whether or not they know each other or what their social or economic status is. When I train husbands, I look for that instigator and deal with him first. After reading research’s reports and watching some of the videos, I had a good idea who it would be. My inner voice is rarely wrong about things like that.

The men were reluctant to talk to each other; after all, they’d heard the rules and felt the consequences on the drive from the airport. But there’s always one who believes my rules don’t apply when they’re unsupervised. They were about to learn that every man I own is under constant observation and the rings can be operated by remote control.

The odds were that Gregory, the fashion designer, would be the first to break that rule but I was curious about Robert, the security guard. He was the uncommon one in the group. The others were all successful in business, extremely wealthy and had a contact list with a long reach. Robert was a worker, a shift worker at that, and lived modestly with Sheila, his wife.

I knew where their money came from. His wife’s family was well-off and gave Sheila a generous allowance that she alone controlled. While she enjoyed the accoutrements of wealth, she made Robert work and pay for his basic needs. The prenuptial agreement he signed made sure he got nothing if they divorced or he cheated. Sheila called him ‘Robert’ and never let anyone refer to him as Bob. I was looking forward to meeting her in two days when the spouses were to arrive.

The first one to speak actually whispered like he thought no one could hear. Robert said, “This is insane!”

The other men stared in horror when Robert fell on the ground, writhing in pain and screaming at the top of his lungs. Like I said, the best lessons are delivered quickly and make a lasting impression on the rule-breaker and those who are forced to see it happen.

When I turned the ring's shocks off, not one man offered to help him up. Lesson learned.

I opened the electronic door remotely to Medical where Emma was practically salivating at the prospect of administering eight enemas. Her refrigerator was fully stocked.


Chapter 7     

Emma’s Exams

EMMA SPENT TEN extra minutes in the costume closet that morning with the prospect of eight exams on her schedule. Even better, they were virgins. Emma was in heaven and dressed for the occasion. She was thrilled with the new shipment I ordered with the eight virgins in mind. She had first pick and when I sent my 70s, the role players, to work with the virgins, they’d scoop up the new choices.

I don’t give ordinary slaves names. Once they’re hairless and naked, they look alike and there are so many of them, it’s too much of a bother to remember all those names. That’s why I number them with right asscheek tattoos. No matter what position I put them in, I can see the digits and that tells me which skillset they’re categorized in.

My 70s are the role players. They can assume any persona I tell them to turn into to fill a client’s fantasy.

Emma looked charming in a slutty way in a deep blue low-cut minidress with a puffy skirt that barely covered her round ass. Her new bosom peeked out from the bodice and like usual, she never wore panties. When Emma performs very well, I tweak her nipples as a reward. When she’s outstanding, I press a vibrator on her very sensitive clitoris. It’s how I show my appreciation and she works hard every day to earn it. Now she has her own pleasure program in her pussy chip so I can reward her without spending time vibrating her in person. I keep an eye on her and when she's close to orgasm, I turn it off. She’s used to it but always hopes this will be the day.

The eight virgins didn’t move when the door opened. They were afraid of what the rings would do if they went inside but they were more terrified of what they'd find in there. In my world, women – even ones like Emma – never exert themselves when there are men who can do the work. It was time for the husbands to learn to respond like rats chasing cheese in a maze.

All I had to decide was which husband and which of the rings’ programs I’d use to tell them to walk through the door. Robert was the logical choice. He had the makings of an agitator and breaking him of that mindset meant he might be the most useful to show them all how to respond.

Then there was Trent, the CIO that My Cop suspected was being used by someone – some third party – to infiltrate Amityworld. According to My Cop, Trent didn’t know what the elusive third-party was up to but that didn’t lessen my misgivings about him. Trent was tall and decently built with an ordinary penis that was currently mushroomed into his groin.

Why not use him as an example? They’d been here only an hour and exposing the plot seemed like fun. I trusted My Cop’s teams and the defenses they’d built, but this was my time to entertain myself. Torturing Trent’s penis would make those men march into medical.

I fingered the remote control, twisted the dial to the three-dot indicator and sent a series of mild shocks into Trent’s crotch. I laughed at his squeals. His screams would come later.

Trent hit the ground on all fours and shook his ass in a vain attempt to shake the ring loose. There were only two ways to remove it, my key or a professional grade bolt cutter. Unsurprisingly, he eventually crawled through the door, squealing like a pig all the way.

When I turned it off and he quieted down, seven others followed him inside. Neil surveyed the situation and dropped to all fours before creeping into the dark recess of Emma’s medical unit. She says that when men can’t see what’s ahead of them, they are much more comical to watch. I had to agree.

One by one, they snaked inside on their hands and knees in a reasonably straight line. When the last ass was shrouded in darkness, I switched monitors.

The exam room was suddenly lit by bright overhead lights that could be tilted in any direction for a good look at any of a patient’s parts. The husbands were milling about like dogs in a pack and I guessed if I left them like that, they’d probably start sniffing each other’s asses. That’s when Emma walked in. Or rather she waltzed in, her stilettos clicking on the tile floor.

This time, the woman in charge wasn’t naked. Her deep blue miniskirt left nothing to their imaginations when she bent to squeeze each set of ringed genitals to do a cursory pain threshold assessment. One of her new breasts escaped the dress’s bodice and the lovely brown nipple dangled inches from Andrew’s face. He parted his lips in complete misunderstanding of what he was supposed to do with that tempting bosom. Emma pushed a ball gag between his teeth and buckled the strap behind his head.

For the rest of the exam, drool dripped from Robert’s mouth and he was forced to answer her questions the way all my boys do. They bounce their asses for yes and they’re not allowed to say no.

I didn’t have to jolt them again to make them follow Emma’s directions to climb on the extra-long exam tables. She put them on their backs and had all eight in place quickly. That’s when I got a close look at their assets. I weighed their plusses and minuses.

The women and one man paying their tuition deserved decent-looking bodies when I shipped them home. The first step is always measuring them in every direction, then putting them through fitness work to add bulk and muscle where it is needed and reducing unattractive fatty bulges. It’s amazing what my trainers can do with men’s bodies in two short weeks. Then it’s up to their owners to keep them on an enforced exercise program.

Everyone I own in Amityworld works out three times a day. There are no exceptions, even if it means they trade sleep for fitness. Once they spend a sleepless night doing weight training, pushups, jumping jacks and running laps, they’re eager to finish their tasks quickly and accurately so they don’t miss a workout session when the sun is still shining.

Emma took their blood pressure, listened to their hearts and lungs with her matching blue stethoscope before measuring them. Their records included the standards like height, inseam length, arms and necks and then Emma moved to evaluating the parts she liked best. Using a cold metal ruler to gauge penis length, shaft thickness, testicle hardness and circumference made her day. What I enjoyed most about this part of the exam was the look on their faces when she intentionally subtracted inches from each penis and called the results out loud.

Men like the ones on her tables would surely dispute her findings because they all measure. It’s what men do and deny doing it. Once they were trained, their spouses would continue measuring with supposed rewards for increased thickness or length. Of course, they would incur punishment for shrinkage. It was all part of the training the spouses would receive when they arrived.

The first penis Emma measured was Darren’s, a partner is an elite law firm in the Midwest. His penis, like most of the others, had shriveled into itself. Men don’t measure their cocks when they’re soft but Emma does.

“Barely two inches,” she called out.

Darren was taken aback and shouted, “It’s bigger than that!”

Emma glared at him and squeezed the shaft in her fist. He didn’t stop sputtering until she let go and tightened a caliper around it. “Thin,” she said.

I almost couldn’t believe what he said next but men’s penis pride is innate. They can’t help themselves.

“I can make it thick!” he shouted.

Emma shook her head as if to say, “Those days are over.”

She looked at the camera where she knew I was watching and we shared a smile.

One after another, Emma measured their genitals and when she was done, there were eight humiliated men struggling not to argue with her findings. Like I said, degrade, debase and demean. It works wonders.

The final part of Emma’s time with them before the men were sent on a run to their cabins was always her favorite. After a deep rectal exam using several fingers, the result of her evaluation was almost always the same. Stopped up colons that needed emptying. Needless to say, not one of them had ever been through what she was going to do next.

Even though a medical exam is required before I work with new men, my instructions to Emma were clear. Have fun with it and amuse me.

She pulled Neil to his feet and bent him over the table. When he grabbed the handles, she wrapped zip ties around his wrists and kicked his legs apart. He squawked a little but not as much as the next one she told to assume that position.

Gregory was having none of it. The gay fashion designer balked but he was no match for Emma, either physically or mentally. She yanked his cock and balls in her big hand and he was on his feet before he knew what happened. The tears that spilled from his eyes were the first for this group. There would be more.

Once all eight were in position with their legs spread and hands tied to the grips, Emma’s fun started. She wore matching blue latex gloves for the occasion and chose to use the anal injectors herself instead of having her assistant, a well-built ex-Marine EMT, do it for her. His job would start when the men were begging to have their hands untied.

She inserted green nozzles, the XL size, deep into each rectum and had the EMT check them. He jiggled each one, pushed a few in deeper and spread at least two sets of asscheeks for a better look. He nodded with his ass and Emma unclamped the hoses.

Cold enemas flowed into eight horrified men’s asses. They complained it was too cold and they didn’t need this treatment. Dean grunted the whole time while Robert broke into sobs. Craig, the CFO, was so aghast, the EMT had to slap his asscheeks a few times to keep him on this side of slave hysteria. It was too soon; he’d go there when I put him there.

When the bags were empty, Emma pulled out the nozzles and the ex-Marine pushed a stopper in each hole. Emma hates when men drizzle on her tile floor when she sends them to expel what’s roiling inside their colons.

“Bounce your ass,” she said.

Andrew went first. Each time he bobbed his ass, he mumbled, “No, no, no.” Craig let out a litany of “Oh god, oh god,” and the others joined in. It wasn’t quite a slave chorus but it was close.

All except Trent, the CIO I had my eye on. The one My Cop put on my radar, as I was sure he had on his stealth team’s watchlist as well. Trent wasn’t moaning or complaining; in fact, he didn’t look upset at all. That meant one of two things. Either Trent was intimately familiar with cold enemas or, more likely, he had the makings of a slave’s heart.

I shook my head. Both options were, in a word, ridiculous. Even my inner voice agreed with me, so it had to be true.

That wasn’t the only thing that made me focus on Trent. He was well-built, tall and had the kind of penis men don’t hide in locker rooms. He wasn’t quite a 20, my big cock category, but I’d reserve judgment on that until I saw it hard, even if I had to use my magic wand to get it as stiff as possible. The thing that drew my attention was his face. It was calm.

After several minutes of ass bouncing, my EMT unlocked their wrists and put them in a straight line for the short walk to the row of metal buckets for the next step. It’s one I’ve seen many times and I often don’t bother to watch them expel the enemas and everything else that goes with it. Most men make it to the circle of buckets but there’s occasionally one or two who don’t and leak all over Emma’s tile floor. Those men spend extra time cleaning up their mess before the entire group is run across the field to the cabins. I hate to spoil Emma’s day with one of them staining her floor. Emma takes pride in her work.

One by one, the men complied with my EMT’s pointing finger and settled their asses on the buckets. Removing their anal plugs fits into my three-step process: demean, degrade, debase. Sometimes I have my EMT do it; other times, the men do it themselves. Not today. This time, they’d remove each other’s stoppers.

My EMT pulled Neil’s hand between Robert’s legs so he could reach the plug. I looked at his face and sure enough, he found the task to be abhorrent, exactly as I planned. The other men watched and when Neil held the stopper in the air and Robert’s sphincter spasmed, they got the point.

They were all trembling. All except Trent.

I watched as they unplugged each other and the room filled with the sounds of emptying colons. There were grunts and groans and quite a few distraught faces.

Trent looked calm, like he did this every day and I knew that wasn’t the case. I had the research and I had a quandary. Something was up with Trent and I would damn sure uncover what it was.


Men in Cabins


Chapter 8     

The First Five

GAGE AND #42, my space designer and first-class pain slut, did a fine job of dividing the four older cabins into eight sleeping areas, not that the occupants would get much sleep. With only two weeks to turn them into the sex slaves their spouses were paying for, every minute counted. They’d been in Amityworld only four hours and hadn’t yet met me.

That would happen very soon but there was one exercise to complete before I would address them in person. I don’t meet men I train until I’m sure they are teetering on the edge of submission. It’s my finger that pushes them off that ledge.

To satisfy My Cop and Tyler’s endless concerns about my safety, I agreed to test the virgins before meeting them. In this case, safety was less of my concerns. Virgins resist in several ways; and with eight of them, I anticipated they’d try most of those ways. I can fix all of them but it’s always interesting to see if my little voice is accurate about which would challenge me and in what way.

Once my girl locked their right ankles to the solid steel cot frames, I turned on Dean’s camera and speakers. I had a clear, 360-degree view and could hear everything he said, including the grunts I expected.

“Bend over,” I said.

Dean looked around the small room searching for the camera. What he found were several, all pointed at him. He looked at one and said, “Who are you?”

I don’t answer men’s questions, especially not virgins. It’s much more effective to turn the question back on them.

“Who are you?” I said. No matter what he said – or didn’t say – I knew how he'd answer that same question before Rick’s truck shipped him back home. In my world, there’s only one response that’s acceptable.

Dean spat out his full name, including ‘the third’ at the end. He’d change his tune when I was done with him. I gave him less than 48 hours before he replied correctly.

“Bend over,” I said.

He didn’t move and when I counted down from three, the shock I sent to his ring resulted in a loud squawk and a bent-over venture capitalist. A few more banal instructions later, Dean was gyrating into every position I threw out. He was easy.

One down. Seven to go.

The other half of Dean’s cabin was Craig’s home for the next two weeks. Breaking CFOs is ordinarily straightforward. They live in the weeds and must be compelled to see the big picture. In my world, that’s not a slave’s concern. His job is to do a particular task quickly and correctly the first time. I gave Craig no more than 15 minutes before he’d respond to even ludicrous orders without thinking. My inner voice agreed.

He was staring at the floor next to the cot, about as far as the chain on his ankle let him venture. My first question was always the same for men like these. “Who are you?”

Craig didn’t move his eyes from the floor and mumbled his full name. I heard it, but that’s not how men answer me. They speak clearly. Mumbling is for wannabees and Craig was going to leave here as a fully trained sex slave to his wife.

“Who are you?” I repeated. Craig muttered his name again. Fifteen times later, he finally spoke up. He’d learn not to waste my time in the next few minutes.

“Squat,” I said. He was in reasonable shape and I knew he was a runner, so it wasn’t a difficult command but he hesitated several seconds longer than I tolerate from a slave.

Once he was in position, a series of shocks to his ring filled my speakers with shrieks but he managed to stay on his feet. That gave me a lot to work with; in fact, I suspected what I was looking at was a pain slut. To test my theory, I had him stand up, spread his legs and swat his rather ordinary penis, first with his left hand, then his right.

“Harder,” I said.

When he didn’t protest and smacked himself repeatedly I knew what was going into his take-home bag. The last two days of his stay when his wife was given practical instruction, would be more than loud. And his lesson would be extremely memorable.

Two down. Next on my list was Andrew, the hedge fund manager. He was the chubbiest of the husbands and research provided the reasons for his big belly and jiggling thighs. It wasn’t complicated. He ate like a pig. He hired the cook and took him to each of his homes when he stayed there, even going so far as to dictate the menus. Two weeks wouldn’t deflate his stomach or reduce his fat legs, but it would set his wife on the correct course to fix it over time.

Men eat only what I feed them. Every bit of it.

“Who are you?” I asked.

Andrew shuddered but managed to squeak out his full name. By the second try, his voice was clearer. That told me he was the kind whose self-image was strong enough to make him one of those men who says one thing but thinks the opposite. I call them ‘the deceivers’ and keep an eye out for the moment they truly submit. It takes more time – and more intense training – to break men like that to my standards.

There was no time to waste so I launched right in.

“Hands and knees,” I said.

Andrew landed on his knees but that was it. He was submitting to half of what I told him to do; of course, that isn’t what broken men do. Not with me.

“HANDS and knees,” I repeated.

His face told me everything. He was beyond surprised, past shocked and heading toward defiance but he knew he was not in control and the voice issuing instructions was. Andrew was desperate to find a way to do some of what I told him but not all. He wasn’t going to give in yet he had no way to refuse.

One shock was all it took. Then I added what would overcome his belief he could resist total capitulation.

“Fat boy,” was all it took. That, plus a few jolts to his ring. When I went to the next monitor, he was sobbing on his hands and knees.

Three down. To save time, I chose a pair for my next visit.

One look told me that Darren and Neil were peas in a pod. That’s why they were sharing a cabin even if they didn’t know who was on the other side of the divider. These two spent most of their days networking to get more clients or investors; after all, they’d built their reputations already so wealthy men were their lifeblood. Men who would give them money to grow their own incomes. Their contacts would benefit my businesses so my goal was to return them to their wives as superior sex slaves but also make sure I had access to their lists. Once their wives benefited from their new talents, they’d be so indebted to me that they’d plead to give me what I wanted as a thank-you gift. Perhaps one of several.

The first step was to shatter the pride that stemmed from their business triumphs and replace it with proper gratitude for the few minutes of my time I gave them. They’d need extra attention over the next 13 days and my new tools would take care of that. That’s what I ordered from my west-coast developers; devices that worked on their own and sent readouts to me so I didn’t have to spend my time watching them.

They needed a fast, unforgettable lesson.

“Who are you?” I asked and wasn’t surprised when they recited their full names. Overly proud men know how to mask their fear.

“Spread your asses,” I said. That position is the sum of demean, degrade and debase and I threw all three at them at the same time.

They looked up, as if a heavenly force could save them, but in my world, I own the sky. They grabbed their asscheeks, took deep breaths and pulled them apart a little. A step, but hardly a big enough one.

“Wider!” I said in a tone that emphasized the exclamation point.

After another pair of deep breaths, two men spread their asses nicely apart. One more step would plant them firmly on the ledge.

“Put a finger deep inside.” I knew they would; it was simply a question of how long it would take. When I jolted Neil’s ring, two virgin asses were deflowered.

Five down. Three to go.


Chapter 9     

The Last Three

THE THREE REMAINING husbands were left for last intentionally. I had Robert, the security guard, Gregory, the fashion designer and Trent, the CIO that My Cop was keeping his eye on, to break before lunch. My exclusives were ready to join me in the smaller dining room and I had jobs for them to assign while we ate. As for the virgins, they’d get their first feeding in a way that taught its own lesson about food.

Robert wasn’t like the rest; he had a job that paid hourly and he worked shifts. The others owned companies or were high-level executives with decision-making power. Robert was going to struggle the most, typical behavior from men who wear uniforms.

Gregory, the fashion designer, was the only gay man in the cabins and that brought its own set of considerations. He’d didn’t need to learn how be an ass boy because he already was one. His usefulness as a demo slave would happen after the first week when the others had to interact with men in ways that were sure to be new to them. I had my own plan for Gregory.

Then there was Trent. I kept his monitor on and glanced at it from time to time. Emma did a deep anal exploration on him and found no recording or GPS devices in his ass. My Cop watched that exam to confirm it. Even Trent’s eyeglasses passed the test.

I focused on Robert. He was sitting on the cot, repeatedly testing the length of the chain that attached him to the frame. That’s what people who work in security do; they search for a way to escape no matter where they are. That’s what My Cop trained Aussie to do during the first two weeks after the Pet Shoppe gals gave him to me as a thank-you for helping them prepare for their cross-country dog-buying spree.

He did the same thing with Tyler. After two brutal weeks with him, Tyler won’t let me walk into a client’s office or a restaurant without first locating every exit and building an escape plan. Robert was no different but his problem was he had no way out. Besides, he was naked and ringed, hours away from a pay phone. Where would he go?

He got the same question. “Who are you?”

Robert stood up and walked as far away from the cot as the chain allowed. He pulled his shoulders back, stuck his chest out and barked his full name. That’s one reason I’m partial to ex-military types and this boy was obviously a Marine. They’re the most fun to break.

“Give me ten,” I said.

Not only did he do ten Marine-style pushups but he counted them out loud. I felt my toes tingle. This boy was going to be entertaining once he understood who owned him.

“Run,” I said. I wondered how long it would take him to figure out how to do that when his ankle was locked to the cast-iron bed frame. He was desperate to obey and couldn’t at the same time. I zoomed in on his bare feet when he raised one knee, planted his foot on the floor and picked up the other one and repeated the process faster and faster. I heard him grunt each time he lifted his legs higher and thumped his foot on the floor.

I wanted to hear one more thing, the sound of total obedience. “Stop!” I said.

“Yes, MA’AM!” he bellowed.

That would change when I told him my name and the proper way to address me. For now, I sent him back on a run to nowhere and switched to Gregory’s cabin.

My favorite gay friend is Big Mike, a huge, well-built specimen of maleness who submits to no woman, except me. When I made him beg me to whip him, our unique relationship was solidified. But Gregory was no Big Mike. His ebony skin covered a more refined body that he obviously took pains to keep in shape. In his relationship with his husband, they were both husbands; neither was the wife or even vaguely effeminate.

That was my challenge, to break him and establish my ownership in just a few minutes. I figured if it worked with Big Mike, it’d work with this fashionista.

“Knees,” I said.

Gregory knew there were cameras throughout the small room and didn’t bother trying to find where the voice was coming from. He’d assessed his situation and saw no egress so his best option – his only option – was to do as he was told, at least until he could find a way out. He’d discover, like the others would, there were none. He’d realize, in time, that there was never going to be any escape for him, not even after he was shipped home.

Gregory sank to his knees and looked straight ahead. That’s not where I teach my stable to focus their eyes. When Gregory learned that simple skill, it would become his habit, his proper posture.

“Cock length,” I said.

He dropped his chin to his chest and stared at his penis. Even better, he spread his knees to get a better look. This was a teachable boy in a teachable moment.

“Long!” he said proudly.

That amused me. Wait till he got a look at my 20s. Theirs aren’t long; they’re enormous.

“Wag it,” I said.

This time, Gregory looked around the room with disbelief all over his face. This was his first encounter with how I visualized him. Dogs wag their tails. That’s what he was to me. It was the same way he would come to recognize himself in a few days. This was merely the first step on his journey.

He tweaked his hips once and watched his cock jiggle as if to say, ‘I did it’.

“WAG!” I demanded.

Gregory closed his eyes. In his mind, if he couldn't see himself do it, then it didn’t happen. He thrust his hips back and forth to fulfill the order he was given. He was close but he wasn’t where I wanted him. It took only one more instruction.

“Bark!” I said.

His mind fought against it but his common sense told him he had only one choice.

I left him barking through gritted teeth and switched cameras to the last virgin’s cabin, the one holding Trent. 

Trent was an enigma. He was tall and decently built with plenty of head hair, although he had a mediocre cock. He was the only one who tolerated Emma’s enema; at least he didn’t look appalled when his rectum filled with the refrigerated solution. That made him a curiosity to me, not to mention adding to My Cop’s distrust.

I broke seven men in less than two hours and had a full hour to deal with Trent before lunch. I intended to use every minute.

Trent spent his days working with information – electronic, secure and even on paper. He was naturally suspicious of every way data could be stolen and ruin businesses and many careers. He rarely communicated with his staff in email or texts to prevent a paper trail. At home, he was terse, afraid he would drop a hint or reveal something that shouldn’t see the light of day.

Trent was a ball of stress on good days. On bad ones, he took it out at the gym and by the time he got home, he fell into bed.

His wife’s list of improvements she wanted was typical but had an interesting comment near the end.

“I don’t want him to please me because I’ll beat his ass if he doesn’t. I want him to WANT to serve me. Want to so much that it’s all he can think about. Not just his duty, not out of fear. It has to be what he hungers for so much he’ll beg me to keep him.”

I intended to spend time with Trent’s wife when she was here in two days and again during the last two. Women who demand that kind of service from their spouses may one day join my network if they’re sincere enough. Moreover, I turn over trained slaves only to spouses who know how to treat them so my work doesn’t fade because they’re not skillful enough owners.

Trent was sitting on the side of the cot, his head in his hands. He wasn’t trembling although he had to be nervous about what was going to happen to him. Men who don’t show they’re frightened or near panic often make top-notch slaves. They know they’re safe if they’re with the right owner because she will protect them, even when she’s holding a whip in her hand.

That’s my promise to my property; one that My Cop and his team helped me keep that terrible night. Juke and Aussie know that even in the worst case, when they both put themselves between bullets and me, I took excellent care of them for weeks until they were well. Both turned down my offer to leave Amityworld.

They have true slave hearts. Perhaps Trent did, too. There was one way to find out.

“Who are you?” I asked for the eighth time this morning.

Trent looked around the small room and offered a one-word reply, his first name. Typical of security types, he wasn’t going to tell me anything I didn’t specifically ask for. That’s also a good trait in a slave. I rarely want to hear what they have to say, so saying only and specifically what I ask for is how they should respond.

But it was odd that he didn’t assume I knew a lot more about him. After all, he was naked, ringed and imprisoned in a small room hundreds of miles from anywhere or anyone he knew. Did he think I chose him at random?

“Flat on the floor,” I said.

There was a reason behind my instruction. I didn’t tell him to get on his back or his belly so that gave him a window to choose one or ask me which I wanted. It was a lose-lose situation unless he was clever enough to figure out a third option, one that wouldn’t result in the kind of testicle ring jolt he’d seen and heard others receive. Was he that astute?

I watched his eyes dart left and right, then down at the floor. If he was crafty enough to come up with it, his wife was going to get the sex slave she wanted. If not, he’d do and she might be happy with him but she’d never be invited to join our network.

Trent spread out on the floor. On his side.

Bingo! He met my demand cleverly. I was going to have a lot of fun turning him into a first-class sex slave that thrilled his wife every day. And every night.

It was time for lunch, so I left them running, poking their asses, counting pushups and wagging their tails in the cabins while I headed to the dining room where my three exclusives were on their knees, waiting silently for me to arrive.

There was a big bowl of ripe blueberries on the white tablecloth.


Chapter 10  

Lunch and Plans

“I HAVE A JOB for each of you,” I said as I took my seat at the table. Zayn, Gage and Juke stayed on their knees until I told them to sit on chairs. Lunch with my boys seated around the table is a rare occurrence so they would remain glued to their places without an order to move. I train them well.

I turned to Aussie, who was on all fours in the corner waiting for his bowl, and said, “Fetch Tyler.”

Aussie scrambled to the staircase and climbed up to the attic on all fours to bring my head of on-site security to me. I was pretty sure Tyler would be dragged in by Aussie’s teeth gripping his cock cage. The dog is much more comfortable on all fours than he is on his two hind legs. He doesn’t think of himself as a man acting like a dog. Aussie is a dog. A very good dog.

The chef brought out salads for everyone made from the garden produce that I had planted last year. The boys’ plates included proteins although only one of them still eats meat. While they ate, I moved vegetables around my plate as I thought over what I wanted to say. With my exclusives, it’s as much how you say it than it is the actual words.

“There’s an issue with one of the virgins,” I said.

All four dropped their forks on their plates and stared at me. Aussie crept to my right leg, his place when My Cop is working remotely.

Tyler asked for permission to speak and that showed he was still the new one at the table. None of them would ask for that until I gave them details. Tyler needed some work when My Cop was back in a few days. An ex-Ranger, Tyler isn’t afraid of anything and can take out a dangerous person six different ways with just his hands. The only thing that scares him is My Cop and being sent for private time with him is his worst nightmare. Just short of being sent away from Amityworld.

I ignored him and said, “Seven of them are typical and I intend to enjoy turning them into what their spouses want. One is questionable.”

Tyler stood up and asked, “Which one? I’ll get rid of him now.”

“That’s not what Ms. Amity wants,” Zayn said. Ever since the old man reassembled Zayn’s broken essence on Mike’s mountain, he’s been reading my thoughts and sensing my worries. I’m still getting used to it. I nodded at Zayn, telling him to continue.

“It’s the long-haired one and at the same time, it’s not him.”

That made perfect sense to me although it confounded Tyler and Gage. Juke was trying urgently to sense what Zayn already knew but he wasn’t there yet.

Zayn continued, “It’s not him. It’s someone he knows who is using him but he doesn’t know it.”

That was all Zayn could figure out but it was a lot. The rest meant he’d have to connect with My Cop across several state lines; but trying to sense what he is thinking when he’s here is difficult enough, to say the least. Zayn couldn’t deduce it from his connection to me because I didn’t know who that third party was or what he was trying to do, other than he was a threat to my world and everything inside the new perimeter fencing that protected her.

“I don’t know more than that,” I said. “But your job is to keep an eye on him and see if you can figure out how this third party is gleaning information from him.”

“Give me ten minutes with him and I’ll get to the bottom of it,” Tyler said but Zayn interrupted him.

“That’s not what he wants,” he said. None of my property, not even my exclusives, will use My Cop’s name. They recognize how special he is to me and treat him accordingly. “He wants it to play out and when it does, he will take care of it.”

Everyone at the table as well as Aussie on all fours next to my leg knew what that meant. Lunch took a very serious turn when Juke said, “That man has no idea what he’s in for. Ms. Amity is right. Stay out of his way.”

The boys nodded and Aussie barked his agreement. No one ate much of their salads but I insisted they have dessert. Three knelt around me while I stuffed blueberries in their mouths and they licked my fingers clean. Tyler simmered in his chair. He wanted to be part of the action but was just warned not to get involved. He’d been through dozens of tests to make sure he was the right fit for on-site security but this one was going to be the most difficult.

“In an hour, I’m going to the cabins to take them on their next step. Aussie will be at my side and I want you two,” I pointed at Zayn and Juke, “to assess them. It’s up to you to figure out how to do it so you can tell me which have the most promise.”

Then I pointed at Gage and issued his orders. “They’re going to the coffins. Keep an eye on them.” I don’t often take virgins to the sensory deprivation tanks, the ones I call the coffins, and Gage had spent long hours in one so he knew what I was warning him about. It was that state of mind I call slave hysteria.

I’d put them all there at one time or another, save for Tyler. His time was coming but the test – whether he could obey the order he’d just been given – would tell me if I wanted to spend that much time on him. Gage knew how to monitor the virgins and what to look for to make sure they didn’t fall so deeply into that abyss that they were permanently damaged. It’s a fine line; one he knows well from the awful time he was a prisoner of war.

I saved Tyler for last.

“There are seven women and one male guest arriving in a day. Their profiles are on your tablet. Vet them again.”

He knew better than to show his disappointment. That would get him sent back to the front gate to check entering cars and ID the occupants.

Then I added the equivalent of a blueberry in his mouth.

“Especially Trent’s wife. Everyone she knows.”

“And everyone who knows her,” he said. Now everyone at the table and the dog at my side knew who the problematic virgin was. Tyler was determined to uncover the third party’s identity. What he did with that discovery would cement his future. One way or another.


Breaking the Virgins


Chapter 11  

Degrade and Demean

THE VIRGIN HUSBANDS were fed their first and last unearned meal while I dined with my exclusives and Tyler. Their meals were basic, served on a divided tray and they were not given utensils. Lunch also carried two lessons with it. First, men can feed themselves with their hands and second, from now on they had to earn their food.

A few were about to learn that failing to eat what is provided is a bad decision. Their next feeding would be the remnants of what they left on their lunch trays but they’d get nothing if they didn’t behave properly during the afternoon session. I had a house girl ready to video their dinner experience so their wives and husband could see how and when they should feed their property when I sent them back.

It doesn’t have to be brutal until it does.

They’d been here half a day and it was time for the virgins to meet the woman who held temporary ownership of them and controlled every moment of their existence, from when they would be woken up and what they did all day until they were put to bed. Lather, rinse, repeat with each step chock full of dollops of degrade, demean, debase.

The best way to restructure how these eight men thought of themselves meant zeroing out their current self-regard before new self-concepts could replace them. Husbands like these can’t be turned into their spouses’ sex slaves if they are still prisoners of their own egos. I’ve found that wiping those ideas clean makes installing the correct self-images much faster and longer lasting. By the next morning, each would have a new sense of himself with those pesky traces of individuality erased.

The higher a man’s social or economic status, the harder he falls when I give him his new sense of self. It needs an experienced, strong touch to make sure they don’t hurt themselves when they plummet back to earth.

I had Jenna put them in the center of the training building, each locked in a narrow cage. Only 18” deep, the cages held them upright with their hands pressed to their sides. The bars had several advantages for virgins like these men. There were front and rear cutouts so their genitals and asses were exposed. The big plus was they were mobile and I could pull each away from the wall and rotate it in almost any direction. Of course, the narrow space they occupied meant they couldn’t fall and risk injuring themselves.

When I entered the training building wearing my favorite leathers, I walked up and down the line of cages and took a good look at the contents. It was also a test to see which, if any, were arrogant enough to break the ‘no speaking unless asked a question’ rule. Most complied with my earlier instructions, but when they’re in a group, one will often elevate himself to an imaginary leadership position and try to speak for the rest.

That doesn’t happen in my world. Nor in their new existence. They might as well learn it the first day.

I stepped to the center and said, “You address me as Ms. Amity.” That’s how I tell men what to do and what to say. I keep it short and to the point. More than that in a single instruction confuses most men.

My second order was, “Say, ‘Yes, Ms. Amity’.” Really, could it get any easier than that?

Two men mumbled responses. Four were silent. One shook his head. Then there was the last one who spoke out loud.

“I’m not an animal.”

Actually, he was an animal – they all were – but that was beside the point. Gage did an excellent job of supplying the tools I specified. They were on a nearby shelf and the electrical ones were fully charged. I chose a simple slapper for Andrew’s first lesson in front of the group. With only 18” of front-to-back space, the fat boy’s belly was pressed against the bars, forcing his organs through the round opening.

They all watched with horror when I whipped his soft cock absentmindedly while I repeated the instruction.

“Say, ‘Yes, Ms. Amity’.”

Seven men responded almost in a chorus save for the one who was bellowing his own tune in tempo with each swat. But virgins have to understand they aren’t safe unless they all succeed so I repeated the instruction until they got my point.

The fat boy finally shouted, “Yes, Ms. Amity!” and I returned the slapper to the shelf.

Lesson learned. Make commands quick and lessons memorable for long-term behavior modification. Just like rats in a lab.

Degrading is so much fun; demeaning was next on my list.
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If there was a human version of attitude, it was in the eight cages in the training building. Even though it takes decades to form, it takes only a few hours to obliterate. Men can be embarrassed and humiliated yet their core belief in their own importance rears its ugly head too often and they recover their arrogance and that takes a day at most. That’s one reason I send all new visitors to Medical before I deign to meet them. Emma’s cold enemas are the first step in that journey.

I was sure there were at least seven in the cages who had reasserted their pride even after their last debasing experience. When they left the training building, there would be a lot fewer who felt superior to anyone or anything else I owned.

That’s another reason I number my property with tattoos on their right asscheeks. When they’re hairless and naked, they’re all the same to me and to each other. The stable rarely interacts with my exclusives so they don’t question why My Cop is allowed to keep his full head of light brown hair. And after Zayn’s remarkable performance with Big Mike’s sister, I let his hair grow back, even though I’m sure he’ll beg me to shave it off again. And I will.

Men adore their penises, of course, but they bond with their hair. There were two-hundred-dollar haircuts in the cages, an extravagance they will soon eschew. My second focus was the lineup of bushy groins. That was going away as well.

Ordinarily, I have my girls wax and depilate them during Intake but they were busy with a trio of new men I bought on a video call two days ago. Nashville Ned told me about three animals he had for sale – he called them a ‘three-fer’ – and I needed workers to tend the garden. Besides, I had two clients who were begging to flop around in slop as piglets so I could use a couple of swine. The third client was willing to pay whatever I charged for a weekend with a walrus. That was the one Ned threw in when I asked if he had one.

“Gonna save me a bundle on food,” Ned said.

I bought all three with a nice discount Ned offered. Esthetics was busy with the fat boys, waxing and plucking out every hair. When they were done, they’d be run across the field to the trainer for their first three-time-a-day workout session. He had instructions to tone them up but make sure their obese bellies and wide asses were still intact.

My clients’ fantasies don’t surprise me anymore. When I give them way beyond what just satisfies them, the more useful my clients are to me, like when I need their private planes in a hurry. The trip to Briana’s Kentucky ranch is a prime example and that client was thanked with an afternoon in the punishment building. He was so amped up when I sent him to the airport, he promised his plane would be mine any time I wanted it. And the galley would be stocked with blueberries.

Jenna ran several of the house girls across the field to the training building where Gage had eight benches set up on heavy-duty tarps to catch used wax and tufts of hair. Strapping the virgins to the benches was good practice for my girls, especially the ones vying for shorter names. They worked the hardest, hoping to catch my attention.

Most did a fine job. One had to be corrected with a few zaps to her pussy chip but she got it right on the third try. As painful as it was, she knew better than to touch herself where it hurt. You can pick the punished girls out – they’re the ones grunting and sucking air gripping their wrists behind their backs.

When I did my last walk-through, the husbands were in place on their backs, their feet spread and locked in stirrups, their wrists secured to the benches. Removing decades of body hair is both uncomfortable and upsetting to most men but particularly to men like these. It’s demeaning when they’re all strapped on benches, fully exposed. That was my intent and it worked like a charm.

“Get started,” I said.

Each girl dipped a wooden stick into hard wax and started on their toes. A few grunted when they ripped the hairs off but nothing I hadn’t heard before. Shins and calves were next and then thighs before the girls moved to their arms and underarms. That brought a loud chorus of groans that no one heard outside because the building is soundproofed. Chests were next.

Men are overly attached to their nipples, so after they screeched when the wax strips were torn off, they shrieked when my girls started tweezing the errant hairs the wax missed. Bellies were cleaned off in minutes and by now the men realized what was next.

Pubic hair is unsightly and unnecessary. Removing it always generates a cacophony of ear-piercing shrieks. This time was no different.

I visited each bench when their fronts were done. Then I flipped them over.

It was time to debase them. My favorite part.


Chapter 12  

Debasing the Virgins

THE WORST THING you can do to men with huge senses of self-importance is to show them they’re no different and no better than each other. It’s the third leg of the first-day marathon the eight husbands were running. It’s one of my favorites.

What I planned worked well; it was fast and not just memorable. It was permanent. When I was done with them, they were going to look very much alike. When their spouses arrived, they’d have to look closely to see which was theirs.

Especially at their hairless genitals.

The house girls got their hairy backs cleaned off easily. Their legs were smooth – front and back – all the way to their groins. There were only two patches left: their asses and the top of their heads. I save scalps for last because debasing men and making them sob is one of my specialties.

Ass depilation is, surprisingly, the most humiliating part of the first-day intake process; that is, until I get to their heads. All eight were on their knees with their ankles locked into stirrups and their asses raised high. Their heads pointed down, forcing them to watch the floor monitors showing what was taking place on their backsides. You’d be surprised how many men have never seen their own asses before.

Waxing was the first step. The girls slathered on hot wax, pressed gauze on and ripped off each strip. Not only were the visible parts of their asscheeks clean, but the space between them was as well. The girls had lights on adjustable arms to inspect the region and used tweezers to yank out any hairs that remained. They knew I was going to examine every inch, so they worked like jewelers with loupes to get every strand.

From the noise they made, you’d think I was whipping the husbands' asses but their faces were even more amusing. Gregory and Neil were fascinated; Darren, Craig and Dean were on the verge of tears. Robert and Andrew stared at the screens and winced even before the girls plucked out deep hairs.

Then there was Trent, the CIO I was paying special attention to. He wiggled his ass when Jenna spread wax between his cheeks and almost humped when she tweezed his anus. That caught my eye and my inner voice had a thought.

That amorphous third party that My Cop mentioned? Maybe it wasn’t a business or social contact. Maybe it was something different; something I was starting to recognize; something My Cop wouldn’t have guessed, not in a hundred years, which is exactly how long I intend to keep him.

I find out men’s secrets more from what they don’t say than from what they supply in detail when they apply to rent my stable. The application form is explicit but the required five-minute video is where they divulge what they’ve dreamed of, often for a lifetime. It’s not just what they say, it’s more about how hard it is for them to say it. And then there’s what they don’t say. They don’t have to; it’s written all over their faces.

It's passion. The overwhelming need they have to make what feels like a crazy weekend real, one so outlandish that no one else could ever understand. They will do and pay anything to experience what they think is the ultimate and most outrageous scenario.

Of course, that’s what I give them. And a lot more. Then they beg to have it again.

That’s what I was seeing in Trent’s behavior. The way he nudged his ass, humped his hips and enjoyed the cold enema. Even though he was the CIO of a substantial company and lived an affluent lifestyle, Trent had a big secret that I was unpeeling like an onion in the training building. There was one more layer to go.

I sent the girls back to their house duties after they rolled the benches so their heads were in the center of the circle. They were hairless from their necks to their toes and now it was my turn.

Nothing debases virgins like shearing off head hair. Throughout the day, they’d been subjected to a series of ignominies they couldn’t have imagined 24 hours ago. Forced to be naked, examined, measured, fed with their fingers, caged and now hairless, the final step was mine.

When they were sent back to their cabins after I was done, I was confident all eight would be broken. After they did their physical fitness workouts, they’d be put to bed, awakened a few hours later for their next fitness routine, and then the real training would start.

Making men into perfect sex slaves takes time. And it’s a heck of a lot of fun.
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I started with Darren, the one who had a contact list I could use and who I thought would make a useful ass boy for his wife and whoever else she chose to use it. I rubbed his hair and pulled a handful to make him look up at me. I wanted him to see the electric razor in my hand.

He was terrified. He ought to be. His expensive haircuts would be a distant memory when I showed his wife how much time she’d save getting him ready for whatever she wanted him to do. The first swipe dropped a pile of dark brown hair on the floor under his face and he let out a “NO!!!” that filled the big room.

Seven other men closed their eyes and dropped their heads, pretending that if they didn’t see it, it didn’t happen. The second swipe added to the pile but it took two more before Darren stopped squawking, a sure sign he’d given up. When I was done, I sprayed oil on his bald scalp and rubbed it in. It felt a lot like a baby’s bottom, which is an apt analogy for how I regarded him – his wife’s new ass boy.

I rarely move around a circle in order, so men who try to predict what I will do next are almost always wrong. I skipped Dean, the VC, and took aim at Andrew, the fat hedge fund boy. His medium brown hair made a big pile on the tarp and each time I shaved a strip, I made him say, “This little piggie has none.”

Neil’s wife wouldn’t think of him as a well-known tech executive when she saw his bald head when she arrived for training. I could almost picture her scouring the lot of them to figure out which was hers. That’s what happens when I make men look the same. It’s the best part of debasing them.

Then I focused on Craig, the financial exec whose everyday life involved moving, accounting for and investing large sums of money. The research on him showed how much he enjoyed having staff think he was a genius but really knew he controlled their salaries, something he reinforced almost daily. Shaving his head went quickly despite his pleading shrieks to stop. He learned an important lesson. Men never tell me what to do. I let him beg for a while because I enjoy the sounds pleading men make and what they promise to give me if I stop. They’ll give me those things anyway if I want them. They just don’t realize it yet.

Dean and Gregory were next to each other, both within easy reach. I held one razor in each hand and did them as a pair, swiping one after the other. What they learned was how unimportant they were to me, not interesting enough to do individually. Gregory would live as his husband’s dog so I turned him into an extremely short-hair version. Dean was so flummoxed at this point that he barely protested. But he did pee on himself, something I pointed out to the others and made sure they knew he’d clean it up before any of them would be fed that night.

Robert was next-to-last. He was a bit of an oddity among the husbands, the only one with a regular job. From reading his background research, I knew what I wanted to erase first from his self-regard. He swaggered. He did it when he walked, talked and interacted with coworkers. He needed more than a haircut.

A quick injection of lube preceded a short plug shoved in his ass and he was so horrified that he gagged on the bench each time I shaved off a swath of his hair. You’d be surprised how useful inexpensive plugs can be if your goal includes debasement. And it should.

That left Trent, the one I saved for last to test my suspicions. My inner voice is almost never wrong. She wasn’t this time, either.

I reached between Trent’s legs and grabbed a thick, solid penis. The boy was hard despite everything he’d been through and even in the face of losing his long dark brown hair.

I just discovered what My Cop would never have guessed. He was so intent on finding out who the third party was and how he was going to try to infiltrate my world, he missed the signs that seemed obvious to me and to my inner voice.

His ass needed to taste my whip. Then I’d be sure.

I had Jack, my stable manager, take seven husbands – destined to lose their asses’ virginity in the morning – back to the cabins for exercise. I kept Trent in the training building locked to the bench, his ass raised and his eyes filled with fear. The last thing he wanted was to be alone with me but I was going to finish unpeeling what he was hiding from me, his wife and himself.

I was about to make his mysterious dream, the one he was frantic to experience, very real.


Chapter 13  

Unpeeling the Mystery

TYLER WAS PUZZLED when I activated the sound in his penis that his new gold cock cage held in place. As he ran from his workstation to the training building, he went through the list of his assigned duties in his head, mentally checking off each one he finished. I never tell my boys, not even my exclusives, what I have in mind. I keep them guessing and after enough time, they stop trying to anticipate what I’m going to do. It's better for them to concentrate on their tasks and not speculate about the future.

I own their present and future. It is what I tell them it will be.

Tyler was the newest one I put in an attic cell, mostly to keep him close. He’d been in that cell for only a few months so he was still getting used to his role. It was fine for him to worry as he ran across the field because what I planned was indeed worrisome. Trent wasn’t the only one who was going to undergo a trial today. Tyler was facing his own make-or-break test.

He came perilously close to backtalking My Cop. One more baby step across that line and he’d be back at the front gate ID’ing visitors. Given his physical fitness work, he was turning into a nice piece of eye candy so I wasn’t sure I’d let him wear anything if I sent him back to the gate. Except the gold cage.

That’s one reason all the men I own, from stable slaves to attic dwellers, sign contracts. If I had to expel Tyler – or any slave – they would leave with nothing, no property, financial accounts or belongings. That knowledge keeps them towing the line. After all, where would they go?

Tyler trotted in, his sweaty skin gleaming under the overhead lights, and he stared at what he saw. Trent was hogtied on his knees with his moderately long cock standing at attention. He took one look at Tyler and closed his eyes and a small grin crossed Trent’s face.

The men I own are simply beautiful. If they aren’t when I buy them, I turn them into the shape I like looking at. All it takes is a ferocious fitness program, proper feeding and an occasional mask to hide a particular face. Tyler didn’t need a mask.

A good slave obeys whatever he’s told to do. A great one launches his entire being into the task. That’s what I wanted to find out – could Tyler be that slave?

It’s unnecessary to speak to men when pointing a finger gives them all the instruction they need. My finger was directed at Trent’s stiff cock and then at Tyler.

A stupid slave would balk at what I indicated. I don’t buy stupid slaves.

Tyler walked to the center of the big room and dropped to his knees. I watched every piece of him strain; he was a rigid mass of muscle when I tapped my boot on the floor. That was all it took.

He dropped his lower jaw and took Trent’s cock in his mouth. That earned him one point but that was only the first part of his job. I’m not heartless and this was his first time, so I grabbed his bald head and shoved it into Trent’s groin and pulled it back before pushing it into him again. It took two thrusts before he settled into his task.

Trent was moaning in joy. Tyler grunted with each lunge. I stopped him with a jolt to his sound when Trent was on the edge of ejaculating.

Tyler was gasping for air when I pressed his head against my hip and rubbed his scalp. For his part, Trent was sobbing in frustration.

The men I own ejaculate only when I tell them to and it’s done by machine. They’re milked three times a week; more if they get antsy. The machine can empty six at a time so Jack can run the entire stable through in about an hour. Despite what they learn, that orgasm is merely a memory, they hope that this time, I’ll let them finish. That’s why I watch her milk them from time to time. Their expectant faces amuse me. You’d think that by now, they’d know the outcome but my boys always hope this will be the night I let them come.

It never happens. But you know, men.

My inner voice was almost shouting at me, telling me what My Cop didn’t know but I just discovered. The third-party using Trent to wreak harm to my world or to me because that would hurt My Cop wasn’t a business associate, family member or casual acquaintance. He was grooming Trent’s overpowering need to be used exactly as I just did to be his personal sex toy. He knew Trent’s crushing secret and was abusing it to get to me.

If he hurt me, he’d hurt My Cop more. The bastard’s goal was to try to annihilate My Cop's spirit.

Not. Going. To. Happen.


Spouse Training


Chapter 14  

Tyler’s Number

AFTER TESTING TYLER and confirming Trent’s secret, I had two debased men to deal with. The other seven husbands had been through 24 hours of degrading, demeaning and debasing so they were primed for their spouses’ arrival. Not Trent. He needed special handling to make sure his moment of lapsing into slave hysteria didn’t become permanent.

And then there was Tyler. As the head of on-site security, he was in a different category than the stable was but hadn’t reached the level of exclusive. I wasn’t sure he ever would. The four I branded serve me whenever I summon them for trips to the stars that shine above Amityworld and they spend their days taking care of the business of my realm with occasional jolts when I want a bit of pleasure with my coffee and blueberry muffins on the terrace.

Tyler didn’t fit into either group and that night at dinner, I had to decide who and what he would be. There would never be a third group of men I own so he had to fit in somewhere.

The monitors were on in the smaller dining room so I could keep an eye on the husbands during their workout session, last feeding and putting them to bed. I wanted my exclusives to watch so when morning arrived, they’d know how to handle any who were teetering on the ledge of submission but hadn’t yet completely fallen off. Men like that often pose pesky problems.

My Cop was due in two days, one day after the spouses were arriving. His place was set at the table even though he wasn’t there. It was a reminder to all of them, and especially to Tyler, that as far as they were concerned, he is always here.

Gage made the first comment and I’m sure he had no idea how insightful it was. He said, “It’s hard to tell them apart with those blank asses.”

My inner voice heard it and that’s when I knew what I was going to do with Tyler now that he’d proven his obedience when he sucked Trent almost to orgasm and would have finished if I hadn’t stopped him. Tyler had no idea I used him to unravel Trent’s mystery. I wasn’t sure how he’d take to being used like that, even though months ago Zayn announced in front of my somewhat surprised Cop that Tyler was bisexual.

What I had him do wasn’t about sex. It was all about power and submission; my power and his submission.

He’d learn two more lessons that night, one about how I would use him and second, what it feels like to have a number tattooed on his right asscheek like the rest of my property.

Sometimes, my exclusives have something to say worth hearing. That night it was Gage’s turn.

I sent Nova a message to arrange for my tattoo artist to get here as soon as she could or by morning at the latest. There was no reason to wait; after all, eight spouses were due at the airport before lunch tomorrow and Tyler would be in one limo. Sitting on his etched ass would be an unforgettable lesson for him.

I switched cameras when the husbands completed their workouts and were sent back to their cabins for feeding. My exclusives saw what they were served and then looked at their own dinners. Men eat what they’re fed when it’s served. They do not leave anything on their plates. The husbands who failed to finish lunch were served those leftovers for dinner. The others were given plenty of protein and enough carbs to get them through tomorrow’s agenda.

Their faces were hilarious when they saw what was on their trays. Mouths dropped open, fingers felt the scraps and lips frowned as they steeled themselves to go hungry that night.

Like I said, men eat what and when it’s served. All of it.

I had Gage run the video from the husbands’ cameras while I enjoyed my eggplant parmesan and thought about Gage’s earlier comment regarding the husbands’ blank asses. A number was going on Tyler’s right cheek later tonight, once the tattoo artist confirmed the time. My question was what digits I wanted there. They’d be permanent so I would use only two numbers. Brand new men have three until I decide to keep them, then I categorize them and have their numbers imprinted. Only the very best get tattoos on their penises and that takes time for my inner voice to be sure I want to keep them forever. Or until they bore me and I put them up for sale.

The ones I keep must have served me well for a long time, often two-to-three years with a solid record of rentability along with a skill that helps my business or keeps the estate running smoothly. You’d be surprised how many of the men I buy for those skills plus their talents to entertain my clients wind up working in the garden, composting or keeping the grounds beautiful. They’re happy in those roles, even a few high-level former executives who jump off their cots when the morning siren sounds, rush through their fitness exercises, trot to the row of small toilets for first piss-and-shit duty and literally run to complete the tasks on their daily schedules.

Once you tell men what they are and who owns them, they wake up eager to work and go to bed satisfied with their day of accomplishments. Controlling ejaculations keeps them zealous to wake up; after all, this could be the day I let them finish.

It never happens, but they always hope.

Tyler didn’t fit into any of the standard categories I have for my stable. He wasn’t a 20, a big cock, even though his was decent enough. Nor was he a 40, a pain slut or a 50, a singer and dancer, just like he wasn’t a 60, my ass boys, or a 70, a role player, or a 90, the estheticians. I didn’t need another pony, the ones I mark with 80s and I didn’t intend to rent him out so even though he could have been a 30, a mouth boy, he didn’t belong with them.

Tyler lived in the attic and had a unique role in my world. The last boy I numbered in the teens was now living in a lovely facility my network maintains for retired slaves that served us well. Many have simply aged out but a few suffer from dementia, so they’re cared for and can’t share details of their prior lives if they remember any. Once a week, the staff whips them and that brings smiles to their faces.

I take good care of my property.

Over eggplant parmesan and salad from my garden, I chose Tyler’s number. The tattoo artist would be surprised but not as amazed as my exclusives would be when they saw it.

The monitors were showing the husbands doing their pre-bedtime calisthenics while my exclusives scoffed at how easy their routines were compared to their own. It takes time for out-of-shape men to reach their potential. They grinned when the men’s earbuds gave them instructions, including ten pushups, ten squat thrusts, ten jumping jacks and when they ran in place for ten minutes, they were snickering when I stuffed blueberries in their mouths.

Ten reps is for wusses, Juke said while blue juice ran from the corners of his mouth.

They were expecting me to tell them which exclusive I wanted in my suite that night but men who assume what I will do are always wrong. They were this time, too.

“Tyler, in my suite,” I said.

The shock on their faces was almost comical. Three mouths fell open but Tyler’s was the most entertaining of all. He stood up quickly and ran for the stairs, took them two at a time, and when I rode the elevator to my suite, he was on his knees at the door.

It was the first time I’d ever let him inside and he was bouncing on his knees from excitement stemming from expectation. That would change very soon.

I put him in the suite’s foyer while my eunuch finished the preparations and Nova led the tattoo artist inside and deposited her with Tyler. For special occasions, I have my eunuch dress me in something that fits what’s going to happen. This didn’t call for leathers; rather, I had it dress me in my purple gown and plum robe with gold edges. Tyler stared at me, then at the floor. I was sure what was going on in his brain – that I chose him to do what my exclusives do in my suite.

They take me beyond the stars that shine on Amityworld.

That wasn’t what was on my agenda for Tyler. I didn’t need or want any of those talents he might have. My exclusives are just that, my private property who provide nights that make me soar above the stars. No, Tyler had a different lesson to learn. It might not be fast, but it would certainly be memorable.

I put Tyler in a simple cock stock so he faced a blank wall. I removed his cage and clamped the bar shut behind his balls and had Nova lock his ankles to the base. Tyler fears almost nothing and kept his eyes open when I introduced him to my red-handled single-tail. I expected he’d do the same while the artist worked.

That’s when I summoned all three of the attic dwellers, who were at the foyer door in minutes. I told the artist which digits to engrave on Tyler’s asscheek and gave my three boys their favorite instruction.

“Take me beyond the stars,” I said.

Minutes later, I was being treated to too many flights to count, one reason there is no clock in my suite. Time has no meaning when I’m enjoying myself.

While she carved numbers that Tyler would wear for the rest of his life, he could hear – but not see – what my exclusives are trained to do for me and were doing extremely well. I suppose he groaned a lot in frustration but those hours taught him that his role in my world has strict limits that I will challenge him with every day. And every night.

When I was finally satisfied, I sent my boys back to their attic cells and fell into a well-deserved and very sound sleep, right after I took a good look at Tyler’s ass and the big 11 tattooed on it.

I’d tell him what his number was in the morning.

He spent the night on his feet in the cock stock so he didn’t mar the new numbers. His moaning was the melody that lulled me to sleep.


Chapter 15  

A Day’s Work

THE HUSBANDS’ SECOND day was packed with one degrading, demeaning and debasing experience after another. They had lost so much of their individuality that I had to agree with Gage’s comment. They were almost impossible to tell apart.

To make sure they were ready for their spouses who were arriving in the morning, I put them through a series of scenarios that they’d likely encounter when I sent them home. For the first 30 days, I encourage wives and husbands to isolate their new property from others to avoid distractions. They could return to their offices, of course, but had to wear the cock cages that sent GPS location data to their spouses’ phones. For the best results, they had to give the men hourly schedules that specified what they would do and where they were allowed to be. Most of all, men need to learn that time isn’t theirs anymore and owned men have no time off.

Men that I ship back after I break and train them should never be offered options. Every choice must be made by their owners, from when they wake up to do their fitness routines, use the bathroom, shower and what they will wear that day. They need a list of specific tasks to do when they are out of the house and must finish them correctly the first time. If they fail, they must be corrected immediately.

For the first 30 days, every movement they make is recorded on the apps my tech boys install on their devices and a time is set on their schedules to assess if they succeeded at each task. Owners are the judges and juries. When new sex slaves do a chore well, never reward them with more than a pat on their asses. If they fail, the spouses will learn from trial and error what punishments worked best and they’ll have fun testing tools that impart those lessons.

That’s why I insist they show up for two days of training early in the process. They’ll be back for 24 hours before the truck arrives to ship the husbands home.

To get the husbands – they were hardly virgins anymore – ready for the next two days, they had to drop to the bottom of any leftover resistance they had. That meant each hour on their schedule shifted from degrading activities to demeaning tasks all the way to debasing duties. It fits together like a whirlpool, spinning their logic into nothingness, pulling them down to their basest instincts.

Men learn best when they are reduced to their animal natures.

That’s a complicated way of saying that the day degraded them to their basest instincts, the same reflexes and urges that drive untrained beasts in the wild, including hunger, air and sex.

It’s the same with men. Remove them from what they think is normal and then build them up, bit by bit, into what you want them to become. It’s surprisingly easy in the right environment.

After they were awakened by a loud and irritating siren and put through their first round of exercise, they were sent to the row of small toilets and told to do their business. My stable stares at the timer and they know what happens if they fail to perform but the eight husbands were clueless. Until they weren’t.

They were too exhausted to complain and most peed when need overtook their shame. Daily bowel movements will be part of their new routine so learning that expectation was their introduction to this phase of ownership.

Jack gave them plenty of time, even more than the few minutes my stable boys are allowed, then lined them up and locked their wrists to the handgrips halfway down the wall so they were bent in half. By now, they were so confused, I was confident they had no idea what would happen next. Jack didn’t give them time to speculate and drained cold enemas into each ass in the line. With their hands locked to the wall, the impact on their colons was as violent as it was debasing.

They were learning that they will do whatever they’re told to do whenever they’re told to do it and there are consequences if they fail. When the consequences are much worse than the task itself, men learn a lifelong lesson. They do what they’re told when they’re told to do it. At first, it’s to avoid punishment. Then it becomes natural. It’s as easy as that.

If it sounds simple, it is. Women should enforce that as a law.

This exercise merged my three overriding principles, degrade, demean and debase, in a single 15-minute experience. Jack didn’t care if they shit down their legs and had to stand in it until the last one was empty. She wasn’t going to clean it up. They were.

She oversaw them crawling in the muck, wiping up their mess and finally sanitizing the stainless-steel floor in what she calls the shit-and-shower room until it sparkled. Neil, the tech exec who could make a decent ass boy, sniffled as he wiped the floor; Dean, as usual, had tears running down his face. Gregory choked back gags and Darren was breathing out of his mouth, trying to avoid the stench.

When one, and in this case, several shit on the floor, everyone cleans it up.

They made quite a show on my monitor, but I kept my eye on two of them. Robert was interesting but Trent was close to remarkable.

The security guard was so obviously ex-military that he approached the task with too much detachment. I knew he was going to need a firm hand and made a note to show Sheila how to manage him. A good sex slave empties his mind of his own expectations and fills it with ones for the woman he’s serving. A great one swaps out that emptiness for the drive not just to serve her, but to thrive in the thrill of her joy. He replaces his own fulfillment with hers.

My exclusives used to fight their stiffening penises when they served me. Now they are so thrilled to see how satisfied I am with their work, their cocks no longer react. All they want is my approval and that is more than enough of a reward.

Occasionally, I set the milking machine to ejaculation to make sure things still work. It’s quick and doesn’t give them any satisfaction. I think of it as oiling a noisy door hinge, like regular maintenance.

All the spouses had to learn that their husbands were there for the purposes they defined and they should withhold approval until they finished successfully. How would they know when their men were performing properly? They’d stop begging to be uncaged.

We’d practice that the first night they were here, all night, until the women were content and the men exhausted but gratified they’d done their jobs. Until they learned that, their welted asses would remind them.

All eight husbands ate everything on their first feeding trays with their fingers. By their third feeding, they’d have no trouble emptying their bowels, not with the natural additives Emma prescribed and the chef included.

They ran in a straight line across the big field to the garden for their day’s first task. Gage set up a speaker so I could issue instructions and tell them the time they had to complete it. I made it clear what the penalty was for not doing it well and within the time allotted.

My directions were simple and short, the only way I speak to men I own. There are no choices, no two ways to do what I assign. That’s a skill their spouses would have to practice.

“Tend the garden every morning. Weed, rake and fertilize with your hands in two hours. If your section isn’t done suitably, you won’t be able to sit on your ass for two days.”

I put Tyler, sporting his own sore asscheek, in charge of the eight husbands working in the garden. He tried to see his new number but couldn’t bend that way. I’d tell him after I finished my latte and blueberry muffins on the terrace while I watched the men work. I kept one eye on them and the other on Tyler.

He marched around the perimeter of the garden and corrected their work while keeping an eye on the remaining time with the modified remote control hanging from his cock cage. He was dutiful and jolted them only when necessary. Of course, he made sure they could see the gift I gave him on his right asscheek, a mark he’d wear forever.

Tyler passed that test and was going to prove himself to me after he completed the next one, the one that had serious implications for Trent. And for My Cop.
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That morning, only one husband needed to find out that I mean what I say. Neil fumbled the weeding task and left unsightly growth in his section. No one whips my property except me, so I had Jenna drive me to the garden. I instructed her to lock Neil’s wrists to his ankles and made the other husbands hold him in place. The best lessons are fast and memorable, so I gave the other seven a front row seat.

I didn’t use my red-handled whip. Neil’s ass wasn’t worthy of her kiss. A long carbonite cane was all he deserved.

The first stroke left a single red welt and the second crisscrossed the first so there was a big red X on his ass, a mark the husbands would remember for a long time. For his part, Neil – who was proving I was right about him being an ass boy – sang his slave song loudly.

Trent leaned into every stroke and seemed disappointed there were only two. I’d take care of that when My Cop arrived in the transport garage.

Two strokes from my whip, the one with the custom-made red handle, is hardly an appetizer for My Cop. I was going to serve him a five-course feast.


Chapter 16  

Expansion

BY THE END of the day, eight exhausted men ran across the field after their final piss-and-shit duty to do their last exercise routine of the day on the small field where I had excellent vantage from the terrace. When they were locked in their divided cabins, they wanted to fall on the cots and empty their minds of their new reality but that wasn’t what I had in store for them.

Men I own are never idle. Even the sleep time I allot comes with work that improves their service to their owners. Their asses weren’t pliable enough to plug them for any length of time, and I knew their spouses had every intention of doing that, so stretching them was on the schedule. I challenged my west-coast developers to build a device that would work on virgin asses.

Ramon and José came up with a perfect solution. They showed me a video of the beta test group, all ass virgins, using the devices overnight. Although they sped up the video, I got the point, especially when they injected a drop of mint oil into the snoring men’s rectums.

My boys used to spend hours on the mechanical ass expander. Jack had to oversee them to make sure there was no anal tearing, something that puts boys out of commission for a long time while it heals. The worst part is that they’re unusable and unsaleable after an injury like that. No reputable seller would ever market one of those without disclosing the problem. If anyone wants one, they usually turn them into geldings. At least they have some use.

With the overnight anal expanders, that was in the past. They were controlled remotely, sent feedback to Jack’s tablet and best of all, were rechargeable. Batteries are expensive and bad for the environment. After they worked out the self-lubrication kinks, I could have the expanders installed right before the stable was put to bed and they'd work while they slept. When the wakeup siren sounded, they lined up to have them removed and their sizes plotted on a chart I use when renting stable boys. Most clients have moderately sized penises, but there is often an extra-large using a rental cabin. The expanders gave me more choices to assign to paying clients.

There was no reason the husbands’ asses shouldn’t be able to take at least small-to-medium cocks or plugs when I was finished with them. One thing was apparent from the forms their spouses completed – there were seven ass virgins in the cabins plus Gregory, the beta male in his marriage. His husband, Dante, mentioned he wanted to use Gregory as entertainment for friends and wanted to know if I could do something to help that happen.

I could do a lot more than something.

After the husbands finished their third exercise session, I had them lined up in the hallway outside the cabin doors. When I walked into the hallway, I heard a chorus of groans. Eight men were terrified of what I might do to them. What they’d learn by the end of their time in Amityworld was that their fear was misplaced.

They shouldn’t waste time being anxious about what I might do. They should worry every time they see me and even when they don’t. Men should live in that constant state of tension. It keeps their focus where it belongs.

My EMT, #122, was finishing injecting each ass with lubrication so they were ready for their overnight work. My instructions were brief, the only way I talk to men. Explanations confuse them.

“Asses must be more flexible than yours are now. You will work on that tonight.”

That’s all they needed to know.

The first expander slid into Neil rather easily once he spread his cheeks wide. I had #122 strap a belt around his waist and tighten the cross piece that fit between his cheeks. It takes a while for men to train their sphincters to hold plugs inside and that exercise would be part of their fitness training in the morning. For that night, the expanders would open and close their anuses within the maximum distance Emma calculated as safe during their medical exams.

Based on what I saw the next morning on Neil’s overnight video, my inner voice was right once again. He was an ass boy.

The second one took a minute to wedge in tight. Dean failed to spread himself wide enough but a single jolt made him comply quickly. Before my medical slave buckled Dean’s belt, I saw him working his buttocks around the expander. He moaned a little when #122 tightened the straps but it was hardly a decent slave song. He'd sing for me tomorrow.

Darren’s ass was too tight to work the expander in as deep as it should go so instead of whipping him like I did with Neil earlier in the day, I tapped my prod on his testicles. I could have had #122 spread him, but the trained men I ship home must follow instructions on their own. He growled from the pain but pulled his cheeks wider apart. They always do, as soon as they understand who owns them and feel the consequences.

Gregory was in position and nicely spread. Men like him who have the role of the beta in gay relationships are experienced at being used this way but his husband had additional plans. I was sure Gregory would make a fine dog that his husband could share with friends so making sure he didn’t suffer anal damage was important. It stood to reason that some of his husband’s friends had meaty shafts and if Gregory were going to service them all, he needed a very supple hole for them to ream.

I left Gregory whimpering and moved to the next ass in line.

Craig was in quite a state before I touched the tip of the expander in his anus. He was muttering something that I ignored and when I pressed the circular tip into him, he started babbling nonsense. He’d change his tune in a day or two but for tonight, he had to be silent.

Sex slaves don’t just accept what their owners do to them. They appreciate it; they are grateful their owners find them interesting enough to use. Nonsensical blather isn’t acceptable.

I stuffed a gag in his mouth and he quieted down so I could finish him and move onto the one I was certain would make a rentable pig, if his wife was interested in extra income. Bent like he was, his belly hung low and he had difficulty wrapping his arms around his fat asscheeks, let alone pull them apart. #122 was ready to do it for him, but like I said, any slave I train must follow instructions by himself.

If a boy can’t reach his own ass, bend him lower and kick his legs apart. The cheeks will split themselves. That’s exactly what I did.

Andrew was nearing hysteria when the expander was locked in place, certainly not the gratitude a sex slave should exhibit. It’s common with certain virgins but still unacceptable, especially with the spouses due in mid-morning. The most effective way to pull a virgin back to appropriate behavior doesn’t take much effort on my part. Two sharp swats to his dangling cock gave him something else to think about. It also shut him up after he finished shrieking.

I was curious what Robert’s reaction would be. As a former Marine, he knew how to obey yet this would be his first order involving the inside of his ass. I felt his struggle between pulling his cheeks apart and his perception that he was naked, bent in half and having an object forced into his rectum. I expected him to grunt when the strap was tightened but that’s not what he did.

He bellowed out the turmoil inside his gut.

The others got silent and froze in place. While he roared his angst, I sent a drop of mint oil into him. If he was going to screech, I’d give him something worth screeching about. It took two full minutes before he stopped shuddering and yelling over a device he was going to wear every night for the next 12 days and his wife would likely keep him in when he was delivered to her. #122 buckled the belt and I moved onto the last ass in line.

My little voice told me what to expect. As usual, she was right.

Trent was caught between two competing struggles. He had a reputation, an important career and an outward persona of quiet dignity. Every bit of that was gone. The other part of him, the unspoken desire to be used like a piece of meat forced to suck men’s cocks and be reamed by whatever plug or penis they chose was rearing its head right there in the hallway.

His opposing needs were in conflict. This was a good time, the first of several, that I would force him to shed one personality and envelop himself in one I expected. Besides, he had information he didn’t realize he had. Information that I wanted – the identity of the third party that was threatening My Cop. Trent would tell me who he was, one way or another.

I forced the expander inside him and while #122 was buckling and tightening the device, Trent was working his sphincter on it, trying to hold it in by himself. He’d likely be the first who could keep it inside and didn’t need to be belted each night.

With expanders in the eight husbands’ asses and the belts tight, I made them kneel and face me. They had one job to finish before I put them to bed.

“Thank me,” I said.

Eight former virgins mumbled the same thing.

“Thank you, Ms. Amity.”

I had them repeat it a dozen times until they stopped muttering and said it clearly. And with gratitude.

They thought I was done when I sent them to their cots in the cabins. Like all men who predict what I will do, they were wrong.


First Look


Chapter 17  

Taking Ownership

TYLER, THIS TIME wearing street clothes, handled the arrival of seven wives and one husband at the airport and brought them to the front gate for an ID and password check. The two-hour ride was cordial mostly because several passengers already knew each other, either by acquaintance or reputation. They were all people of means so there were no displays of self-importance.

Having the new front gate guard insist on seeing their IDs and demanding they repeat their passwords was, by itself, a levelling moment. There would be a lot more over the next two days.

I care about only two things related to their outside lives. They have to pass My Cop’s background checks and their bank accounts have to support what I charge to train virgins into personal sex slaves. What they pay doesn't approach the kind of fun I have doing it, but that’s my secret.

When the limo parked in the transport garage and the green light lit, I turned on that monitor to see what I was dealing with in person. I met them on a group video call and that gave me certain information but having a real-life look always tells me a lot more. I’d find out even more when they spent some time with Emma.

No one comes to Amityworld without visiting Emma. I protect my property from danger, of course, and these days, some illnesses are perilous to my stable and house girls. Besides, these eight spouses were about to embark on a physically challenging 48 hours. They had to be up to the task.

It wasn’t necessary to have them strip completely for Emma’s exam. She chose a provocative deep pink outfit for the day with a flared skirt, low cut camisole and, of course, matching stilettos. She’s getting very good at walking on them without falling over like she used to.

“Ms. Amity requires screening of all guests,” she said to the startled group. Perhaps it was the bright pink that surprised them. Or the tall heels. It didn’t matter; Emma is all business.

She unbuttoned blouses, unzipped jackets and bared chests to listen to their hearts and lungs, then lifted skirts and lowered pants to palpate – one of her favorite words – their lower parts. She tested their strength by having them grab handles on the wall and squat while their panties were down at their ankles and finally made them pee in cups together.

Emma was so professional about the checkup that not one spouse balked at her requirements. That had two implications for me.

First, they’d give me little or no trouble for the next two days but second, they needed a lot of work to learn how to own their husbands. Skilled owners would never have been as compliant as they were during the cursory medical exam.

I watched while Jenna walked them at a fast pace to the Parlor building. They were nowhere near ready to run.

I met them in the small theater to go over the rules and tell them what the next two days would involve. The spouses stared at the monitors on every wall that showed the live feed of the stable exercising on the small field and the chef and house girls preparing lunch. Several jaws dropped at the sight of two dozen naked, bald beefy men undergoing their second fitness session of the day and counting their reps out loud. Not to mention the house girls.

Showing them the end result would help them understand what they have to do to keep their husbands in line after I was done with them. Besides, when we had lunch, the monitors in the dining room would show an entirely different set of male flesh.

“Welcome to Amityworld,” I said. “This is the place where your dreams become real. I trust you’re up for the hard work ahead of you.”

Not one smiled. That wasn’t surprising after my warning about hard work. These people were used to others doing that for them but that doesn’t happen in my world. Taking ownership requires serious effort and maintaining it – let alone increasing it – is an ongoing process. Men are inherently lazy and backslide if they’re not properly monitored. All good owners like my friends keep a constant eye on their property and correct any regressing quickly, with a lesson that lasts a long time. New owners have to be taught not just how to use the sex slaves I give them but also how to prevent them from relapsing into their old ways.

When I said it was a lot of work, I meant it. They’d understand it better before they turned in for the night.

“Watch the screens. Those men are some of my property doing their second daily workout. The second of three. Every day, no off days, no excuses.”

I let that sink in. Amelia, Darren’s wife, couldn’t take her eyes off the screen. Diana said something about Craig’s inability to do what she wanted unless she listed the steps. She wanted to know how I got the boys on the monitors to do synchronized pushups. Sheila had no questions; it was written all over her face. What she was looking at was exactly what she wanted Robert to become.

Dante wanted to know if any of my boys were gay, like his husband Gregory, and if they needed special attention. His was the only question I answered at that time.

“Every man I own provides excellent service to men or women or whomever I rent him to. A sex slave does what he’s told and his only pleasure comes from doing it superbly."

That was the first revelation of their two-day training and many more would follow.

“I know you have questions but before you ask, this is   how the next two days will unfold. You won’t meet them in person until tonight because you have a lot to learn first. When you see how far they’ve come, I want you to know how to keep them moving forward into what you expect them to be for the rest of their lives.”

Like I said, revelations would keep coming. The thought of forever generated several grins. I had one more fact to share before I entertained their questions.

“Finally, you may not recognize them. I’m sure you noticed that my boys are hairless and in first-class shape. Your men are halfway there.”

Casey gripped the back of the chair in front of her and blurted out, “Dean has no hair?”

“None of them do,” I said.

Ruth said, “Why did you do that?” Her husband was the fat boy who had a habit of saying one thing while meaning the opposite. Unless she stripped him of those facades, he’d never satisfy her. It all started with clothes and hair.

“How many orgasms did you demand from him last week?” I asked.

She looked down and finally admitted there had been none. It was a busy week, she said.

“How many did you want?” I asked.

Ruth shook her head; in fact, several women did. It was their first step in understanding what ownership means. They had a lot more stairs to climb.

“After lunch, you will be given one of my trained men to use. I will give you a task to assign to each of them. If he completes that task quickly and correctly, then he will be fulfilled. If he does not, he will be punished and you will administer that punishment. While we enjoy my chef’s menu, think about how you will instruct that slave to do what you tell him.”

Dante almost snorted, a sign that he thought he’d have no trouble ordering a man to do a job. Sandra looked confident so I assumed she thought she had a way to make Neil do what she wanted, one that probably violated the rules of proper ownership. The husbands weren’t the only ones who needed to be broken of bad habits.

That’s what the next two days were for.

Nova trotted in, her fat belly bouncing with each step and her massive breasts jiggling in tempo. Her bald head topped off her entrance. The spouses stared at her like she just stepped out of a flying saucer.

She knelt, reached her arms out in front and laid her forehead on the floor. That position is the first thing my new purchases learn to do. The second is how to address me and it’s all topped off with how they say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.” With their asses bobbing up and down.

I didn’t blink but seven women and one man’s jaws dropped.

“Yes?” I said. It wasn’t really a question and Nova understood she had to tell me the reason for her interruption in a short, complete response because I asked a question. Otherwise, she’d never speak. Her fat ass had been the canvas for my whip often enough that she wouldn’t dare utter a syllable without permission. It was easier to show the spouses rather than explain that your property has little to say that’s worth your time.

“Ms. Amity, the chef reports that luncheon is ready.”

Ignoring her, I turned back to my guests. Nova wouldn’t move a muscle until I dismissed her.

“After you learn how to use my men, you will meet with my attorney to learn the best ways to take possession of your property to insure that you are always comfortable. When I buy men, their assets – all of them – become mine.”

Heads nodded and serious faces replaced their open mouths.

“That’s something I’ve always wanted to look into,” Amelia said. “Darren’s a lawyer, you know.”

No, he’s not, I thought but didn’t say it aloud. He’s your property, simply one of your assets. It’s a lesson all owners must learn and act on.

“I think Trent has secrets,” Bridget said.

Yes, he does, I thought. I didn’t say that out loud either. Bridget was the tool I’d use to discover Trent’s secrets after Caitlin taught her how to secure her future.

“After dinner, you will meet your husbands for the first time since I’ve had them. Hopefully you’ll make the most out of that encounter so the way they regard you is reinforced. They’re well on their way to understanding what they are and what they will always be. If that’s what you truly want, it’s up to you to make it happen.”

They’d been introduced to a new world in the past 30 minutes and needed a break but their husbands wouldn’t get a minute’s rest. What wasn’t on the monitors was the removal of their anal expanders, their fitness routine, the first piss-and-shit and their first feeding. While we enjoyed brunch, their eight husbands would be on task, sucking artificial vaginas and one penis to learn new techniques to please their owners. When they heard the bell ring, they’d feel successful but they’d suck until all eight rang.


Chapter 18  

Brunch and Testing

WITH EVERYONE SEATED at the table in the larger dining room, it was time to introduce the spouses to how house staff should be treated. They’d seen Nova and were about to meet a few kitchen girls and the chef. I had the girls put the fruit cups on the table before we arrived, rather than serve them in person. The shock of seeing that many naked, hairless servers surrounding them would have an impact. I wanted them to eat something first. They’d need their strength for the afternoon.

The spouses ate and chatted over fruit, cheese and virgin mimosas. I never mix alcohol with untrained potential owners. That’s why there is no alcohol served at our auctions. Some Dommes can get a bit excited when they’re using the kind of men we sell and trade. Damaged slaves are financial burdens.

I wanted to find out more about Bridget, the things My Cop’s background research team wouldn’t have discovered. I knew the facts, from work to hobbies to finances and what went on in her bedroom, but that wasn’t what she was going to tell me now. She’d drop hints and clues that would lead me to Trent’s third party.

My Cop wasn’t arriving until tomorrow. What he didn’t know wouldn’t be a problem. Until it was.

We exchanged pleasantries about where they lived and places they’d vacationed and then I targeted individuals. I had Amelia disclose which of Darren’s law firm partners had hit on her and how much he paid his ex-wife each month. Casey broke as easily as her husband and explained in detail what an incompetent lover Dean was, those times she could get him into bed before the Japanese markets opened.

Secrets are more easily exposed when there’s food and people outside their normal environments. Sheila made it clear she kept Robert on a tight budget and insisted he keep the only job he was suited for, even if it was a fairly low-level position. She didn’t get her kicks from overplaying her husband’s lack of wealth; rather, she preferred to talk about how much she was worth. Diana confessed that Craig liked being spanked, which prompted Dante to describe how he paddled Gregory’s ass once or twice and how much he liked it, although he didn’t mention his husband’s reaction to it. Ruth complained about Andrew’s big belly and how he ate like a pig. I stifled my laugh because she was going to find out how lucrative owning a pig can be.

That left Bridget, the one I was setting up divulge secrets.

“What does Trent do when he’s not working?” I asked.

She sighed and looked at her empty fruit cup. It was too soon for her and I’d fix that quickly.

I jolted the chef to serve the main course and four house girls trotted into the dining room, each carrying two plates. It wasn’t the food that made the spouses stare at them; rather, it was their naked bodies, bald scalps and huge bosoms that bobbled with each step. After they placed the dishes in front of the guests, I lined them up near the door and started the pleasure programs in their pussy chips.

Every moment is teachable.

“When your slave performs satisfactorily, you reward them – briefly – and then send them to their next task. After they’re trained, rewards aren’t necessary and are, in fact, unadvisable. They learn to be content with a job well done and don’t need more than that.”

I turned off the girls’ programs and pointed to the kitchen. They ran out in a straight line.

“I implant chips in all of them. Girls have a program like you just saw that stimulates their clitorises. There are also jolts that I use to summon them or correct misbehavior. Would you like to see how that works?”

Eight heads bounced up and down. They damned sure wanted to see that.

I jolted Jenna’s chip and she galloped into the dining room, panting from pain but too well-trained to grab her aching pussy. She’s 5’11” and a solid mass of sturdy flesh but has the smallest breasts among my girls, a fact I remind her about constantly. It’s good for her to understand she is on trial and if I no longer want her, hardly anyone would want to buy her if she was one of my rejects. It keeps her on her toes, working extra-hard every day.

“It works like this,” I said and pressed the middle button on my control box. Jenna groaned while she bounced on her toes, trying desperately to absorb the wave of pain in her pussy. She was getting better at it but it was apparent to the spouses that she was in agony.

“I use this for correction,” I said while Jenna bobbed up and down. “I don’t consider a jolt as small as this to be punishment. When one of them misbehaves, they spend time in an outbuilding with me and my whip.”

No one had picked up a fork yet. They were fully involved with Jenna’s groans and the concept of a punishment session. It’s something they’d do themselves before they left.

“Men like your husbands need both correction and punishment. It’s up to you to determine which and when.”

They nodded and I turned off Jenna’s chip. She was gasping when I sent her out of the room.

I turned to Bridget and said, “Have you ever wanted to correct or punish Trent?”

I rarely ask questions I don’t already know the answer to. This was no exception.

“Yes, Ms. Amity, I darned sure have wanted to. Sometimes he does the strangest things, well, he’s a little strange when he gets home. It’s usually when he gets home late so I figure it’s something at work. He deals with so much confidential information that I figure that’s the problem. But he’s not upset on those nights. He’s actually in a good mood.”

I had this boy’s number. One more question would get me what I wanted to know.

“He needs to be chipped,” I said.

Eight faces stared at me with the same question but I wanted Bridget to ask it. She was going to submit to me before we finished our omelets. She simply didn’t know it yet.

“Chipped? You can chip Craig?” Diana looked astounded.

I nodded, waiting for Bridget to ask and kept my eyes fixed on her until she did. Finally, she got up her the nerve.

“Like a dog?”

Smiling, I said, “Like a dog. Like anything you own.”

Sheila followed up with a fairly reasonable question. “What’s involved in chipping a man? Can I see one?”

We were getting somewhere. Once spouses move past the concept of that kind of control over their husbands, they are hungry for the details.

“Finish eating and I’ll bring a few chipped boys in for you to examine. Although I don’t sell chips exactly like mine, there are a few you can purchase. Think about it and if you want to chip your husband, my doctor can take care of it before yours leaves. In fact, you can all participate in chipping your own.”

Eager to get to see chips in action, they dug into their food and turned down a second cup of coffee.

“Bridget, before I bring in a few of my chipped boys, what you said earlier was interesting. What do you think Trent does on those late nights?”

“It’s not work,” she said flatly. “I thought about hiring a detective, a private one, but then Malik told me about you.”

“You don’t need a detective. Trent is going to tell us all by himself just as soon as he understands you own him and everything else he thought was his.”

I jolted Aussie’s chip and he crawled into the room. I got Aussie from Maeve and Annalise who run the Pet Shoppe where they turn men into the dogs they were always meant to be. Aussie serves as my protection when My Cop has to work remotely. Months ago, Aussie stepped in front of a bullet meant for me that awful night when Juke was also injured.

Aussie is a very good dog.

“Fetch #121,” I said. That’s all Aussie needs to hear to bring what I want, usually by dragging his target by his cock cage. A few minutes later, the slave destined to be tattooed in the 20s, my group of oversized penises in the stable, was on his knees in the dining room. I patted Aussie’s head and he crept to the corner to drink from his bowl on the floor.

“I want one of those!” Casey said loudly.

“Once you own one man, you can buy a dog at the Pet Shop. All they need is my OK.”

Casey was going to be a star pupil.

I had the girls clear the table and put #121 on his back. Two of my girls held his legs apart so they could get a good view.

“This little incision is where I put the chip. Then it’s glued shut. See here? I make sure the cage doesn’t rub against it.”

They were fascinated, especially Casey who leaned in for a closer look. Sandra tried to touch it and I explained firmly that no one touches my property without asking permission. Which is exactly what she did.

“Please, Ms. Amity, may I touch it?”

She got a point for saying please and another for using my name properly. I added one more for calling the boy’s perineum ‘it’.

One after another, they inspected the space between #121’s cock and anus, each asking politely for permission to touch. Seven of the eight had deferred to my authority. That left Bridget.

“Would you like to test the chip’s power?” I asked another question I knew the answer to before she said anything.

“Oh, yes, Ms. Amity! I really would!”

Bridget’s gushing was on my list to eliminate after dinner when I let them see their husbands.

I explained the sequence, from light lavender to dark purple, and Bridget held the controller in her left hand pressed the lightest button with her right. She held it out so everyone could see it but curled her fingers so no one could snatch it from her.

#121 grunted each time she tapped the button.

“If Trent is going to realize he’s been corrected, it will take more than a few taps.” I hoped she’d get my point. When #121 started howling, I knew she did.

The spouses were gathered around Bridget, watching her press one button after another until she figured out the difference between correction and punishment. It happened when she tapped the dark purple button and held it down.

#121’s shrieks reverberated through the dining room while the spouses vied to tap buttons themselves. I sent them to the Parlor building for their meeting with Caitlin but invited Bridget to my office that I had redecorated after that horrible night.

“I’m sure you want to know where Trent goes on those late nights. Let me show you how to find out.”


Chapter 19  

Practice Sessions

AFTER CAITLIN’S WORKSHOP, I had the spouses gather in the display area under the big dome in the building I had Mason construct for the Amityworld auction from #42’s design. The planner boy’s job was to create the perfect structure to show off 100 for-sale slaves with private inspection rooms and the whole thing could be turned into rental cabins when the weekend was over. He did a lot more than that.

The building is a giant oval with the cabins around the perimeter. The central space is covered by a huge dome and can house anything I want to do in that space. The glass walkway around the edge of the oval lets me see into all the rental cabins and my clients are thrilled with the mirrors on their side. They love looking at themselves using my rentables.

The office wing #42 designed is spectacular. It has its own dome that covers my office, my exclusives' workstations and a private area where My Cop was the first to taste my red-handled whip on his lovely white ass. He spent the rest of the day working from his knees; it was too painful to sit down.

Gage was told to stock the central area with eight new benches, the ones that tilt in every direction, and have eight narrow cages attached to the overhead bars. The tools were lined up on a rotating shelf so I could spin it to find the one I wanted. All the rechargeables were at full power.

I told the spouses to change into work clothes, that is, what they imagined owners would wear when training their property.

Dante was dressed in black slacks and a vest so his chest and fairly muscular arms reflected the late afternoon sunshine through the dome. Several women wore business outfits and Casey stood out in a black pencil skirt and prim white blouse. There was no mistaking her plan that Dean needed a schoolteacher to issue his instructions. Sandra, Amelia and Diana wore red jackets, a nod to their symbolism of power for businesswomen. Ruth and Sheila had on brand-name blue jeans and low cut tops with a bit of cleavage showing, although they were struggling on 4-inch heels.

After our work session in my office, Bridget showed up in tight black pants and knee-high boots with a purple sequined sleeveless top. I took it as a sign of respect for my preferred color.

There’s only one outfit I’d wear in that situation. My handmade leathers.

I jolted Jack’s chip to tell her it was time to send eight stable slaves to the display area. The hooded men ran in a straight line and knelt where I pointed at my boots. They didn’t know why they were there. The only thing that mattered was what I would tell them to do. My property has learned not to predict or assume. They do as they are told, they do it correctly within the time limit I give them.

They know what happens to the ones who don’t.

The spouses gathered behind me and I asked the kneeling boys one question.

“What are you?”

They didn’t hesitate. “Ms. Amity owns me!” they shouted in unison.

“The people behind me will own you for two hours. Do exactly as they tell you.”

Eight men spread their arms out in front of them and dropped their foreheads to the floor. Eight asses bobbed up and down, the way my stable says, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

I didn’t have to turn around to know the eight spouses were staring at what they’d just seen. Casey mumbled, “I want one of those, too!”

“Each boy has a skill that’s part of the reason I bought him and they all have additional talents I discovered when I inspected them. I use their skills for my businesses but their talents are what my clients rent to live out their fantasies. For the next two hours, they will fulfill your dreams but only if you tell them what you want, how long you want them to do it and what you want them to do next. When I have your husbands shipped back to you, they will do whatever you command but only if you issue those orders properly.”

Casey was studying the kneeling men as if she could sense which would give her a trip to the heavens above the dome. Eyes darted between the available bodies and me, trying to figure out if I was being serious. One by one, they were making choices and I was more interested in why they selected one boy over another. All my boys will satisfy them but that’s not good enough and my boys know what will happen if they don’t earn a five gold star review.

Dante looked like he was in heaven. I could give him any boy and he’d be happy but that wasn’t what this exercise was about. Competent owners must learn how to issue orders and never ask for what they want. We do not ‘request’ our property to complete a task, whether it’s in business or providing a client with an amazing experience and we certainly do not ask if it’s that slave’s job to provide your sensual pleasure.

The best owners teach their men that their greatest – and only – satisfaction comes from pleasing them.

I chose Bridget to go first to choose her merchandise for a two-hour experience. She walked down the line of men, then behind them, like she was shopping in a specialty store. This wasn’t an auction inspection; rather, it was for personal use. It’s one of the only times a slave’s face matters but a smart owner would look for strong hands, a decent mouth, lips and teeth, a suitable penis if that’s what she wanted and finally, she’d sense which one felt right to her.

That’s a skill owners must develop on their own. It’s not easily teachable.

Bridget pointed to the second one in line, one of my 50s, the ass boys. This particular boy was also a highly skilled and often-rented mouth worker. That spoke volumes about her suspicions about her husband, like where he was and what he was doing on those late nights ‘at the office’ he claimed. Most women want suckers for their sensual pleasure but when they are in that state, they want ass boys, big strong ass boys, so taking them satisfies their desire to overpower and humiliate men with long, thick cocks through their asses.

My inner voice was speaking very loudly, telling me what Trent was really doing when he said he was working late. It was a safe bet that Bridget suspected it, too.

The other six women chose their entertainment quickly and because Dante would be happy with any of the boys, he went last. Before I sent them to their cabins for a two-hour lesson, I gave them instructions so they knew what the time was really about.

They’d be delighted with my boys’ performances but that was a small part of the exercise. It was designed to show them how to demand what they wanted the boys to do and not tolerate subpar execution or worse, ordinary sex.

“Either you will succeed at issuing orders and have an absolutely amazing time or you and your husband will leave Amityworld after dinner. There are no second chances.”

My boys crawled behind the spouse they were assigned to the cabins to enjoy two hours of my very talented boys’ service. They thought that when they shut the doors, they had privacy. Not in Amityworld.

That’s why I never showed them the glass-walled corridor that surrounds the cabins. Not one noticed the cameras sending real-time video to the monitors in my office where Gage was making sure my boys were safe and working hard for every minute they were being used.

I gave them five minutes before I started my tour.
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The glass-walled corridor around the oval building gave me a perfect view of what was going on inside the cabins. I was less interested in watching my stable boys providing sensual pleasure for the spouses than I was curious whether any of them could muster the tone and mannerisms owners must use. That can’t be taught unless there is an innate feeling of domination that nudges owners toward taking control.

But it can be encouraged, like fanning embers in a dwindling campfire until it grows into a roaring blaze.

The first cabin on my tour was Diana with #46, one of my better pain sluts who was also developing esthetics talents. That’s an unusual combination so I was interested in how Diana was using him. Her husband, the CFO, was one of those literal types, the kind you have to give clear, step-by-step instructions. Without specific orders, men like Craig flounder in the weeds and fail to grasp the big picture.

Diana would miss the mark if she didn’t understand that the means leading to the end she wanted were her responsibility. When Craig was properly trained in one service, that’s when she could skip the list of directions. But she’d have to start over with the next task she assigned him. It would take time and that time started now.

Diana stood over the kneeling #46 and told him to get on the bench in the cabin’s main room. I shook my head; she put the cart before the horse. Owners lock down their slaves. It’s one of the first steps in owning them. But my boy was trained to follow each order in order and not to anticipate what she might say next.

He climbed on the bench on his hands and knees. Diana picked up a large paddle and hovered it over his ass. I shook my head again. The boy should have at least his ankles and wrists secured so he didn’t hurt himself when he started flailing around.

It wouldn’t do. I couldn’t allow that so I went inside and opened her cabin door. When my slave saw me, he scooted off the bench and got into position near my feet.

“Diana, let’s walk through this together, one step at a time. I know your goal, where you want to end up, but how you get there is critical. Besides, what you were attempting was unsafe.”

She looked at me with wide eyes and said, “Ms. Amity, show me how to do it.”

Bingo! A woman who recognizes what she doesn’t know and isn’t too proud to ask someone who does. She had promise.

“Before you paddle or spank a slave, you take ownership. Oh, they’ll climb on the bench and you think you own them because they obeyed. But it’s a false sense of possession. Get your boy ready by putting him through a series of steps that end up where you want.”

She looked puzzled so I had her stand next to me and repeat each order I gave.

“Boy, at my feet,” I said. #46 almost leapt into place. When Diana repeated it in a mousy voice, I had her say it over and over until her tone was correct.

“Ass up,” I said and the boy got on his feet with his hands still on the floor so his backside was as high as he could get it.

Diana smiled and said, “Spread your cheeks!”

The boy ground his face on the floor so he could reach behind and open his ass for her.

We call that an ‘aha!’ moment.

A few minutes later, Diana had the boy all over the cabin performing each task she gave him, some of which made no sense but I didn’t care. The only thing that mattered was seeing Diana take control. I’d look into her cabin again from the glass corridor after I checked on the others.

The next cabin was where Amelia had my #63, one of my better ass boys. He was a good choice. I was sure Darren would make a decent ass boy that she could use as much as she wanted and if she ever rented him out, she would wipe the arrogance completely out of her husband. I had a growing list of wives I’d trained who inquire about renting or loaning their husbands to friends. That required an in-person Parlor to learn how to rent successfully. Profit isn’t always their motive for those women.

It's always about the power.

When I looked through the one-way glass, I saw Amelia buckling a strap-on belt around her waist. I tapped my headset and told Gage to send Amelia a message to hold off until I arrived. She was about to make the biggest mistake any owner could and that wasn’t acceptable. No one injures my boys’ asses.

“Amelia, stop what you’re doing and think.”

She was taken aback by my warning and looked to me for an explanation, one I was eager to provide.

“As far as you know, that’s a virgin ass. Nothing – absolutely nothing – goes into an ass without proper lubrication. Besides, preparing an ass solidifies your ownership.”

She clapped her palm to her forehead and said, “Stupid me.”

Although I agreed that what she was doing was stupid, owners never denigrate themselves in front of slaves. Like many slaves, Darren would interpret that as weakness and use it to his advantage.

“Get an injector,” I said and pointed to the rack of tools. “They’re preloaded.”

I showed Amelia how to lubricate a slave’s ass properly and then we walked in front of the tool rack where I explained why you start small and work your way up when the anus is expanded enough to handle each size. Then I added a finishing touch. Well, two of them actually.

“These plugs are manual and those are electrical. If you start with one of the programmed ones, you’ll hear your slave moan or grunt, depending on which program you use. With one of those in his ass, he will dance for you while you relax in that chair.”

“It certainly looks comfortable,” she said with a grin.

“Ownership doesn’t mean that you have to waste your time actually reaming your boy’s ass. Instead, try watching him perform and see if you like it.”

“I think I’d love it!” she said.

Amelia was on her way so I checked the third cabin where Sheila had one of my 20s, the big cocks.


Chapter 20  

Owner Training

SHEILA WAS HOLDING nipple clips and eyeballing #24’s long penis that I uncaged for this exercise. Women whose husbands have mediocre penises dangling from their crotches have a special appreciation for big ones, like what was hanging between #24’s legs. Male clients mentally replace their own with the length and thickness that they see when they rent my 20s. Big cocks are rented frequently. That’s why I keep several in inventory.

I was sure Sheila wanted to use that cock but a quick fuck wasn’t in my plans. That’s not ownership. Taking a man’s penis away from him physically is the first step. Removing it psychologically is a precursor to ownership. Sheila needed to learn how to do both.

I watched for a few minutes when she attached the nipple clips to #24’s balls. She seemed to float a bit each time he moaned. But a boy that big and well-built wouldn’t screech from something as basic as clips. The big ones need a lot more intensity than that.

The next device she chose was a spiked wheel and it dawned on me what she was trying to do. I wasn’t sure she even knew that was her goal and she was in the perfect place to learn it. You don’t own a man simply by inflicting pain on his penis and testicles. It’s not where you start.

My boy froze when he saw me walk in. He stopped moaning and that told me he wasn’t really reacting to what Sheila was doing; rather, he was giving her what he thought she wanted. That’s a skill I teach my stable. Clients can’t always articulate what they want but I know after I read their applications and listen to their confessions on videos. My rentables are fully prepared to satisfy clients’ dreams once I tell them what they are.

In this case, Sheila’s techniques were haphazard and she was turning #24 into a toy boat in the ocean bouncing in the waves. Sheila was about to get a course correction.

“This isn’t how you own a penis,” I said, deliberately reducing the boy to one part of his anatomy. “Enlarge your field of vision. You want to own the whole thing.”

I hoped the terms I used lit a bulb in her brain. Sheila was seeking a good fuck and that’s the opposite of why she was in this cabin.

“Let’s take this one step at a time. The first thing is to make the boy do his work, like he’s climbing a ladder to reach the top where pleasing you sits. He has to make the effort to touch your pleasure. Every time you interact with him, you must reinforce that each time you tell him what to do, he has to struggle to complete it to your satisfaction.”

Sheila finally started looking at #24 as a whole package instead of as one of the biggest penises she’d ever seen.

“Ms. Amity, please show me an example of how to do that. I haven’t had decent sex in so long, I think I put the cart before the horse.”

Exactly.

Before her time here was over, I’d give her that fantasy with one of my ponies but for now, she needed a better plan.

“Remove her shoes,” I said to #24. He crept to her feet and elegantly took off her left shoe and then did the same to the other one.

“Massage!” I said sternly.

The boy’s big hands were perfect for foot massage. He’d been trained for hours and hours on other slaves’ feet before I allowed him to practice on the house girls. Some of my clients ask for massage but they usually request full body work. Only a few actually apply for foot massage but after I instruct their rentables to linger on their feet and toes, they beg for more. Sheila was about to learn why.

“When you’ve had enough, you tell the boy where to work next. Always remember that your pleasure is his life’s work; it’s the only thing he aspires to. He accomplishes that only when you are satisfied.”

Sheila was obviously enjoying #24’s foot massage; her eyes were closed and she was working hard to take in what I said. When I heard what she said next, I knew I could move to the next cabin.

“Boy! Knead my calves right now!”

I left without looking back. That cabin was on the right track.
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Next on my stroll around the cabins’ perimeter was Sandra who was using one of my ass boys. I gave her #123, one of several I bought in Houston at Nell’s auction. His skill was in construction and I put him on Mason’s crew that built the auction building I was standing in right now. They take care of the estate’s maintenance but this boy’s rentable talent was twofold.

He'd been expanded into one of the biggest anuses in the stable along with an extremely sensitive chest so to get the most out of him, I had his nipples clipped when he was assigned to a specific project with tight time constraints. Squeezing them was how Jack got him to perform during his piss-and-shit times. He was the loudest one on the row of small toilets and rarely failed in the three minutes they’re allotted.

Neil, Sandra’s husband, had a contact list that would serve me well so I wanted to make sure she had first-class ownership skills. Neil’s secret talent was similar to #123’s – reaming his ass turned him on but they’d never explored that in their unexceptional love making. Once Sandra had the skills, Neil would be an easy conquest.

It's all in knowing your property’s hidden desires and using them to achieve your goal. Every woman should listen to her inner voice; they’re almost always right.

When I looked at what she was doing with #123, I was pleasantly surprised. She was moving in the right direction but needed to slow down and zero in on the progression. Owning men is a gradual process until it’s not. Sandra was too impatient to spend enough time on each level.

I walked in and saw #123 locked on a bench with his ass raised high in the air way too soon in the two-hour window. A boy with as hungry an ass as this one had shouldn’t be in that position until after he’d been used in a variety of ways. Sandra had four plugs in a line next to four lube injectors and was almost ready to push in the first one. I stopped her with a serious look.

“Who wants that more? You or that ass?”

Sandra was effusive. “I’ve always wanted to plug an ass. But I really want to use a strap-on. That’s next.”

She had no idea how prescient she was. Neil was just as hungry to have his ass used but had no way to make her see or feel his need. The solution was apparent to me but for Sandra, it might as well have been in another galaxy.

“Make him lubricate himself,” I said.

“Oh, that’s perfect! I can watch him do that and criticize his technique. That’s brilliant!”

Of course it was brilliant. It’s what I do with all my ass boys. I just didn’t say it out loud.

Sandra didn’t hesitate. She unlocked #123 and said, “Grease your ass on your knees!”

The boy crawled to the shelf, retrieved a tube of anal lube and began rubbing it deep inside. That’s when Sandra took over.

“Turn around so I can watch. Deeper. Two fingers.”

I pointed at a hook on the wall and then at a pair of plugs on the shelf. “Hang an electronic plug there.”

“Oh god! That’s perfect! I want to use every setting.”

I left #123’s in good hands. Most likely I’d invite Sandra back for an advanced Parlor. She had what it takes.
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Ruth’s husband was the fat boy and had the biggest jaw spread of all the husbands. She had to learn how to force him to admit what a pig he was and use his flexible mouth to her advantage. Once she owned that part of him, she could turn him into anything she wanted any night of the week. He'd be an excellent sucker and there was a surefire way to turn him into one.

Andrew was a liar. He told tales to his underlings at work, his wife and worst of all, to himself. I didn’t care what stories he came up with; instead, he had the penchant to believe what he claimed. All Ruth had to do was tell him what he was to be on any particular night and Andrew would become that.

He wasn’t just a mouth boy. Andrew was a role player.

I charge top dollar for role players. My clients have compelling fantasies that they want to act out so badly, they’ll pay whatever I charge if the boy they get for those hours or a weekend meets their dreams. My role players are a lot more than credible. When I let them loose in the costume closet, they take pains to look like what the client ordered and take on that role inside and out.

They are so eager to dress up and play their parts that they don’t merely serve clients. They wow them. Being allowed into the costume closet and turning into whatever I tell them they are that night is their dream so they work hard to get five-star ratings so they are requested again by the numbers on their asses.

If Andrew were in my stable, I could see him sucking like a pig, of course, but he’d also make a passable scary teacher, an evil nurse and with his big belly, a believable nun. My clients’ requests cover every hue in the rainbow, although the majority are for roles traditional to women. Certain kinds of dominant women.

I watched Ruth put one of my 70s through two costume changes. That told me an important thing. Ruth knew. She understood what Andrew’s talent was, even if she didn’t have words for it.

I had those words and Ruth needed to learn and use them.

When I walked into her cabin, #74 was dressed up as a female police officer and I saw where she was going but she was asking rather than telling the boy what to do. That’s not how it works.

Ruth said, “Can you frisk me everywhere?”

I interrupted before #74 moved a muscle. “Say it this way. ‘I’m hiding a weapon. Find it!’”

The light bulb went off over Ruth’s head. She looked at the boy and said, “If you leave out one inch, I’ll whip your ass and you won’t sit down for a week!”

It was almost too easy. The boy felt every part of her, unbuttoned her top and sucked her breasts as if she might have a weapon under her bra. When he opened her slacks and felt between her legs, Ruth was almost moaning. I headed for the door while #74’s face was in her pussy, sucking every inch, exactly what she ordered him to do.

I made a note to have Jenna pack Ruth's take-home bag with pictures of some of the roles my 70s play for clients.

There were two cabins left. Dante was first.


Chapter 21  

The Final Two

A CLIENT’S GENDER preference for a rentable to portray doesn’t matter to me. If he wants to rent a boy or a boy in a woman’s role or even a genderless body, it’s all the same to me. They pay for the privilege and I provide experiences that go way beyond their dreams. I didn’t think of Dante and his husband as unusual. Heck, my boys are so well trained and the consequences of not overwhelming a client are so severe, I think they’ve forgotten what gender is. All they want is five stars and a nod from me for a job well done.

Of course, when they’re put to bed I turn on their chips’ pleasure programs for superior performances. Every slave in the stable knows which ones are being rewarded and they want that so badly, they work even harder next time I assign them to a renter.

Dante’s husband had a decent-sized cock but that wasn’t what he wanted to use. He could get that whenever he wanted. No, Dante’s dream was to pass Gregory around to his friends so he could see them use his ass. That was only part of what he hungered for. I knew what he couldn’t admit even to himself.

That’s why I had four of my 70s waiting outside Dante’s cabin door.

“I thought you’d like to share your experience,” I said.

My four 70s were dressed in casual brand-name outfits and took their seats in the cabin's den on the sofa and upholstered chairs. I had #67, the one assigned to Dante, stand in front of them and told him to perform a provocative strip tease to music. The boy was in heaven. Dante was heading for the stratosphere.

“Tell him to serve your guests,” I said.

Dante was panting but managed to squeak out, “Make them happy.”

That would never do. Owners do not squeak nor do they issue nebulous instructions.

“Tell him exactly what he is to do. Be clear.”

Dante took a deep breath, struggled to relax and finally said, “Boy, make him come in your ass!”

That was much better, even though not one of my boys would ejaculate in #67 or anywhere else for that matter. But they knew how to act as if they did. They get a lot of practice that ends right before they finish.

I left to the sounds of one of my 70s grunting with each thrust and Dante ordering #67 to work harder. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh is the melody my role players sing.

I saved Bridget for last. She thought she was using two of my boys for her own pleasure and she’d get that but I was aiming for something more important.

The name of the bastard threatening My Cop. And my world.

-=o=-

After the nightmare that happened when a miscreant sold himself into slavery and didn’t like how it felt, then sent minions to wreak havoc on my world and me, My Cop installed Fort Knox level security in Amityworld to protect her and me. I didn’t want any of it but my little voice agreed with him. They were things, protective things, but they weren’t her. My relationship with Amityworld is between the ground under my feet and me.

Bridget’s husband was the key to identifying who that third party was. Trent knew yet he’d never put two and two together without expert interference. That’s my job, getting what I want out of slaves when they don’t realize they’re giving it to me.

All it would take was an extra dose of my three favorite Ds, degrade, demean, debase. I didn’t care who I used to get what I wanted to know.

Bridget had a conundrum with Trent. She suspected he was lying to her and he was; she thought he was cheating on her and he was; she questioned if he was keeping a huge secret and he was. If she was going to find out the truth, she had to make him tell her every sordid detail.

That’s the scenario I created in her cabin. Once she learned how to degrade, demean and debase Trent, he’d sing like a bird; after all, that’s what ass boys are, simply a set of orifices for clients to fill with whatever turns them on. My clients have a plethora of objects they enjoy stuffing into the merchandise they rent. Several were going into Trent.

I assigned #60 to her for the two-hour session. He’s my top rentable when I get a request for a weekend with an ass boy because he’s got more stamina than the other 60s. But he had another frequently asked for skill, one that was going to serve me well for the next 120 minutes.

He was a champion singer and dancer. Once Bridget experienced that kind of ownership, she’d know how to make Trent confess not only his secrets but also the name I was going to get before the sun set tomorrow over the tree line.

When I opened the door to her cabin, Bridget was lubricating #60’s ass with a gloved hand. I put a stop to that immediately.

“Make him do it himself,” I said.

Bridget thought for a moment, then gave her first proper order. “Get your ass lubed,” she said. It could have been more of a demand, but it was a first step.

I said, “Deeper. Three fingers.”

Bridget drank that in a like sponge. “Bend over so I can make sure you’re doing it right,” she added.

It was a few too many words, but she got my drift. She started issuing orders rapid-fire.

“Get me a belt.” Seconds later, “Get me the biggest plug.” That was followed by, “Grab the handles.”

In less than a minute, Bridget had a boy with a lubed ass bent almost in half and ripe to be used. In any other case, I’d leave by now but I had much bigger plans than reaming one boy’s ass and this boy was going to make it happen. He just didn’t know it.

Bridget didn’t hesitate. She pressed the dildo’s tip against his anus and the boy cried out, “Fuck me! FUCK ME!”

That’s why I charge more for singers.

She did. Bridget rammed the dildo inside him and thrust like there was no tomorrow. But there was a tomorrow. That’s when Trent was going to tell me what I wanted to know. He was clueless and Bridget was having too much fun to care about him.

The boy was shouting out praise to her technique, her skill and her size, just like he was trained to do for every renter.

“Oh god, it’s huge! Harder! HARDER!”

He knew I was watching. There would be no five-star rating for him unless he met and exceeded my expectations. My boys sing and dance.

#60 started moving his legs up and down, one after another, and then flailed his arms. He bounced up and down, drove his ass harder against Bridget’s thrusts and screamed his lungs out. I was pleased that #42 soundproofed all the cabins as part of his design plans. The ass boy was making quite a lot of noise.

There was one more proficiency I wanted Bridget to learn and use on Trent tomorrow and it was perfect because even though #60 was my highest-producing singing, dancing ass boy, he’d never been rented for the particular body part I was about to use. When she mastered that skill, Trent would sing the song I wanted to hear.

I said, “Tell him to suck you.”

#60 stopped dancing and every muscle in his body froze. He was petrified to perform a talent he’d never been hired to do before and worse, in front of his owner. I have that effect on my property. It’s the tension of the unexpected that keeps them up at night.

They also are very familiar with what happens to those who fail.

“Oh god YES!” Bridget shouted. She grabbed #60’s arm, turned him around and pressed his face on her chest. He didn’t dare look at me but he certainly felt my eyes on him.

My boys don’t use their hands when their lips, teeth and tongues serve. #60 pulled Bridget’s top down with his teeth and licked her nipple. Any boy can do that; he knew I expected a lot more.

He sucked her breast into his mouth and from Bridget’s moans, I guessed he was chewing it gently. That went on for a while until I swatted his ass with a cane to tell him she had two breasts and he better serve them both.

I wasn’t done with him or with Bridget. Two cracks of rattan against his ass and he knelt between her legs. Bridget was too excited to wait for him to open her slacks and I’d correct that tonight at dinner but for now, I wanted her to understand that debasing, degrading and demeaning him would get her what she wanted.

And what I wanted from Trent.

After her first fairly quick orgasm, I left and went to the glass corridor to watch and hear what she did with him on her own. The boy was frantically licking and sucking almost every inch of her skin, save for one. I hoped Bridget had the wherewithal to demand he attend to that as well.

After her second or third orgasm, she shouted, “Lick my ass!”

That’s exactly what the boy did.

I’d have my answer tomorrow morning.

I had an hour before the chef served dinner so I summoned my three exclusives and challenged them to send me beyond the stars before dressing me for dinner.

They certainly did. That’s why they’re my exclusives.


Dinner and Dessert


Chapter 22  

Meeting

THE CHEF PREPARED a lovely dinner for eight ravenous spouses who ate and talked for an hour. They were eager to share how powerful they felt after ordering men to do what they told them. Most of the women confessed they hadn’t had orgasms like that in years. Dante was bursting with ideas of how he’d use Gregory when I shipped him home.

What they didn’t say out loud but I knew they were feeling was the joy of ownership. It was the first time they’d held it in their hands. It sends power through you like a river rushing from your toes to your forehead and drenches every part in between.

Power is what I feel every day. Now that they tasted it, they wanted more and they wanted it now.

“The men you used are perfectly trained and know they are owned. They’re obedient and talented. Each will do what I tell him to do and he’ll do it better, harder and longer every time. If you want your husband to approach that level of sexual slavery to you, it’s up to you to make it happen.”

They put their forks down and looked at me with questions all over their faces. The questions could wait. I had more to say.

“You’re going to see them in a few minutes – what they’ve become in the short time I’ve had them. They look different and are much more obedient than they were 48 hours ago. It’s up to you to turn that into perfect sexual slavery.”

“My own sex slave!” Casey said and that opened the floodgates.

Ruth was drooling over having Andrew lick and suck her all over. Diana asked where to buy some of the tools, especially the electrical ones, so I had Nova send her a login to my website. Sheila wondered which were more effective, percussion tools or ones with spikes.

“After I show your husbands to you on the monitors, for dessert tonight, I have something to serve you that's tastier than whipped cream. After dinner, you have 30 minutes to come up with five commands you will issue to your husband.”

They stopped talking and stared at me.

“Your challenge is to make him obey you while the others watch.”

In spite of their wealth and social status, they were flabbergasted with the contest I laid out. Ordering their husbands to lubricate their own asses or use their mouths or even just crawl across the floor would be difficult enough but doing it in front of others felt like an insurmountable challenge.

What I do every day seemed unbelievable to the spouses sitting around the table until Casey said, “I’m going to make him cry.”

Casey just earned herself an invitation to an upcoming Parlor.

I buzzed Jenna’s pussy chip and she galloped into the dining room. “Monitors,” I said.

The big girl knelt in front of the keyboard and tapped out a short routine. Every screen showed the same blank wall until I jolted her again to tell Jack to send them in.

Eight naked, hairless men filled the monitor. They walked in a straight line and stood against the wall without balking. In the dining room, eight spouses were speechless and gawked at the screens on all four walls.

You could literally hear a pin drop. Amelia walked to a monitor for a closer look. Then Sandra closed in on a different one. She was followed by Ruth and Diana, then Casey and Dante until the rest spread out so each monitor had one or two spouses gaping at the display. I tried not to smile but they were studying the screens with their backs to me so they didn’t see my lips curl up.

“Get your five orders ready,” I said. “You’re going to issue them in 30 minutes.”

I jolted Jenna’s pussy chip and she turned off the monitors but the spouses never moved. Shock and awe may mean one thing to my ex-military exclusives, but it took on an entirely new meaning in the dining room.

I left them there with paper and pens to write down their commands. With 30 minutes to spare, I summoned Gage to my suite to dress me for the after-dinner encounter. It was only the second time I let him do it by himself and he was determined to get it right. He knew – his ass knew – what happened to the ones who didn’t.




-=o=-




Jenna led the spouses into the Parlor theater I had built for a series of educational and entertainment sessions I hold occasionally for my friends and clients. Its first use was for me to see if a half-dozen men were the types I wanted to add to my client list. Most were useful, one was rejected but the last one was a keeper.

That one is now My Cop.

Tonight’s experience would show me if the eight spouses had the makings of good enough owners, ones that made me believe they could take delivery of their husbands and keep them and grow them in their new roles as sex slaves. I hate to waste my time training men if their wives and husbands can’t keep them in line. Men backtrack very easily. They need a firm hand, one holding a carbonite cane.

Each spouse was gripping a list with their five commands that I had them compose. They were all nervous, some more than others, and I had high hopes for at least half of them. The others had to prove themselves to me.

If they failed, they were taking their bald husbands home in the morning. My time is valuable.

While they fidgeted in the chairs, the spouses glanced at their lists again. That stopped when I turned off the lights and had Nova trot in with the line of husbands jogging behind her. Nova’s layers of fat bounced with each step. The men’s penises and testicles did the same but no one saw it but me. I kept the lights off on purpose. I expected visceral reactions from the spouses when they saw their husbands in person and a more gut-level response from the husbands when they figured out who was in the audience.

I was right on both counts.

The first lights I had turned on were the stage spotlights. They drenched the men in so much brightness that every part was clearly visible. The blindfolds kept the men from seeing where they were and who was watching. Their earbuds played static so they were fundamentally without working senses. They’d get the surprise soon enough.

I focused on the spouses’ faces. Their shock was predictable but their amazement was noteworthy. Once they got past the men’s nakedness and full-body hair removal, they smiled. Sneered may be a better term for what they did. If a woman – or even a man – genuinely craves ownership, she knows that it can be hers at moments like this. There were eight new owners immersed in joy sitting in my Parlor theater.

They’d keep their distance from them tonight, except when I had them issue their orders. Full interaction started in the morning. Tonight’s first meeting was the appetizer. They could feast when the sun rose over the tree line.

“Your task is to issue five orders with authority. When your husband obeys, you get a point. Be creative. If any man fails all five commands, you’re taking him home with you tomorrow. Who wants to go first?”

Eight serious faces stared at their lists, then at me, then at each other, hoping someone else would volunteer. Authentic owners are so confident, they want to go first and set the bar for the others. That night it was Casey who walked to the stage. She stood in front of Dean and pointed at the girl at the keyboard to turn off the noise in his ears.

That got her another point. She wrapped her fist around his cock and said, “Get on your knees!”

It wasn’t what she said, it was how she said it. She expected him to do it. She didn’t care there were other naked men on the stage and people watching. She wasn’t even inhibited by my presence.

Dean dropped to his knees and pressed his chin on his chest, a clear indication of his submission to whomever gave him that instruction. That got her one more point.

“Lick my shoes,” she demanded.

It didn’t take long before Dean was tonguing the leather, a position that forced his ass in the air. If Casey could make use of that, she’d earn extra credit on my scorecard.

“Bad boy!” she hissed in his ear. “Count each spank!”

Casey walloped his ass with her hand and damn if Dean didn’t count out loud but after five thwacks, she said, “Louder!” and gave him five more. Each one earned a shriek followed by a number.

She had one more instruction to go. It was the winner.

“Spread your legs and thank me,” she said.

When Dean parted his legs, she actually kicked his ankles farther apart and slapped his balls with her fist. Dean howled long and loud before Casey did it again and spat, “THANK ME!”

Technically, that was her sixth command but I let it go when Dean roared out his gratitude.

Casey curtsied comically to the audience and took her seat.

I pointed at Ruth. She had a tough act to follow but I had a lot of hope for her. If she agreed, and I had every reason to believe she would, I might have her send Andrew back for me to use as a demo slave for animal training Parlors. I have a long waiting list for those.

Ruth stood in front of her naked husband and the girl turned off his earbuds. Ruth steeled herself and said, “Pig, suck my nipple.”

That was a hell of a place to start and it earned Ruth a point when she grabbed his bald scalp and pressed his head onto her breast that she bared by pulling down her blouse's neckline. She was pressing his head so hard, I knew Andrew couldn’t breathe and she wouldn’t give him any air until he obeyed. The theater was silent except for the slurping noises Andrew was making.

Each command Ruth issued took Andrew deeper into what Ruth wanted, a sex slave who served her repressed desires. But could she overcome his unfortunate habit of lying to everyone and especially to her? That was answered by her next command.

“Say you are a fat pig,” Ruth said firmly.

Andrew was intimately familiar with what would happen if he refused. He was naked, defenseless and alone, living inside the results of what degrading, demeaning and debasing do to a piece of property. It wasn’t a question of having no options. It was a statement of fact.

Andrew had no choice but to obey. And he did. Louder and louder each time Ruth smacked his cock with an open hand. He sang for the audience.

“I am a fat pig.” Slap. “I am a FAT pig.” Slap. “I AM A FAT PIG!” She ended with a slap that echoed throughout the theater, followed by a howl that bounced off the theater’s walls.

Ruth curtsied and took her seat.

If I hadn’t limited them to five commands, we’d still be in the Parlor theater with the women gaining confidence each time they gave an order and their husbands obeyed. They finally understood what ownership required – constant, repeated practice – and it was up to them to make it the men’s lifelong roles.

Each demonstration brought its own clever commands and ended with a wife’s huge smile. That left two. I pointed at Dante, the next-to-last spouse and told him to take the stage. I was saving Bridget for the finale.

He stood in front of Gregory until the noise in his earbuds was turned off, then took a deep breath and shook his shoulders. That intrigued me; it’s a common physical thing my role players do when they take on or switch personalities. Dante was assuming a new character, literally breathing himself into a different person. As soon as he issued his first command, I knew who and what he became.

“Boy! Get down and show me your ass!”

I thought about jolting Zayn’s chip and having him report to the theater so he could face a believable facsimile of a Marine drill sergeant, a noncom he was very familiar with from his stint in the Corps. I decided to leave him in the attic, mixing his herbs and gels for later tonight when I would mingle with the stars in the sky. His Tantric skills have proliferated like the huge crop of blueberries in the garden.

On stage, Gregory fell onto all fours and crawled around until he felt Dante’s leg against his ass. With the blindfold covering his eyes, he had no idea who was issuing the order but he knew he had to obey it. After two full days of being demeaned, degraded and debased, he understood that he had no choice.

That’s the secret to owning men. Take away their choices. Leave them only one.

Dante issued a series of commands that Gregory bent and twisted himself to follow, much to the delight of the wives in the audience. When he was done and Gregory had four of his fingers in his own ass and was humping wildly, Dante took a bow.

Bridget was up next. I had a plan for her husband if she didn’t issue the commands I wanted to hear.


Chapter 23  

Owning Trent

BRIDGET TOOK THE stage and stood in front of Trent. When his earbuds were silenced, she gave her first order. I’d seen her paper on my monitor while she worked on her commands. My Cop’s increased security made sure I could see everywhere in Amityworld, just not inside my suite. He didn’t even suggest putting a camera there but I still have Tyler check twice a day.

Trent is tall and well-built but suffers from a mediocre cock that mushrooms into itself when it’s not stimulated. As soon as Bridget gave her first order, I knew I was right about him. When she told him to get on his hand and knees bark like a dog, his cock got stiff. My three Ds weren’t simply tools she could use with him; living like that was Trent’s secret fantasy. He’d denied it as long as he could and wherever he was going after work and whoever was giving him his dream knew what I knew now.

Trent had a slave’s heart. He didn’t just want to be controlled. He had to be managed by a strong personality. He was desperate to be used, to be ruled over and to be restricted in everything he did. Admitting it, even to himself, was impossible until he was delivered to my transport garage and spent the next 48 hours in joyful slavery.

You can castrate men like him and they’ll still want nothing more than to be told what to do, when to do it and to be punished if they fail. I should know; there’s one of them, my eunuch, in my suite’s foyer, ironing my lingerie. I call him ‘it’.

Bridget’s second command was clear and she delivered it in a tone that left no room for doubt. I had seen her order and saw no reason not to let her go ahead with it. It was different from every other command the seven spouses had given before her.

“Suck that cock!”

She kicked Trent’s ass to propel him into one of the other husband’s penises. She didn’t care which it was and I thought it was amusing when Robert felt warm, wet lips suck his cock into an eager mouth. He knew what would happen if he resisted so he stood still and grimaced while Trent worked on it and it was obvious he’d done that before. It didn’t take long for Robert to start humping his hips. Trent was apparently well schooled in the technique.

That’s when I walked onto the stage and pulled Trent’s head off Robert’s penis. No man ejaculates unless I tell him to, especially not husbands in training.

I took Bridget aside and told her I was going to take over for a few minutes and she could have him back when I was done. She said she was thrilled to see me make him work and hoped to pick up some pointers. That was truly amusing; after all, I was about to show her how the rest of her life could play out with only one command.

And one drop of purple gel.

He calls himself the old man. He is the ancient Asian Tantric master I engaged to work with Zayn to facilitate Zayn’s Tantric journey. He developed a series of herbal oils that I use for various purposes and I call them by the color of the vial I keep them in. If I want to drive a slave into hysteria, there’s a gel for that. If I want one to be unable to move while I practice swinging my single tail whip, the blue gel takes care of that.

Then there was the one he concocted when My Cop was brutally beaten on a mission gone very wrong and he was sure his battered body was no longer good enough for me. The possibility I’d send him away terrorized him for months while his body healed.

The old man developed a gel that I used to reassure him I had every intention of keeping him forever, only that time, the gel actually did nothing, the old man confessed after it was over. It was my power that healed him. He grinned when he said my ownership was the only thing that could cure his self-doubt.

Purple gel is useful when I want to take a slave up to the edge and then push him off the cliff. He has to know that he’ll land safely, that I take care of and protect my property. With a drop of purple gel in his ass, any man will do anything I tell him and it has a long-lasting effect. It’s so useful that Control now injects the men she extracts and ships to Reckoning, the facility we built to remove useless men from their lives and turn them into merchandise. The purple gel speeds up the process she calls Breakpoint and she delivers what we order much faster.

It’s all in what you tell that slave to do ten seconds after you send a drop purple gel up his ass. I was holding an injector behind my back.

This was between Trent and me and I knew who was going to win.

“It’s time for all of you to return to your cabins. Your husbands have to complete their third daily exercise routine and when you turn on your monitors, you’ll see them work out. Take notes. They’ll be sent home with their programs and you must enforce it if you want them to look anywhere close to what you’ve seen today. As an added treat, you can watch them run to their last toileting session and be done before the buzzer sounds.”

Six women and Dante practically ran to the door where Jenna led them to the cabin building. After they left, Jack ran seven of the husbands to their evening workouts.

Bridget and I were alone in the theater with Trent.

“You’re in for a treat,” I said.

Nova was on her knees with the tools I told her to have ready. She held them out like they were fragile religious icons. They are mystical to her; she’s felt what they can do.

I had Bridget buckle leather cuffs around Trent’s ankles and wrists, then I pulled him by his penis and laid him on a bench.

“Don’t use a lot of words around men. They do better when you grab a handle and put them where you want them.”

Bridget nodded. I’m not sure she knew what else to do at that point.

“I lock slaves down myself,” I said. “Especially the first time. I want to be sure they don’t hurt themselves. If one gets injured, he’s of little use to me.”

She was drinking in every word and nodding almost reflexively. If she wasn’t overwhelmed by now, she would be very soon.

Once I was satisfied that Trent was immobile, I explained some of what she was going to see. Not all of it. There are some things Bridget didn’t need to know.

I held up the injector and said, “It takes only a single drop to make him understand and accept who owns him. He’s mine for almost two weeks, so for now, I own him. Before he leaves, I will transfer him to you. Watch what you will be getting.”

I pushed the injector deep into Trent’s ass and pressed the button. As I counted down from ten in my head, I walked in front of his face. The new benches tilt in every direction, so his ass was up and so was his head.

I didn’t have to finish counting. I saw it happen. His eyes emptied and he stared blankly at me. For Trent, there was no one else, no sounds, nothing to see, nothing except me and what I was going to tell him to do and what he was going to be. That’s the beauty of the purple gel. It drains men’s senses and their thoughts; it empties them and the only thing they know and the definition of what they will be is what I pour into them.

My instructions were written to get me the information I wanted. In a few minutes, the name of the third party threatening my world and My Cop would be mine.

Bridget was checking Trent’s asscheeks probably to decide which she wanted to tattoo while I was focused on his other end.

“Bark!” I said. Trent woofed a few times so I knew the gel was working. It was time to get down to business.

“You are a perfect slave. I own you. Ms. Amity owns you.”

Trent didn’t move a muscle; he stared at me with blank eyes.

“You have no secrets. You will never go anywhere, meet with other people, follow anyone else’s orders, share information or hide names, dates and places. You will tell them all to me.”

I glanced at Bridget, who was fondling his ass. Trent’s tattoo was going on his right cheek.

“When I tell you to name your secret owner, you will answer completely, truthfully and without hesitating.”

Bridget looked at me and grinned. We wanted the same details but for entirely different reasons. I had one final instruction for Trent.

“When I ship you home, Bridget will be your owner. You will obey every rule I just gave you and you will be her perfect sex slave. The only purpose you have for the rest of your life is to please her, make her happy, obey every command she gives you and appreciate the correction or punishment she inflicts. You will be her property in every way.”

Bridget’s grin widened when Trent peed on the bench. After I released him, the first thing he’d do was clean up his own mess. The second would be to answer my questions. My Cop was due in a few hours and he had instructions to be at my office door as soon as he arrived.


Chapter 24  

The Third Party

I SENT BRIDGET to her cabin for some well-earned rest and to watch her husband do his third round of exercises, run to the line of small toilets for his final piss-and-shit of the night and enjoy the treat I scheduled before the husbands were put to bed.

I kept Trent with me.

I had Jenna put him on his knees outside my office door and send him in when I jolted her chip. There were a few details to take care of before Trent was going to tell me everything I wanted to know. One way or another, I was getting that information tonight.

Gage had been busy before I walked into my office. He had a camera set up to record what Trent said but nothing else in the room. A cock stock was in the corner as backup in case Trent was less than forthcoming. Men will tell you everything you want to know if you’re holding a sharp object above their balls that are locked in one of those.

The tools I wanted were in easy reach of the new bench and two whips were on a nearby shelf. One was an ordinary short bullwhip; the other was my favorite, the single-tail with the custom-crafted red handle. Trent hadn’t earned that one; I save it for special asses that I own. And several other body parts.

The first time I used it was on My Cop. I knew he wanted me to use that one and when I was a few strokes in, I realized my inner voice was righter than I thought. He didn’t just want it; he hungered for it. Ever since then, I use that whip only on special occasions. Like when Big Mike begged me to whip him and make him scream. When I figured out Gage was impotent and that whip cured him. When Zayn struggled to regain his complete mandala and begged to feel that whip’s kiss.

And when I bought the bastard at the Swedish auction, the ex-Senator who outed my best friend and caused her untimely death. That session stopped Red Rick’s entire shipping process and some of the ex-Senator’s scars never fully healed during the two years I owned him and made his life hell every day. I sold him to a mysterious Asian household who wanted a eunuch, so that’s what I sent.

His penis and testicles are in a jar I keep on a shelf to remind my stable what consequences are when they walk past it every day.

Trent wasn’t special enough for that whip yet.

I jolted Jenna’s pussy chip and Trent crawled through the slave half-door a minute later. Gage stayed at his workstation and closed the door behind him. As usual when My Cop is remote, my dog was at my feet.

Aussie is a very good dog.

I had Trent kneel so I could take a good look at him. His eyes had regained focus. That told me the purple gel’s physical effects were fading but its psychological impact was in full force. That was the first thing I tested.

“Oink like a pig,” I said.

Trent let out a series of hog noises and I moved on to more important questions.

“You do not work late. You have a secret lover,” I said. “Tell me that person’s name.”

Tears welled up in Trent’s eyes. Obviously, he’d been sworn to secrecy and possibly blackmailed if he revealed who it was. It wasn’t an issue for me. There’s no one My Cop can’t dissuade from blackmailing any of my property, which is what Trent would be for the next 12 days.

He mumbled unintelligibly so I asked again, only this time it wasn’t a question.

“NAME!”

Trent was full-out sobbing. His chest was heaving and he was having trouble catching his breath. That’s when I realized it wasn’t about blackmail; it was a threat to Bridget’s life that was hindering Trent from answering.

That was easy to fix.

“There is a first-class security team protecting the estate and everyone on it. No one can hurt Bridget here.”

His tears stopped and he raised his face to look in my eyes.

“NAME! Or one of your testicles will wind up in a jar,” I said. It wasn’t an idle threat. He’d been marched past the shelf of jars each time he was taken to piss-and-shit.

To make my point, I locked his organs in a cock stock and held a rather fearsome looking cleaver above them. Trent was on the verge of slave hysteria and it wouldn’t take much – a single finger would do it – to push him over the edge.

“Peter,” he said clearly. I was halfway there but Trent was closing in on physical panic. It was too soon for that. I needed a last name.

“NAME!” I said loudly. I was done being gentle with him. If he chose to be hysterical, it was on him.

“Oh god, oh god, he’s going to kill Bridget!”

My little voice was right again. But I felt something in Trent’s answer that told me my questions were slightly off base. I needed a new tactic.

“Tell me who Peter said was going to hurt Bridget.” Kinky men like Peter aren’t often murderers, although almost would stop some of them from hiring one.

Trent’s arms were flailing, and I was concerned he’d tip the cock stock over and fall so I put him on the bench and locked his ankles and wrists to the bolts. When the waist bar was in place, Trent wasn’t in danger of falling. He was in a new kind of danger, the kind that exists at the end of my whip.

When I cracked the black whip over his head, Trent shuddered as much as the straps and waist bar allowed. The second one drew a bright red welt on his ass and elicited a gut-level shriek. The next crisscrossed first welt and his ass bore a big red X.

Trent started screaming before I swung again.

“IT’S THE MONSTER! PETER CALLS HIM THE MONSTER!”

Aussie crept to my right leg to protect me when he heard Trent’s sheer terror. He’s got excellent animal instincts.

Right after I asked for the monster’s name, I levelled two sharp strokes between his spread legs and he replied in rapid-fire phrases.

“He’s BIG! Scary face! Dark hair! The devil’s spawn!”

I was inches away from identifying him and it took only three more strokes before I got my answer.

The first landed across his ass; the second on both thighs. The third was the charm, a direct hit on his penis and testicles. My new benches make getting information almost too easy.

Between shrieks, Trent bellowed, “The scar – a mark – over his eye. His left eye! A number!”

I was a digit or two away from sending Trent back to his cabin to entertain Bridget on her monitor. I could have whipped him again for as long as I needed to get that number but Trent was lapsing into the kind of frenzy that would take time to fade. I didn’t have that time; My Cop was due in the transport garage in less than an hour. I was going to get that number right now.

Trent was going to feel what it means to be demeaned, degraded and debased deep in his core. I spun the bench around and lifted his chin with the whip’s handle and fixated on his eyes.

“Tell me the number,” I said evenly.

Trent’s face was wet with his tears, drool dripped from the corners of his mout, and to top it off, his bladder betrayed him again. He was fully immersed in slave hysteria.

The green light lit up, telling me a car had arrived.

The secret Trent was keeping was the cause of his terror and I had the solution in the transport garage. He’d be at my office door in minutes, ravenous for what only my red-handled whip could feed him. I was saving that for dessert.
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My new office door works on Bluetooth so I opened the slot and he crept inside with his eyes focused on the floor, searching for my feet. By now, he can sense where I am and crept there quickly. He assumed I was correcting a misbehaving stable boy and dared not interfere. Men who assume what I am doing are almost always wrong. This time, My Cop was, too.

“Tell me the number,” I said calmly.

Trent was spent; he had nothing left to fight with. I saw it when he dropped his full body weight on the bench and didn’t have the strength left even to cry.

Total submission. I owned him through and through.

“27,” he said clearly.

My Cop’s head shot up and every muscle in his body tensed. That number, whatever it meant, was important enough for him to react that quickly.

“Is that what you wanted to know?” I asked.

He didn’t answer right away; I’m used to that with him. He has to decide what he is going to reveal and still answer my question. That meant one thing. Whatever 27 meant to him, it was part of his world that he can’t share with me or he’d have to shoot me. He prefers things the way they are, he often says.

“Ms. Amity, we have to talk. Alone. Right now.”


Chapter 25  

Decisions

THIS WAS NEW territory. My Cop wasn’t asking for a private meeting. He was demanding one. That’s happened only once or twice before and was always about safety. My safety.

Things happened rapidly.

I injected Trent with green gel to clear the effects of the drop of purple that put him in that state. When I was sure he was calm, I jolted Jenna to take Trent back to his cabin and get him started on his exercises.

Another jolt, this time to Gage’s chip, brought him into my office and I told him to turn off the camera. My Cop told him to give him the smart card it was recording on. Then I sent a somewhat confused Gage back to the attic.

My Cop scanned my office and the adjacent rooms with an electronic gizmo that detects and blocks transmissions, the one he insisted I keep handy after that awful night months ago. When he was satisfied we were in his definition of alone, he knelt at my feet and held my hands.

It took a while for him to form the words he wanted to say. When he did, they came out fast.

“That was dangerous,” he said.

Those three words were all he had to say for me to figure out there was something about all of this I didn’t know. A lot I didn’t know. But just a number? How dangerous could a number be?

He knew I didn’t understand and was fighting with himself to tell me without frightening me, something he promised three years ago and repeated any time I was or he thought I was in danger.

“You – this place – is more important to me than my life.” He took a very deep breath and said, “Ms. Amity, I know that number.”

It was tearing him apart. All I wanted to do was comb my fingers through his light brown hair but he was gripping my hands too hard, like he was hanging on for dear life. My life. His life.

“That was my unit.”

Oh god, his men who were betrayed and murdered one by one. The bastards that made him watch. I felt sick and tried to wrap my hands around his head but he wouldn’t let go.

He crawled in as my exclusive, My Cop, but hearing that number turned him into someone else, someone from years before he met me. That person didn’t really exist, as far as background researchers could find, but whoever that was, he was in my present, kneeling at my feet and holding my hands tighter and tighter. I trust him, so I waited for him to finish.

Like I said, this was new and unexplored territory.

“I carved that number into his face.”

He let go of my hands and dropped his head on my knees. I held it with strength I didn’t know I had. No one could make me let go except for one person and he was between my legs. Now he knew who the third party was behind some sort of plot to invade my world. We sat in silence for a long time and contemplated two questions.

The first question was, what was I going to do about it?

The second was more important. What was My Cop going to do?
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I took him up to my suite and made him carry my whip up the main staircase. Neither of us spoke when I laid him over the waist bar and locked his ankles to his wrists. That night, at least what was left of it, couldn’t absorb any more surprises. He knew what was coming and more than that, he wanted it. When it’s in my left hand, that whip, the one with the custom-crafted red handle, speaks to him in a very special way. My way.

The first stroke is usually above his head, a warning of what’s to come. Not that night. My first swing aimed for his right cheek, the one where his number is tattooed. He didn’t moan until the third time the tip found those digits and drew blood. It dripped down his ass and covered the numbers like it was trying to erase what will live there forever.

Just like the two digits my artist added to his penis that night I made him an exclusive.

I had asked him if he had a number that was as important to him as he had become to me. That time he didn’t hesitate before answering.

“27, Ms. Amity.”

Now I knew why.


The Spouses’ Day


Chapter 26  

Morning Electric

WHEN I JOLTED my exclusives for breakfast, Zayn charged down several flights of stairs from his attic cell, beating Juke and Gage by minutes. He asked me for permission to speak. I knew what he wanted. He may be able to know my thoughts through the mystery of the Tantra, but he was about to find out it works both ways.

Tension filled the main house and Zayn felt it. I’m sure he knew where it was coming from but not what it was. Not exactly. That’s what was troubling him.

“Ms. Amity, he arrived safely last night.”

My exclusives never say his name. My ownership is so complete that none of my property ever refers to My Cop as anything other than he or him. It’s an unspoken rule I’ve never had to enforce.

“Let me help him,” Zayn said, reaching out to hold my hands, something he’s done only a few times in the years I’ve owned him. That told me it was going to be an uncommon day.

“I don’t know if anyone can.” It was the best I could come up with; besides, it was the truth. My Cop was in my office using encrypted relays to contact whoever he was reaching out to.

Zayn leaned his forehead against mine and drew my hand to the brand on the underside of his ball sac. When Zayn is unbalanced, the old man showed me how to set him back on course. I trace the brand, the big A he’ll wear forever, and send some of his own energy that I hold for him, back into him. I ran my finger around the A and was surprised Zayn tensed up instead of calming down like he usually does.

“You are keeping a secret from me,” Zayn said.

I can’t hide from much Zayn but I was damned sure going to keep this one to myself. I didn’t know what My Cop was planning and the only thing I could do was trust him. The problem was I couldn’t see any outcome that didn’t put him in some kind of danger or another, worse situation.

That mission was classified. His second-in-command who he’d trusted and worked with for years, sold his unit out. For ‘goddamned money’, he said. When I asked what happened to him, he choked up when he said, “Not a damned thing. It’s all classified.”

The old man helped free him from his guilt but nothing would stop him from seeking his revenge. I don’t think he was actively searching for that traitor but tonight's circumstances put him back into My Cop’s crosshairs. I should have known he'd never stopped looking for him.

The thought of training eight husbands because it amused me was replaced by worrying about what My Cop was going to do and knowing there was nothing I could do to stop him.

Zayn said, “Ms. Amity, trust him.”

I don’t know how he does it, but Zayn was on target again. There were eight husbands and eight spouses ready for what I had planned, a day that would plant the seeds of ownership so deeply they’d watch every live feed I sent and enjoy the river that flowed through them. That river is their power. I was going to show them how to harness it.

“I’m starving. Let’s eat.”

The spouses were served breakfast in their rooms while their husbands were given their first feeding after they exercised and performed on the toilets. My exclusives and I enjoyed breakfast in the smaller dining room while I told them what their duties were for the day. Each time I glanced at the doorway to see if My Cop was done with his calls, Zayn closed his eyes and I felt him trying to absorb my concern.

He wasn’t done when I had Jenna drive me across the field to the spouses’ cabins with Aussie running on his hind legs the whole way. He’s beautiful when he runs.
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The weather was lovely so I had Jack run the husbands across the field when they finished their first piss-and-shit to the display area in the new building. With sunshine pouring through the open dome, the husbands were locked in narrow cages facing the wall with static playing in their earbuds when I had the spouses join me.

They were chatting about what they’d seen on their monitors last night and this morning. Amelia and Ruth seemed intrigued with the exercise schedule and having their husbands do it regularly but naked so they could watch every muscle grow. Casey was giving Sheila pointers about the new way of dealing with constipated men they learned when Jack gave Robert a cold enema when he failed to perform. Even Dante seemed excited, given the three women who were watching his animated hands that were mimicking pulling a man by his handle.

The talk stopped when they saw the eight cages lining the wall.

I challenged them to pick out their husbands solely by their asses that were pushed through the round openings in the bars.

“The fat one is mine,” Ruth said and laughed. Dante joined in. “I suppose that Black one belongs to me.”

I let them have fun for a while but then it was time for business.

“This morning’s exercise is to meet your new property in a brand-new way. Last night they couldn’t see you and what they could hear was muffled. This time you will meet then as their owners. They will relate to you as your property.”

Smile filled their faces until I added, “It will be more difficult for you than for them.”

Their happy faces turned into surprised ones. I let them think about my warning for a few minutes before I had Gage and Tyler walk to the cages, waiting to hear which one I wanted them to open. Every spouse’s mouth dropped when they saw two naked, caged and hairless men whose physiques were a testament to the physical fitness regimen they follow.

“Oh god, I want one of those!” Casey said.

“Let’s take yours out of his cage so you can start turning him into the size and shape you want.” I turned to Gage and said, “Get the one called Dean.”

While he unlocked Dean’s cage, I smiled at Casey and said, “Choose the name you want to call him. When you give a man a name, you own him.”

Casey actually squealed at the thought but when I had Tyler put Dean on his knees in front of all the spouses and remove his hood and earbuds, I told Casey it was time.

“Tell him his name.”

Tyler pulled Dean’s hood off and after a few blinks, his jaw dropped when he saw who walked to the front. He groaned but knew better than to speak.

She walked around him and pushed him onto all fours, then kicked his ankles apart. Dean dutifully spread his legs and Casey said, “I will call you Dud because that’s what your poor attempts at satisfying me are. When you learn how to please me, I’ll add an ‘e’ to the end. You have a lot of work to do, Dud.”

I always start with the one I have the most confidence in. It helps the others gain self-assurance.

Gage took Casey’s arm and led her to an inspection room with tools she could use for the morning. Her prods were all set on medium but I doubted she’d need more than that with the newly named Dud. He broke easily.

“Ruth, meet your sex slave. Do you have his new name?”

She nodded and practically skipped to the front. I had Tyler put Andrew on his knees in front of his new owner, then remove his earbuds and hood.

Ruth said, “You are a pig, a selfish pig. I want great sex; no, I want fabulous sex and you are going to give it to me. You see that boy? You’re going to work your ass off and if you look half as good as he does, I may upgrade your name but right now, you are Bacon.”

She was so serious, I stifled my smile. It took a lot of work.

Tyler led Ruth with Andrew crawling behind to a private room so she could start taking full ownership.

The namings were done quickly and all eight spouses and their property were in inspection rooms. I went to my office with Gage and Tyler to watch them use their husbands on the big screen.

I didn’t expect what I saw at My Cop’s workstation, the one with a wall of monitors, when I arrived.


Chapter 27  

My Cop’s Plan

HE WAS DRESSED in black, from his neck to his boots, and I didn’t have to look to know there was a weapon attached to his right ankle. I’d seen him in that outfit once before, that awful night when two dark-web criminals invaded my world and he showed up with his team. He came to help me fulfill my promise to everyone and everything that lived in Amityworld.

I promised to keep them safe – all of them – from the house girls to the stable to the blueberries growing in the garden. That night, I needed help and My Cop and his six steely-eyed, unsmiling team did just that.

Two weeks later, he had my world protected with fences, electronics everywhere, drones with cameras and worst of all, an armory, although I made him promise to stock tasers and rubber bullets. He didn’t ask me if all of that was acceptable; this time, he begged me not to say no. It was only the second thing he’d ever begged me for. The first was to meet Gage and look at how well that turned out.

I didn’t know if I could survive another night like that but my inner voice told me to trust him. My world is more important to him than his own life, he’s said more than once, and I believe him.

That’s when I saw what he was looking at on the wall of screens. He had security teams all over the estate.

“Team 1 report,” he said and whoever replied spoke directly into his headset. Then he said it again, only this time it was Team 2 and it went on until I heard him verify where Team 8 was. Amityworld was invaded by a swarm of what My Cop calls the good guys. That’s what his morning of planning put together.

Just when I was going to ask him what was going on, he took my arm and led me to a chair, then knelt in front of me.

“Ms. Amity, it’s unfinished business.”

Like a complicated algorithm, it all made sense even if he didn’t use a lot of words to explain. That third party, the nameless evil man with a 27 carved into his forehead, was the unfinished business My Cop was going to complete very soon. Right here. In my world.

He took my hands, looked at me and said, “He is my Senator.”

I hadn’t heard that man’s name in two years. That was the bastard that outed my best friend when he was under an ethics probe who I blamed for ending her life way too soon. He dropped off the grid for years until I found him for sale at the Swedish auction. I bought him in pre-sales for the asking price.

Then I made his life a living hell for two years before I castrated him and sold him to a mysterious overseas buyer who wanted his own eunuch.

The only positive outcome of that ordeal was that’s how I met My Cop. He was leading the investigation and my friend asked me to join her and her lawyers for a meeting. When I shook his hand, I felt it, a powerful need that spoke to my inner voice. She told me he was a keeper. That’s why I listen to her when I walk across the small field to the big one and chat with the grass, trees and everything that grows in the garden, especially the blueberries.

What My Cop was telling me with only three words was that this man, the one who betrayed his team that resulted in their murders – ones they made him watch – carried within him the same evil to him as that Senator did for me. Only worse.

If I said no, not here, not in my world, he’d do it anyway but somewhere else and I couldn’t protect him anywhere but here. In something this huge, the question wasn’t if I would let him do it; it was that I couldn’t – and didn’t want to stop him.

“Tell me,” I said.

He grasped my hands tightly and gave me a few details.

“I have some specs. I know when. Less about how.”

That was his way of saying he would use every tactic he could muster to safeguard me and my world from whatever plan this guy had put into effect. I didn’t need the particulars and besides, he wasn’t going to tell me.

“When?” I asked.

“Tomorrow,” he said. “After the limos leave. That’s the distraction.”

My inner voice was practically shouting at me. The eight husbands and eight spouses were in danger. A thousand thoughts ran through my head at the same time. The loudest one was how I could protect them. And my stable. And my house girls. And Amityworld.

That day, Zayn wasn’t my only exclusive who could read my thoughts. My Cop knew what I was worried about and held my hands even tighter than I thought was possible. He hated that what he said upset me but we both knew there wasn’t another choice.

“My men know what to do,” he said.

And they'd do it. I wriggled my hands free and combed my fingers through his light brown hair. That always makes me feel better but it didn’t that day.

“I’m taking Gage and Tyler at midnight.”

Oh god, there was more.

“Tomorrow night, I swear I will be with you. On my life.”

I had to believe he’d be there, one way or another.
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He disappeared after telling me to go ahead with what I’d planned for the husbands and their spouses. They knew where he was and named him ‘two-seven’ so there was no danger. Not yet. When he saw movement, he told me he’d take me somewhere safe. I wasn’t worried about me as much as I was about keeping my promise to protect my world and everyone in it. The last thing he said was, “There’s a monster in the closet and I will excise him from here. From you. Permanently.”

And from himself.
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I looked at the big screen to see what the eight couples were up to and was pleased to see the spouses taking control of their new property. Most were easing into their new roles and a few were well on their way.

Casey had hers bent over a waist bar and was swinging at Dud’s ass with a long rattan cane. Men have to learn their place and Casey seemed to know what he needed. Each time he counted out loud, she swung again and said, “I want to hear THANK YOU, MA’AM!” until he shouted it after each stroke.

Sandra renamed Neal as her ‘Plug,’ which made sense because she had an ass boy on his knees with his hips high in the air while she tested one plug after another to see which she liked best. It turned out to be the electric one that widened and lengthened by itself. Each time Plug heard the whirr, he sucked the dildo in his mouth harder. Sandra told him he had to practice before she’d allow him to touch her breast and only if he passed her test – whatever it was – would he ever taste any other part of her.

Amelia and her boy, newly named ‘Scum,’ were moving along nicely with him understanding he could screw anyone legally, but when he was with her, that was off the table until he performed as she was telling him with each zap of the prod on his ass and crotch. I was glad she hung him from his wrists first so he didn’t hurt himself when he kicked wildly in every direction. He was loud but the prod was effective.

Sheila said earlier that only people at work called her husband Bob; she always called him Robert. His new name played off that. He was learning how to answer to ‘Boob’ and each time he repeated, “I am Boob,” she ran a spiked wheel across his chest with special attention to his nipples.

Diana’s pain slut was renamed ‘Ass’ because, she told him repeatedly, his head was so far up his ass, he didn’t treat her with the respect she deserved and from now on, he would. To teach him that lesson, she outfitted him with a belt that kept a plug inside while he crawled around the floor wherever she went and when he got there, sucked and licked her toes. Only when his head was out of his ass permanently would she let him near anything farther north than that.

Dante’s name choice wasn’t a surprise. Gregory would be known as ‘Hole’ because that’s the part of him Dante was going to use the most and offer as a gift to certain friends. To make his point clear, Dante made Hole lubricate himself several times and then chained him to the wall on the mechanical plug. Each time the machine thrust forward, Hole howled and repeated Dante’s predictable phrase for reinforcement. “I am your Hole.”

Bridget had Trent in the last room on the long hallway. I put her there because it had a special feature, one of my new benches. I’d seen her drooling over them so I assigned her there to get a little practice before she ordered one from my website even without a discount coupon. She locked him onto the bench on his back carefully enough that I was sure he wouldn’t wrench and pull a muscle or two and she was threatening his cock and balls with a small whip. The spouses weren’t getting long whip training just yet. They had a lot to cover before they even thought about swinging a single tail.

“Tell me what I do with trash,” Bridget said each time she whacked his genitals.

Each time, Trent shouted, “You throw out the trash!”

It was a good way for her to teach him what sneaking around makes a man. He’d be on a tight leash, perhaps literally, before she let him even try to please her.

Once I let them see what a real slave’s heart looks like with my house girls and stable boys and handed them their now obedient husbands, they learned a simple fact. Ownership can be as much fun – if not more – than boring, uncreative and unfulfilling sex.

After lunch, they’d know what power feels like.


Chapter 28  

Evening Pleasure

LUNCH WAS DELIVERED to their cabins and the spouses ate while watching their husbands earn their food by finishing their second exercise session, then doing their midday piss-and-shit duty. I nibbled lunch in my suite with My Cop between my legs. He begged for an hour with me and he was exactly where I wanted him. Letting him go was much harder.

A difficult, recurring thought kept reminding me that this might be the last time I’d have him at my feet and two days ago I couldn’t even imagine that possibility. Until today. When the hour was almost up, he asked me to summon Zayn to my suite. I thought he wanted Zayn to lift some of his stress off his broad shoulders so he would be in the best mindset for what was going to happen when the stars faded over Amityworld early tomorrow morning.

My little voice disagreed. She was right again.

When Zayn arrived, My Cop was dressed in black camouflage and Zayn looked at him with surprise. Then he crept over to me and laid his forehead on mine. He’d spent months doing the same thing every afternoon after Madison’s death to make my sadness float away until I could talk about her without tearing up. It took a while but Zayn would never give up where I was concerned.

It turned out Zayn wasn’t there for My Cop. He was there for me.

I’m never afraid when My Cop is by my side; heck, if he’s in his attic cell or watching the monitors to make sure Amityworld is safe, I have no fear. This time was bigger and worse, it was out of my control. I wasn’t afraid that I might get hurt. It was that awful feeling that something dreadful would happen to him. It’s one thing to bring him back to health after a covert mission. It’s another thing when I might have to watch it happen.

Zayn’s Tantric talents were better than his own, the old man said. He was right.

“Ms. Amity, I feel terror.”

With his forehead still on mine, the terror he sensed could be coming from only one person in the room. He reached out and grabbed My Cop’s arm with one hand and mine with the other and intertwined our elbows. Zayn stood behind us and ran his hands from our necks, down our backs, then up again. Each time he reached up, I felt something unusual. It wasn’t dread or even trepidation.

It was one of the most amazing power surges I’d ever felt when I didn’t have my whip in my hand.

I closed my eyes and breathed, trying to sense where it was coming from until my little voice told me what I should have known.

My Cop wasn’t scared to face off against the bastard who betrayed him and had his team executed. He was, in a word, determined. That’s the power I felt rush through me, it was coming from him. Then I felt a little shift and realized what actually was frightening him. It was the same thing that filled my thoughts with the terror Zayn intuited.

This was the closest that either of us ever felt that we might not see each other again after whatever happened tomorrow.

He gripped my elbow and pulled me closer, then whispered, “Day after tomorrow. The one with the red handle.”

I wrapped my arms around him and said, “You damned well better be on time.”
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The afternoon husband training was designed to show the spouses methods they could use to enforce their rules so their husbands obeyed them without thinking. Although correcting them is an ongoing part of the process, after a while even that gets tiring. There has to be a point when men conform to your expectations without resorting to punishing them for each infraction. The spouses knew how to paddle or shock them for a fast result. The next few hours would show them how to keep them in line from a distance. Owners’ time is valuable and they shouldn’t have to spend it constantly correcting their slaves.

I also wanted to show them how to make their lessons last a long time. The best way to do that is to make them memorable.

The husbands were in the display area, on their knees with their chins on their chests, when we walked in. It was a quick lesson for the spouses to see how a proper man waits for his owner.

“Use a single word to put him there,” I said. “Men get confused if they have options so choose one word. I train my property with ‘position’ but you can select your own. They know how to wait for their instructions, just like they are now.”

Dante was astounded. “You got them to do that in two days?”

They actually learned it in a few hours, but I didn’t tell him that. My advice was simple. “That’s what ownership is.”

I started the lesson with an example. “Tell yours to lubricate his ass. Then tell me if he did it properly.”

They stood in front of their kneeling husbands and gave them the order. The men were so shocked they didn’t move. Apparently, sticking their fingers in their asses in front of an audience was too debasing so they froze. An owner cannot allow misbehavior, even if it comes from one of my D words, debasement, so I wanted to see what they would do to make them obey. No matter what the order, it doesn’t matter nor does who is watching.

“Owners do not wait for any man,” I said and walked in front of Andrew, now known as Bacon. I lifted his chin with my cane and said into his face, “Now!” and smacked his little penis with my cane.

He opened the tube and spread a big dollop on his fingers, then rubbed between his asscheeks. With my cane poised above his organs, I said, “Deeper!”

While Bacon greased his ass, I spoke to the spouses. “Never use two words when one will do.”

Seven spouses barked commands at their husbands and they were all lubed in minutes. It was time to deepen their sense of being owned.

“Scum! Your ass!”

My point was simple. The boy did a small task and now he realized it would be checked by his spouse to make sure it was done correctly. Because they’d all seen and felt the results of doing a poor job, Scum knew if I didn’t approve his work, my cane would teach him that I don’t tolerate anything less than a job well done. He tried to slather more lube in his ass but when I tapped my boot on the floor, he got on all fours and lifted his hips.

“Spread!” I said. He should have done it the first time. That earned him a red stripe on his asscheek and a giggle from his wife.

This demo wasn’t about the amount or depth of the lubrication. It was all about demeaning, debasing and degrading him in front of others. My ownership was established and everyone saw it when he peed between his legs. Bacon was too afraid to cry. All he managed were small whimpers.

I handed the spouses a list of instructions as example orders to issue to their husbands and after my short demonstration, they were raring to go. I walked around as the husbands followed every command they were given and were corrected – quickly and memorably – for each mistake. And sometimes just because their owners felt like it.

We ended the afternoon with a lesson on how to install the anal expanders and use the controls. Each spouse wiggled the expanders into place and tested the kinds of widening they could do.

“One will be in your take-home kit,” I said. “After dinner while you watch your husband work out and use the toilet, I have a surprise for you before you leave in the morning. When you return for the final two days, you’re in for an even bigger surprise.”

Eight men were on their knees, hips up and asses being expanded while their spouses chatted as they left them in that position when they returned to their cabins to get ready for dinner.

No slave, especially a sex slave, has time off. While we enjoyed dinner, they used that time to practice clenching their sphincters as instructed by my trainer.

Dante was thrilled with having his own expander to take home. “Some of my friends have really big cocks.”

They all laughed on their way back to their cabins.


Chapter 29  

Caging

THE FAREWELL DINNER for the spouses was filled with conversations about what they’d seen and how much they’d learned. Each had a favorite, which is what I concentrated on. New owners can learn a lot from each other and I assumed this group, like prior ones, would stay in touch and compare notes.

That night, I had Zayn and Juke kneeling at my sides while everyone chatted and ate. There was a lot more of the former than the latter. What I wanted my two exclusives to do was sense what they could from the spouses and let me know if there was anything that needed my attention before I sent them home in the morning.

I promised them a surprise and I wanted to hear Zayn’s sensations before I revealed it.

I told each spouse to share a favorite thing they’d done during their two-day stay. It didn’t take long for them to gush about what they wanted to do when they took full ownership.

Diana was going to schedule Ass’s days and nights in excruciating detail so he would have to miss a few goals. That gave her the opportunity to draw Xs on his ass, something she’d wanted to do for a long time. That led Sandra to comment that her Plug would spend his days in the office wearing a belted plug as a constant reminder she owned him. Amelia’s Scum was destined to be attached to a wall plug whenever she didn’t have immediate use for him.

Casey’s favorite was to increase Dud’s sucking ability by keeping an electric gag in his mouth. She was looking forward to having quiet time instead of listening to him prattle on about one client or another. According to Ruth, Bacon was going to earn his food by confessing every lie on each stroke of the paddle she intended to buy on my website.

I thought Dante was going to talk about sharing Hole’s ass with friends but he had a deeper desire.

“I’m going to dress him up,” he said. “He’ll be very pretty.”

I wasn’t sure he’d be what I thought was pretty, but it’s all in the eye of the beholder.

Sheila’s penchant was to have Boob serve her wearing nothing but a black bow tie. “I’ve always wanted a butler,” she said.

Everyone was chuckling by the time I called on Bridget to share her dream. She’d obviously been thinking about it and said, “I want to own every part of him, especially his cock and balls so he can’t use it anywhere I don’t tell him to.”

Two things jumped out at me. She called his penis ‘it’ and what she said made the perfect segue to my evening surprise.

But first, I wanted to hear what Zayn had to say. He addressed only me but everyone could hear what he said.

“Ms. Amity, I feel many forms of power, some stronger than others, all greater than when they arrived.”

The spouses got silent, a signal they were stunned and curious about what Zayn said.

“I feel seven smoldering auras. The eighth is blazing.”

You’d have to spend a few years with Zayn to understand what he meant and I did. I had one question for him.

“Trash’s owner?”

Zayn bobbed his ass up and down to confirm what I knew. Bridget was on fire and her husband, Trash, was the perfect candidate to go first.

“Aussie, fetch the virgins.”
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As we were finishing blueberry cobbler with whipped cream, Aussie crawled into the dining room with a leather leash between his teeth. He was followed by a line of the husbands, attached by zip ties connected to their testicle rings. The ties weren’t very long, so they were squashed belly to back. I thought of them as a single entity; one object with no individuality left in any of them.

That’s one reason I number my property.

I sent Juke to retrieve the eight silver boxes in my office and he placed them on the table, one in front of each spouse.

“I promised a surprise. They’re inside those silver boxes. We’ll go in order – Bridget, open yours.”

She tore into the box, pulled apart the tissue paper and her face lit up when she saw what was inside. She held it in the air like it was a personal victory.

Trash was about to be locked in a cock cage, one I had designed specifically for virgins. Once they were secured, they’d never have an erection or masturbate nor would they be able to escape the jolts delivered by the short sounds it held inside their penises. At present, the men were wearing belts that kept plugs in place so they could practice sphincter control until they were able to keep the plugs inside by themselves.

Slaves never have free time. They’re always working.

Bridget gushed her thanks and I had Juke unhook Trash from the line. She pointed to the floor and he dropped to all fours, then crept to her chair.

“Stand him up. It goes on more easily that way,” I said.

Bridget opened the cage and yanked Trash’s penis through the big ring first, then his testicles through the smaller ones. I showed her how to insert the sound, something she practiced several times until she was sure she did it correctly. Trash grunted each time she pushed it into him. The spouses were snickering at his noises and the seven other virgins were tense, fearing their own turn.

When Bridget was done, I showed her how to lock the cage but told her to wait until the others were done so we could have a group locking experience. She fondled the cage while the other spouses did the same thing to their property.

I had Juke hand the others to their owners and one by one, they managed to get cocks and balls in the proper places, although some required more forceful pulls and tugs than others. The dining room was filled with the sound of men coming to terms with their new lives, ones in which their penises no longer belonged to them.

“Every man I own is caged 24/7,” I said. “You’ll see that it helps them focus on what’s important – you and everything you tell him to do. It keeps them on task and I never need a girl to check them when I let them sleep. But remember, this is only a physical separation. The psychological impact can be dramatic.”

I used an empty cage to show how to lock them and I heard eight almost simultaneous snaps followed by eight loud groans.

Every spouse was smiling and every caged slave was near tears.

“One more thing,” I said. “The buttons on the control box. Press the light lavender one; it’s on the right.”

Every hand reached for a remote and pressed the button. It was followed by eight shocked whimpers from the caged men.

“That’s the lowest level. You use it for a correction or to summon your property. You’ll think of good reasons to use it, I’m sure. As the buttons get darker, the shocks are more severe. For now, the dark purple button is deactivated. I’ll turn it on when you return for final demonstrations.”

The eight men weren’t just whimpering when their owners tried the other buttons. They were screeching and trying desperately to stay on their feet. One hit the floor and several followed as the spouses were literally playing melodies with the controllers.

Casey asked, “How far away do they work?”

It was an excellent question and I had an equally excellent answer. “There’s almost no limit when they’re connected to your remotes.”

“I can zap him when he’s at work?” Sheila asked even though I knew the rest had the same question. I had the perfect answer again.

“Anywhere.”

It was getting late and the stars were beginning to fill the sky over Amityworld. That meant My Cop and his men were on alert. Gage and Tyler were with him and at midnight, all I could do was wait for it to happen.

“There are golf carts to drive you to your cabins. Chain your slave to the rear bumper and have him run behind the cart. They’re yours until first light. One warning: stay in your cabin. Amityworld will be locked down at midnight.”

“Why would I want to go outside?” Ruth said. “I have a night’s worth of plans for Bacon.” The rest of the spouses agreed.

I rode the elevator up to my suite with Zayn and Juke to wait for My Cop to say two words. “All clear.”


Two-seven


Chapter 30  

Invasion

I DIDN’T TAKE Zayn and Juke to my suite to satisfy my sensual needs that night. I wanted them there in case something awful happened somewhere in my world. My inner voice was agonizingly silent; even she didn’t know what might happen and she’d never lie to me and say everything was going to be all right.

Not until everything was all right.

I didn’t have them take care of my bath or dress me in one of my favorite violet negligees; instead, I watched the monitors in the foyer for any movement. The usual outdoor lights were on, two drones flew overhead and sent video to the screens. Every building was locked as they usually are and the alarms were set. Amityworld didn’t look any different than it did on any other night but it certainly felt different.

My world is peaceful but it wasn’t that night. Only a few were aware of the possibilities and aside from My Cop and his team, the ones who knew were in my suite. Zayn spent hours next to me or between my legs, trying to absorb my tension; Juke knelt next to him, soaking up the out-of-kilter essences flowing out of Zayn. Aussie was guarding the door and at My Cop’s insistence, he was armed with a taser and a second weapon with rubber bullets. At least that’s what he told me. I wouldn’t put it past My Cop to have switched out the ammunition. He trained Aussie for two grueling weeks after the Pet Shoppe gals delivered him. Firearms training was part of it.

No one yawned or nodded off. Sleep wasn’t on the schedule.

I don’t know what time it happened because there is no clock in my suite. Time doesn’t matter to me when my exclusives are satisfying my sensual needs. My best guess is it was near pre-dawn.

The drones sent the first video of two men running near the tree line and another pair cutting razor wire and scaling the ten-foot fence near the garden. Juke checked every alarm and motion detector before saying none had tripped. There were four experts I could see who were invading my world and if I saw it, so did My Cop. I expected to see his men swarm the intruders but that isn’t what happened. Not then.

I tried to put myself in My Cop’s head to figure out why he didn’t just take out the bastards and there was only one conclusion I could draw. The one he wanted, the one he called ‘two seven’, wasn’t there. He was waiting for him to show up and the only question was where and when that would be.

Besides, My Cop says that recon can be more important than the actual battle. When you know what you’re up against and where they are deployed, the odds are stacked in your favor.

I hoped the odds were stacked on his side that night.

An hour or so later, a different monitor picked up movement between the transport garage and the main house. I had to back up and replay it to determine if I really saw it or if it was an illusion. It was definitely real and when I pointed to it, Zayn winced. Like the old man explained, there are very few spirits that overwhelm someone with Zayn’s abilities to sense others, but the one that causes the biggest challenge is pure evil.

That’s what was halfway to the main house and closing. Zayn was battling to control his shaking from the malevolent force projecting across the distance. Juke had his big arms wrapped around Zayn to keep him from falling.

I heard Aussie cock his weapons outside my door.

Then all hell broke loose.

There were no loud gunshots like last time; every weapon had a silencer. I heard the whiz of bullets flying and saw men fall on four monitors. Zayn mumbled, “He got them.”

That was followed by four ominous words. “It’s in the house.”

I made sure the downstairs was empty that night. The house girls were locked in their quarters in the basement with orders to sleep in shifts and attend to the washing and ironing overnight. The chef was in the soundproofed dorm with the rest of the stable and Jack was told Tyler was running security tests. The spouses were secure in their cabins playing with their slaves and every door and the domes were locked. Motion detectors and noise sirens were set.

It's hard to describe what I heard. Zayn was muttering and shaking, Juke’s attention was on Zayn, trying desperately to calm him down. It was a useless effort; the evil was overpowering him.

I was on my own.

For the first time, I was glad My Cop insisted on installing cameras in the main house, including the hallway outside my suite.

Outside my suite’s door, I watched evil meet retribution. Aussie aimed at a shadowy figure and landed a taser on his chest but it didn’t quite knock him down. He aimed the weapon in his other hand but lowered it when a second black-clad figure lunged at the first. There was hand-to-hand combat right outside my suite.

Zayn was trembling but managed to get out a few words. “There is only one way this will end.”

I don’t know how long it lasted but even I could feel how brutal it was without Zayn sensing it for me.

It stopped after a furious battle and only one dark figure stood up. I grabbed Zayn’s shoulders and made him look at me.

“TELL ME!”

Tears ran down his face while I kept demanding an answer, raising my voice until I was hoarse from screaming at him.

“It’s over,” he finally said and broke down into gut-level sobs. Juke caught him before he hit the floor.

The door to my suite opened and I heard two words shouted from the doorway.

“ALL CLEAR!”

It was my turn to cry. I didn’t have to look for a tissue; My Cop was limping toward me with his arms open wide. I wept on his shoulder with his strong arms around me for as long as it took for me to believe he was real.
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I never saw them remove the half dozen invaders because when it’s My Cop’s team, you only see the results. “Didn’t want you to see the field that way,” he said.

That field is a big part of my world. It’s where I go to talk to the grass, trees and the berries growing in the garden. She would have a lot to tell me on my next visit.

That left the one criminal who My Cop overcame right outside the door to my suite, the one who upset Zayn so terribly with his evil, the one my dog was ready to shoot and I still don’t know if that weapon had rubber or real bullets. He hadn’t been ‘taken out,’ as My Cop said about the rest of his band of intruders. What he said was, “I need him alive.”

I understood his pithy reason more than he knew. When I saw that the ex-Senator was for sale in Sweden, I needed him to pay for what he’d done and I was the only one who could make him repay what he cost me, my best friend. But even though I’d made his life hell for two years, castrated him and sent him to a miserable existence for the rest of his dismal life, I didn’t feel vindicated. In fact, I felt nothing when Rick’s truck hauled him away.

That’s when I understood that vengeance fixes nothing. The best you can hope for is peace.

I hoped My Cop would feel that after all this time. Nothing would bring back the men who were murdered; nothing could completely erase the memories when they made him watch and hear their torture; nothing could ever fix what that bastard did. The only thing My Cop could hope for would be a kind of peace from thwarting his plan. And whatever he decided to do with him.

That was the issue. He’d never turn him in to the authorities because that meant outing himself and me. If any justice would come to his captive, he’d have to deliver it himself. At least that’s what my little voice told me.

She wasn’t wrong but she was a little incomplete.
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In the morning, I had Jenna put the husbands back in their half cabins and set them on their day’s tasks, starting with exercise, using the row of toilets and starting their list of chores. Nova gathered the spouses while Gage got their bags into the limos. Tyler was nowhere and everywhere, making sure the field looked pristine, looking the other way when body bags were hauled away and taking directions from My Cop with new-found respect.

Tyler understood he could never have predicted what happened last night and he couldn’t have brought it to the same conclusion My Cop did. At least that problem was resolved.

I visited the spouses in the transport garage to give them a few pointers and say au revoir, because we’d certainly meet again in ten days. While they were at home, I advised them to stock up on the tools they wanted and this group didn’t need a discount coupon for my website. They were adding items to their carts on the tablets in the limos. In that respect, it was a successful visit.

They all received links with usernames and passwords to watch their husbands’ training. My web boy added checkboxes so they could request particular skills they wanted to see developed in their sex slaves for the rest of the time I had them. Of course, all the options were already on my schedule, but it empowers their feelings of ownership if they believe they were suggesting additions to my plans.

Eight overjoyed and very tired spouses left for the airport on time. I sent Juke and Gage in the limos because I wanted Tyler on site. It turned out to be a very good idea.

My Cop had plans for ‘two seven’ and they involved my single tail, the one with the red handle. And me.


Chapter 31  

Recompense

TYLER DROVE THE golf cart to the punishment building at My Cop’s demand. Tyler said he no longer regarded anything My Cop asked him to do as a request; he was taking what he said as an order from a superior. Given the situation, My Cop didn’t trust anyone other than Tyler to get me there safely and the last thing Tyler wanted was a one-on-one encounter with My Cop.

The stable was locked in the dorm and the husbands were working in the cabins on their hands and knees with expanders in their asses and a row of artificial vaginas in front of their faces. Gregory was training on a selection of penises. While they worked to achieve at least a 4 on the scale, Jack ran the expander program to keep track of their sphincter contractions.

All the alarms, motion detectors and noise sensors were activated while drones with cameras covered the entire estate.

Even the house girls were sequestered in the kitchen. My Cop was taking no chances.

He asked me for only one thing when I joined him in the punishment building. He wanted me to wear my leathers. That’s not something I usually wear to bid farewell to guests or when I work with virgins. My leathers aren’t for others to ooh or aah at; they are strictly for me and in this case, I wore them for one reason. He asked me to.

I had a pretty good idea why he told Tyler to deliver his message and make sure I knew he was on his knees when he said it. I didn’t need my little voice to tell me.

The bastard he called two-seven was the reason.

When I arrived, Tyler checked the door and his tablet to see if the drones picked up any movement before he asked for my palm to open it. This time, he didn’t stay a step behind me. He stayed by my side after sending Aussie in first.

When I walked in, I saw My Cop in all black with a weapon on his hip and most likely another one attached to his ankle. He’d done his best to wipe the black smudge off his face and hands but I thought he looked just fine because my gold cage was under those black pants.

The only other body in the building was two-seven. He was hanging by his wrists from an overhead bar with his toes barely touching the floor. The usual assortment of tools and devices were on shelves behind a clear cover but my whip, the one with the custom-made red handle, was coiled on a table right where I’d stand if I used it.

That was a big if.

I never whip a slave out of anger. My rule is firm: pain must have a purpose and that purpose is always mine.

On any other day, a slave would never speak first. He’d wait for my question and answer only what I asked except nights I invite my exclusives to dinner. That’s when they are allowed and encouraged to speak freely. I learn a lot about them when they do.

There’s only one exception to that rule.

If he thinks there’s danger, My Cop has no rules. He can – and does – whatever he needs to do to protect me and my world.

The dangling body was blindfolded but could hear what My Cop said. He never uses more words than are necessary.

“I will not use your name,” he said. Tyler nodded and I got the point. “I trusted him. He betrayed me and six very good men died. Horribly.”

I chose my words carefully. “Do you know why, who and how much?”

He shut his eyes and growled one word. “Yes.”

That was all he was going to tell me but I didn’t need to hear more. He told me the story when we drove back from Rick’s compound and I had to make him pull over so he could sob in my arms each time he said his men's first names. It took the old man, an SD tank and me to make him release the guilt that wracked inside him. It took hours; My Cop is strong inside and out.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked.

He dropped his chin to his chest and mumbled, “I don’t know.”

I’d never heard those words fall out of his mouth in all the time I’ve known him or in any situation, no matter how precarious. He always knows. He plans, organizes and strategizes for every possibility but this one was unlike anything he’d faced before. It wasn’t about making sure others were safe or I was protected.

This time, he didn’t know what he wanted.

I had him crawl across the floor and kneel at my feet so I could comb his light brown hair with my fingers. There’s only one thing that settles him down when he’s needy and it was coiled up on the table a few feet away.

That whip is what kept him alive when a mission went bad last year. He hungers and I feed him with that single tail. That’s his nourishment, it’s what sustains him. Getting back here – to me – is everything he craves. For the first time when there was danger, he didn’t know what to do.

I knew what he needed.

I pointed to the waist bar and then at him. He stripped and laid across it with his ass high and his hands grabbing the handles. I rubbed the number tattooed on his right asscheek and he shuddered at my touch. He was starving and I fed him a five-course meal.

After each stroke, he shouted, “You own me!”

He knew better than to use my name but he was unabashedly confirming my ownership. Two-seven probably had no idea what was going on except My Cop’s affirmations of who and what he was.

In a word. Mine.

When I was done and he’d been fed enough, I pulled his head up by his light brown hair and made him look at me.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked again.

This time, he didn’t hesitate. “Teach him that I own him.”

That was the perfect answer. This time, I let My Cop watch but I refused to use that whip. An ordinary black one was all he deserved.
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Lunch with my exclusives around the table was quiet. Even though they were free to talk with each other and with me, they had dozens of questions but not one they’d dare ask. They understood that whatever happened last night and in the punishment building that morning was between the intruders, one survivor of the attack, My Cop and me, and that was hazardous territory. Tyler knew more than the others, just like he knew that keeping his mouth shut was the safest path.

If anyone was going to broach the subject, he was cutting into a thick steak grilled medium rare with his eyes glued to his plate.

“There are things you don’t know and won’t learn,” I said. “It’s intensely personal.”

On any other day, that would have been enough, but with Zayn sitting next to My Cop, there was something Zayn sensed that he couldn’t let go. It’s one reason he’s my exclusive. His lifelong job is to make sure I’m as worry-free as possible and anything that affects My Cop has a profound impact on me.

Last night between gasps of air trying to fend off the evil that filled the hallway outside my suite, Zayn saw him clad in all black after subduing someone he and I knew was a threat. Zayn couldn’t understand the ways they all intertwined, even with his close connection to me. What he saw at lunch was smudges of black camouflage on My Cop’s face, his movements that were evidence of my whip’s kiss and most of all, his utter silence.

“Ms. Amity, may I touch him?”

My Cop put his knife and fork on his plate and glanced sideways at me, then dropped his chin to his chest.

“Help him find the answer. The right answer for him,” I said.

Zayn had him stand up and pressed his fingers on his chest, then worked them down inches above the ring that holds his cage in place. He winced and said, “Three forces. Pain. Revulsion. Recompense.”

Then Zayn laid his palms on My Cop’s chest and right there in the smaller dining room, My Cop said the same thing over and over.

“Brad, Chuck, Tim, Tommy, Vic, Sam … Brad, Chuck, Tim, Tommy, Vic, Sam …”

“They’re at peace,” Zayn kept saying and my exclusives at the table joined in. “They’re at peace. They’re at peace.”

My Cop grabbed Zayn’s shoulders and Zayn reached for my hand. I did him one better. I got up and put My Cop’s hands on my shoulders and said, “Brad, Chuck, Tim, Tommy, Vic, Sam.”

He wrapped his arms around me and we both said, “They’re at peace.”

“What do you want me to do?” I asked for the third time that day.

“Not you,” he said. “Me.”

“What are you going to do?” I asked while Zayn ran his fingers down My Cop’s back. I felt him get calmer, inch by inch.

“Send him home. Then ruin his life.”

It sounded like a plan to me.


Chapter 32  

Trained Husbands

THE NEXT TEN days flew by with the eight husbands working every hour of every day and well into the night. I took away their sense of time so they never knew what day or hour it was. All they knew was they had a schedule to follow, tasks to complete correctly the first time and what would happen if they didn’t.

Red Rick’s truck would pick them up the next morning and their spouses, who arrived two days ago, were in the Parlor theater for our closing demonstrations and final recommendations to maintain and enhance what their new sex slaves could do now and would do for them in the future.

I had several recommendations after the final demonstration was done. Their husbands were in improved physical shape and had a lot more stamina to serve them morning, afternoon and night. They’d achieved skills for tasks they never assumed were theirs, from laundry to makeup, hair styling to sucking every body part they earned the right to taste, as well as what would happen if they even thought about an unordered erection. If their owners wanted to see, use or tease a stiff cock, all they had to do was ring a bell on the app installed on their phones.

I sent a video to Control at Reckoning that showed how I installed that response in them in two weeks, rather than what she accomplished in her original two-month erection on demand study. All it took was all-night training and a drop of the right gel in their asses. She emailed a three-word reply. “Remarkable! And humbling.”

The husbands ran down the theater aisle in a perfectly straight line and took the stage. I pointed at the floor and they fell to their knees with their chins on their chests. I pointed down again and they landed on all fours.

“Train them so they obey without your having to speak,” I said.

I pointed at the long waist-high bar and all eight bent over it so the audience had a good look at their widened anuses. A single tap on each ass and they pulled their cheeks apart. I had the spouses join them on the stage for their last lesson before I handed them over for the night.

I held up a small box and said, “Would you like to chip your property?”

There were eight very enthusiastic replies that sounded the same to me. “Yes, Ms. Amity!”

Two weeks of training is only part of creating sex slaves out of virgin husbands. Training their wives and husbands is equally important.

Emma dressed in deep purple for the occasion. She knows it’s my favorite color and it compliments her complexion. Her stilettos clicked on the floor as she sprayed antiseptic on one perineum after another. I had the spouses hold the chips and Emma cut a small slice between their anuses and groins. Each spouse handed Emma a chip and she used their fingers to press each inside. A few drops of glue and they were all done.

The chips were modified versions of the ones I use. There were only two levels of jolts and a pleasure program adapted for new sex slaves. Emma sprayed more antiseptic after the glue set and I left them hanging over the bar while I met with their new owners.

“Oh, damn! I love this!” Dante said, fingering the remote as he headed back to his seat.

“I’ll have them activated when the glue dries. When you make them trot behind the carts to your cabins, note how much better they run now. That’s my first serious suggestion. Keep them exercising three times a day.”

Diana piped up with, “Yes, Ms. Amity,” and I managed to keep my grin to myself.

“Use. Short. Instructions.” I emphasized the periods after each word. “Men get confused with too many words, especially if you give them options.”

Sandra was grinning when she commented, “Absolutely. Plug is getting treated like minimized code.” I wasn’t sure anyone else got the joke, but that time I let myself smile.

“Use them all the time. No slave, not even a sex slave, has time off. Expanders work while they sleep and there are take-home replica vaginas and penises in your kits. You never know who or what you might want them to serve.”

This time it was Amelia who said, “I saw on the video how hard Scum had to work just to get to level 3. He’ll practice until he gets to 4 consistently.”

I’d never settle for a 4, but Amelia probably hadn’t had good sex in a long time. I have great sensual experiences whenever I want them.

“My last reminder is that you own them. Don’t think of them or talk to them or refer to them as men or as anything other than the name you gave them. Ignore their feelings. They have a single job to do. They live to please you in every way.”

“Dud is in for quite a ride,” Casey added. “It’s like riding in a limousine every time I want to go to the store.”

I looked at Bridget’s serious face and asked, “What are your plans for Trash?”

Bridget held the remote control up high and said, “Is it turned on yet?”

Instead of answering, I put their husbands on their knees and brought Trash to the front. Then I nodded at Bridget.

“Your fun time is over,” she said and pressed the light lavender button.

Trash’s screams filled the theater as I walked to the door and took the elevator to my suite. I could hear the other husbands’ screeches as the spouses played with the controllers.

It was a lovely chorus for my ride upstairs where My Cop was waiting, naked and on his knees.


Epilogue

THE SPOUSES LEFT early in the morning with smiles on their faces and a plethora of plans in their heads. An hour later, Rick’s trucks picked up the husbands and put them in cages for the long ride home. Doubles and triples were fine for this bunch. I didn’t feel like spending extra for individual units. The crew tagged their ankles and slapped stickers on their asses to assure correct delivery and other than the belts holding the electronic sphincter-practice plugs in place, they didn’t need any clothes.

No slave is allowed free time. This bunch would use the miles to practice tightening their muscles, a workout that sends results to their spouses’ phones. That way, they could keep the plugs inside whenever they were told to insert them. The spouses’ phone apps alerted them if a plug fell out, just like they could tell where they were through the cages’ GPS readouts.

The belts were locked so there was no possibility of unauthorized removal. Their spouses had the codes to open them and a copy was behind an array of firewalls in what My Cop calls a secure location.

My night was delightful and I stopped counting after my fourth orgasm. They all came from My Cop’s overwhelming passion.

He needed what only I could give him. I wanted what only he could give me.

He’d been busy that afternoon altering two-seven’s life online in several databases. He said what he’d done was worse than taking him out, one of his euphemisms for ending him. “He’ll spend the rest of his days and his money – what I left him – convincing authorities he’s not a registered sex offender with a crappy credit history and invalid deeds to his property.”

That’s a good reason not to get on My Cop’s wrong side. There are many more.

That night, I didn’t whip his ass or any other part. He was still wearing the welts from my red-handled whip’s kisses yesterday. Instead, I told him to take me above the stars that sparkled in Amityworld’s sky.

“I’m better than a goddamned drone,” he said, then proceeded to prove that so many times I lost count.

I had breakfast on the terrace and watched the stable run through their first fitness work across the field. The coffee and blueberry muffins were delicious. So were Gage’s ten magic fingers attending to my toes while I stuffed blueberries into My Cop’s mouth. Blue goo dripped from the corners of his lips while he licked my fingers clean.

For the first time in weeks, I saw him smile. A little.

When I summoned Zayn to the terrace, what he said was the perfect way to start my day.

“Ms. Amity, all is well in your world.”
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Two weeks later, the first set of post-training surveys arrived. Nova wriggled her fat layers through the slave door to tell me they were ready to review. I had her project them on one of the monitors in my newly decorated office. I expected them to be positive but I was a little surprised with the height of the spouses’ glee.

Amelia wrote that Scum’s law partners noticed the change in him and texted her with compliments. He actually turned down a client with a sordid history that the firm didn’t want but was the kind Scum often recruited. Amelia said he was working hard on his sphincter exercises and she could see muscles in his arms and legs and even his asscheeks where flab congealed before. Most of all, she was thrilled with breakfast in bed while he massaged her feet. Next week, she planned to let him suck her toes and if he didn’t perform well, jolts into his sound would remind him to work harder.

My web boy reported that Diana had been shopping on my website and three boxes of tools were delivered to her. She was overjoyed to learn Ass was a pain slut and for a while, she focused on his backside with one of the short whips she bought. Most of all, she loved hearing him react when she aimed it at different body parts, especially between his thighs, but the best place was the soles of his feet. His shrieks were music to her ears.

The form that Ruth sent about Bacon was telling. She forbade him from standing on two feet – she called them his hind hooves – and reduced his vocabulary to oinking. If he tried to mislead her or lie, something he tried  twice, she put him on a mechanical ass machine that she bought and recommended to Sandra. Each time it thrust into him, he had to repeat the phrase, ‘This fat piggy is a liar.’

For her part, Sandra’s Plug was spending less time at the office but while he was there, she kept track of him with the GPS mapping feature on her app. The first time he went somewhere without asking permission, he tried to sit through a meeting while she tightened his cage so much, he had to excuse himself and go home to be reminded that he had to beg for permission for each appointment on his schedule. By the time she finished paddling his ass with what she called an immediate and memorable correction, he cleaned all the toilets in the house so well that they were pristine enough to eat off. Which is where she made him eat dinner.

I was interested in what Casey’s survey said. She had the makings of a future Domme and her comments would let me know if I wanted to invite her to an upcoming Parlor. Her slave, Dud, broke so easily that I knew she could mold him into whatever she wanted and he’d perform up to any goal she set. I was curious what her goals were.

Casey listed three of her top objectives for Dud. First, he would learn how to serve her sensual needs without regard for his penis which would stay locked up until he met her target. Her second was for Dud to become not just eye candy but also perform her nightly baths with proper massage using her favorite imported lotions. The third was intriguing. She was going to invite one of the other couples for dinner and Dud would serve alongside the other new sex slave. She wasn’t sure which couple she should have over first.

That earned Casey an invitation to my next Parlor.

I was concerned if Sheila could keep Boob in check, given his rather ordinary job as a security guard. I shouldn’t have worried; the first thing she mentioned was how convenient it was that he had to wear a long-sleeved uniform on his shifts. It did an excellent job of covering his welts. He called her ‘Ma’am’ everywhere they went and his boss gave him extra stints so he had enough income to cover the bondage furniture she ordered. She was thrilled with the cock stock that she kept him in so all he could do was watch her use her new vibrator and struggle against the threat of erecting, something that resulted in a series of jolts to the chip she glued shut herself in the space between his cock root and ass. The light lavender button worked very well, she noted.

Dante’s survey was the longest of the bunch. He’d made significant progress with Hole and was prepping him to be the entertainment for a select group of friends. He put the expander in Hole’s ass every night and developed a kind of ceremony about inserting it. Hole had to prove he’d emptied his colon and if he failed, a cold enema solved that issue. Then Hole had to use a stiff brush to clean himself, all under Dante’s supervision. Finally, Hole lubricated his ass with Dante calling out instructions while increasing how many fingers Hole had to use.

Dante’s summary was telling. “Ms. Amity, Hole begs on his knees for my cock in his ass and I make him earn it.”

That left Bridget’s survey. I learned that Trash was making progress and she was pleased to know where he was at all times. One of the first nights after he was shipped home, she followed him to a condo complex where he was sitting outside in his car and watching the police evict a tenant.

I knew who that tenant had to be but Bridget had no idea, of course. She wrote that she tapped on Trash’s window and threatened to send him back to me to cut off one testicle each time he went somewhere without her authorization. To make her point, she tightened his cage until he was shrieking in his car the entire drive home. He’d never try that again, she wrote with a smiling emoji at the end of her survey.

I was certain that two-seven had met his match and lost. The taste of failure would stay in his mouth and brain for a long time.

Like I said, that’s only one reason he’s My Cop. But it’s one you should remember.


Chapter 33  

Progress

THE TWO WEEKS of training virgin husbands that I planned for my own amusement turned out very differently than I anticipated. That’s not a bug in my world; it’s a feature. The unexpected is my normal.

Like any world-changing event, Amityworld underwent a few scheduling alterations but more in approach and point of view. My Cop’s team vanished as invisibly as they arrived and that put Tyler in charge of on-site security whenever My Cop was working remotely doing whatever mysterious things he does.

After meeting with Tyler, My Cop gave him a list of changes to make. He left it to Tyler to get my approval for each one. Tyler looked stricken having to face me but if he’d seen the bigger picture, he’d have known it was one of My Cop’s tests to see if he was up to the job of protecting me.

I knew I’d agree to most but there was no reason to tell Tyler until he pleaded for me to make the changes. It was one more step in his development if he ever hoped to be one of my exclusives.

I didn’t think he had the makings of one so I thought about creating a category for him. For a minute.

The stable’s daily schedule was modified so Tyler could match their tattoos to the spreadsheet every morning before their first fitness session and just prior to their using the small toilets before being put to bed. He didn’t balk at all at inspecting their asses while they bounced up and down, eager to be sent to their piss-and-shit time. I think he enjoyed their distress at the hold up.

At My Cop’s recommendation, I brought in my tattoo artist to etch numbers inside the house girls’ pussy lips. I had them lay on their backs on short benches with their ankles locked to tall uprights, so she had easy canvases to work on. I watched for a while but their guttural groans got boring after a few minutes and I had other items on my agenda.

Once they were permanently marked as my property, they were inspected by the house manager before breakfast and again before bed. She put them on their backs with their legs spread wide to get a good look, she said. It didn’t matter to me how she checked; all I cared about was the result.

What happened that night when two-seven was effectively removed from life on this planet was a unique event that, finally, was over. Zayn spent hours with My Cop, sensing what he’d never say out loud. On nights I summoned an exclusive to my suite, I also had My Cop there even if he was relegated to the small bed next to mine so when I dropped my right hand, I could comb his light-brown hair with my fingers. It was easier than dealing with his angst that I might be in danger; besides, I like his hair.

One afternoon, Zayn begged for time with me in my office and when he arrived and knelt in front of my chair, he was wearing his serious look. He sensed my worry that something was wrong and said, “Ms. Amity, his mind needs rest.”

There’s only one exclusive whose name Zayn won’t say aloud.

“Tell me,” I said.

He took a deep breath and reached for my hands. “He must stop agonizing about losing you.”

That stopped me cold. How in the world could My Cop even entertain the idea that I’d let him go?

“That’s not his worry,” Zayn said. His ability to know my thoughts and worries still surprises me but it has advantages. “He worries that his outside world is interfering with yours – with ours – and will change or worse, sever your connection with him.”

That’s stupid, I thought.

“It’s not stupid,” Zayn shot back more forcefully than he’d ever dared before. “His essence, his drive, in fact, his life exists because of you. When he’s not actually protecting you, he is planning how he can protect you better.”

It wasn’t a bulb that lit over my head. It was an array of spotlights. I needed a plan and I’m very good at planning, especially where My Cop is concerned.

The issue wasn’t who was going to let me enact my plan. It was who might try to stop me.
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An hour after I put My Cop into a coffin, my affectionate name for the small SD tanks, Zayn sensed he was in turmoil, most likely worrying about my safety even though he’d taken care of everything humanly possible to ensure it. Zayn was right. My Cop was sleeping fitfully and waking up regularly to make sure he was still under my right hand. I gave him another hour in the coffin and got the same assurance from Zayn that I felt.

I said, “It’s time.”

I had Zayn and Juke monitor what we couldn’t see and kept Gage at the door with Aussie. Just in case.

The coffins don’t have doors. They’re connected with curved hallways so when I stood next to My Cop, he had to feel that I was there. The blindfold and earbuds took care of those senses; the air purifier removed any odors and he was immersed in a deep tank up to his chin. That left him nothing but his mind – and his gut.

“What are you?” I asked quietly.

The water in the tank agitated when he shuddered and he said, “Ms. Amity owns me.”

“What do you pledge to me?” I hadn’t asked that question in more than a year because he doesn’t have to say it with words. He does it every day. And every night.

“My obedience. My fidelity. My life.”

“I want more than that,” I said. “Will you give it to me?”

The water was churning from his trembling and from his arms that were trying to reach out to me. The tank prevented that but he was fighting against it anyway.

“Anything! EVERYTHING!” he shouted. I looked at the glass wall and saw Zayn nod. He knew what I was going to do. It’s that mind-reading thing he’s gotten so good at. I’d have done it anyway but seeing Zayn agree was reassuring.

I sent a drop of platinum gel into him through the plug in his ass that he thought was there to keep his anus pliable. You know what I say about men who assume what I’m going to do. They’re always wrong.

It takes about ten seconds to work. I reached into the water, held his uncaged penis with my hands and traced the brand on the bottom of his ball sac. When I crossed the big A, I told him what I demanded he give me.

“The first rule is that you do what I say. There is no second rule.”

His shaking splashed water over the tank’s edge.

“I own you. I will fill you and you will let it touch everywhere inside you.”

Zayn was sending every ounce of his energy to My Cop through the glass wall and the water that separated them. So was Juke. Gage’s hands were on the glass and he was nearly hyperventilating from the flow of energy enveloping him.

I was perfectly calm. I’d made my decision.

My fingers stroked his naked penis until he was on the verge of exploding. At the last second, I said, “I own you and now you own a part of me.”

Zayn was sobbing and Juke was holding him to his chest. Gage was mumbling, “Yes, yes, yes…” Aussie barked.

He ejaculated so hard I had to hold his head above water so he could breathe while he shrieked. I held him there until he felt calm, then took the blindfold off and wiped his tears.

My Cop’s strong arms reached out of the water and pulled me to his chest. I didn’t mind getting wet. We stayed that way for as long as it took for him to form words.

“I didn’t know. I do now,” he said.

“I knew. I’ve always known.”
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Later that night, My Cop performed my bath splendidly and after massaging lavender lotion into my skin and dressing me in my most provocative deep purple negligee, he carried me to my bed and I pointed at him to crawl in next to me.

It was a nonstop night of so many trips to the sky I didn’t bother to count. I used every piece of him, save for what the cage keeps locked up. In due time. When he earned it. And I have very high standards.

I didn’t have to drop my right hand to feel he was there. My left hand was wrapped around his cage all night long.
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