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Dedication

There are those people who imagine and hope. My people are the ones who get what they want. This story is dedicated to one woman who reaches out and takes what makes her happy. Finally.







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 free at Amityworld.com and AHMedia.net.



Prologue

OVER TEA AND SCONES, Caroline and Olivia skimmed through their overflowing inbox, deleting the junk and chuckling at many of the rest. Caroline clicked on one and paused.

“I’ve been getting more than a few questions like this one. They sound so heartfelt. I can’t believe women actually have to live like this. I mean, it’s easy enough to fix.”

Olivia read over her shoulder and shook her head. “How do they tolerate men like that?”

They were a team. By day, Caroline and Olivia answered women’s questions and gave advice online. Most inquiries were about relationships and when the two women started, readers' questions were fairly bland. But as the site took off, what women asked changed from everyday problems to deeper, more personal requests. They answered bluntly, used correct language for body parts and didn’t hold back when they believed a woman could do better than the situation she was currently enduring, usually silently.

Most complaints and pleas for advice centered on the same thing. Men who were unsatisfactory – at best – or useless – at worst – in bed. Given their mutual enjoyment of having excellent times in bed or wherever they felt like it, Caroline and Olivia didn’t mince words in their replies. It’s why their column was so successful and their ad revenue skyrocketed.

They didn’t put on airs or offer impractical guidance. They simply told women that they could do better and offered concrete steps to get what they deserved.

Almost a year ago, they wrote the single column that changed not only the writer’s situation but also their own. Instead of being relegated to the second, third or worse results page on search engines, they found their column at the top of the first page. It all stemmed from one question and that Olivia was too tired that night to mince words.

The email was from a 40-ish year old woman in a relationship with a ‘wonderful guy’ who was simply awful in bed. Worse than awful, she wrote. He was boring and did the same thing every time he felt like having sex. The rest of him was worth keeping, she said. He had a great career, was comfortable financially, liked the same movies she did and she even got along very well with his family. It was just the tedious and dull nights that she wanted to improve. Did they have any guidance to offer?

Olivia read her email several times and typed her suggestions, then hit publish and went to bed. The next morning, their inbox was chock full of comments about her recommendations and they were suddenly the most-read advice column for women online.

When she saw the email teeming with positive reactions and a swarm of questions from women with the same problem, Caroline said, “What women want is what we do and it’s why we never have disappointing sex. That’s what we should write.”

Olivia turned the laptop screen toward her and tapped five emails, almost at random. They all asked the same kind of question.

“How do I make him a better sex partner? The rest of him is good.”

They reread Olivia’s reply that started the deluge.

Girl, lock him up and make him watch you have fantastic sex with a real bull. Be his teacher. That’s how to make him want you so desperately that he'll learn how to make you soar into the night sky. And if he doesn’t? Get your own herd of bulls.

A few weeks later, Olivia was browsing websites looking for a source for tools to recommend to women who were bemoaning their second-rate lovers and asking how to get them to give the women great sex on the women’s timetables. That's when she saw something that clicked.

“Caroline! It’s got a name!”

Caroline looked over her shoulder at the screen. “Damned straight it does. Let’s rename our column.”

That’s how their popular column turned into their new livelihood. They were now the Cuckold Sisters.


Amity's Note

I CAME ACROSS Olivia and Caroline’s column when I was browsing for tools I wanted for a new talent I planned to have my trainers add to the rentables’ repertoire. I’d gotten an increasing number of client requests to rent boys with a particular skill to fill their fantasies in my rental cabins. Of course, they didn’t say it clearly but it was obvious from what they wrote and what they confessed in their application videos.

They wanted to rent men who could act out the clients’ dreams while they were suffering from various levels and types of what they termed ‘discomfort’. In my world, it’s called pain and pain must have a purpose – my purpose.

If they were willing to pay what I charged, then that’s a valid purpose. I was browsing to find the right devices that would keep my boys in constant pain but not so much that they couldn’t do everything the renters wanted. Each time I found one, I sent the link to my west-coast developers to redesign it with the tweaks I needed.

One tool caught my eye. That’s when I saw exactly what I was looking at had been recommended by the Cuckold Sisters, a name that intrigued me enough to have Nova, my personal girl, reach out to the authors and set up a video call. My inner voice told me we were of like minds and we’d eventually work together. She’s never let me down.

I opened a new browser tab and typed in their domain. The traffic on the site was enormous and when I did a backlink check, I saw several links that sent buyers to my public site. Two things stood out. The Cuckold Sisters hadn’t reached out to me and my web boy didn’t include those backlinks in his daily report. Dealing with the second one was easy; an hour in the punishment building would fix that. The first seemed like an opportunity to increase sales but moreover, a chance to make new acquaintances with women who shared my worldview.

The first step in meeting new people, from Dommes all the way down to online slave sales, is to do background checks. After two malicious events in the past year, learning who I’m dealing with isn’t simply a convenience; rather, it’s a critical thing to do. Besides, if I didn’t have my on-site security boy investigate them, I’d have to deal with My Cop, the only one of my four exclusives who’s in his own category.

Tyler came running after I zapped his perineal chip and was on his knees in my office in minutes. He was certainly sweeter eye candy after the past six months in his new position. Three daily workouts made him tasty but I had a job for him to do.

“Find out who these women are,” I said. That’s all he needed for now. I pointed at one of the workstations in the hallway off my office and he went to work. I don’t chitchat with a boy when I assign a task.

I had a full report in under twenty minutes, one that seemed to satisfy Tyler.

“Two women, one is Caroline and the other is Olivia. They run an online advice column to answer women’s sex questions. They seem to be very popular.”

That was a good overall summary and I scanned their analytics. The site had a steady increase of visitors from all over the world, although the largest percentage was in the U.S. The demographics were admirable – most were in their 30s and 40s with a decent number that were 50+. The income spread was all over the place, from hourly workers to suburban moms all the way to wealthy women in fancy zip codes.

Time spent on the site was huge. Women were reading and commenting in large numbers.

I asked him which page was most popular. His answer convinced me I wanted to talk to them. “There’s a lot of questions, answers and comments about electrical loops Even video."

That settled it. I zapped Nova’s pussy chip and when she wriggled only her head and huge bosom through the slave half door to my office, I said, “Get the Cuckold Sisters on a call.”

Extracting her mammoth body out of the small opening was her problem. I sent for hot chai and blueberry scones to enjoy during the call.


The Cuckold Sisters


Chapter 1 

Women of Like Minds

WHEN TWO WOMEN appeared on my big monitor, I was relieved they really were actual women and not pretenders. I don’t tolerate dishonesty, not from Dommes or sellers, and none from slaves. My property learns quickly that trying to mislead me, or worse, lying, carries severe consequences. The last stable boy who tried to hide a skin rash wound up in an electric sheath set on medium for a week. His moans filled the slave dorm so loudly he had to be gagged at night. That taught the rest of the stable not to try the same thing.

Before I could get in a few pleasantries, Olivia gushed her delight at my call.

“We’re so thrilled to talk to you! Caroline and I have heard about you and that mysterious place called Amityworld. We talk about it all the time – if it’s real, if it’s what we’ve heard, what it would be like to live in a place like that…”

If I hadn’t stopped her, she’d have gone on all morning. I anticipated a business call and had a fan-girl chat instead. Well, one of us was chatting.

Caroline said, “Please excuse her. Olivia can get a little excited.”

It was my turn to greet them and tell them what my call was about. “I noticed your site and its significant and growing traffic. By the way, thanks for the links to my public site. My web boy updated his report and your referrals have been substantial. I’d like to grow your business and mine. Are you interested?”

“Oh my god,” Olivia gushed. “That’s… that’s so kind of you!”

Caroline rolled her eyes and laughed. “Yes, Ma’am, we would certainly enjoy talking to you about that.”

It was almost too easy to categorize them. Caroline handled the business and Olivia was the creative force. Their financials were healthy according to what Tyler supplied but could always be better. They also needed a better lawyer and I had Caitlin who’d clean up their copyrights and trademark issues. They had a bustling business but weren’t actually selling anything except ads. The last thing they needed was to deal with inventory and shipping, something I had in place already, so the arrangement defined itself.

“I was thinking about a commission for your referrals. And maybe an affiliate network. How does that sound?”

Caroline smiled and grabbed Olivia’s arm that was shaking with excitement. “It sounds unexpected and amazing,” Caroline said. “What can we do to make it happen?”

Before I’ll go any business with people I’ve met only for a few minutes, I have processes in place. First, I’d have the research team My Cop put together do a deep dive on them. Then he’d review their findings and nod or shake his head. My Cop never uses two words when one will do. They way he shows what he thinks is often wordless.

Like the way he moans when my single tail whip kisses his ass. It’s the song he sings only to me when the custom-made red handle is in my left hand. There are no words to describe how his song fills my suite when he’s bent over the waist bar.

Once the women were vetted, I’d bring them here because spending time in my world tells me a lot about people who are new to me, especially women. Men are easier. They’re either clients and I know everything about their financials, business, social lives all the way to their kinks and fetishes or they are men I own. Once mine sign slave contracts and transfer all their worldly possessions to my company, there isn’t much else to know.

Caitlin is a very good lawyer.

That’s why I have numbers tattooed on the stable’s right asscheeks. It’s easier to tell them apart that way once they’re all hairless and naked, save for the cock cages they wear all day and night. If a client rents a huge cock, then I can tell Jack, my stable manager, to get a 20 ready. Or if a renter wants a pair of pain sluts, I have her send a couple of 40s. Numbers are an efficient way to keep them organized.

“My personal girl will contact you with details for your visit here. I don’t allow visitors on the property until they’re thoroughly vetted and medically cleared, so that’s my condition. It’s yours to accept or reject. If you decline, this will be the last time you’ll hear from me.”

“Oh, we ACCEPT!” Olivia shouted. Caroline rolled her eyes again and nodded.

“Assuming there are no problems in your backgrounds and no crazy stalkers in your lives, I’d like you to meet with my attorney to make sure your business is protected,” I said.

Olivia was bouncing so hard, I thought she was going to fall off her chair. “That is SO KIND of you! Caroline’s been trying to get me to do that forever. It’s like you’re reading our minds!”

I wasn’t reading their minds. My little voice was and she’s almost always dead-on right. When they got here, I’d have Zayn do that. He’s the ex-Marine I bought in Sweden when I felt something about him, a kind of aura that I can’t explain. Given his amazing Tantric abilities, he was worth a lot more than the Kronas I paid for him, even after outbidding Big Mike. I made it up to Mike on his mountain when I did what he begged me to do. From his knees.

“Make me scream,” he pleaded.

That’s exactly what I did.


Chapter 2 

The Sisters Visit

FIRST TIME VISITORS to Amityworld undergo the same experience. I like my privacy; in fact, I insist upon it. Given two incursions that My Cop overcame supported by his black-clad detail who seem to have neither faces nor names, I’ve instituted new policies for newcomers. They’re reasonable procedures, at least to me, and if anyone objects or resists, they get a one-way trip back to the small private airport, a two-hour drive from my front gates.

Caroline and Olivia’s lives, friends, and business associates were scrutinized by My Cop’s team and passed their standards. The only semi-questionable statement in their report was that Olivia seemed to talk a lot. I was sure that when enough compensation was dangled in front of her, she’d learn that speaking about our relationship was not in her best interests. Money talks; Olivia shouldn’t.

They didn’t have the funds or connections for a private plane, so they flew commercial into the city and I sent a client’s jet for the second leg of the trip. That client received his thanks in the punishment building where he screeched his way through hanging by his wrists while I tried out the new tools my developers sent. Given his reaction, my west-coast boys did what I ordered.

I knew client was a pain slut; he finally realized it that day. The next time he rented my boys, he was in for a surprise. He usually asked for a pair of boys who sang loudly when he used percussion tools on them. On his upcoming visit, the tables would be turned with a role player dressed as a dominant woman – a sadistic dominant woman – whose appetite for inflicting torture had no bounds.

He'd love it and he’d beg for more.

I sent Gage to meet their plane and lest they faint from shock, I had my eunuch dress him in street clothes. It was only the second time since I branded him that Gage was forced to wear pants and a shirt when I sent him on what he calls a mission. That’s a trait common to my ex-military property. They give up everything willingly to be allowed to live in my world but a few terms from their military-style vocabulary often pop up.

I met Gage as a favor to My Cop who pleaded with me to see him. Gage was a former POW who passed every psych test they threw at him but kept one secret hidden from everyone. To survive the torture, Gage built a place in his mind where he was safe and no one could hurt him. He retreated to that space when they beat and starved him. It was the only place they couldn’t hurt him.

My Cop didn’t know what Gage’s hidden problem was, just that he deserved to be free of it. It took me two hours to discover his secret. Gage was impotent and he’d resigned himself to living alone, physically and emotionally.

It took me one day to fix his problem. Me and my red-handled whip. I kept my eye on him for two years until he put in his papers and asked to live in my world as just another piece of my property. Given his ten magic fingers that send me on trips to the stars that shine on Amityworld, I moved him to an attic cell and eventually branded him.

He's now my deployment specialist who makes sure everyone and everything is where it’s supposed to be, whether it’s clients in the rental cabins or the complicated auction weekend. Gage has moved battalions across oceans and continents. He approaches every task I give him with the same mindset.

I figured he could handle transporting two women from the airport to the front gates.

When Caroline and Olivia climbed into the limo’s roomy back seat, Gage read the rules he’d memorized.

“Ms. Amity welcomes you to her world. She is sure you are about to have an experience unlike any you’ve had before. There are a few rules that you must follow.”

Olivia was almost bouncing on the seat when she said, “Don’t worry, we’re so thrilled to be invited, we’ll do everything she asks.”

Gage knew I was watching and listening to the feed and this was the first time he’d escorted such an effusive newcomer who just broke two rules with one sentence. He had to choose whether to explain that to her or continue reciting the script I gave him.

It’s always a bad idea to give men choices. They get confused. That’s why I give my property their instructions in short, detailed lists. They do what they’re told when they’re told to do it and within the time I allot for that task.

Gage was in murky waters. I was more interested in what he was going to do than I was in Olivia’s outburst. If he opted for what I wanted him to do, that was one thing. If he made the wrong choice, he knew the sound in his penis held tight by his cock cage would inform him of my displeasure.

He looked at the camera and then at Olivia. “You will call my owner Ms. Amity. And you will speak when asked a question.”

Gage held his breath, anticipating a jolt. What he got instead was 20 seconds of the pleasure program in his perineal chip. He let out a small moan that made me smile.

Of course, Olivia and Caroline were clueless. I don’t sell full versions of my chips and the only men wearing modified versions are the eight husbands I turned into sex slaves for their spouses. Those chips don’t have a pleasure program.

“After a medical checkup, you will be delivered to Ms. Amity for lunch. The chef is aware of your preferences. The rest of your time is completely up to Ms. Amity,” Gage said.

That was the end of his memorized list. I had a feeling it wouldn’t be his last trial during the ride. Caroline and Olivia weren’t experienced Dommes; they weren’t like most of the women he’d escorted from the airport. Dealing with those two was going to be a challenge and I was curious how Gage would handle the next hour and a half.

It started 20 minutes later. Olivia wanted to know who Gage was, why he was escorting them, how big Amityworld was, who else lived there and everything she could glean about me. Gage sat stone-faced with his insides churning, arguing with himself about how much to reveal. That didn’t start at zero; it was minus 50 percent.

At the same time, he was ferrying guests – his owner’s guests – and couldn’t remain mute. Each question Olivia asked made him want to grab his crotch where the gold cage threatened his cock and balls or worse, a jolt into the sound that the cage held firmly in his penis that would probably make him groan.

I keep my boys in a state of tension. It’s not only amusing; it’s a checkup on their obedience. Even though Gage proved his loyalty to me time after time and wore my brand proudly, that was yesterday. The only thing that mattered was what he did – or said – today.

Even my exclusives have to prove themselves. Today was no exception. I was interested in which of Olivia’s questions Gage would answer and the one he chose was telling.

“Ms. Amity is the most wonderful person. She is well-respected among her friends and takes excellent care of her property.”

He was on a roll until that final word, her ‘property’. Caroline stared at him and Olivia was almost too overwhelmed to ask another question but she managed to get one more out.

“Property? You mean the estate grounds?”

Gage closed his mouth and tensed up for the shock he knew was coming. That’s when a light went off over Caroline’s head.

“You are Ms. Amity’s property,” she said. I gave her a point for using my name properly and another for figuring it out. Then I turned my attention to Gage.

He bounced on the limo’s leather seat. Bouncing their asses is how everyone I own says, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

They’re not allowed to say no.

A single zap inside his penis reminded Gage that my stable, including my exclusives, answer only what they’re asked; nothing less and certainly nothing more.

Caroline grinned for the rest of the ride. Olivia never took her eyes off Gage, especially his crotch, a part she was determined to learn more about. She hoped it would be up close and personal.

When the limo pulled up to the front gate and the guard demanded IDs, Caroline handed hers to Gage to show the sentry, a true Domme move. Olivia gawked at the guard's huge shoulders and tight pants.

This was going to be an interesting visit.


Chapter 3 

The Sisters Meet Emma

ALL GUESTS VISIT Emma, my transitioned doctor, before they are allowed to interact with me, my house girls or my boys. I’d seen Caroline and Olivia’s medical records and knew they were in good health, had vaccines and reported no recent issues to their physicians. That doesn’t excuse them from one of Emma’s infamous exams.

When I bought Emma in Sweden, she was a ‘he’ who was desperate to transition but his owner at the time didn’t have the funds or the right physicians to make that happen. After Emma gave me a year-and-a-half of excellent service, I arranged it. She is so grateful, she pleads every morning to live the rest of her life in my world.

She took excellent care of My Cop after he was brutalized on a mission that went very badly and brought Juke and Aussie, my protection dog, back to health after they were shot on that awful night a year ago. Juke, my newest exclusive, swore he’d give up his life to protect me and his pledge wasn’t mere bravado. That’s precisely what he came close to doing. Aussie’s job is to keep me safe if My Cop is working remotely and when he pushed Zayn out of the way when the bad guys invaded my world, I knew I’d keep my dog forever.

Aussie is a very good dog.

Emma’s favorite time of day is when I let her into the costume closet to choose her daily outfit. When she saw two exams for newcomers, she spent a few extra minutes matching jade green stilettos to her black and green ensemble. Her new breasts were a gift after My Cop was discharged from her medical care. Emma wears low-cut tops to show them off. Her flared skirt tells everyone she eschews panties.

I sent Jenna to the transport garage to take Caroline and Olivia to the medical wing of the Intake building. When I buy slaves, they’re sent to Intake for two weeks after Emma signs off on them medically. Intake is where they learn my rules and what happens if they disobey them. I’ve found the best way to correct a malcontent is to adjust his behavior immediately, in front of others and in a way that sticks with all of them for a very long time.

I didn’t expect anything like that from my two visitors but you never know how people react when they see Emma for the first time and suffer through her very personal checkup. If I pegged them correctly, Caroline would be stoic. Olivia was the question mark.

Jenna is a fairly new house girl. She’s tall and stocky and seems to learn how to do things my way quickly. Her drawback is her tiny breasts. I prefer my girls to have large bosoms that bounce when they trot from task to task.

No one in Amityworld walks.

Jenna knew she was on trial and if she ever hoped to gain a one-syllable name, a treat I award only to girls who excel at their jobs, her breasts would always be a drawback. That’s why she galloped to the garage. She knew I was watching.

With My Cop’s new drones with cameras, I can see anyone, anywhere on the grounds.  And I look.

Describing Caroline and Oliva’s faces when they saw Jenna?  One word: hilarious.

She pointed behind her, indicating they should follow, and trotted down the slaveway to medical. When they arrived, she pointed again, telling them to wait at the door.

It’s a test I pose for all new visitors. Do they have the temerity to open the door? Do they wait for someone to open it for them? Then there’s the third option. I opened the door a few inches to see what they’d do.

Caroline said, “The naked girl said to wait here.”

“She most definitely did not,” Olivia replied. “She didn’t say a darned thing.” Olivia reached for the handle and pushed the door open wider, then peered inside.

“It’s dark,” she said. “Not a damned light anywhere.”

Caroline took a deep breath and pushed the door fully open, then stepped inside. Two steps later, every overhead light lit up and they saw where they were.

In an exam room. More specifically, Emma’s exam room. Her green and black miniskirt swished and her stilettos clicked on the tile floor when she made her entrance.

If their faces were hilarious when they saw Jenna, they were close to hysterical when Emma appeared. Until Emma started issuing directions.

“Strip to the waist,” she said, tapping her heel on the floor.

Two stunned women looked at each other and then at Emma before Olivia started giggling.

“Oh, what the hell,” Olivia said while she unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her bra. Caroline shook her head and did the same.

I don’t care who you are, how famous or wealthy, everyone submits to Emma’s medical checkup before they meet me. It’s part of my promise to protect everyone in my world. After the second intrusion, My Cop installed every piece of security equipment imaginable, plus some I’d never seen much less heard of. Drones with cameras surveil overhead, ten-foot fences with barbed wire surround the perimeter, motion detectors blare sirens and then there’s the armory. I didn’t want guns on Amityworld so we settled on rubber bullets and tasers. But I wouldn’t be all that surprised if My Cop or his stealth team knew where he hid the real ones.

Emma’s exam is how I make sure visitors aren’t contagious and have enough strength to swing a whip – or taste my whip’s kiss.

Emma listened to their hearts and lungs, palpated their breasts and when she was satisfied, had them squat to fill cups to check their urine. Illegal drugs are prohibited in my world; everyone fills a cup on each visit.

It didn’t surprise me that neither Caroline nor Olivia wore traditional panties. All they had to do was pull the thongs to the side to pee in the sterile cups.

I’m sure Emma was disappointed that I didn’t insist on enemas for them. It’s one of her favorite things to do with newcomers. She claims they work much better when they’re chilled, so she keeps a supply in the refrigerator. At least she didn’t pout when my medical slave, the EMT I bought in Memphis, handed her green gloves and lube for their colon inspections.

When Emma snapped the gloves on, Caroline shuddered but bent across the exam table as instructed. Olivia was unperturbed and leaned across the table and spread her legs apart. I believe Emma spent a few extra minutes inside each woman’s ass before handing them over to #122.

It was time for me to mark that EMT permanently. I made a note to have Nova send for my tattoo girl. I’d give him a two-digit number and she’d etch it on his ass. After two years of excellent service, he earned it. I told Nova to contact her and get her onsite in the morning. Caroline and Olivia would probably enjoy watching how I show a slave how much he’s pleased me.

If they were clever, they’d find a way to work those tattoos into one of their columns.

When they were finished and Emma checked them off as healthy, Jenna led them to the smaller dining room for lunch. I had a spreadsheet full of plans to grow their business and mine, ones we’d discuss over Asian salads that were grown in the garden my outdoor slaves tend.

The chef knew the consequences, so there would be blueberries on the table alongside a bowl of whipped cream. While I walked to the dining room, I decided which of my exclusives to summon to stuff berries in his mouth so he could lick my fingers clean.

If Caroline and Olivia thought Jenna was unusual, just wait until they got a look at Gage without those pesky street clothes I made him wear. Like all my boys, he exercises three times every day and after all these months, he’s quite a piece of eye candy. He’s beautiful when he runs, which is what he was doing across the big field from the new cabins to the dining room right after I jolted his chip.

When he was ready to crawl into the dining room, I had Jenna deliver Olivia and Caroline.


Chapter 4 

A Business Lunch

THINGS HAPPENED ALL at once. If I’m going to do business with someone, they have to understand my lifestyle is my normal. If they want to do business with me, they don’t just acknowledge it; they participate in it. That’s why I had my chef on his knees and my kitchen girls serving lunch when I jolted Gage to crawl into the dining room.

Three bald, naked girls placed salads in front of my guests and me; the hairless chef waited silently for me to approve and Gage, wearing only his gold cock cage, crawled to my side, stretched his arms out and dropped his forehead on the hardwood floor. That’s how we eat lunch in my world.

Olivia’s head spun like a scene from The Exorcist and Caroline’s lower jaw came close to hitting her plate.

I ignored their reactions. They’d get over it eventually if they wanted to do business with me. I saw no reason to delay that process.

“I’m glad you’re here,” I said as if nothing unusual was happening all around them. “Enjoy lunch. We have a lot to talk about.”

Caroline nodded silently. Olivia gripped her water glass with both hands. I didn’t think it was the ‘don’t speak unless asked a question’ rule that caused their reactions, but I had a proposition for them.

“After lunch, you’ll meet with Caitlin, the best lawyer who appreciates the kind of business you do. She’ll make sure you’re protected from trademarks to copyrights to insurance to everything legal you should have. I scheduled time for you to enjoy facials or massages or any service you want before dinner,” I said.

This time, they both nodded but still didn’t say a word.

“After dinner, I’ll give you a tour so you’ll see how my business and yours can work together.”

They should opt for massages, I thought. Their necks will be sore from all that nodding.

“I’m sure you have questions. Hold onto them until after I outline what I have in mind.”

Olivia took a sip of water and put the glass on the table. Caroline reached for a freshly baked roll and took a bite. At least that was a bit of progress.

“You have hundreds of women asking for advice to deal with men who are useless in bed. I’m an expert in producing sex slaves for women. Those two situations intersect.”

The chef, naked except for a frilly pink apron, moaned when I set the pleasure program in his chip for 15 seconds. When it was done, I sent him back to the kitchen. I hoped that time would give at least one of my guests the nerve to say something. I was counting on Caroline and she didn’t disappoint me.

“Ms. Amity, we’re gratified that you asked us to visit. This is all quite… quite a lot to take in.”

There’s nothing more important to me than honesty from everyone I deal with, especially in business. Caroline’s comment was absolutely authentic. It was a lot to take in. I planned it that way.

“Something you’d like to get used to?” I asked.

Olivia blurted out, “Oh, god, YES! It’s like living in my dreams!”

I was dealing with two genuine women. My inner voice is almost always right and she was this time, too.

“I read one of your replies that hinted the woman should make the man watch her use a vibrator,” I said. “Are you willing to take that one or perhaps a few steps farther? Like eliminating the vibrator and substituting something else for it?”

“What’s better than a vibrator?” Caroline asked.

It was all I could do not to smile but I held it back. “A penis. One that’s trained to perform on cue.”

“You mean, a lover?” Olivia asked.

No, I didn’t mean a lover. She had a lot to learn about my thinking. I don’t consider trained penises to be men. They’re objects for a woman to use when she wants and to keep under control when she doesn’t. In other words, a perfectly-trained sex slave.

“Untrained men don’t understand that satisfying a woman’s sensual needs and desires isn’t about themselves. They have to be trained to rethink what they call sex and make it an act of submission to the woman who chose them. Without that surrender, they are useless. Your column is the place you can introduce that idea to your readership and my tools can make that happen for them.”

“You’re talking about like renting a man?” Caroline’s light bulb lit up again.

“That’s close,” I said. “More like renting a penis and a few parts that go along with it but only ones that are trained.”

“And making the man watch?” This time the light shined above Olivia.

I nodded. “Exactly. But when he’s forced to watch, she is actually training him. No man in training should ever be idle. You’ll see that when I take you on a tour. The men I own work all day and even when they’re sleeping. That’s how I produce perfect sex slaves.”

They both perked up when I said, “the men I own,” and I knew they were gaining a better understanding of how my world works. And who controls everything that lives in it.

“I mean, I think women would love that! But where would they rent men – I mean penises – to use? Isn’t that dangerous?” Caroline asked.

I was beginning to like her more and more. That was a critical question for the whole arrangement I was proposing. There aren’t many women who know where to find rentable talent that fills their needs and is safe. My network doesn’t advertise but we have the perfect merchandise for a venture like this.

“We’ll tour the rental cabins after dinner. I’ll show you how it works in real life. I think you’ll be surprised at how lucrative it can be if it’s done correctly.”

Caroline perked up at the possibility of increased revenue. I knew the property she had her eye on buying; it was all in her browser history. If my plan worked, she’d be able to put a downpayment on the land in a few months.

“What’s under the table?” Olivia burst out.

It was about time she noticed that I was picking blueberries and feeding them to something or someone she couldn’t see.

“One of my exclusives,” I said, as if that explained everything, which, of course, it didn’t. Not to her. “They’re my personal property. I keep them in the attic so they’re handy when I want to use them.”

That was all the explanation she was going to get for the time being. She’d have to earn the right to learn more.

I jolted Aussie’s chip and my dog crawled into the dining room on all fours and nestled against my right leg.

“Who is that?” Olivia asked.

“Aussie is my personal protection dog, a gift from the Pet Shoppe owners when I helped them prepare for a cross-country dog-buying trip. You might want to think about buying one for yourselves.”

I gave Aussie one terse command. It’s all he needs.

“Take them to Caitlin,” I said. Then I turned to my guests and said, “Aussie is a good dog. A very good dog.”

Once the legal matters were taken care of, a pair of my 90s, the estheticians, would give them personal treatments they’d remember for a long time. I’m sure they’d get a much better understanding of the value of rentables after their facials and massages but an even deeper one when we toured the rental cabins.

All eight cabins were filled with clients paying to use my rentables who were busy every minute they were paid for to make the renters’ ultimate fantasies come true.

My boys know what happens when a client gives them less than five stars on the survey so they make absolutely sure it never happens to them.


Chapter 5 

Touring Amityworld

WHILE CAROLINE AND Olivia were being pampered by a pair of my 90s from the stable’s esthetics category, I had Gage entertain me with his ten magic fingers in my suite. He was going to drive us around the grounds and to the new rental cabins so my visitors could get a real taste of my world, so using him for a few hours saved time. Newcomers are often more awed by the cabins than they are by the fields, trees and gardens but that’s not how I feel about her.

Amityworld is a part of me. We talk to each other in silence. She’s the little voice inside me that is almost always right; that’s why I listen to what she says. Besides, there’s nothing I enjoy more than visiting her right after I’ve taken a few trips into her sky.

The Cuckold Sisters had to be tired after the day I planned for them. Caroline and Olivia flew on their first ride on a private jet, endured Emma’s medical exam, had an eye-opening lunch, met with my lawyer and then enjoyed two hours of massages and whatever else they wanted. Now I was taking them on a guided tour.

They weren’t going to see everything. They couldn’t handle seeing what was in the training or punishment buildings. Not yet.

While Gage drove the golf cart, I pointed out where the auction competitions were held, the slaveways my boys run to get to their daily tasks, where the hills start beyond the tree line and finally, the garden that feeds everyone I own. We stopped near the blueberries and I invited them to try a few.

The berries in my garden taste better than any grown anywhere else.

While we picked and tasted the ripest ones, Caroline had a question. “Ms. Amity, you mentioned that women should train their men by making them watch how a trained penis – and a few other body parts – serve women. Not just any penis but perfectly-trained ones, penises that you’ve turned into sex slaves. That sounds like a dream to me. How do you create ones like that?”

That was a perceptive question that she probably came up with during the incomparable foot massage my 90s excel at. I’m no longer surprised what treatment like that can make you wonder about, not with Gage’s ten magic fingers on my toes when I have coffee and blueberry muffins on the terrace in the morning. Watching my stable exercise on the field while my exclusive works on my feet helps me understand a lot of things.

“Turning men into sex slaves is a process. It takes time but the first step is always the same. Men must realize – really internalize – that they are owned and that I own them. When they submit to that, then the rest flows.”

Caroline closed her eyes and sucked on a blueberry. I’m sure that’s not the only thing she found tasty.

Olivia took a step closer to me and whispered, “How do you get them to acknowledge that? To accept that you own them?”

That was easy; it took only three words. “Degrade, demean, debase.”

Olivia stared at me and I followed up with, “In order, every day, every situation. It works when they are under your complete control and feel or see what happens to the ones who disobey.”

“And that turns out perfect penises? Ones that know how to please women?” Caroline was sucking the berries so hard, juice ran from her lips. Every moment is teachable, so I used this one to make my point. I pointed at Gage and said, “Lick.”

That’s all it took. He ran to Caroline, rolled out his tongue and licked the blue from her chin until it was gone. Then he returned to his knees behind me.

“It creates perfect sex slaves,” I said. “You teach them how to perform the way you want and order them to do it when it pleases you. This one knows what will happen if he disobeys or worse, delivers a subpar performance. That’s why every male on the property is permanently caged.”

Olivia looked at Gage on his knees, then at me. “Will he do what I tell him to do?”

That was also easy to answer. “He’ll do what I tell him to do.” I turned to Gage and said, “What are you?”

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!” he shouted.

“I want one of those, too!” Olivia said in a tone that sounded new for her. Even Caroline was surprised. Owning perfectly-trained men will do that to you.

“Let’s see what my clients are doing with their rentals,” I said. It was time for them to get a good look at what having the right rentables can do for your income.

I had Aussie drive us across the big field with Gage hooked to the back of the cart. He’s as beautiful as an elk charging through the forest when he runs.

-=o=-

The cabins were created from the building I had my planner boy design for the auction. It’s still the talk of my network, one of the goals I gave him for the design. A second was that it had to turn into rental cabins after the auction was over. For his reward, I had my tattoo girl etch #42 on his penis to match the one on his right asscheek where I number all my boys. When a boy gets a permanent number on his shaft, he is assured I will keep him, as long as he continues to work hard and please me.

He was so proud of his new digits, he showed them off to the stable when they were put to bed. It’s something they all covet; the mark that tells everyone that penis is owned by Ms. Amity.

Now the structure houses eight cabins that my clients can rent for a few hours or even a weekend. A huge dome covers the central display area and the cabins form an oval ring around it. One side is where #42 designed my office, workstations for certain exclusives and of course, private space for me.

That space gives me plenty of room to swing my single-tail whip. My Cop’s ass was the first to taste its sting in there and he worked on his knees for a few days afterwards. Sitting was out of the question.

When we arrived, all eight cabins were filled with renters using my stable to live out their dreams. That’s what I wanted to show Caroline and Olivia – not just what was going on in the cabins, but how much my clients are thrilled to pay for those experiences. I make sure they get more than they ask for. A lot more. When they gather in the transport garage before they head to their private planes, they’re on their knees, pleading to be allowed to come back.

That’s something I learned about my clients. No matter how outstanding their time in the cabins is, they want more. They’re the kind of men who can’t get enough.

I buy slaves at auctions and in online sales to satisfy those desires, then train them to deliver scenarios that thrill the renters. The boys know what happens if they fail to get five-star reviews and always do more than the high standards I set for them.

Caroline and Olivia were in for a surprise; actually, eight of them.

I made sure there were at least two clients using slaves from my stable that were not 40s, the pain sluts, and gave them a free extra hour to try out the new device my developers created. It would be much more instructive for my guests to see clients' reactions to those tools. After all, pain sluts would enjoy what those new tools do.

After I opened the outer ring with the palm pad, Gage went in to make sure it was safe. My Cop insisted – if you can call begging on his knees insisting – that every building is checked before I walk in. He issued an all clear and I showed Olivia and Caroline the glass walkway that surrounds the oval of cabins.

I can see inside but the occupants see a wall of mirrors on their side. They love seeing themselves using my rentables.

We walked silently – my guests were too stunned to chat – past three occupied cabins until we reached the fourth, where I had scheduled a judge, whose fantasy was to have a biker, what he actually called a ‘hooligan’ on his application, suffer and dance. It was a perfect scenario to show them what the new device could do for women who wanted to train their inept sex partners how to satisfy them the way they wanted.

When Olivia asked earlier about my three guiding principles, degrade, demean and debase, I left one overriding piece out of my reply. It was the one works uncannily well on most men.

It’s simple. Pain.


Chapter 6 

The Dance of Pain

WHEN A CLIENT checks the ‘dancing boy’ box on a rental application, he knows what he’ll get. He understands it’s not going to be a boy who waltzes; no, he’ll get to use the boy’s ass, mouth or other parts and the boy will put on a performance that delights the renter. Whether it’s the renter’s cock in the boy’s ass or mouth or whatever plug he employs, that boy is going to extol the renter’s size and thrust with his entire body.

That’s what we call ‘dancing’ in my world.

To see how well my new device worked, I made sure the judge was given a dancer, one of my 50s. He was also a singer, trained to compliment the client’s penis size in the most flattering and loudest ways. Each week, I add a few more words to their memorized shouts of praise so no client hears the same phrase twice.

When we arrived at cabin 4’s glass wall, the boy was dangling by his wrists from an overhead bar. He looked like a stereotypical biker with a leather vest, heavy boots and leather chaps. The judge was removing the codpiece to expose the boy’s genitals. He read the directions for the new tool and wrapped the loop around the boy’s cock, picked up the control box and, as the card suggested, sat in the comfortable upholstered chair where he’d get a good look at the results.

The judge pressed the power button and fingered the controls.

“What does it do?” Caroline asked. “I’ve never seen one like that with no wires.”

“I invested in a small design firm on the west coast,” I said. “Ramon and José have created many of my best tools. This is the newest one. Watch what happens.”

Oliva’s face was pressed against the glass with her hands flat on it. Caroline inched closer to get a better view. I was curious to see how well those two boys did connecting the remote control via Bluetooth.

The judge pressed the button all the way on the left as the card recommended. That was the lowest setting. He’d build up to the level that made the boy dance the way he wanted.

The dangling boy’s face registered his surprise and his hips twisted left and right. When the judge pressed the next button, things changed. A lot.

The boy pulled up his knees and kept rotating his hips. What he felt was definitely uncomfortable.

The third button brought his first yelp that was followed by a series of moans and grunts that were music to the judge's ears. His knees went up and down, his hips twisted faster and his jaw clenched.

The new tool was working perfectly.

My guests watched silently, though Oliva’s face was pressed flat on the glass and Caroline looked like she was close to having an orgasm right there in the glass walkway.

The fourth button made the boy sing out loud. It was hard to decipher exactly what he was screeching but that didn’t matter. I had a new and very effective tool that would keep a boy focused while he was being trained for whatever talent I assigned him to learn.

I wondered if Caroline or Olivia was savvy enough to figure out how that tool would work with their audience’s pleas for their sex partners to perform in ways that really satisfied them.

First, I had to unpeel Olivia from the wall and bring Caroline back to earth.

“Do you see its potential?” I asked.

A few deep breaths later, Caroline was nodding so hard I’d need to send a massage boy to her suite later that evening.

“I do. I see it,” she said. “Is this what you mean? Put that loop on the incompetent man, tie him up and make him watch you getting fabulous sex. Is that it?”

That was definitely a big piece of it but there was more.

“Olivia, how would you tell a woman to use it?” I asked. She was shaking a bit but managed to reply.

“Oh god, Ms. Amity, I’d tell her to set it on low and if he got distracted, jolt him higher until he pays attention.”

That was absolutely a second part of it but there was a third. If they got it, I felt a profitable partnership in the works.

“There’s one more important facet of what this tool can do. Let’s visit the next cabin and see if you can figure it out.” I turned to go to the next cabin and had to prod the girls to follow. They were immersed in the singing and dancing boy’s reactions when the judge kept tapping buttons.

We skipped cabin 5 and gathered outside cabin 6 where I had Gage stock the shelves with a particular set of tools and a card with detailed suggestions. What I saw told me that the renter not only read the card but was trying several of the recommendations.

He was an elite client, one who had earned a regular appointment with a variety of my stable’s talents. In his outside world, he was an event planner to the rich and famous who was in high and consistent demand. In any realm, that’s a high-stress job. His fantasies swelled into what he believed was the extreme end of kinky dreams but in my world, they were easy to accommodate. Prior to each session, he sent a short video confessing his desires, ones I could tell he thought were shameful.

I didn’t think of them as shameful; rather, they made an interesting challenge for my boys and that translated into higher rental fees. He never argued about price.

That day, he paid for three. He wanted a trio of my 20s, the big cocks, and specified they had to hang from big men’s groins. It wasn’t just the penises that had to be big. The client was desperate to force well-built men with top-of-the-line penises to submit to him.

Obviously, that request was for one thing. Power. I’m an expert in that area.

The three rentals spent weeks toning their shoulders, chest, arms and leg muscles so they were in even better shape than the already well-built stable. I watched them work out in the small field after they finished their daily fitness routines. It was an exhausting exercise even for men who were quite beefy but they knew the consequences of failing to complete every pushup. When one couldn’t do the required number early on in their training, he wound up screaming on the ground while I held my finger on the button that jolted his perineal chip and the sound in his penis at the same time.

Lessons that are quick and memorable last the longest for both the victim and those watching. Needless to say, the three I assigned extra workouts completed every pushup – and every other exercise – every day.

When we arrived at the glass wall, they were spread eagle, attached to the wall by their wrists and ankles with the event planner admiring every inch of their physiques with his fingers and mouth. The new loops were locked around their penises with the smaller loops tied just under the penis heads.

This client earned the extra loops.

He turned the dial to the lowest setting. My boys apparently felt the stimulation, given how hard their hips beat against the wall. That continued until the client stood in front of one and pressed the middle button.

When that boy started growling, he said, “Beg!”

Despite the torture his cock was suffering, the boy knew what he had to do. He saw the tools on the shelf, closed his eyes and shouted, “MAKE IT HURT MORE!”

The client literally skipped to the shelf and grabbed a spiked wheel that he ran up and down the boy’s aching shaft. The more the boy shrieked, the more excited the client became. Pretty soon, he had the three of them screeching and begging for more.

Olivia was speechless at the sight of three brawny men pleading for more pain but Caroline had the answer.

“You’re saying that once women degrade, demean and debase men, they don’t just get used to pain. They want more. Is that it?”

She was almost there but was missing an important nuance. Between gasps, Olivia was much closer.

“They don’t just want it, do they? They need it.”

I filled in the blanks. “It’s a little more than need. It becomes part of them. Without pain, they feel empty. When a woman keeps a man in a state of pain, he learns faster, responds more quickly and does a better job at whatever she wants him to do.”

Their faces told me they understood and were primed to incorporate my new tool and available rentals into their online column’s suggestions. Once women added their successes in the comments, I might have to buy more rentable men to fill the requests. After all, there were three empty cots in the stable dorm and with the garden’s produce, feeding them was only a marginal expense.

Very few women could afford a trip to my rental cabins and I had no interest in inviting what My Cop calls ‘unknowns’ to my world. That meant sending boys literally all over the country to be used as demos for women to train their sex partners. I sent a message to Nova to schedule time for three of my elite clients as a reward for the use of their private planes ferrying my boys to a few women’s homes to be test cases.

It also meant that Tyler, my new head of on-site security, would travel with them or, if business took off as I anticipated, I would need to buy two more ex-Rangers I could trust to carry out my orders and ignore the shrieks they’d hear from the women’s bedrooms. Men like that aren't hard to find; they get paid in cash.

Besides, sales on my website would hit the roof. That would pay for a pair of former Rangers, the branch My Cop prefers.

-=o=-

At dinner, I could tell that both women were exhausted and probably wanted to turn in early but in their current state, it was the perfect time for them to meet a second of my exclusives. Besides, if they had the makings of powerful women who might one day be admitted to our network, they’d want one thing before they went to bed.

Zayn would confirm if Caroline and Olivia were genuine, the only kind of people I’ll do business with. I jolted his chip right before the kitchen girls served the blueberry pie with a choice of vanilla ice cream or whipped cream. Or both.

He knelt at my side, seemingly waiting for instructions, but I knew what he was doing. His eyes were closed and he was breathing evenly, the way he senses what others are thinking and feeling. His Tantric abilities now exceed his own, the old man said. The ‘old man’ is the ancient Asian master I engaged to develop Zayn’s talents who helped Zayn regain his depleted mandala on Mike’s mountain. The old man currently works with Juke, my newest branded exclusive.

“Ms. Amity, may I touch the one with the less expressive face?” Zayn whispered.

If he feels strong energy, Zayn can reveal what that person is thinking and what’s inside them. If that energy is blocked, Zayn’s touch breaks that barrier. The woman he asked to commune with was Caroline. Olivia is so easy to read, even I could do it.

“Caroline, he is going to touch your forehead. Don’t be alarmed,” I warned her. I think she was too surprised to reply, so I traced the brand on the bottom of Zayn’s testicles and when I crossed the big A with my finger, I felt his balance. I let go of his balls and he reached for her forehead with his fingers.

A minute later, Zayn said, “Eagerness. Excitement. A trace of concern.”

Nothing I didn’t expect. But I was sure there was more because my inner voice said there was and she’s always right.

“And?” I asked.

Zayn took a deep breath and his lips curled into a smile. “She is wet between her legs.”

Olivia broke into gales of laughter and said, “I don’t doubt it for a minute!”

Caroline wasn’t embarrassed at all. “Damned right,” she said. “I could use a good fuck.”

That’s exactly what women I know would want after a day like these two just had. And I had a stable full of cocks that would give her not just one amazing orgasm, but as many as she could handle if all she wanted was a good fuck.

In my world, that’s merely an appetizer. I sent Juke to her suite after dinner with his kit of herbs and oils to send Caroline into the stars that shine like diamonds above Amityworld.

I was sure she’d have a lot to tell me in the morning just like I knew the Cuckold Sisters would become valuable business partners.


Francesca’s Cuckold


Chapter 7 

Training Her CPA

THREE WEEKS LATER, we had plans ready to implement that connected the Cuckold Sisters column to my public website. After Tyler worked with the two traveling security guards I bought, they were undergoing two grueling weeks of My Cop’s advanced training. Until they were ready, Tyler would accompany the trained penis to the  woman Caroline and Olivia chose for their test case. I went through several possible women, narrowed it down to three and had Tyler run background checks. The results went to My Cop. He had the final say as far as security was concerned.

I didn’t care which of the three he felt was the safest to start with; actually, I was more interested in the process than who she was. For each initial experience, I insisted on cameras with audio so we could see how women used the tools – the penis loops and the penis-on-loan – so she got the best results and would write a positive review.

And tell her friends.

My Cop chose Francesca, a 35-year-old staff attorney in a large corporation. His decision was based in part on the fact they had no children at home and she was tall, strong and he drew an arrow to her chest on her picture. He knows I prefer large bosoms on my girls and even though Francesca couldn't compete with that body part, she needed at least an E-cup. Choosing a big-breasted woman is one small reason he’s My Cop; there are many more.

Francesca said she was honored to be chosen on our conference call. I stayed in the background and let the Cuckold Sisters lead. If I wanted to make a point, which I did several times, I sent my comments to Caroline via private chat that My Cop ran through at least two encrypted servers. I value my privacy.

Caroline outlined the steps and reminded Francesca that it was a process, not a one-off event. She repeated ‘demean, degrade, debase’ several times before explaining how pain fit into the development of a better sex partner.

“You’ll be surprised how Tony will react,” Caroline said. “He’ll eventually feel penis pain as a trigger for his need to give you every sexual experience you can imagine. I know it sounds strange, but trust me, I’ve seen it work.”

Francesca seemed doubtful but was ready to try almost anything. “So, once he’s tied to a chair and I turn on the loop, I get to use that penis I saw in the video that came in the box of tools?”

“That’s it!” Olivia said. “That penis is attached to a body that’ll do anything and everything you tell it to. I promise you’ve never felt anything like what it can do. Your job is to tell it exactly what you want. Do you have those demands ready?”

Francesca did indeed have her list ready and read them out loud. 

“I want my breasts to be licked and chewed until I can’t stand up anymore. And drive a strap-on into an ass. And most of all, I want to be sucked until I fucking scream!”

I shook my head. It was so sad to think any woman had to live without those simple pleasures and didn’t know how to get them by herself. I wondered if she had the wherewithal to finish all the steps to turn Tony, whoever or whatever he was, into the sex partner she deserved. Whatever the outcome, Francesca was a good test case.

“The loaner and the escort arrive in the morning,” Caroline said. “You’ve signed the agreement and seen the demo video so you know it will be safe and if you want to end it at any time, it’s your choice. We’re rooting for you!”

When Francesca ended her part of the call, Olivia said, “Gotta love those federal holidays. I can’t wait to see what she does with their day off.”

I wasn’t as curious about tomorrow as I was about the next few days. And weeks.

-=o=-

To protect my property, I had one of the 90s make Tyler unrecognizable with a fake beard, dyed eyebrows and a stuck-on thing that looked surprisingly like real hair. #23 was easier; a full head hood took care of him. He’d never speak unless asked a direct question. Tyler would handle everything else.

Tony was in the den watching TV and reading his phone when my boys walked in. He barely looked up at them, then did the predictable double-take when he saw #23’s black hood. Francesca wasted no time setting the scene.

We watched from the camera on Tyler’s tablet.

“Get in the bedroom and strip,” Francesca said.

Tony stood up, ready to argue when Tyler grabbed his arm, pulled him down the hall and tossed him through the bathroom door. “She gave you an instruction,” Tyler said. “Do it or I’ll do it for you.”

Physically, Tony was no match for Tyler. Aside from being an ex-Ranger, Tyler was a product of my physical fitness program and his shirt strained against his bulky shoulders.

“NOW!” Tyler barked.

Tyler watched as Tony’s shirt went first, then his shoes and socks. He fumbled with his jeans before they fell around his ankles to reveal a pair of white briefs. Tyler laughed, flipped his knife open and cut them off with two quick slashes.

Tyler looked at Tony’s crotch. “Not much there,” he snickered.

Francesca walked in with the now-naked #23’s penis in her fist. “Sit!” she said and pointed to a straight-back chair.

That single word showed me Francesca had real potential. She seemed to know that one-word orders work best with men.

Tony glanced at Tyler, thought better of protesting and plopped his ass on the hard seat. Following Tyler’s lead, she tied him to the chair with the short bungee cords we included in the box of supplies.

Following the steps in the directions, Francesca pulled Tony’s penis and testicles through the electrified loop and tightened the whole thing.

“I don’t need you anymore,” she said to Tyler.

That’s why I insisted that Caroline and Olivia include the video in the package of tools. That sentence came from the demo. Even though her command was directed at Tyler, it taught her how to dismiss men. It’s a skill she’d use inside and outside her bedroom.

“I’ll be in the hallway,” Tyler said. The last thing he heard before closing the door behind him was Francesca telling Tony, “Learn how it’s done!” That was followed by Tony’s groans when she pressed the first button.

Caroline, Olivia and I watched and listened for the next hour. It started slowly and then picked up speed, especially after she made #23 turn, bend and spread himself so Tony was forced to take a good look. Francesca ran her fingers down #23’s chest, squeezed his immense shoulders and felt between his solid thighs, oohing and aahing the whole time.

One of the hardest things to teach new sex slave owners like I did with the eight husbands’ spouses a few months ago, is to space out your demands. Men have to be walked along the path like a child learning to stand on two feet. We encouraged Francesca to focus on her first goal and repeat the steps while she toyed with the loop controls.

Each time #23 delivered what she wanted, we encouraged her to pause and enjoy it, then raise the loop’s intensity and have #23 do it again. And again.

If she could do that, Tony would learn that the pain in his penis meant he had to work harder to get the same reaction she was making him watch.

I sipped hot Chai and nibbled on a blueberry scone while I watched Francesca get down to business.

She grabbed #23’s head with both hands and pressed it to her chest. My boy didn’t need instructions; he knew what his job was and he did it well. He used his tongue first, then his lips and added his teeth only after Francesca moaned. He held his wrists behind his back until she couldn’t stand up any longer, then he carried her to the bed. She felt like she was floating when he placed her gently in the center of the mattress, posing her like she was the queen of the bedroom.

I saw her hand reach for the control box when #23 cupped her breasts and sucked one entirely into his mouth. A few seconds later, Tony groaned. He pulled his knees toward his chest, wriggling and grunting from the jolts.

There was a reason I turned #23 into a muscular behemoth. He lifted her off the bed and held her in his massive arms, then dipped his face into her bosom.

I was impressed when I saw her fingers tapping the control box that was still in her hand and chuckled when Tony pounded his feet on the floor. Francesca’s shouts of joy drowned out his shrieks.

She had described her first goal clearly. “I want my breasts to be licked and chewed until I can’t stand up anymore…”

Mission accomplished. I had a feeling Francesca would write an excellent, five-star review.

Francesca swooned when #23 bathed and dried her with a warm towel, then he carried her back to the bed where Tony watched him massage lotion into every inch of her skin. He’d been trained not to be shy and make sure his strong fingers spread lotion everywhere. When he spread her legs to work on her inner thighs and neared her pussy, she planted her feet on the sheets and literally lifted her hips up and screamed.

I was satisfied with #23’s talents. Bringing her to a "no hands" orgasm was a mark of my quality training.

Tony’s eyes were wild when he saw and heard her finish. He was bouncing on the chair, grunting and screeching each time she pressed a different button.

Near the end of the hour, #23 finished with a flair, the way he was taught – and evaluated – for weeks before I sent him on his first remote job. When he failed during a practice session, his perineal chip told him he had done unsatisfactory work. Sharp jolts sent him into spasms that taught him an important lesson. His job is to do it right the first time.

Pain is an excellent teacher.


Chapter 8 

Francesca’s Day

TWO HOURS LATER, Tyler removed #23 from the bedroom and locked his ankle to the guest room bed. Francesca untied Tony, reminding him several times that he had a lot to learn and she would teach him everything he was going to do from now on even if she had to cram it into him with repeated jolts to the loop that he would wear until he learned how to please her. And maybe longer.

His time was now hers, she said. Down to the minute.

While Francesca instructed Tony in the finer arts of what satisfied her sensually, Tyler and #23 set up the cameras she agreed to have installed. Given she and Tony were our beta test, we offered a free box of tools for her cooperation. It made sense; they’d fly out of inventory when she reported her experience using them on the Cuckold Sisters’ site. They were all available on my website.

She fished a leash out of the box and attached it to the locked ring behind his organs, telling him that he was her pet, cook, cleaner and sex slave. Tony was so drained after bouncing, twisting and moaning in pain, he put up no resistance.

That’s the thing with men and my three Ds. Once they are demeaned, degraded and debased, they fall into line. But it had been only a few hours, so Francesca knew that she had to keep him in that state to get the results she wanted.

Every lesson – every jolt of pain – must have a purpose. In this case, the purpose was clear to everyone except Tony.

She attached the leash to a drawer handle in the kitchen and stood Tony at the sink full of dishes, pots and pans. I gave Francesca an extra point when she pointed to the sink, then at Tony. Without saying a word, she told him what to do.

The only thing better than one-word instructions are silent ones. It keeps men on alert and they have to focus on you, actually on your finger, or suffer the consequences. That was a lesson Tony was about to be taught. I didn’t send plain testicle rings; the one locked behind his balls was electrified.

Tony stared at the full sink until a single shock to the ring made him yelp. She pointed at the sink, shocked him again and Tony got her point. When he reached for the soap and sponge, Francesca tied a pink, frilly apron around his waist. It barely reached the top of his thighs.

When Tyler heard the water running in the sink, he sent #23 to the kitchen.

Francesca’s second goal was about to be fulfilled while Tony cleaned the dishes out of the sink and started on the list of tasks she gave him, one by one, while she sat at the kitchen table.

#23 knelt in front of Francesca and lowered his chin to his chest. He wasn’t just a talented sex slave; he was also an excellent show-and-tell exhibit for Tony’s first day in Francesca’s school. It didn’t matter to #23 what she wanted him to do. He was prepared and eager to do anything, no matter how unusual, and knew that he had to earn five stars or face correction. He’d already spent a few hours in the punishment building with my single-tail for minor infractions but failing at something this important would certainly end with his expulsion from my world.

It's my policy and my promise to protect slaves that please me. I keep them safe, feed them, give them clearly defined tasks and in return they pledge their lives and turn over their possessions to me. But I do not tolerate disobedience or incompetence. They get one infraction that I correct with memorable punishment but a second gets them expelled.

They’ve all heard stories of what happens to the very few who’ve met that fate. They’re dropped off on a rural road wearing nothing but a gray jumpsuit and given enough cash for a bus ticket to wherever they want to go after they’ve trudged a few miles to any semblance of a town. They’re free to spend their lives doing whatever they want, just with no belongings or property.

All slaves sign that contract before I accept them.

#23 was ready and more than willing to satisfy Francesca’s second goal. He’d do more than just please her, but that wasn’t his real purpose. He was merely the tool.

The video recommended that no man in training should ever be idle. Francesca had a day’s worth of chores   posted on the refrigerator for Tony after the sink cleanup.

While Tony washed, dried and put away the pile in the sink, Francesca tossed a tube of lubrication to #23 and pointed at his ass. She took my three Ds to heart and her silent command fit neatly into two of them: degrade and debase. Men should either be lubricated or have it handy so their asses are ready to be reamed. Given that was her second wish, Tony had to learn how that worked.

#23 squatted, filled his fingers with lube and reached deep into his ass to spread it around. Then he slathered more between his asscheeks and got on all fours. He knew what she was going to do and he looked forward to putting his new singing and dancing talents to work.

Tony stopped drying a pot and stared at the raised ass. His jaw dropped when he saw Francesca buckling a belt around her hips that had a big dildo sticking out of it. He didn’t notice the control box in her hand until she pressed the button.

The testicle ring’s program was set to deliver intermittent shocks and after the second one, Tony hit the floor and curled into a fetal ball. She paused the program to deliver one command.

“Watch and learn,” she said. Right out of the video.

Tony struggled to his knees and tilted his head so he could do as she said. Anything was better than those jolts. Anything.

Francesca set the ring to jolt him at 10-second intervals and pressed the tip of the plug against #23’s pliable anus. He’d worked hard on making his ass flexible and suffered weeks of sleeping while wearing an expander that widened him a little more each time he met a benchmark. He was proud of his elasticity that could accommodate even the biggest client penis and was eager to show it off.

She grabbed his hips, plunged the plug into him and after two quick thrusts, #23 began to sing.

“Do it harder! Deeper!

Francesca did just that. In fact, she humped so hard and fast, #23 crooned louder and louder.

“It’s HUGE! MORE… PLEASE… MORE!”

Each time Tony shuddered from a jolt, #23 sang louder until he was shrieking praise of her size and technique. That’s the thing about slaves that sing – their melodies inspire the cock owner to plunge deeper and more forcefully. When a singer can also dance, it's self-fulfilling.

Francesca pulled #23’s hips up so he was on his feet with his hands against the wall for balance. That’s when he did what my clients pay handsomely to receive.

He danced. His legs kicked to the sides while he screeched his admiration for what she was doing in his ass. His arms flailed and he started humping wildly, all the while shouting compliments and pleading for more.

I kept an eye on Francesca. I’ve seen what rentables like #23 was doing many times before. What I wanted to see was if she was closing in on her goal, the one she said she wanted most of all.

“And drive a strap-on into an ass…”

That wasn’t just any ass; it was a perfectly trained one attached to dancing arms and legs and a voice that had been taught to sing. Did it send her where she wanted to go?

Her face gave me the answer. I wasn’t sure if she was still in her kitchen fucking a talented ass or if she’d been launched into the sky but when I saw her close her eyes and thrust almost violently, I had my answer.

Each time she plunged into #23’s ass, Tony grunted from the shocks she programmed. Then I saw it, a signal I recognized from my experience producing sex slaves for women who paid to own them.

Tony humped in rhythm with her thrusts. Shocks or no shocks, even if he didn’t know it yet, he was practicing how to please her. Like the directions said, no man in training is ever idle.

It was a rowdy scene. Francesca was plunging into #23 who was screeching his song and dancing while Tony spasmed and humped on the floor. I sipped hot chai and watched.

Caroline sent a private message. “Olivia just had her third orgasm.”

When Francesca was done – three orgasms later – she dropped the belt on the floor and said, “Clean it up.”

She walked to her bedroom, fell on the bed and had her fourth, all by herself. Then she turned off the control box so Tony could finish his chores.


Chapter 9 

Francesca’s Night

THE LOANER’S SECOND day was his last with Francesca and he was instructed to make it unforgettable. After #23 and Tyler completed their first daily fitness set, he was sent to satisfy her third goal. During our introductory call, Francesca said, “And most of all, I want to be sucked until I fucking scream!”

That’s why #23 spent days learning how to get an artificial vagina to level 5. His huge cock wouldn’t help him at all. That’s something men have to learn about penis size. They all measure and they all lie about their length or thickness. Women couldn’t care less. Penises are usually the last thing they want.

That’s one reason I keep my stable and my exclusives caged. Their penises don’t interest me except to fill a client’s checkbox on a rental application. With eight 20s in stock, that’s all the big cocks I need.

Francesca was making progress teaching Tony that he was replaceable and if she decided to keep him, he’d have to live up to her expectations. After all, he saw clearly how well a man could make her happy and if Tony couldn’t do it, she’d make him watch another man – or men – do it.

He'd either become either her sex slave or her cuckold. Or both. Francesca didn’t care which.


He worked all day and into the night on the chores she assigned and checked the refrigerator list after he finished each one to see if she’d added more. After he cleaned the kitchen, she wrapped the loop around his penis and locked it behind his balls then sent occasional shocks if he was taking too long or didn’t do a good enough job. That taught him to do what she told him right the first time to avoid the agony. Like I’ve always said, pain – and the fear of pain – is an effective teacher.

When he was scrubbing a toilet in the bathroom, two sudden shocks made him screech.

“There you are,” Francesca said. “That’s your signal.”

Tony looked up at her from his knees and nodded. It was better to agree, he thought, even if he didn’t know what it was a signal for. It no longer mattered. The only choice he had was to follow her wagging finger to escape yet another series of shocks.

That was another lesson in the demo video that Francesca took seriously. Never give men options; they get confused.

Tony wasn’t surprised to see #23 kneeling next to the bed – his bed or what used to be his bed – but he was startled to see Tyler holding wrist cuffs attached to an overhead bar that wasn’t there yesterday. Hanging a man by his wrists means you better have a sturdy bar or hooks to hang him from.

He knew those cuffs were going on his own wrists. Rather than suffer more shocks, he held his hands out while Tyler showed Francesca how to buckle them safely when suspending a body.

When Tony heard Tyler say ‘body’ and not ‘man’ or even ‘Tony’, he felt like a side of cow hanging from a butcher’s hook. But Francesca and the electric loop had a serious lesson to teach him about what he was now and exactly what he was going to be.

Tyler left the bedroom with Tony dangling from his wrists with his toes barely touching the carpet. He faced the bed with a clear view of the two occupants. If Francesca cared to, she could spin Tony around so he could see only the wall or in any other direction she chose. His nighttime lesson was designed to give him a particular warning, that if he failed to satisfy her she would use any penis attached to any man she chose to get what she wanted.

Tony learned that if he hoped to be invited into her bed again, he had a lot of work to do.

Francesca gave #23 a terse order. “Make me come!” she said and laid back on the bed with her feet planted well apart on the mattress.

Tony was shocked when his penis started to stiffen. He was naked, hanging by his wrists wearing a loop that jolted his penis when she felt like it and was forced to watch a beefy man crawl between her legs. Each jolt made his cock harder until it stood out from his crotch like a flagpole.

I saw Tony’s reaction and for a laugh, I told Caroline and Olivia to look closely for a surprise. One tap on my master control box unlocked #23’s cock cage. The sides opened and he growled like a bear in heat.

There was only one problem facing the big cock between Francesca’s legs. He was assigned to provide her fantasy to be sucked until she screamed. For the first time he could remember, his penis was free but he wasn’t allowed to use it.

I keep my stable in that state of tension. It’s good for them to know who owns and controls every part of them. If Francesca thought she was degrading the loaner penis, she’d learn quickly that my power supersedes hers or anyone else’s. When she realized that, she’d be well on her way to owning Tony and having him gratify her growing list of demands.

Women like Francesca can be satisfied with one piece of property. Women like me own dozens.

Caroline, Olivia and I watched #23 adore her skin, starting at her neck, then working all the way down to her toes. He licked, tongued and chewed until she was moaning and jiggling her hips on the mattress. About 10 minutes later, he started inside her thighs.

Each time she groaned, I told Caroline to activate Tony’s loop because Francesca was too involved in living out her fantasy to multi-task. Olivia’s laughing in the background filled my speakers.

#23 was following his training and taking Francesca from level 1 to level 2 and paused at level 3, kept her agitated for two full minutes before advancing to level 4, the one we call pre-orgasm. That’s when he added the techniques he’d learned, the ones that used his hands, arms, head and chest.

He held her hips and lifted her toward his salivating tongue, then rubbed her dripping pussy up and down his chest. Francesca started to demand, “Now! Now!” but #23 knew he dared not let her finish until he completed her most compelling demand.

“And most of all, I want to be sucked until I fucking scream!”

By now, Tony was dancing from the repeated shocks. He twisted and grunted, pulled his knees to his chest and whimpered and when #23 jammed his face between Francesca’s lips, Tony started screaming. Not once or twice, but a full-throated unending scream.

Caroline said that Olivia covered her finger with her own and they both held the button down. A fantasy-fulfilling fuck deserved that song, she said.

Shrieks and screams reverberated throughout the bedroom. I took a bite of a blueberry scone and smiled. It was delicious.

So was the thought of Francesca’s new sex life with Tony’s training well underway.


Sarah’s Sissy


Chapter 10 

Cucking Sarah's Maid

TYLER SNAPPED #23’s cage shut after Francesca’s dream-fulfilling orgasm and drove the exhausted slave to the airport. Their job was done; the rest was up to Francesca. Caroline and Olivia monitored her for a few days and they chatted on follow-up calls. I didn’t need to participate in those calls; I had all the information I wanted.

I was more interested in the two women who were next on the list to use the new loops on their unsatisfactory sex partners. One of them, Sarah, piqued my interest with one word. Sissy.

People’s kinks don’t surprise me anymore. Some of my clients’ fantasies are so specific, I’ve bought new merchandise to cover their spoken and unspoken desires. No matter what they beg me to provide, one desire has never changed.

Successful men want – ache – to be turned into sissies.

More than that, they hunger to be forced into the role. They specify certain lingerie down to the color, hose and garters, miniskirts, bras, negligees with and without slits and almost always include stilettos or thigh-high leather boots. With high heels. Then there’s makeup and hair.

I enjoy seeing men become the sluts, evil teachers, scary nurses or whatever they’ve been imagining for years and I’m amused when they readily get into character. It’s even more fun when they rent a role-playing slave who forces them to strip, dress up and apply makeup. Blonde wigs are often the finishing touch.

Of all the sissy fantasies my rental cabins host, the most frequently requested one is being forced into a maid’s outfit, usually they specify a French maid, and then be compelled to do a maid’s chores. The more demeaning the task, the better. I started to see a pattern develop. Lawyers and judges make the best cross-dressers but the high-level technical types want to be degraded the most. The higher their executive or technical status, the more powerful their drive to do what they consider to be demeaning tasks, often on their hands and knees.

The first question Sarah sent to the Cuckold Sisters’ column stood out from the others because of that one word. She wanted to turn her husband into a sissy. When it comes to my mantra of Ds, that involves all three – demean, degrade and debase. For men who need a daily diet of bravado in their business worlds, sissifying them is the ultimate disgrace a dominant woman can inflict.

You’d think men would hate it. Once they’ve felt the power you have over them, they love it. The more degrading their chores, the more they want it again.

Sarah’s brief description of her husband, an aeronautics engineer at the top of his department, filled every checkbox on that personality test. Even his name carried an air of bluster: Grant. He was in his early 40s, tall and didn’t have one gray hair threatening his expensive hair style. His $150 haircuts ate at Sarah, whose administrative assistant position to a manufacturing firm’s CIO barely covered what she had to pay for her own trips to the salon. The few gray hairs encroaching on her long blonde hair ruined her mornings when she looked in a mirror. Coloring her hair was costly; her paycheck barely covered the few luxuries she allowed herself each month.

The question she sent in was telling.

How do I get my husband who has a high-level engineering job and everyone at work thinks he’s a stud, do what I want in bed?

Olivia replied, asking for details about exactly what the writer wanted in bed. What would make her sex life truly amazing? That’s when Sarah let loose.

I want to have orgasms that make me scream, not an afterthought with his fingers or my own vibrator when he’s done. I want to come first and second and maybe third before he finishes. I want him to feel like he’s my servant, that it’s his job, no, his duty, to take me to the moon.

Caroline sent her reply to me to see if I thought she’d make a good candidate for the new electric loop. I was intrigued and had Tyler trace her metadata to get details about who she was, what her situation was and a cursory background on Grant. If they passed the first security check, I’d forward that to My Cop’s research team for a deeper dive.

I was gratified to learn they were pretty much exactly what they appeared. As for her trip to the moon launched by a sissy, she could go on frequent journeys if she trained him properly. Men shouldn’t feel like sexual servants; rather, they should become them. Outside and more importantly, inside.

After I sent my approval, Caroline, Olivia and I joined a conference call with Sarah. She thought she was talking to the two sisters; I chose to be invisible and sent my observations and questions via the secure messaging system My Cop put in place. I wanted to hear what Sarah said without her knowing I was listening. She’d reveal more that way.

She certainly did. Sarah told us volumes about Grant, their sex life, his orgasms that happened in the blink of an eye and most of all, her frustration about her graying hair and what it cost to hide it. Then she explained how their marriage had grown into ‘his money’ and ‘her money’ and how much that aggravated her.

“I mean, really, he needs to think of me first. Not his damned penis.”

That sentence put her at the top of my list to try the new loop. Of all the skills Grant was going to learn, the fact that his penis was last on my agenda of what a sex slave should be thinking about would be foremost. If Sarah enforced what the demo video illustrated, Grant wouldn’t be thinking at all in the bedroom. He’d know what he had to do and what would happen if he failed.

In this case, pain wouldn’t simply be a good teacher; it would define his new role in Sarah’s life.

Caroline explained that we’d send a loaner penis for her to use for two days along with a fairly large box of tools. She encouraged Sarah to watch the video several times and make mental notes so she could duplicate the steps with Grant. Sarah was so eager to start, she signed the contract in seconds and cleared her own and Grant’s schedules for a fictitious two-day getaway to his favorite golf resort.

Of course, they weren’t going anywhere. When Grant was outfitted in what was in the box, he’d be too afraid to step in front of a window if the shades were up, let alone a golfing vacation.

I opened the spreadsheet with the stable’s details and scanned the 50s, my cross-dressers, singers and dancers, then glanced at the 90s, the estheticians who pamper my clients with baths, massages, waxing, makeup, wigs and wardrobes. They’re used to turning high-level executives into sissies. It’s one of the most common fetishes among my clients.

Sending two stable boys meant they couldn’t be rented those days but I wanted to make sure Sarah got more than she expected. That’s how the Cuckold Sisters would get stunning reviews and recommendations for the loop and other devices for sale on my website. Some things are business decisions. This was one of them.

Tyler crawled through the slave half door to my office when I jolted his chip. He’s getting better at wriggling his big shoulders through the opening and kneeling to wait for instructions. He’s not a stable boy or an exclusive; Tyler fits into a category of one. That’s why the tattoo on his right asscheek is an 11. His predecessor, #10, now lives in a facility my network set up to care for our property that’s either too old or unwell or suffer from dementia and can’t do their jobs.

Most of them carry secrets somewhere inside, none that should ever be divulged. The staff treats them well and whips them occasionally as a reminder of their happy, former lives. It makes them smile.

“You’re taking two to South Carolina. Flights and the rental car are arranged,” I said. “#58 and #90 are being issued travel clothes, these are their documents.” I handed him a fanny pack with the necessary IDs for TSA clearance and the car.

“Ms. Amity, two?”

Tyler was picking up My Cop’s habit of using as few words as possible to get the information he wanted. It was a marked improvement from his earlier chattiness.

“Sissification,” I said. That one word told him everything he needed to know. Then I added, “You can take out four men six ways with your hands. You may need that skill on this trip.”

Tyler grinned, got down on all fours and bobbed his ass up and down. That’s how all my boys say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”


Chapter 11 

The Sissy Cuckold

SOME MEN CRAVE to be sissies, the sluttier the better. It’s something they fantasize about every day and look at pictures and video when they think they’re alone. When my research team investigates potential renters, I know where they browse online, what they see and which scenarios make them hard. Watching them jerk off can be amusing but its real value is when I make them watch themselves on video masturbating in their fancy offices.

The best clients are the ones who have a lot to lose. They understand confidentiality.

I sent a few edited clips of Grant’s browsing history to Caroline and Olivia so they knew what Sarah was dealing with. Olivia’s comment was telling.

“He wanks off way too fast,” she said.

Sarah was suffering from a preemie, what we call men who ejaculate prematurely. It’s an intolerable problem in a rentable slave. Clients pay for at least two hours and some for full days or weekends. A boy who spurts in minutes is unserviceable. He’ll never generate a five-star review or be requested by the number on his ass for future sessions.

The boy I chose from the 50s used to be one of them until he learned how to overcome that defect. It wasn’t difficult but it was tedious. For him.

He was locked in a cock stock in the stable dorm where every stable boy had to walk past him several times a day on their way to feedings, physical exercise and their piss-and-shit duties. His uncaged cock was theirs to manipulate as they walked by. But at the first sign of stiffening, the long sound inside his penis delivered a jolt. The boy screeched louder and louder while the line of stable boys vied to be the one who made him spurt. They were promised the winner would get his own ejaculation although they weren’t told how that would happen. They assumed it’d be glorious; after all, some of them hadn’t been forced to ejaculate for months and they were more than eager to win.

Men who assume what I will do are always wrong. They were wrong this time, too.

After weeks of strokes and jolts, #58 treasures his cock cage that my boys wear 24/7. His biggest fear is that he’ll get hard and the shocks will start again. That’s why I chose to send him on this trip.

When Tyler rang Sarah’s doorbell with #58 and #90 behind him, Grant’s training began.

-=o=-

The two boys were sent to the guest bedroom, a small room that doubled as a storage area. There was one twin bed and a pair of chairs under piles of papers, books and a few items of clothing. Their task was to straighten it up while Tyler met with Sarah in the den.

He had a short list of questions and a few suggestions for her.

“Ms. Sarah, did you watch the demo video?” he asked.

“Three times,” she said. “I think I have it memorized.”

“When Grant arrives, are you clear on what you will do?”

She thought for a moment and said, “I think so. I’ll be in the bedroom and you will send him there. Is that right?”

Tyler nodded, this time with his head and said, “That’s correct. Ms. Caroline and Ms. Olivia want you to have a memorable time.”

While they waited for Grant to return from the errands Sarah sent him on, Tyler installed cameras in the bedroom, kitchen and bathrooms along with motion detectors near the doors. Once the Cuckold Sisters confirmed they could see and hear, Tyler headed for the guest room to make sure the two loaners were ready.

Tyler almost didn’t recognize what he saw. Not only was the room neatened up as much as possible with the glut of junk strewn all around, but the two occupants didn’t resemble what he deposited in there earlier.

#90, the esthetician who’d handle both Sarah’s look and Grant’s makeover, was wearing a black spandex unitard with easy-to-open crotch and ass covers. But the biggest surprise was #58’s transformation. What was a strapping bald man 30 minutes ago was now the spitting image of what he’d turned himself into so often for clients, a maid, specifically a French maid, replete with a very short skirt, low-cut frilly blouse, net stockings attached to a black lace garter belt and his favorite black patent stilettos. To top it off, heavy makeup and wig finished his look.

Her look, Tyler thought.

He shook his head and led them to the bedroom where #90’s makeup kit and wardrobe choices for Sarah were neatly laid out on a bedside table. Sarah was sitting in the only upholstered chair in the room and when she saw what followed Tyler inside, she grinned.

“Do your thing,” Tyler said and pointed at #90.

Tyler’s job was done. When #90 finished Sarah’s new look, he’d prepare the bathroom to train Grant how to perform his wife’s bath.

It takes time for a typical clumsy man to deliver a proper bath and all the accoutrements that go with it. I owned Gage for almost a year and he’d suffered a few trips to the punishment building before he could do it correctly on his own. There are several steps to accomplish in order and then there’s technique to learn. Of course, My Cop is the best of my exclusives in that job but he has to work remotely from time to time, so I had to make sure the other three exclusives were at the worst, excellent with my baths.

Grant’s car pulled into the garage and when Tyler heard the big door lower, he stood at the kitchen door waiting for however Grant might react. Even though Grant was a runner, he was no match for what Tyler could do if he resisted.

I sat back in my office chair to watch. Olivia and Caroline were huddled in front of their monitor, staring at the screen. For them, the entire concept of sissifying a man was intriguing and hard to understand at the same time. I told them to watch it play out, step by step.

If I had music playing in the background, it would have been “Eroica.”

When Grant opened the door, the first thing he saw was Tyler, still wearing street clothes, his shirt straining at the breadth of his shoulders.

“Who the hell are you?” Grant said.

“Follow me,” Tyler replied. My boys know never to answer a question from someone lower than themselves on my personal rating scale.

“The hell I will!” Grant spat.

That was the last thing he said before Tyler kicked his legs out from under him and dropped Grant to the floor on his ass.

“Follow me,” Tyler repeated. That was Grant’s second chance, the only time he’d get a second opportunity for the next two days.

This time, Grant thought better of resisting and walked a step behind Tyler until they reached the bedroom door.

Tyler gave him his last instruction. “Go inside. Do what you’re told. I’ll be right here at the door.”

He pushed Grant into the room with enough force to make him stumble. It was an inelegant entrance but at least he didn’t lose his balance and hit the floor again.

Grant froze when he saw who was in the room.

In the hallway outside the bedroom door, Tyler shook his head and looked at his watch, the one that sent GPS location data to my console.

I’ll give him 30 minutes, Tyler thought.

I sipped hot chai and took a bite of the freshly-baked blueberry scones. 15 minutes, tops, I thought and grinned.


Chapter 12 

Training the Maid

“WHAT THE HELL is going on?” Grant shouted at everyone in the room. “What in the hell are you wearing?” he barked at Sarah. “This is fucking ridiculous!” he bellowed to no one in particular.

Men who vent loudly are some of the easiest to break. They believe the louder they order their staff around, the faster they comply with whatever they’re yelling at them to do. That may work in situations where those men control paychecks, but it’s a pathetic gimmick that is easy to erase in situations like Grant was in, especially with the tools we sent for Sarah to use.

She had watched the demo video intently and used two of the first examples shown to rein in Grant’s behavior.

“Strip or be stripped,” she said calmly.

Grant was still fuming. “I will NOT!” he spat.

The second technique Sarah utilized also came from the video. “Strip him,” she said to #58. He may have been outfitted to look like an upstairs maid but after months of #58's fitness work, Grant had no chance of subduing him. It wasn’t even close.

In minutes, Grant was on his knees shirtless, his wrists hogtied to his ankles behind him with #58 using large shears to slice off his gray gym shorts and whatever underwear was underneath. He wouldn’t need it again.

Sarah said, “Next time, do as you’re told.”

When Grant started sputtering outrage and objections, #90 stuffed a bit gag between his teeth. That quieted him. He was about to learn that what he had to say wasn’t important to Sarah; that he’d speak only when she asked him a question.

It’s one of the first lessons men have to learn about obedience and it’s fairly straightforward to implement. Gags are the first step.

#90 fished the electric loop out of the tools on the bed and waited for Sarah to take it from his outstretched hands. That action had two purposes. #90 was silently anticipating what Sarah wanted to use next and Grant learned that the other men in the room were there to serve Sarah.

She wrapped a double loop around Grant’s semi-hard cock and chuckled at how firm it was. He could complain all day long, but his stiffening penis betrayed his excitement. That’s why women should keep men mostly naked. It’s easier to see how keyed up they are despite anything they say. Silent naked men are the key.

Once the loop was locked behind Grant’s testicles, Sarah said, “Be silent,” then unbuckled the gag.

Grant screamed, “FUCK!”

Sarah pressed the first button on the control box. Grant’s expletives morphed into unintelligible shrieks and he screwed his hips left and right, trying to cope with the pain.

Caroline sent a message to my monitor. “Still hard,” she wrote.

With Grant still writhing from the electric loop, Sarah lifted his head with a finger under his chin so he had to look in her eyes. He saw what Caroline, Olivia and I knew was there. Determination.

Her next step was telling. She said, “On your belly.”

Grant was about to screech his refusal when #58 grabbed the hogtie’s ring and dropped him flat on his stomach on the floor. By now, you’d assume Grant had figured out he was going to do what she said no matter how incredible or unfathomable it was. But his face held a shred of resistance so he needed one more lesson.

I hoped Sarah was up to it. The video reminded her several times that pain is an excellent teacher and she had all the tools she needed to inflict it. One of the closing messages on that video was a simple sentence.

“Use what you have to get what you want.”

She surveyed the devices on the bed and when she grabbed the electric prod, I smiled. That was the right tool because it would teach him obedience in the shortest time. Of course, it was locked on medium, at least until I was more confident of Sarah’s skills.

I’m not often surprised when I work with women who are learning to own men but I was happily amazed with how she used it. Grant was flat on the floor with his wrists locked to his ankles in the air so his knees were spread apart. She went right for the crack between his asscheeks and zapped him with the prod.

Grant shrieked hysterically. Olivia, Caroline messaged me, was bouncing on her chair.

“Do what you’re told the first time,” Sarah said. It was up to Grant to realize what would happen if he didn’t and that prod turned out to be the first of many lessons he learned that morning.

I looked at my watch. She accomplished the first step in 13 minutes. I heard Tyler mutter, “Damn!”

My inner voice is always right. That’s why I listen to her.

-=o=-

Now that Grant had mostly yielded to the inevitable, Sarah was on her way to her dream. #90 began outfitting him in the maid’s costume and then tackled his makeup and wig. The black miniskirt barely covered his ass; the white frilly blouse was low cut enough to show his nipples. In time, he’d earn a padded bra with clips in the cups. Sarah had been browsing my website for the programmed clips that worked with Bluetooth, so I was confident they’d be in place when Grant worked hard enough to deserve them.

The video suggested certain chores to use as goals but discouraged Sarah from explaining in detail what Grant had to do to warrant a gift like those nipple clips. It’s a basic tenet of training sex slaves; tell them the reward but never tell them what it takes to earn it. It keeps men working hard and on task. Over time, the prize fades and the work is what they crave.

After #90 pulled black lace hose up Grant’s legs and hooked them to the garter belt, the last piece of his new uniform was a pair of black heels. Tall black heels, ones that Grant had almost no chance of walking in elegantly if at all. He would practice up and down the hallway while leashed to a doorknob, always wary of Sarah’s finger on the control box’s buttons.

Sarah said, “Stand.”

I was satisfied with her one-word instruction; after all, men get confused when you tell them too many things at a time. That’s why I have new slaves that I send to Intake stand and sit repeatedly until they stop thinking about the absurdity of that exercise and just do what they’re told when they’re told to do it. The ones who stand or sit before the order is given know what the consequences are. You can pick them out, they’re the ones screeching in pain while they continue standing and sitting as ordered.

Grant stared at her. I counted to three before he started shouting but he was on his feet at five.

“Sit,” she said.

My chai was delicious. She put him through his paces, like training a new pet. Caroline’s message made me laugh.

“My poodle was easier to train.”

When Grant was exhausted from standing and sitting, Sarah pointed at #90 and said, “Make him pretty.”

My estheticians are experts at turning men, no matter what they look like, into passable women – or whatever their owners want them to be – but #90 turned in an exemplary result. He earned his number after years of five-star reviews and when I gave him the lowest number in his category, one that ended in zero, he strutted up and down the rows of cots so everyone in the stable dorm saw the new tattoo on his right asscheek.

When #90 was done, Grant was unrecognizable. That boded well if Sarah ever wanted to invite a friend over for tea. Or whatever.

His lessons continued for hours that first day. He learned to call Sarah by her new name, Ma’am, and had two sessions under #58’s guidance to complete housekeeping chores that met her approval. Per his instructions, #58 started Grant in the bathroom scrubbing the toilet until it was clean enough to eat off the porcelain which is where Grant ate the first meal he merited. His gagging would fade over time.

Grant learned how to strip the bed, wash and fold sheets and put new ones on until a quarter actually bounced off the covers. He dusted everywhere, including the tops of the windows. When he finished ironing and folding Sarah’s lingerie, he was exhausted.

That’s the best time to fully break sex slaves, especially new sissies.

The next message was from Olivia. “Do you think she’ll do it?”

From what I’d seen so far, I gave Sarah 70/30 odds for taking the next very big step. My inner voice is usually right about these things and it was this time, too.

As soon as Sarah told her new sissy maid her new name and reached for a tube of lubrication, my little voice said, “Told you so!”

She stood him at the foot of the bed with his legs apart, bent him over and tied his wrists to the bedposts. When he heard her snap a glove on her hand, he knew what was coming. He was powerless to prevent it. That was the decisive lesson Grant learned that day.

He had no control over anything, not even his ass.

She pressed two fingers of lube deep into him and rubbed it in every direction while he moaned in humiliation and shame. At that moment, I knew Sarah succeeded with my three Ds; after all, this is what degrading, demeaning and debasing looks like in real life.

Grant’s real life.

After he was sufficiently lubricated, Sarah invited both #90 and #58 to inspect her work, a tactic right out of the demo video. Both commented about a slightly missed area and they snapped on gloves to point out where Sarah might focus more attention in the future. Their fingers were much thicker and longer than hers, so Grant’s disgrace was doubled and tripled when they used his ass like it wasn’t attached to him to show Sarah lubing techniques.

Of course, I knew Sarah had done a fine job, so did #58 and #90. The point was the outcome.

Grant was sobbing while they examined his ass, inside and out, like he wasn’t there. He didn’t matter. It was all about his ass.

When that episode concluded, Sarah pressed a plug into the well-greased hole and locked the belt around his waist to keep it inside until Grant learned to do it by himself. After men learn how to grip with their asses, sphincter exercises with expanders can be done when slaves are put to bed. They don’t get time off.

Sarah sat in the chair and told #58 to show Grant how to strengthen his ass so the belt would one day be unnecessary. Using his cock as a handle, he pulled Grant forward and back, like he was humping air. Then he switched to squats and when the plug loosened a bit, Sarah pressed one of the lavender buttons. While Grant shrieked, #58 kept pulling him up, down, squat and stand until he grasped that no one, especially Sarah, cared about his discomfort. Until he did his job correctly, he could yelp all he wanted. There was only one way to get any relief. Do it right the first time.

-=o=-

That evening, Tyler had dinner delivered and placed the bags on the table. Grant emerged from the bedroom for the first time since he’d been turned into Sarah’s sissy maid. He teetered on the high heels one step behind Sarah, who held his looped penis in her fist. When they arrived in the dining room, Sarah sat at the head of the table and pointed at Tyler, #58 and #90 to sit on chairs.

Grant was chair-less.

Sarah pointed to the food and said, “Serve, Muffy.”

Degrade, demean and debase have a logical conclusion that Grant just learned. He was at the bottom of the pecking order no matter who was in the house. He was below the woman who owned him, the strong one who threw him into his own bedroom and even below the two bald men sitting at what used to be his table.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Tyler shook his head while #58 and #90 stared at their plates, waiting to be told to eat.

Caroline’s message was loud and clear.

“We’re eating dinner at the monitor so we don’t miss a minute of what happens!”

The green light lit, telling me a car pulled into the transport garage. I set the video of Sarah to record because that light meant one thing. My Cop was back.

He’d been working remotely for three weeks and he had to be hungry for my red-handled whip. It’s his nourishment. His ass is my dessert. And I was ravenous.


Chapter 13 

Sarah’s Nights

SARAH’S FIRST NIGHT after Grant’s first day as Muffy, her new sissy maid, held a lot of promise. I spent an hour in my suite with My Cop’s lovely white ass and my red-handled single-tail so when Muffy finished cleaning up and Sarah fed her bits of leftovers, I rejoined the call when she took Muffy to the bedroom for the evening.

I was having difficulty thinking of Grant as ‘him’ anymore.

Sarah was fondling #58’s bald head while he knelt between her knees. His wig was in her hand and his face was nestled between her thighs. She didn’t have to tell him what to do. My stable is trained perfectly .

Between gasps and moans, Sarah told #90 to ‘clean up’ Muffy’s muff. Like her unspoken command for #58 to satisfy her, none of my 90s need additional explanation. They don't simply know what their jobs are; they are beyond eager to do them. Telling them to wax a virgin is like giving them a gift. They can’t wait to rip open the wrapping paper.

Muffy had trouble tearing himself away from watching and hearing Sarah’s happy groans but a few reminders from the loop sent him on his way. #90 left the bathroom door ajar so the maid’s owner, the status my boys afford to all women, could hear. There was no way Muffy would endure her first waxing silently.

In this case, #90 knew that Grant would have to keep himself hairless if that’s what Sarah wanted, so he gave brief instructions after he laid Muffy on her back in the dry bathtub.

“Toes to neck,” he said.

“Toes to neck WHAT?” Muffy snapped.

#90 sighed and used a wooden stick to slather hot wax on Muffy’s toes, pressed a strip on it and yanked it off in one motion. Then he said, “Toes to neck,” again.

After squawking from the shock, Muffy thought better of complaining until #90 started on her legs. Each time he yanked off a strip of long dark hair, Muffy squealed until she could barely control herself. When he reached her groin, #90 knew the fun would begin. He was so used to being monitored, he worked as if I was watching. He put on quite a show, especially when he tugged three strips in a row off Muffy’s penis and balls.

It may not have been the scream heard ‘round the world, but it played nicely on my speakers and apparently on Caroline’s as well.

“Olivia is drooling,” her message said.

It took a while, but Muffy was finally hairless up to her neck. #90 rubbed lotion in circles, teaching Muffy how important it was to take care of her own skin so she’d know how to tend to her owner’s.

That word – owner – hit Muffy hard; hard enough to make her pee all over herself. #90 said, “Clean it up.”

Once the tub was sparkling clean, #90 put Muffy on her hands and knees, then had her crawl back to Sarah to inspect. #58 was busy with Sarah’s breasts, so she had Muffy contort herself next to the bed for a good look at her hairless skin, particularly her muff. Sarah barely nodded approval, then gave Muffy an order to bend over and spread her cheeks so she could look inside.

The loop took care of Muffy’s hesitation.

Two things happened at once. Muffy’s ass was wide open and Sarah shrieked from her first mouth-driven orgasm. Men should never discount the sensual capability of women’s breasts.

She ignored the bent-over Muffy and her wide open ass; for that matter, she discounted everyone else in the room.

I kept my eye on Muffy to see if she’d remain in position or dare move because I saw Sarah’s fingers gripping the controller. Her thumb was hovering over the darkest purple button.

That’s when it happened.

Muffy straightened up and in seconds, she was thrashing on the carpet screaming from the unrelenting shock Sarah was sending into the loop. #58 used it as background music to take her on her second no-hands trip to the sky. Listening to the two of them scream for completely opposite reasons was delightful. My Cop, his ass too sore to even think about sitting, was kneeling between my legs. The tighter I held him there, the deeper his mouth and tongue worked. It’s a good thing I muted my microphone.

Caroline didn’t mute hers. This time, she and Olivia apparently found the real-time video rather titillating. Even though My Cop couldn’t see the screen, I could. With my eyes watching the monitor and my body relishing his expertise below, I enjoyed it, too. A lot.

Several minutes later, Sarah was panting on the bed, patting #58’s bald scalp while he knelt at her side. I lost sight of Muffy on the floor, still shrieking, and tapped the override to turn off the loop. Sarah might have use for Muffy’s penis in the months ahead and I didn’t want it permanently damaged.

Tyler collected #58 and #90 and sent them back to the guest room. They’d done their jobs and it was now up to Sarah to train her new sissy to do her bidding.

She let him sleep – naked and hairless – at the foot of the bed. At least one of them got a good night’s sleep.

-=o=-

In the morning, Muffy served an almost edible breakfast of scrambled eggs and bagels that earned her a future busy with cooking lessons and her new chore to plan menus and make sure groceries were in supply for their meals. If Muffy excelled at that task, Sarah said she might feed her on her knees at her side.

In the meantime, Muffy was handed a list of duties to finish before she left for work; others she would take care of during the day. Then there were her responsibilities the moment she arrived home. Her first morning project was to prepare Sarah for work.

The directions we sent encouraged owners to use numbered lists when introducing assignments to new sissies. Men have to be schooled in what to do first, then second, until they complete everything on their agendas. Sarah’s list was clear, although long.

It took weeks for me to make Nova memorize my instructions. Tapping her tablet to write them down took too much time so she spent hours learning how to commit them to memory. Some were repetitive, like having my latte and blueberry muffins delivered to the terrace on time. That’s where I watch the stable do their first fitness exercises and it’s the way I like to start my day. After months of three-times-a-day workouts, they’re now my eye candy. On warmer days, I enjoy seeing the morning sun reflect off their sweaty skin and hearing them roar out the count.

Sarah issued Muffy’s duties one by one.

“Prepare my bath; warm the towel and the lilac lotion. I’ll wear my black pencil skirt with a red blouse. Lay out the correct lingerie and shoes. Makeup and hair, of course.”

I could see Muffy wasn’t going to remember what I considered to be a fairly normal morning routine. Her eyes were all over the place instead of focusing on her owner’s instructions. Given what I’d seen so far, I trusted Sarah to discipline her new maid appropriately so I set the video to record while I watched the stable work out.

My Cop was busy with my feet. My latte and fresh-baked blueberry muffins were on time and tasty. Almost as tasty as My Cop who was drooling blue juice between my toes from the berries I was stuffing in his mouth.


Jocelyn’s Baby


Chapter 14 

Training an Infant

SOME COUPLES DON’T have children and I never judge their choices or ask about medical conditions. What people want or can or cannot do is intensely personal. Why Jocelyn and Elijah didn’t have offspring didn’t interest me until I read her question in the Cuckold Sister’s forum.

It wasn’t the first time I’d come across a fetish like hers; in fact, I had two similar ones on the upcoming rental schedule. My two clients were a pair of academic types who shared a common fantasy. To fulfill them, I bought one of Big Mike’s kept boys and another from Red Rick’s holding area where he keeps merchandise until it’s shipped to its destination. Sometimes, a new owner refuses the shipment or plans change, so I can get a rock-bottom price. Rick hates having men in his facility with no immediate destination. He says it clogs up his stockroom.

Both clients were in academia. One was a university president; the other a renowned professor who occupied a chair with a fancy name funded by a large endowment. It seems that men in positions like that yearn to be coddled, to have constant fundraising lifted off their shoulders so they can say and do whatever they want without fear of alienating donors. They wanted to be babied; actually, to be babies.

That’s the question Jocelyn asked the Sisters, how to turn her long-time lover, the dean of a large school in a brand-name university, into an infant. Caroline and Olivia were stumped so they asked me.

Pampering men who want to be babies is one thing but after a few rentals and watching what my clients were desperate to be and do, I realized what they confessed on their application videos wasn’t the full scope of what they sought. It took two naked men on all fours on a mechanical ass expander a full half hour to finally admit it. It was a struggle for them to say it in words.

It wasn’t all about being babies; that was just the starting point. So when I read Jocelyn’s question, I knew the new electric loop would be the perfect tool to turn Elijah into what she coveted but it would also give her a sex slave who’d serve her orgasms without using his penis. Elijah had the makings of a chastity cuckold and that fit neatly into my expertise.

My stable carries distant memories of what ejaculating used to feel like. They’re milked three times a week, more often if they get antsy. I force them to ejaculate once in a while to make sure the plumbing still works. Not one of my boys expects to be allowed to finish but they still hope.

What Jocelyn had to learn was that her lover carried an unspoken fantasy so deep inside, he probably never owned up to it himself. Once he was compelled to experience it, he’d be one of the most grateful sex slaves any woman could own.

There was no question which category I’d send with Tyler to show Jocelyn how to take ownership of Elijah. I scanned the spreadsheet of the 70s, my role players, and paused when I got to #77. I bought that one from Reckoning where he’d been turned into exactly what Jocelyn could use. After Zoe, the head of Skills at Reckoning, turned a nondescript sales manager into a first-rate suckler, I ordered one to use with clients whose dreams involved a piglet suckling momma pigs’ teats, then expanded his talents so the client could turn the tables.

That’s the thing about clients. They say they want to rent a suckler but what launches them into their personal stratospheres is when they are forced to nurse at the breasts of one of my role players. When I saw two requests for ‘baby’ fantasies, I put in an order at Reckoning for a dual-sexed product after I saw what they created for Lina, one of the German Dommes in my network. She put in an order for Reckoning’s first bi-gender with a working penis and a vagina with a responsive clitoris. They’re part of Reckoning’s ‘Unusual’ line and are pretty expensive, but it took #77 only six months to earn back in rental fees what I paid for it.

I ordered one with full breasts. There’s a months-long waiting list to rent it.

I think #77 amuses and confounds Tyler at the same time. He never knows what name to call it because when he uses its male name, it assumes a complete masculine personality and can’t wait to get hard. If he uses its female name, it’s desperate to have its pussy filled. That would make an interesting duo to send to Jocelyn.

Before I had Nova make their travel plans, I thought it was best to explain what #77 was to Caroline and Olivia. After all, I rarely send a slave as expensive as that off premises. It’s likely they’d never seen one before, much less even imagined one.

I had Nova schedule a video call a few days before they were scheduled to leave. While we talked over the two prior cuckold successes, I turned to Aussie and said, “Fetch #77.”

Olivia saw Aussie and gushed, “Oh, I really want one of those!”

While Aussie ran on all fours to the stable dorm, we talked about pet dogs and what was available at the Pet Shoppe. Caroline was looking for a big dog, one that was a trained protector and Olivia was partial for a protector but one that was mouth trained. We call dogs like that two-fers. You get twice the talent and when they’re not in protective mode, you get to use their other parts.

Aussie crawled through the slave door with #77 right behind him. I sent Aussie to his doggie bed in the corner and had #77 stand in front of the camera. For the video call, I had it dressed in a slinky pink dress and nothing else. It’s partial to pink. When it's a girl.

“Girls, I’m sure you’ve never seen one of these before. I own one of only two that I know of and the only one in the continental U.S. I bought it at Reckoning for my most elite clients’ use and I’m willing to send it as a loaner to Jocelyn.”

Caroline said, “I can only imagine.”

I was about to show her she couldn’t imagine exactly what I had in stock. “This is what we call a ‘combo,’ more specifically, a bi-gender. It’s got all the parts and they all work. I chose it for this visit because to train Elijah, he needs to see how to be an infant, of course, but he also has to learn to behave while another man – and another woman – satisfy Jocelyn. Why send two when one will do?”

I thought Olivia was going to fall off her chair when I told #77 to strip. When it lifted the dress up to its waist, the first thing they saw was its ample penis, but when it pulled the dress over its head, its bosom stunned them.

“Wait till you see this,” I said and had #77 pull its vaginal lips apart.

They were speechless. I’m used to that reaction.

“Let me show you how it works,” I said. I pointed to one of the training vaginas on the shelf and gave #77 a simple command. “Rocky, bring it to orgasm.”

That was its prompt. Calling him ‘Rocky’ triggered his male persona along with his penis. He ran to the vagina and rammed his hard cock into it. I kept an eye on the monitor that measures how well he was doing and when he reached level 4, tapped a prod on his ass to end the demonstration. Rocky was whimpering at my feet but he knows that ejaculating is a thing of the past. After all the training he’s been through and the consequences for ejaculating, he wouldn’t dare trade a moment’s pleasure for an hour with my whip.

“That’s not all it can do. Watch this.”

“Cherry, fuck yourself.” I handed her a large dildo and she squealed, “Cherry wants to fuck her pussy!”

It was, to say the least, a display that Caroline and Olivia would remember for a long time. So would Elijah but more importantly, Jocelyn would get what she wanted.

She’d have a cuckold who saw one person do more than he could ever hope to do to satisfy her. Unless Jocelyn decided to send him to Reckoning.


Chapter 15 

Jocelyn’s Cucked Suckler

WHEN JOCELYN LET Tyler and #77 into the house, she led what she thought were two men to the den to chat about the evening’s plans. She was wrong on both counts. There weren’t two men in her den and the plans were settled. Psychology professors like her want to get inside the heads of their guests but in this case, it was going to work the other way.

“You’ve watched the video,” Tyler said without waiting for her response because he knew she’d played it several times. “We’re ready to proceed.” One of Jocelyn’s eyebrows went up slightly but he ignored it. “I will install cameras and he,” Tyler pointed to #77 and grinned, “will do the rest.”

With that, they both stood up. Jocelyn sat with her mouth slightly open in surprise. I focused on her face, her slight frown at her loss of control and her fingers pointing toward the hallway even though Tyler was already on his way there. Caroline sent a message, “What’s with her?”

Whatever it was, it would get straightened out on our call with her or Tyler’s next instruction would be to head to the airport.

Nova added Jocelyn to the call after I prepped Caroline and Olivia with the questions I wanted answered. Unless I liked her responses, I wasn’t wasting #77’s time with her, no matter how intriguing her cuckold fantasy was. That’s one of my top rentables; loaning it to her was a gift she better show me she appreciated.

Caroline opened the conversation. “Glad to meet you. Let me go over how this is going to work.” Jocelyn was about to speak but Caroline cut her off. “We know what we’re doing.”

She asked the questions I supplied. “What was the part of the demo video that resonated most with you?”

That’s when I saw it. Jocelyn’s face told me everything. She was struggling with admitting how much she wanted her husband to be forced to watch her be satisfied by another man while he was a useless bystander. I bet she hadn’t had a decent orgasm in a long time. I sent another question to Caroline to ask.

“When was your last orgasm?”

Jocelyn dropped her head in her hands and admitted, “I can’t even remember.”

That was going to change in a few hours. Caroline asked my next question. “We’ve seen Elijah’s web browsing history. We know what he looks at and we’ve determined that he not only wants to be infantilized but he wants to be forced to do it. Are you ready to use the methods in the video with him?”

Jocelyn shuddered, trying to find the right words. My little voice was way ahead of her. I knew what she was and what she’d been denying probably for most of her life.

She was a closet sadist but was terrified to admit it, especially to herself. I don’t let anyone keep secrets from me.

Except My Cop. He says that if he told me details of his covert work, he’d have to shoot me and he prefers things the way they are.

I sent my last question to Caroline. “What do you want to hear? Screeches, shrieks, growls or grunts?”

“Make him SCREAM!” she said loudly. For the first time in our call, I saw Jocelyn relax. That’s the joy of sharing your darkest secret with like-minded women. They understand.

-=o=-

When Elijah opened the kitchen door, Tyler was there to meet him. Tyler pointed behind himself, turned and walked to the bedroom door with a surprised Elijah following. I allowed Tyler to say only one word and if Eljah didn’t obey, his hands would speak the rest of the sentence.

“Strip,” he said with the kind of authority that comes naturally to ex-Rangers.

Elijah’s eyes opened wide and he was about to resist when he took a good look at Tyler and realized he really had no choice. Whether he did it willingly or Tyler did it for him, the result would be the same. Typical of academics, Elijah was dressed in layers until he dropped his pants. Under the smartly-attired dean of a large department in a brand-name university was a diaper.

Tyler shook his head and pointed at the floor. The diaper landed atop the pile of clothing that Elijah wouldn’t need for the rest of the night. If Jocelyn handled him well, he wouldn’t need it for a long time.

The equipment I sent was set up according to my directions. There was a long table that substituted for a baby’s changing table, a box of diapers and wipes, a custom onesie and several baby toys. The more severe tools were laid out on the bed. After Tyler put Elijah on his hands and knees, he crawled into the room where Jocelyn was waiting with #77 who was, for the moment, fully in Cherry’s persona. She had her script and was tickled to play nanny.

Cherry pointed at the changing table while Tyler waited at the door to see if he was needed to convince Elijah to climb on top of it. When he hesitated, Cherry said, “Bad baby gets a spanking!”

Jocelyn sat on the side of the bed according to the directions we sent and pulled Elijah across her knees. She rubbed his asscheeks and with one of the better scolding voices I’d heard recently, she said, “Bad baby! Baby must listen to mommy!” She repeated it over and over after each firm spank she slapped across his reddening ass.

I saw relief flood through her. That’s what happens when women exert the power they’ve denied themselves for years.

“Baby needs a diaper,” she said and pointed to the changing table. This time, Elijah hoisted himself on it in seconds. Cherry held his ankles apart while Jocelyn wiped every inch of his groin and between his asscheeks while commenting on how dirty the baby’s bottom was. Cherry pointed out a spot she missed and while Jocelyn cleaned him again, she wrapped the electric loop twice around his penis and secured it to the testicle ring.

“Lock the baby,” she said. Jocelyn looked gleeful when  the ring snapped shut.

For the next hour, the baby was taught how to suck a pacifier in the shape of a large breast and when he reached for his penis to masturbate, Cherry administered the first jolt. “Baby may not touch,” she said.

By now, I could see understanding fill Jocelyn’s face and flow through her body. Caroline’s message was brief. “She looks so happy!” 

She was more than happy. She was triumphant.

“Nap time, baby,” Cherry said, indicating the makeshift crib. Elijah crawled into it and Jocelyn locked his ankles to the bars. “It’s mommy time,” she said, quoting the demo video.

Tyler had his instructions ready. “Rocky, make mommy happy,” he said and got ready to walk out of the room. He didn’t anticipate any pushback from Elijah ankle-locked to his crib but there was one thing he wanted to see before he left.

He’d seen it twice before on the security camera but he’d never seen it in person. Jocelyn was about to get a huge surprise and Elijah, sucking a pacifier, would learn that both men and women could make his mommy happy. As a desexed little baby, he didn’t stand a chance of satisfying her. His place was being forced to watch.

Cherry closed her eyes, took a deep breath and morphed into Rocky. He looked at the nanny outfit he was wearing and tore it off. Now naked, save for the electrified ring behind his testicles, Rocky lifted Jocelyn up and stood her next to the bed, right near the crib.

Each time he opened a button, Rocky licked Jocelyn’s skin that he uncovered. He slid her blouse down her arms and sucked one of her huge breasts into his mouth. Her skirt fell around her ankles and Rocky knelt to taste her pussy.

Jocelyn moaned. Elijah groaned. Tyler closed the door behind him.

Once Jocelyn was naked, Rocky carried her in his strong arms and laid her in the middle of the bed. He climbed between her spread knees to pay proper respect to her labia. When his tongue aimed between her lips and found her clitoris, Rocky displayed the kind of talent only my training can give a man. Even a combo.

Jocelyn was groaning, her hands flat on the mattress and her feet lifting herself toward the talented tongue and teeth sending her skyward. Rocky slid his hands under her hips and raised her so he could drive his entire face into her.

Elijah’s hard cock was humping air until Jocelyn remembered the control box in her hand. She pressed the power button to start the loop’s program.

At first, Elijah grunted and twisted his legs, trying to escape the shocks but he had nowhere to go. The loop was locked in place and he growled in frustration.

Each noise he made seemed to spur Jocelyn higher. What my inner voice suspected was true. Jocelyn didn’t want just a great night in bed. She craved the background music Elijah was singing, a song that he’d warble each time she set the loop to do its work. Not quite at the Marquis de Sade level yet, Jocelyn was on her way.

Caroline’s message appeared the moment Jocelyn roared the joy she kept hidden deep in her gut. It happened at the same time Elijah shrieked. The control was still in Jocelyn’s hand but Rocky’s fist was circling hers. They pressed the darkest purple button together.

The message said, “Olivia is browsing the pain section of your website.”

Of course she was. It’s a simple fact. Pain is an excellent teacher.


Chapter 16 

Jocelyn’s Days

THE TEA AND BLUEBERRY scones were tasty. I muted the speakers and sent for two of my exclusives to entertain me that night. It was getting late and Tyler had instructions to let Jocelyn rest. As for Rocky, Tyler said, “Cherry, change the baby’s diaper.”

Rocky closed his eyes and breathed deeply. When he opened them and saw his naked body, especially the stiff penis sticking out from his groin, he ran for the outfit he’d stripped off earlier. Once he was dressed, Cherry approached the crib.

“Baby has a dirty diaper,” she said.

Cherry unlocked Elijah’s ankles, pointed at the changing table and waited for him to respond. For his part, Elijah was still twisted and moaning from the lingering effects of the dark purple button. “Now, baby!” she said while tapping the middle button on the control.

The pain overwhelmed his resistance. Elijah climbed out of the crib and crept on all fours, then hoisted himself onto the changing table. Cherry opened the diaper and said, “Baby has a stinky diaper.”

She swatted his ass and repeated the phrase, clucking each time, until Elijah was in tears.

Cherry removed the diaper and laid it next to Elijah’s face so he could inhale the stench while she cleaned his bottom inside and out. She rubbed diaper rash ointment up and down his penis and when it stiffened, she zapped the loop. Elijah grunted but Cherry warned him that mommy was sleeping and baby had to be quiet.

With the clean diaper in place, she dressed him in the custom onesie and put him back in the crib for the night. She stuck the nipple of the breast-shaped pacifier in his mouth and said, “Suck.”

The more he sucked, the calmer Elijah became.

That’s when I turned off the monitor in my suite and told Zayn, my Tantric exclusive, to show Juke how to satisfy me and if he failed, both of them would wind up across the waist bar right next to My Cop. He was hungry for my whip and if he’d taste it depended on how well Zayn and Juke did.

My exclusives aren’t afraid of anything or anyone besides me, except being sent for private time with My Cop. If he didn’t get my whip tonight, Zayn and Juke would feel it instead and then I’d hand them over to My Cop in the morning.

When I float as high in the sky as I did that night, I can see what’s below me. I saw a single red crisscrossed ass under the stars.

Pain is an excellent teacher and the threat of it works wonders.

-=o=-

In the morning, I checked in with Caroline and Olivia. Both were up and at their monitor while I enjoyed my latte and muffins on the terrace. They asked what the background shouting was, so I had Gage turn a camera on the stable’s first exercise session of the day. They’re already well developed but in my world, more is better.

“Oh, god, I want them, too!” Oliva said.

I had my challenge ready. “If my sales go up at least 50%, come visit again and you can have whichever you want. Tell me your biggest fantasy and I’ll make it happen.”

“Do you mean it?” Olivia asked.

“Damned straight I do,” I replied. “It’s good business. By the way, what is your ultimate fantasy?”

Olivia closed her eyes and gripped her coffee cup so hard I thought it would crack. Even Caroline looked surprised at how tense she was.

“I’ve never told anyone,” Olivia managed to say. “But I trust you so here goes. I want a lineup of a lot of men, big strong types with oversized penises competing with each other to do what I tell them. You know, from doing dirty jobs all the way to giving me the biggest orgasm I’ve ever had. I want them all fighting to win so I have one after another. All night.” She stared at the camera and added, “I bet you think I’m crazy.”

Actually, I did not think she was crazy. I thought, thanks to my inner voice, that would be an outstanding challenge for my 20s and 30s, but more than that, for Zayn. After my big cocks sent her into the stars, I wondered if Zayn’s herbs and oils could surpass what they could do. This was turning out better than I expected.

“Tell you what, if sales increase, I’ll give you that fantasy but plan to spend a few days here. Once is never enough.”

Caroline laughed when Olivia’s mouth dropped open but I chuckled because she thought I’d provide that only for Olivia. Caroline would get her fantasy, too. People who try to predict what I will do are always wrong.

-=o=-

The directions and suggestions we sent to Jocelyn encouraged her to start baby’s morning routine immediately so the baby would learn how his days would play out. Lessons have to be immediate and memorable, so we provided a few to start with. When she unsnapped the onesie and pulled down the front of the diaper, she tutted and said, “Baby peed in the diaper. Baby needs a new diaper.”

It wasn’t what she said. It was how she said it.

Elijah was mortified that he wet his diaper and even more humiliated that this professor who studied what makes rats run around mazes was reacting to his errant penis. Worse than how degraded he felt, she had total control over him, especially what she could do to punish his cock. He had to take what she dished out because the alternative was so excruciating, obeying her was the only rational choice.

Owners should never give their sex slaves options. Choices perplex men. The best path is to make sure they’re in a constant state of degradation, then demean them even more. When you’re done, they’ll exist in a continuous state of debasement that becomes their natural environment. For Jocelyn, that meant Elijah would face an unrelenting onslaught of my three Ds.

Tyler delivered Cherry to the bedroom. This time, I told him to send her in as a muscular, submissive slut. She was certainly dressed for the part. Jocelyn was famished; Cherry was hungry to taste a woman. Even though she’d been rented to men who felt surges of power when they turned Rocky into Cherry, none of my clients had breasts. Not like the ones clearly visible from the low-cut neckline of Jocelyn’s negligee. #77 wanted to taste them.

“We’re on the edge of our seats,” Caroline’s message said.

I was mostly paying attention to the screen but Gage’s ten magic fingers on my feet made it a little hard to concentrate.

With Elijah fully exposed on the changing table, Cherry sidled up to Jocelyn and used her teeth to expose Jocelyn’s bosom. She moaned in awe driven by her unending appetite. Elijah gaped at Cherry’s salivating lips that were suckling the flesh he longed to taste. But what he heard underscored his failures.

He'd never been able to elicit sensual groans like that from Jocelyn. No matter how hard he licked or how noisily he slurped, she usually turned over and his expectations were quashed. Cherry did what he’d tried to do for years in minutes and his penis betrayed his jealousy.

Jocelyn grabbed his stiff cock and admonished him with her new mantra, “Baby will not touch.”

The shock hit his penis. He screeched almost as loudly as Jocelyn did when Cherry got on her knees and buried her face between her breasts.

Caroline’s text made me smile. “Olivia just came on the chair.”

That was how Jocelyn’s days would unfold going forward. She had an abundance of the kind of women and men that fill the halls of academia, ones who believe that the experience is what matters. None want relationships; just a good time.

It’s almost a shame they’d never have one quite like mine last night. My Cop was so amped up after I put my single-tail back in its case, he crept into my bed between my legs and showed me what the stars look like when they’re below me.

They sparkle like diamonds in the sky.


Nicole’s Prisoner


Chapter 17 

Criminal Fantasy

WE LEFT THE baby in good hands. Jocelyn not only read the recommendations and watched the video again, but she also seemed fully capable of rearing her infant. For weeks, she used several men – and a few women – to satisfy her growing sensual desires until she found the right mix. I gave her one exceptionally trained body with two genders but she had to find at least one of each on her own. There aren’t very many like my #77 who, when Tyler returned her, was so euphoric, she outdid herself for the clients who rented her. One gave her more than five stars. He drew them in by hand.

Cherry’s reward was to have her number tattooed on Rocky’s penis. My ink artist tried hard to hide her shock when I had #77 locked in a cock stock for her to work on but her surprise was amusing. “Never done one quite like this,” she said.

She probably never would again.

A video call with Caroline and Olivia preceded our call with the next recipient of my loaners. What struck me about Nicole’s fantasy was the way she seemed unperturbed by the scenario she constructed. She wasn’t shy at all about what she wanted, a trait I admire in women. She knew what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to say it. Her predicament was how to make it happen.

That’s exactly what the Cuckold Sisters were offering, the means and materials to make it happen in real life and I’d supply the bodies. I went over the details with Caroline and Olivia before I had Nova add Nicole to the conversation.

As usual, I let Caroline and Olivia handle the conversation. I prefer to be the hidden observer because that’s how I find out what I want to know. Women have a myriad of fantasies so I wanted to be sure Nicole’s was sincere and she could handle the results. Turning a man into a cuckold is one thing. Imprisoning him and subjecting him to the three Ds that criminals suffer in jail, especially from guards as well as from other convicts, is another.

I put my new purchases into slave hysteria when I break them. When I pull them back into reality, they understand they’re safe in my hands. The experience builds trust and facilitates their fidelity to me. The result is their unquestioning obedience. The men in my stable are not captives; they entered willingly and sign contracts that give me all their possessions as well as their lifelong loyalty.

Prisoners are different. They’re forced to do what they’re told, no matter how outrageous the task. They cannot resist. My boys are different; they obey because they have true slave hearts.

The call started as they all do with a few pleasantries. Nicole was still wearing her nurse’s uniform. She was leaning into the laptop’s screen, answering Caroline’s questions earnestly.

When Caroline asked her to explain her fantasy, Nicole’s reply was extremely detailed.

“I want him behind bars and I have the only key. He eats and sleeps in there on an uncomfortable bed. There’s a toilet, not a real one that flushes, but one that makes him see and smell what he does in it. If he misbehaves or breaks a rule, he gets punished. It’d be great if other men – other prisoners – saw that happen. He can’t have erections and has to watch me use the other prisoners and have the biggest orgasms ever!”

It's a good thing Nicole paused to catch her breath. Caroline and especially Olivia needed to catch theirs. I sipped hot chai and waited for her next sentence. I had a feeling about what she was going to say. My inner voice got it right again.

“I want to control everything. Eating, peeing, sleeping and who fucks him.”

‘Who fucks him’ was the whipped cream atop her fantasy. That meant Walter, her lover, would have to undergo a significant shift in his self-perception in just a day or two, rather than the six weeks it takes Reckoning to transform the men they extract into pre-ordered merchandise. At Reckoning, Breakpoint takes 24 hours to remove men from their useless lives and alter them into the mindset buyers specify. In this case, we’d be upending Walter’s life when we converted him from an overly-detailed control freak in business and at home into a prisoner with no power over anything, especially himself.

The electric loop had a big place in making this fantasy real. Doing it in less than 24 hours meant it needed an extra component; one I use on new purchases to shorten the time it takes me to break them from days into minutes.

Walter was getting a drop of purple gel injected in his ass.

The rainbow of gels I use with my stable were concocted by the ancient Asian Master I engaged to develop Zayn’s Tantric talents. When I bought Zayn in Sweden, I knew he had a kind of aura but as a former Marine, I was curious how he’d do with my standard two-week Intake process where new men I buy learn their place and the rules they will obey in my world. It turned out that Zayn hardly needed breaking; it’s one reason I’m partial to ex-military types.

What Zayn needed was the old man’s guidance to see the path, his path, where he’d find his totality. When he was immersed in it, he would intuit how to satisfy my sensual demands. Almost no one has given me as incomparable nights as Zayn does whenever I summon him to my suite. I branded him the same day I branded My Cop.

That day, I injected a single drop of purple gel right before I pressed the red hot iron on their ball sacs. They will both wear my initial, a big letter A, seared there forever.

I shared the purple gel with Control, the woman who runs Reckoning. She cut Breakpoint from 24 hours down to two. That gave the Psych and Skills teams much more time to turn the captives into what my friends pay for. It was a good financial decision.

If I provided a drop for Walter’s conversion, Caroline and Olivia would have to understand it was a one-time gift. I didn’t see another way to accomplish Nicole’s prison fantasy in the time I was willing to remove that many boys from my rentable stock. I sent a short message to Caroline.

“Once only. I can make this happen in 24 hours. There’s one condition.”

Caroline smiled when she read my caveat and said, “Nicole, you can have what you want but there’s a price. We want you to volunteer for a few hours at the VA to work with veterans’ groups. You’re a nurse, they can use your help.”

Nicole said, “A few hours? That’s all? If you can put him in a cage under my absolute control, I’ll go every Saturday.”

Zayn looked up from his knees and whispered, “Thank you, Ms. Amity.”

I had one word for him. “Oo-rah.”


Chapter 18 

Nicole’s Cucked Captive

CHOOSING THAT MANY boys from my stable to put under Tyler’s supervision required a careful look at my spreadsheets. Finding bulls to intimidate Walter was the easy part; almost every slave I own is brawny and can bully him merely with their presence. In this case, I was looking for the ones who could terrorize him in other ways. I keep them hairless from their scalps to their toes and they wear only gold cock cages, so they all tend to look the same. I don’t name my slaves; it’s too hard to remember two dozen of them. I number them with tattoos on their right asscheeks.

The best ones get their numbers etched on their penises.

When I selected my list, I had Nova send their digits to Jack, my stable manager, so she could run them to the training building for a fast lesson on how to act and what to say while they were on loan. I didn’t tell them what would happen if they didn’t get five star ratings. It was easier to show them.

Two were 40s; one was from the 20s; another was a 30 and the last was in the 70s. That gave me a pair of pain sluts, a huge cock, one mouth boy and a role player to work with.

I put Tyler behind me when I issued their instructions. Every slave has seen Tyler but none of them knows what his position is. They’ve seen him train under My Cop’s tutelage and that elevates him in their eyes. They know he doesn’t live in the stable dorm so he’s a bit of a mystery. The only thing they had to know was whatever he told them to do, they would do immediately, exactly as he instructed.

That’s why I had Tyler run them through their paces while I watched with an electric prod in my hand. They know mine is not locked on medium.

His first order was to scare an unsuspecting one of the 80s so much, he wound up on his hands and knees begging to have his ass fucked by one or all of the rest. They just couldn’t touch him. The ponies, my 80s, are just as fit – if not more – as they were. He wouldn’t scare easily.

They circled him, a good move, then the shouting began. Their threats, derisive comments about his ass and penis size and what they were going to do to him filled the building and landed in the pony’s ears. He had one choice, they said, to get fucked by #21, the biggest cock in the stable, then he'd pick who fucked him next.

I bought #21 from Red Rick after the Memphis market. He was huge all over and I had My Cop with me when I tested him, just in case. Rick said to give him short instructions; that he couldn’t process complicated directions. What made him useful was his ability to ream a line of client asses one after another without stopping. Even after a stressful audition, My Cop was satisfied he didn’t pose any danger to me.

The pony didn’t know any of that. All he knew was that the biggest penis he’d ever seen was uncaged and approaching him.

#76 was fully in his role and warned the pony that it’d go easier if he asked for it. Otherwise, they’d do it anyway, one after another. The pony was shaking when he lifted his ass and whinnied.

That was all the rehearsal they needed.

I sent the pony back to running up and down the hills beyond the tree line where the others were training. Needless to say, he galloped as fast as he could out the door.

Tyler shook his head and resumed the session. I went to my office with Gage glued to a monitor from the punishment building. They were leaving in the morning on a client’s private plane he was thrilled to send for my use. I dangled a few hours with #77 in front of him and the plane was on route.

That left the drop of purple gel. It had to be injected and the crucial part, the instructions Nicole would issue, had to be written carefully. Once the gel did its work, whatever she told Walter would be what he would become. That’s how the gel works. It drains men of every thought and leaves them aching to be filled. Nicole had to tell him everything she wanted him to be and do. Mistakes were not allowed. If she hadn’t written them judiciously, she wasn’t getting a second drop of gel.

I didn’t just explain it to Caroline and Olivia. I showed them video of how Control used it at Reckoning. They were flabbergasted and nearly speechless when they saw the results.

“I didn’t see this on your website,” Caroline said.

“It’s not there,” I replied. “It’s dangerous in the wrong hands.”

Olivia was true to form. “I want some of THAT!” she said.

Not a chance. A single drop was headed to the plane in Tyler’s charge. Anyone stupid enough to try to take it from him would be looking at months of physical therapy.

-=o=-

My boys unpacked the crates I had Red Rick ship to Nicole’s and set up the cell that would be Walter’s new home. Nicole wanted him to be caged where she could see him and he could see what she intended to do there. Rick sent an extension so the cell was big enough for all five of my boys but they’d dissemble that piece when they left.

Rick’s designs were getting increasingly clever. Walter’s cage had a round cutout in the bars for his ass or his organs, whichever Nicole fancied at the time. I think he got the idea from my custom cages that he saw when he was at the Amityworld auction but he’d never fess up to admitting I had a very good idea.

By afternoon, Nicole knew how to lock and unlock the cage, demand one boy stick his ass into the opening and secure another’s wrists and ankles to the bars so his genitals were in easy reach. One by one, Tyler showed her how to fasten the electric loops around their uncaged penises and what the buttons did. By 4:30, all five boys were moaning from the shocks.

Walter arrived precisely at 5:15 like he always did. Tyler met him at the door and dragged him without explanation to the bedroom. When he tossed Walter inside, he made sure he landed on all fours. A skinny boy like that posed no threat nor did he have the gumption to complain.

What Walter saw was a large cage with five brawny naked men inside, writhing and groaning in pain and Nicole standing near the cage tapping her foot. She was pointing at the cage door.


Chapter 19 

Cuckold Convict

BEFORE INJECTING THE purple gel, I wanted to see Walter’s reactions to the changes in the bedroom. The metal cage was the biggest one but I didn’t discount how he’d respond to seeing Nicole wearing a prison guard outfit that was very different from what you’d anticipate in a real penitentiary. Real guards don’t wear black leather with necklines so low their breasts jiggle atop them. Or short tight skirts with thigh-high black boots.

She was the picture of dominance but could she pull off the personality? The drop of purple gel hung in the balance. It wouldn’t change anything in Nicole but it would have a profound effect on Walter if what she said was carefully thought out.

I watched what she’d do when Walter didn’t crawl to the cage door but stared at her open mouthed instead. There are different ways of encouraging men to do what they’re told and Nicole had one of them in her hand. Spiked whips speak loudly.

She pointed to the cage door again and as I expected, Walter was too frozen from shock to obey her finger. I started counting silently and when I reached three, it happened. Nicole marched toward Walter and slapped the whip on his ass. Not even a full minute into the scene, a few drops of blood dripped down Walter’s asscheek.

Satisfied with her determination, I sat back in my chair and sent Jenna to fetch chai and whatever the chef baked that morning. It didn’t matter what he created; I knew it would be filled with blueberries. He learned what substituting strawberries meant to his ability to sit for a few days.

That one slap sent Walter scurrying to the cage. Once he was inside, she locked the door with a delightful clank of metal against metal. Still on all fours, Walter looked up at the five strange men sharing his cell. In the lingo, they were bulls. Heck, in any lingo they were bulls. Big, beefy, bald and naked save for electrified testicle rings and loops, they made a fearsome lot. #76 tutored the others on the plane in a role play to teach them how to act, what to say and how to say it.

They didn’t waste a minute.

“We got us a bitch!” one of the pain sluts said.

“I get him first,” #21 snarled and none dared challenge him. Big cocks attached to huge bodies are formidable.

The mouth boy grabbed Walter’s penis between his legs from behind and said, “This will taste good!”

By now, Walter was teetering on the ledge of slave hysteria. In any other fantasy, it would have been too soon but not this one. Transforming an ordinary man into a prisoner does not allow for any delay. It has to be right now, all the time and with no letup. Nicole had only 24 hours to finish his physical and mental conversion before my boys left. The drop of purple gel was the carrot dangling in front of her eyes.

A small voice broke the silence. “I need to pee,” Walter whined.

I’m sure he did if from nothing else than gut-level terror. In my office, the hot chai complemented the intensity I could almost feel oozing out of Nicole.

Caroline’s message was brief. “You think she’ll do it?”

I was sure she would. And then she did.

“You pee when I tell you to,” she said in one of the sternest voices I’d heard from a new owner in a while. I usually have to make them practice so what they say is never interpreted as a question or worse, a request.

Walter whimpered and my boys immediately made fun of him.

“That penis is mine,” the mouth boy said. “Get me something sharp and I’ll cut one of his balls off,” #46 threatened and #47 added, “Does he even have balls?”

“He won’t need any when I fuck his hole,” #21 declared. He grabbed Walter’s hips and lifted him high enough that his ass was level with #21’s thick cock.

We all watched whatever manliness Walter had left fade into oblivion.

For the next 30 minutes, Walter cowered in the middle of the small cell, surrounded by my naked, role-playing property. Nicole watched from the comfort of the loveseat and never broke a smile. Intensity dripped from her eyes and Walter found no solace when he looked up at her. He was a mass of confusion and unless he broke through that and accepted his new status, I wouldn’t let Tyler inject the gel. Nicole would be on her own.

I needed to hear two words before I’d authorize the gel.

I knew I could count on my role-player and he came through. #76 stood over Walter, lifted his chin with his foot and said, “Your name is Patsy.”

That cued #21 who said, “I’m gonna fuck your ass and you’re gonna love it, aren’t you, Patsy?”

With no possibility of escaping, Walter acquiesced when he said the pair of words I wanted to hear.

“Yes, sir,” he squeaked.

I jolted Tyler’s chip twice, the signal to inject the purple gel into Tyler’s ass. He opened the bedroom door, stepped inside and was greeted by all my boys the same way.

“Captain’s here,” #76 warned the others.

My boys learned their parts well. They lined up, bent over and grabbed the metal bars to offer their asses to the fictitious guard in charge. Tyler had each boy pull his asscheeks apart and injected them with lube. When he reached Walter’s quivering cheeks, he used a different injector, the one loaded with the single drop of purple gel.

“Ten seconds,” he said to Nicole.

She walked to the hole in the bars, pulled Walter’s head through and tilted it up so he had to look into her eyes.

Caroline’s message said, “Ooh, we’re SO excited! Olivia is gorging on brownies!”

It was time for Nicole to finish Walter’s transformation, what I saw as his new beginning as her new cuckold. He was born for that role.

His eyes were vacant when she started talking.

“I own you. You are my prisoner named Patsy. The cell is where you are happy. Doing what I tell you is what you will do immediately. Correctly. When I use other men, you will watch and see how well they satisfy me. I decide when and if you will erect. The loop is my enforcer and you will plead for its bite. Any men I choose can use you and you will be grateful when they do. Each evening, I will post your chores and grade how well you do. Anything less than a perfect score results in punishment that you will know you deserve and you will thank me for correcting you. Failure to obey is not an option.”

Walter’s blank expression never changed while she issued her rules and consequences. I sent a note to Nova to slip a few more hundred dollar bills into the old man’s kit next time he visited.

Nicole pushed Walter’s head back through the bars and he fell flat on the cell floor. My boys’ asses bounced up and down, the way they say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

For the next 15 minutes while Walter slowly regained use of his arms and legs, Nicole unlocked the cell door, grabbed #21’s huge cock and dragged him behind Walter. She ordered him to lube Walter’s ass, a nice touch for my third favorite D, debase.

When #21’s big fingers finished slathering lube deep inside Walter’s ass, he said, “Thank you, Sir.” I could hear the capital ‘S’ clearly.

Then it was Nicole’s turn. “You boys can have him. The big one is mine.”


Chapter 20 

Nicole’s Days

MEN LIKE WALTER who live in the weeds of life’s forest see only details. Nicole saw it from the treetops. She knew what she wanted and took the steps to get it. That’s what made the next 24 hours riveting video.

After #21’s impassioned sex play with Nicole, she jolted his electric loop, a signal she warned the other boys they’d feel when she had use for them. One by one, she made them show her their talents while Walter was locked to the cell bars with his head through the opening so the only thing he could see was how she was being serviced. And how excited they made her.

That’s what my boys do best. She zapped #36 first, locked his wrists behind his back and dared him to prove that his mouth, tongue and teeth were worth her time. When #36 chewed her ample breasts, Walter gnawed his lower lip with his teeth. Each time he drove his face deeper between Nicole’s thighs, Walter’s hips humped inside the cell, earning him a corrective shock from the loop. Finally, #36 rammed his face repeatedly into Nicole’s pussy until she lifted her hips and shrieked a sound she’d been suppressing for years.

So did Walter. #46 was reaming his ass with a strap-on and when he felt Walter’s imminent ejaculation, he pulled out and laughed.

That night, Walter received his list of Saturday chores on a piece of paper stuck to the cell bars. Tyler pulled Walter out of his cell at 4:00 a.m. warning him that any noise he made that woke up Nicole would come with consequences.

“She’s a nurse. She’ll cut off one of your balls,” Tyler said.

He deposited Walter in the hall bathroom and made him read the first item on the list. “Clean the toilet so you can eat off it.”

Ten minutes later and without a word, Tyler placed a fiber bar on the porcelain. Walter gagged through the first several bites but two shocks to the loop corrected that behavior.

The kitchen was next on the list. “Make it shine. Then plan the week’s menu. You have 30 minutes.”

Tyler set the timer and sat at the kitchen table to oversee Walter’s work and to criticize spots he missed. Each critique earned Walter another zap until his time was up. It was decent work but the menu only went through Thursday. That earned him a zap for each day he missed.

Tyler sent him from room to room according to the list. Walter did a load of laundry, folded and refolded it until Tyler was satisfied, then prepared Nicole’s breakfast that he’d do every day going forward. He pushed the rolling cart with his ass and crawled backwards because Tyler read him the rule that he was to be on all fours in the house at all times.

When he reached the bedroom, Nicole was lying against several pillows with #46 and #47 on their knees  with their faces planted on a breast. She didn’t look at Walter; her eyes were closed and she was moaning. My boys took eight minutes to finish. They’d practiced for two days, learning how to suck and chew. They’re pain sluts so they associate shocks with success. That’s why Nicole had one controller in each hand and was tapping the buttons randomly. I wasn’t sure if she knew it but unpredictable jolts spurred my boys on until they were both approaching slave frenzy.

Caroline’s message made me smile. “Olivia is drooling.”

So was Walter’s penis. Tyler saw it and threw him into the cell, pulled his ass through the opening and handed him over to #21. After each thrust, Walter screamed, “Thank you, Sir!”

I’m not sure #21 heard it or even cared. He was so grateful to have his uncaged cock inside anything, even an ass, he was in his own world. That lasted until I zapped his chip. He pulled out and bellowed like a bull in heat.

-=o=-

The weekend met and surpassed Nicole’s loftiest fantasies. Walter worked for two days straight with midnight-to-four scheduled for sleep in the cell with my five loaners using him to suck their cocks, cleaning the pee bucket and filling his ass with the plugs Nicole left outside the bars. Each evening when he received his chore list, he felt the results of Nicole’s review of his work. Before long, he knew a single jolt meant she approved. Double jolts were disapproval. Walter became focused on getting single jolts and threw himself into each instruction so she’d give him that reward.

Like rats searching for cheese in a maze, Walter coveted those jolts. She didn’t have to say anything. The jolts were what he wanted.

When I saw his transformation from a nerdy office worker into a prisoner who’d be cuckolded whenever Nicole felt like using another man or men, my boys’ job was done. It was up to her now.

Before I sent them to the airport, I had Caroline set up a video call to go over Nicole’s plans. Cuckolds are easy to create but they come with a few considerations if you want to keep yours at peak functioning. Cucks need to live in a state of emotional tension supplemented by physical work. Given what I’d seen for the past day and a half, I wanted to be sure Nicole implemented it correctly so the new Patsy she created continued to satisfy her, now that her dreams were real.

When the video call connected, she assumed she was chatting with the Cuckold Sisters. I chose to watch and listen privately and spoke to Caroline’s earbuds so she could convey my points. I’d hate for Patsy to backslide or worse, burn out.

My big monitor displayed quite a background. Nicole was seated in the den with my five boys on their knees. Patsy was crawling down the line, licking and sucking their asses when each crept between Nicole’s legs to service her. They shifted when she tapped the purple button and shocked their loops. They formed an unending line of pussy worshippers with Patsy relegated to their anuses.

Nicole was dressed in a black pencil skirt and bright blue blouse cut so low I wondered how her bosom didn’t fall out. She was all business when Caroline and Olivia offered a few pleasantries, as if having five perfectly-trained men slurping her pussy was an everyday event.

There would be only one of two outcomes after this call. Either Nicole would be invited to one of my upcoming Parlors for women learning how to build their stables or I’d pull my boys out as soon as I disconnected the call. She didn’t know it, but Nicole’s future was hanging on one red button on my panel.

Caroline got straight to the point. “Nicole, you seem to have things under control. Using five loaners plus one that you’re keeping is quite a feat. What’s your secret?”

Nicole shook her head, “Here’s the thing. It wasn’t hard. As soon as Patsy was in that cell being used and had to watch those five do what I told them, it just felt right. You know, natural. Like that’s the way it’s supposed to be; the way it should always have been.” She smiled and added, “Those loaners are damned good!”

Of course they are. They’re mine.

Caroline asked, “Any suggestions for other women with similar dreams for our column?”

“You know, they call men like Walter cuckolds. That’s what he is so the name fits. But damn, those five loaners? They’re bulls!” Nicole closed her eyes when two of my boys traded places. #47 crawled to the end of the line and #36 took his place. That meant a mouth boy was between her legs. He’d have to assume he was being watched because all my boys are, all the time.

Nicole tried to speak coherently but #36 is one of my most frequent rentals. I didn’t give her much chance of forming sentences.

“Here’s what women should do,” she said, then moaned before saying more. “Make those atrocious men watch.” This time, she paused to groan. “Force them… even if you have to lock them behind bars… show them what you deserve!”

Nicole sat back in the chair and spread her legs farther apart. Apparently, #36 was doing his job well. During the hiatus, Caroline sent a message.

“Olivia wants to know how much for that boy?”

I laughed and unmuted my mic so I could speak directly to Caroline. “She can’t afford him. Tell her the next time you’re here, she can have as many as she can handle. Plan to stay a few days.”

Caroline whispered my message to Olivia. She shrieked and I tapped the red button to end the call.


Barbara’s Game


Chapter 21 

Cucking the Player

AFTER WE LEFT Patsy in Nicole’s good hands, Caroline, Olivia and I met in a video call to discuss the last of our five-demo starter set for our new business venture. There were four strong five-star ratings on their Cuckold Sisters column ready to publish right after the fifth cuckolding was done. They had two candidates to  choose from.

The two couldn’t have been more unalike. One was a married woman whose fantasy was to have her husband, a financial manager, cuckolded by big, strong men who knew how to satisfy a woman. They’d do something like mouth worship while her husband watched then he’d do the same thing. If he failed; heck, even if he didn’t, her dream was to punish him.

It was certainly an easy enough fantasy to make happen. It fit nicely into my cost mantra: cheap, easy and convenient. It also promised to be boring. The second option held more potential.

What I liked about that one was Barbara, the woman who wrote in, was younger and into genres that were best described as non-traditional, at least to us. She was a muscular, tall Texan who loved playing online often against men and she usually won. She even resembled her avatar. She had long brown hair with golden highlights, big brown eyes and cheekbones hinting at distant Nordic ancestry. What caught my attention was her husband’s main failure, performance anxiety, a nice term that meant when she wanted to use his penis, it didn’t get hard, often at the worst times.

We have another name for it. We call those ‘limp biscuits’, with apologies to the musical group who probably could not have imagined my lexicon.

Barbara’s scenario to the Cuckold Sisters was interesting.

“I’m really into my online games. I meet the most amazing players and think they’d make fabulous lovers. Well, not lovers, more like men I can use when my husband can’t get it up. I dream about going to places with them; you know, like a date but with no strings. I don’t want a relationship. I just want to use them with my husband being made to watch me enjoy myself. Finally.”

If that isn't the definition of a cuckold, I don’t know what is.

Olivia started the conversation. “The first one is really into pain and the electric loops are perfect for that. It’s just pushing a button.”

“We’ve done that already,” Caroline said. “Ms. Amity, which do you think is a better one to demo?”

When other dominant women call me ‘Ms. Amity’ even in a video call, they don’t realize they’re submitting to me. Except for a few very close friends, most women do the same thing. Power isn’t something you have to wield loudly; it plays out in much more subtle ways.

“I have an idea – more like a model – that if it works with Barbara, it could have wider implications.” I had their attention. The first situation was a one-off. On the other hand, Barbara offered possibilities to reach a younger market, one that would likely be loyal shoppers at the site where the cool kids were buying. As far as I’m concerned, that’s the main value of social media.

Caroline wanted details. Olivia was leaning into their laptop monitor. They really needed better equipment so I dictated a message to Gage to send them two big monitors as a reward for increasing sales I was already seeing on my website.

“She’s a gamer,” I said. You’d think that would be enough of an explanation but for women who didn’t know what noobs were, it didn’t suffice.

“Why don’t we construct this demo as a computer game? She’d have earbuds with our instructions and he’d respond like a game piece. Think of your role as a TikTok director, maybe a producer. She’s an actor until she learns to own her part.”

Olivia got it. “That’s brilliant! Women who don’t know how to start wouldn’t just get written or video instructions. They’d perform at first, then they’d absorb it and take over. I love it!”

Caroline’s lips curled up a little. She understood the value that the online generation presented; after all, the analytics showed their audience was starting to skew lower in age. They were an untapped market.

“Let’s go with Barbara,” Caroline said. “I’m guessing you have the equipment and however many loaners are needed.”

She guessed right on both counts.

When Danica’s newly-rich tech slave wanted to buy her dream, the estate she called Destiny, I kept him secretly for a month so he’d learn what the land in Montana he bought for her needed to become a proper facility for the merchandise she bought. I showed him what the quality of her home on the acreage had to be. She named him Jonah and I taught him that he wasn’t going to be her only slave that she whipped every morning. Now Jonah wakes up hoping she will use her whip that day and if she doesn’t, he finishes his tasks quickly and correctly the first time because when she puts him to bed, he hopes tomorrow will be the day she does.

I had him set up an AI account for me with certain restrictions especially about my voice and the content I had the tool create. There’s no better security than the threat of my red-handled single-tail whip. Jonah knew what it felt like and he didn’t want to suffer an hour of it again.

The AI voice would take care of the instructions piped into Barbara’s ears. What I needed next was a list of the stable boys to send, ones that melded into Barbara’s dating fantasy. I opened my stable spreadsheets to see which were the best fit. The category was obviously my 70s, the role players.

Barbara’s situation meant I needed at least four for her to have a few evening dates. It also meant those boys wouldn’t be available in the rental rotation, a financial consideration for me. The question was if the potential increase in sales would justify that loss of revenue.

As I scanned the spreadsheet, I knew I had to send the four to Texas at the same time. All I needed was an hour or two with a particular client to get the use of his plane and crew for a week. I knew which one that was.

He’s one of my special clients. His need to be used by me – only me – is profound. When I travel, his plane is at my disposal, replete with hotel reservations, My Cop’s favorite scotch and one or two gifts for me. When I summon him here, he drops everything and shows up in hours. Time in my punishment building is his main desire but I give him a lot more than that. Last time, he spent three days in a rental cabin with a stream of stable boys who inflicted my three Ds on him all day and throughout the night. When he was hog-tied and one mouth boy after another sucked his cock until he was on the edge of orgasm and then rotated out, he shrieked almost maniacally when the next one took his place.

Orgasm control is also an excellent teacher.

I met him in the transport garage when he was scheduled to leave. He burst into tears and begged to be allowed to stay just one more hour, offering more expensive gifts with each outburst. Use of his plane was merely one of them.

That morning, I told Nova to set up time with him and minutes later she said, “He arrives this afternoon.”

I expected no less.

-=o=-

Four boys from my stable were put through special training to pull off Barbara’s fantasy. The role players learned gaming vocabulary, got familiar with the handles of well-known players and were immersed in the games Barbara played. They didn’t need technical skills. All they needed was to sound and look like players.

While they were preparing for their roles, I summoned #98 to my office with a jolt to his chip. He crept through the slave half-door that now operates on Bluetooth and assumed his position at my feet. On his knees with his ass high and hands stretched out in front of him, his forehead rested on the carpet. He was shivering. His fear wasn’t what I would do to him now; rather, it was his terror that I’d sold him or worse, was expelling him. Men need to be kept in that state of tension. It keeps them performing at their best.

I rarely expel men from my stable and have sent only one plus two girls away. They’re dropped off on a rural road wearing only a gray jumpsuit and have enough cash for a bus ticket to any city within 500 miles. They can get to a phone if they traipse a few miles. Any reference to them is deleted from my records and their property had already been turned over when they signed contracts. That’s what lawyers like Caitlin are for.

#98 was assuming that was his fate. Like all men who try to predict what I am going to do, he was wrong.

Tyler was kneeling in a corner, keeping an eye out for any possible problems as My Cop ordered him to do. Given the size and strength of my male slaves, he schooled Tyler in every conceivable defense strategy. The first was never to leave me alone with any slave.

The job I was sending #98 to do would take at least four days with a series of costume changes for Barbara. Her husband was a transformation. I don’t waste time explaining things to slaves so his orders were delivered concisely.

“You’re going on-site. This is the list for the woman and this one is for the man. Make sure they look exactly as specified.”

I handed him two paper lists to memorize. My boys don’t have electronic devices and have been trained to remember what they’re told. #98 read the list silently, moving his lips to commit them to memory.

One jolt told him I was done with him and he crept out the slave half-door to return to his daily work schedule. My next discussion was with Tyler. It took only one sentence.

“Four #70s, one per night and I’ll be watching.”

Tyler dropped to all fours and bobbed his ass up and down. That’s how my property says, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

The green light lit to tell me a car arrived in the transport garage. I hardly need that light anymore. I can sense who it is.

My Cop was back in my world. I had plans for him.


Chapter 22 

Barbara’s Game Day

THE CUCKOLD SISTERS and I had a brief call before Barbara’s first date. This demo was unlike the others. This time, Barbara wouldn’t know who the loaners were or where they would intersect with her world. On the other hand, her sex partner, Darren, would become intimately familiar with #98 and Tyler. Adding a cuckold to a woman’s sex life isn’t that hard if that power already exists inside her. I felt it during the call Caroline and Olivia had with her, one I listened to silently and watched invisibly.

In this case, timing was everything.

Tyler ran into Darren as he was leaving work late after resolving a commercial real estate deal that was experiencing a few snags. It wasn’t hard to arrange. The buyer was in one of my client’s contact lists, so I had him make a call to add a few delay tactics to the transaction. My client was thrilled to do it. His reward was 20 minutes of my 3Ds before we hung up.

Barbara received a text invitation for a small get-together that night for local gamers she’d played against or heard of online. She was happy to get out of the house with Darren working late dealing with one problem or another that she didn’t care about. Of course, the four men she met in the back room of a country bar were my loaners and the room, like her home, was wired with cameras.

Tyler talked Darren into having dinner at a nearby restaurant and waited for me to jolt his chip, his signal to take him home. It was up to Tyler not to grunt when I activated it.

Each scenario played out as I expected. They were boring. Near the end of the gamers’ meal I sent a shock to #73, his cue to start. It was a simple job. Flirt with Barbara, have her drive you to her house and get her in bed. He’d been trained how to seduce her and used his memorized lines well enough that she responded as I anticipated. The foreplay started as soon as they walked into the house. It’s a good thing Barbara’s eyes were closed. #73 was a decent actor but he had no real interest in a 5’8” muscular Texas woman whose main interest was getting fucked. But he was convincing, the goal all my role players keep in the forefront. They know what will happen if they don’t earn five stars.

After #73 got her into the bedroom, Tyler led Darren into the kitchen and everything was ready to start. Caroline’s short message to me said, “Olivia is glued to the screen.”

I sat back in my chair, sipped hot chai, listened and watched. Barbara sounded more like an animal than a human. #73 was doing an adequate job.

Tyler walked Darren to the bedroom door that was slightly ajar as #73 left it. When Darren reached for the knob, Tyler yanked his arms behind his back and zip-tied his wrists in seconds.

“What the hell?” Darren said, obviously stunned.

Tyler didn’t answer because in my world, I rarely reply to men’s questions. He hooked Darren’s wrists to a bolt he’d screwed into a beam in the wall and stepped away. Darren was going nowhere. He could hear but not see what was going on inside the room that used to be where he slept.

Barbara’s volume increased and she was panting, grunting at #73, “HARDER! FASTER!”

When she began screeching, the other camera showed Caroline, Olivia and me what #73 was doing. The lineup of vibrators was driving Barbara to the edge of orgasm. He’d been told to keep her on that edge for at least five full minutes. In the hallway, Darren was listening with every tense muscle in his body.

On cue, Tyler unbuttoned Darren’s slacks and dropped them to the floor along with his white underwear. Tyler shook his head at the white briefs but the three of us saw what I expected.

Darren’s cock was stiff. The first of my 3Ds was done. Degrading a man, forcing him to hear but not see his wife finally being satisfied by a nameless, faceless man, tells him where he exists. He’s the bottom rung on her ladder of importance.

When she finally screamed, #73 wasn’t done. Serving a woman means providing after care. He was massaging what would become her new favorite lotion into every inch of her skin. He started with her toes and when he reached her inner thighs, Barbara was ready to come again. That’s exactly what #73 had been told to wait for and he knew what to do. He nudged her over, buckled a strap-on around his hips and felt her pussy with his fingers. She didn’t need lubrication.

#73 lifted her hips and gave her a ride to heaven.

Darren was humping air, moaning in frustration. That was his purpose from now on so he might as well get used to it now.

Caroline’s message made me grin. “Olivia is hyperventilating.”

-=o=-

After her third orgasm, Barbara laid back in bed and waved #73 away. “Real life is better than online,” she said.

#73 left the bedroom and reported to Tyler in the hallway. Darren stared at him with a combination of loathing and admiration plus a fair amount of jealousy. The most important thing was he didn’t say anything to the man he assumed just fucked his wife. That was Darren’s first step to understanding who and what he was. He'd climb the next step on Barbara’s ladder when she summoned him into the bedroom.

“Get in here!” she called out. Tyler unhooked his wrists from the bolt but left them zip-tied. Darren struggled to walk with his pants and underwear circling his ankles so Tyler pointed at the floor. Darren sank to his knees and Tyler cut the zip ties, then pushed his head down. Crawling on all fours was his first lesson on how to approach Barbara from now on.

We watched him creep to the side of the bed. Barbara lifted his chin with a finger and said, “That’s what a real man can do.”

Darren’s cock sank to half-staff when he met the second D – demean. Barbara didn’t realize it, but she was well on her way to the third. That would happen tomorrow night.


Chapter 23 

The Cuckold's Nights

BARBARA WAS TOO exhausted to waste time talking to Darren and too satisfied to care. Darren’s lesson was simple. Men were interested in her, exceptional men like the one she just had in bed and she hadn’t felt that content in years. The problem she’d sent to the Cuckold Sisters had a solution and it wasn’t Darren.

Well, she admitted to herself, he was a small part of it. Knowing he was in the hallway listening to her was exciting. What would make it even more exciting was seeing that he was semi-naked, his hands behind his back and his cock sticking out from his groin. He must have been desperate to masturbate, she figured, and then that special light shined above her head.

Screw gray slacks. Darren was hardly a man so he didn’t need a man’s clothes. During her lunch hour that day, she went shopping for what he deserved to wear. She found it in Victoria’s Secret and bought a new bra and panties for herself. After work, she drove to the Gamers’ Bar, an odd little bar and restaurant she’d heard about last night at the get-together. The man she took home whose name she didn’t know and hadn’t asked for said most of the players would be there tomorrow night.

This time, it was #76’s turn. He sat next to her and chitchatted then bought her a Cosmo. The other 70s knew their roles. An hour later, #76 was in her car heading home. As soon as Barbara closed the door to the garage, he was all over her.

Tyler took the bag she dropped on the floor and told Darren to strip in the kitchen. He resisted only until Tyler swept his knees out from under him and Darren landed on his ass again. When he was naked, Tyler handed him a padded pink bra and matching lace thong. The final touch was the matching pink heels.

Darren stumbled through the house behind Tyler until they reached the bedroom door. This time, Tyler reached into the bra cups and fastened electric clips to what he called Darren’s tits and set the pressure to light. Then he turned on the clips’ programming. Darren’s screeches were drowned out by Barbara’s shrieks.

Tyler opened the bedroom door, dragged Darren by his erect cock and stood him in a corner with a perfect view of Barbara and my beefy #76 frolicking in the bed that used to be half his. He slid rings behind each of Darren’s testicles, tightened them and said, “Move an inch and one of these will rot and fall off.”

Barbara glanced at Darren then turned her attention back to #76 whose face was planted deep between her thighs. He drove in and out, each time eliciting a loud “Uh! UH! UH!” as she closed in on her first orgasm of the night.

The first time she groaned, Darren reached for his cock and Tyler tightened the rings. Fearful of losing his balls, Darren snapped his hands to his sides and rubbed them up and down his hips and thighs. The more Barbara neared her edge, the louder they both shrieked. Barbara groaned from pleasure; Darren moaned in frustration.

Nothing debases a man quite like having to watch a bigger, better-looking and more talented man serve his wife.

Minutes later, Barbara’s hips jerked off the bed with her legs gripping #76’s head. She screamed, “NOW! NOW!” while Darren was mired in head-to-toe humiliation. She added another layer when she said, “That’s how it’s done, Slut!”

#76 licked and sucked her legs before covering her with the down comforter. He paid little attention to Darren except to smirk at his pink lingerie and hard cock. He said, “None for you, Slut.”

The third D – debasement – was finalized when Barbara said, “Suck his cock, Slut.”

My boys know that even when their cock cages are temporarily removed, they are forbidden to ejaculate but they always hope this will be the rare time I’ll allow it. Even though they’ve all been through forced ejaculation in tubes, they dream this time it’ll be different. That tension is where they live, always hoping, always denied, always knowing I control it.

#76 pushed Darren to his knees and pressed his face into his groin. Darren sobbed while he sucked #76’s penis until I jolted his chip and #76 dutifully pulled it out of Darren’s slobbering mouth.

Tyler tossed a cock cage and a gray jumpsuit to him and drove him back to the hotel. #76 moaned the entire ride right after Tyler snapped the cage shut.

Caroline’s last message of the night was telling. “Olivia’s fingers are busy. Her vibrator better be fully charged.”

-=o=-

Barbara was alone with Slut. His pink thong was damp with precum; his nipples screaming in pain from the electronic clips. Even after her boisterous orgasm, Barbara was enthralled with what just happened. Not only had she enjoyed one of the best orgasms she'd ever had, but she also had a pink cuck in stilettos groaning.

She was living her dream. Slut was trembling in the space between utter humiliation and undeniable arousal.

Barbara opened the small box and unwrapped the electric loop Caroline and Olivia sent. She glanced at the directions again and beckoned Slut to the bedside. He teetered on the high heels and stood next to the bed.

Ignoring how he felt, she pulled down the wet pink thong, flicked his penis with her finger and double wrapped the loops around it. The ring snapped behind his penis and she locked it shut. Slut stared at his groin, gasping at the rings threatening his balls and the thin straps she wound around his shaft.

This couldn’t be good, he thought, but he couldn’t deny how much it was affecting him. He gawked at the hard shaft sticking out of his crotch, stunned it was stiff but more surprised it was ringed and wired.

Barbara broke his reverie. “Tomorrow at lunch, you will shop for three sets of lingerie for yourself. You will tell the saleswoman it’s for you. Tell her you are a slut and must buy bras and panties that are appropriate for what you are.”

Darren didn’t think he could be more shocked but that order dumbfounded him so deeply he couldn’t think of anything to say. All he could manage was a moan.

“This is how you will know ff your purchases don’t please me.”

She pressed the light purple button. Darren shrieked and dropped to his knees. Ignoring his agony, Barbara said, “While you are shopping, I’ll be having lunch with four real men and I’m inviting them here after you prepare, serve and clean up dinner. Your place is in the corner, wearing one of your new outfits and watching what real men can do.”

Slut looked at the floor, expecting Barbara to humiliate him even more. He didn’t have to wait long.

“If you’re a good slut, I’ll feed you their cum for dessert.”

Fully immersed in my 3Ds, Darren – who was beginning to think of himself as Slut – wondered how it would taste.


Evaluation


Chapter 24 

The First Live Feed

THE GREEN LIGHT told me Tyler and the four 70s were in the transport garage while I was busy in my suite with My Cop. He spent his first day here going over all the security he’d installed, read sitreps from the team I knew was on the grounds but hardly ever saw and was generally overseeing a few new measures he thought would keep me safer. His second day belonged to me.

I didn’t let him out of my suite until that afternoon. He was busy the entire time because no matter how good he was – and he is very good – I couldn’t get enough. I stopped counting my trips into the sky as he’d found new ways to take me there. It’s why there are no clocks in my suite. Time doesn’t matter. Only I do.

Tyler joined us for dinner, along with Zayn, Juke and Gage. My Cop sat to my right where he belongs. Aussie ate from his bowl in the corner. It felt good – it felt right – having everyone around the table and the rest of my property finishing their work, exercising, performing their last piss-and-shit of the night and scheduled for milking before they were put to bed.

Jack usually handles the milking machine but I decided to do it myself that night. Several of my boys had been on-site with five women, new owners of cuckolds, so I wanted to remind them who owns them. Some had come close to ejaculating while they were on loan. Reinforcing that it happens only when I allow it was a timely reminder. Besides, I had an idea that would not only emphasize that rule but would also show them they’re always wrong when they try to predict what I will do.

At dinner, I had Tyler tell me his five biggest takeaways from his assignments.

“Ms. Amity, it’s hard to limit to five. These are the biggest ones. Ms. Francesca’s boy, Tony, got so excited with what #23 did with her even though he was hanging from his wrists. How fast Ms. Sarah’s boy stopped himself from ejaculating when he saw how wild #58 was when she reamed him with her strap-on. And Ms. Nicole’s turning her boy into a prisoner that genuinely wanted to be used by your loaners. Then Ms. Barbara’s turning hers into ‘Slut’ happened so fast, it was really impressive.”

Tyler wasn’t quite done with his summary. He didn’t realize it but he saved the best part for last.

“Ms. Amity, the biggest thing – the one that made it all work – wasn’t just how the women set out to get what they wanted or how they took control over those men. It was the loops.”

Tyler looked at me, to see if I wanted him to explain more about his takeaways. I didn’t need any more clarification than what he’d just said. His assessment was spot-on. It was exactly what Caroline and Olivia realized and what I knew even before this adventure started.

My Cop put his fork and knife down and stared at me. If the loops were as effective as Tyler said, his face told me he was concerned where else I might use them. I could sense what was going through his mind. The loops wouldn’t set off TSA or other metal detectors, didn’t show up on x-rays and responded to remote controls once they were paired. Worst of all, it took serious tools to cut them off without a key.

“Who’s next?” he asked.

My Cop never uses three words when two will do.

They all figured out his meaning in seconds. No one was eating; they were staring at me, waiting for my answer.

Like they say in Hollywood, keep them wanting more.

-=o=-

After dinner, I had two items on my agenda. First was what I anticipated would be a lengthy conversation with Caroline and Olivia that focused on our next steps and finalizing a few details about our business relationship. The second was the one I was looking forward to the most. All my exclusives were here and I had plans to use the four of them throughout the night. Four branded, perfectly-trained, creative men would compete to see which one could take me on a journey into the stars that shined brilliantly over Amityworld. Aussie would guard the door and Tyler would make sure every being from the stable to the house girls to the trees, grass and blueberries growing in the garden was safe.

This time, I had Nova send the call to the array of monitors on the dining room walls. With my exclusives masked for the occasion, they knelt at my sides with My Cop next to my right leg. Tyler stood behind me and Aussie was at my feet.

When the call connected, Olivia couldn’t control her surprise that was tinged with heaping tablespoons of jealousy at what she saw.

I got right down to business. Our call was important but my night promised a lot more. “What’s your takeaway from the five cuckolding experiments?”

Caroline went first. “Ms. Amity, it’s clear to us that women with ineffective sex partners want their sex lives to be much more satisfying and will use any tool that works to achieve it. I know that’s a generalization. Olivia and I have some ideas about how to entice women to admit their sex lives, well, suck.”

That was interesting and got more interesting when Olivia said, “We’re thinking of something like webinars. Women will pay a monthly membership fee and they get to attend online learning sessions. Maybe with demonstrations of tools that you sell.”

It had taken a few weeks, but the two of them reached the same conclusion I had in mind at the outset. My web slave could easily put together highlight reels of the five we just did plus some edited scenes of my rentables serving clients. I imagined that women who bought the devices would be eager to share their own recordings. Nothing makes new owners more excited than having other women ooh and aah about their results.

Besides, women love watching men suffering through my 3Ds.

It was my turn. “Then that’s the plan. Put together topics for the first six online sessions and Caitlin will forward the paperwork. I’ve contacted Maeve, a marketing specialist who’s co-owner of the Pet Shoppe, to come up with materials you can share with your members. Before you start advertising, let’s take a look at what the five demos are up to.”

Olivia was astounded. “You have video?”

“I have more than video,” I said. “I have live feeds.”

I felt Tyler stiffen behind me. His hidden cameras were disclosed in the fine print of the agreements the women signed but this was the first time the Cuckold Sisters heard of them. Contracts are one thing; video is better.

Caroline had only a few words, “Damn, Ms. Amity!”

My Cop chuckled. Those two women had a lot to learn about his owner. After this call, he’d discover he had a lot to learn, too.

Tyler started the first video that starred Francesca, the dark-haired tall lawyer with a bosom that likely overflowed an F-cup. She had Tony shackled to bolts in the wall and forced to watch a pair of decently-built men entertain her. Her initial list of wants played in a voiceover to the video.

“I want my breasts to be licked and chewed until I can’t stand up anymore. And drive a strap-on into an ass. And most of all, I want to be sucked until I fucking scream!”

We watched her reach those three goals along with her secondary aim, making Tony watch. Bolting him to the wall was degrading; having a pair of bulls in her bed was demeaning; but most of all, telling her bulls to fuck Tony’s ass was as close to the definition of debasing him as possible. I was quietly proud of Francesca’s use of what had to be her long-denied inherent instincts.

Two things stood out. Francesca passed the remote control to the bull she wasn’t using at the moment and ordered him to zap Tony’s loop each time she orgasmed. The second was even more telling. Tony was hard the entire time.

When I had Tyler cut the feed to switch to the next episode, Olivia’s voice was full-throated. “That was HOT!”

It was hot indeed. I had a feeling the next one would be even hotter.

In South Carolina, Sarah’s sissy maid who used to think of himself as Grant was rushing from chore to chore. At first, he did them out of fear of what the loop would do if his work didn’t meet Sarah’s standards. The next few weeks taught him what clean really meant and like most men who are permanently looped, he came to appreciate her corrections to his unsatisfactory results. When the feed started, Grant was scouring the toilet, making sure it was pristine enough to eat off because that’s where he ate breakfast. When he crawled to Sarah and begged her to inspect it, he hoped she’d find a spot or two he missed and she’d jolt his penis until he found it.

Grant longed for those corrective jolts. They were how he knew Sarah cared about him.

By now, the only thing Grant wanted was to be the best maid possible because that pleased Sarah. He welcomed the electronic shocks she gave him. It meant she still had use for him.

Sarah’s comments from our first call played in the background.

I want to have orgasms that make me scream, not an afterthought with his fingers – or my own vibrator – when he’s done. I want to come first and second and maybe third before he finishes. I want him to feel like he’s my servant, that it’s his job, no, his duty, to take me to the moon.

Sarah certainly achieved most of that but there’s always room for more. Her voice was clear on the live video.

“Do it again,” she said brusquely. “If it’s clean enough, I’ll give you five minutes to make me come. If you don’t, you know what will happen.”

Caroline asked, “Has she come up with a new way to discipline him?”

Actually, she did. I’d seen it on a highlight reel my web slave produced. Olivia was going to reach for her vibrator again in about ten minutes.

Grant scrubbed the porcelain over and over. Either outcome was so tempting he didn’t care which he faced.

Sarah jolted him once, her sign of approval, then strapped a penis gag around his head. A small plug filled his mouth and a much longer, thicker one protruded from his face. She sat in the bedroom’s upholstered chair and beckoned her maid between her legs. She didn’t have to say a word. Grant knew what his job was and he threw himself into it.

Thrust after thrust, he angled his face to excite every inch of her sweet-smelling pussy. Being allowed to serve her took him on a virtual trip where he felt like he was floating and could catch glimpses of a little smile on her lips. Two zaps to his loop demanded he suck the cock in his mouth and work even harder to make her come at the same time. It went on like that for four minutes.

Olivia was panting so loudly it filled the speakers in the dining room. Zayn asked for permission to speak.

“Ms. Amity, she is ready. I can feel the joy she is radiating.”

So did the rest of my exclusives. Even Aussie stopped lapping water from his bowl to watch.

Sarah lifted her hips and groaned. Olivia put her head in her hands and sighed. Grant growled like a dog in heat.

Sarah sat back in the chair and said, “Get busy with your next chore.” She left the gag in his mouth and held her finger on the middle button while Grant crawled to the laundry room, shrieking the entire way.

-=o=-

I wasn’t sure the Cuckold Sisters could handle one more live feed and we still had three to go. I had an hour before Tyler would secure the main house, the stable dorm and every building in Amityworld, then check in with My Cop’s security team to see if anything suspicious was in the drone feed. I could delay all of that but I was determined to enjoy every minute of my night, so I moved to the next new owner on my list.

It would be the first time Gage witnessed a prison torture scene since he was a POW five years ago. I tapped My Cop’s shoulder and pointed at Gage. He nodded with his ass and pulled Gage closer to his side.

Zayn looked up at me and I tilted my head in Gage’s direction. Zayn crawled to his other side.

That’s my promise to all my property. They’re safe when they’re in my world. I’ll challenge them every day as hard as I will protect them. Gage was about to find out what that meant.


Chapter 25 

Live Feed Part 2

WHEN WE FIRST interviewed Nicole on a video call, her fantasy was clearly one she’d hidden for a long time. Fulfilling it required sending five loaners plus Tyler and that meant I had fewer rentables for my paying clients for a few days. I agreed because I had a feeling there were a lot more women who, once they’d read and seen snippets of Nicole’s success, would be eager to duplicate it. That meant better sales of higher-end items like prison cells and cages.

Her dream was so explicit and had so many details, I almost felt sorry for her having to hide it so long. Depleting my rentable talent for a few days felt like community service.

When the video started, her dream filled the speakers.

“I want him behind bars and I have the only key. He eats and sleeps in there on an uncomfortable bed. There’s a toilet, not a real one that flushes, but one that makes him see and smell what he does in it. If he misbehaves or breaks a rule, he gets punished. It’d be great if other men other prisoners saw that happen. He can’t have erections and has to watch me use the other prisoners and have the biggest orgasms ever!”

I felt My Cop tense against my right leg. He wrapped his arm around Gage’s shoulders and pulled him closer while Zayn nudged Gage’s other side. I reached across My Cop’s broad back and rubbed Gage’s bald head.

“You are safe,” I said. Gage nodded tenuously with his ass and Zayn whispered, “You are here. It is now.”

They take care of each other and that’s only one reason they’re my exclusives. There are a lot more.

On the screens, we saw Patsy, the name Nicole gave Walter, in his cell doing pushups. I was pleased she insisted on physical exercise and Patsy’s shoulders and arms were more muscular since we first saw him. Strong men can work harder and do more jobs for their owners. It’s particularly important with prison scenarios, especially if Nicole intended to invite other men to participate and from what we saw on the monitors, that’s exactly what she did.

A well-built, 6’5” guest was outfitted in a prison guard uniform, barking instructions at Patsy. “Count!” he demanded and Patsy pushed up from the floor and shouted, “ONE!”

When he got to ten, Nicole walked into the room. Her red hair touched her shoulders; her negligee revealed her ample breasts but it was the slit from her mules to her belly button that told me what her plans were. I was delighted she set up this specific episode. The guard’s voice made Gage shudder a tad but her black gown calmed him down. A little.

The first thing Nicole did was press the light purple button on the loop’s control. Patsy stood up immediately and started a series of jumping jacks that the guard insisted he count and thank him each time he slapped his palms above his head. We heard Patsy shout, “ONE! THANK YOU, SIR!”

When Patsy missed one overhead slap, the guard strode into the cell and whipped Patsy’s bare ass with a spiked slapper. The prisoner screeched in pain but didn’t miss the slap the next time. “Five more as punishment,” the guard yelled at him.

Juke crept behind Gage and laid his chest on Gage’s back to help ease his shaking. There was something about the guard’s tone that was bringing back some of Gage’s awful memories. I could have sent Gage out of the room but I used it as a teachable moment instead. He had to learn he was safe when he was with me. Pain must always have a purpose and that purpose is always mine.

When Patsy’s fitness routine ended, the guard shackled his wrists to the cell’s ceiling bars. Patsy’s toes barely touched the floor and he had a clear view of the king-sized bed where Nicole was lying against a pile of pillows. The guard left the room for a moment and returned with another man almost as tall and beefy as he was.

“Your dessert,” he said to Nicole. She eyed the newcomer up and down, then nodded.

“I’ll have both of you right now,” she said.

That’s all it took for Caroline to down her glass of wine and grip the table with both hands. I didn’t think Olivia could pant any harder, but she did.

The speakers played a cacophony of noise. Caroline’s heavy breathing, Olivia’s gasping and Nicole’s joyful groans were interrupted by Gage’s occasional grunts. Patsy was squealing, trying to grind his hips against the bars in frustration but his stiff penis felt only the space between the uprights. He apparently knew what would happen if his penis actually touched a bar.

Nicole never let go of the remote control. She tapped one button after another randomly with Patsy shrieking with each press. I looked at Gage and saw all my exclusives, including Aussie, surrounding him. Tyler whispered, “Should I cut the feed?”

I shook my head. If he ended it right here, Caroline and Olivia would probably pass out. Gage was learning an important lesson, one he was going to prove he understood when I put him in a coffin, one of the small sensory deprivation tanks adjacent to the new cabins, in the morning. If he lapsed into slave hysteria, he’d stay in that tank until he overcame it. When my exclusives are here, they must be totally and completely here. Their minds cannot wander anywhere, including to any horrible memories.

If Gage couldn’t get beyond his own dreadful past, he was looking at being sent away. It wasn’t my first choice but it was a possibility.

When Nicole finished with a joyful outburst, her two invited guests moved to Patsy’s cage. Nicole wasn’t interested in having their penises inside her; instead, their mouths worked in tandem, one on Nicole’s breasts and the other between her legs. They’d served their purpose and she was done with them. Those two men weren’t even close to finishing.

One walked into the cell while the other stood outside. On his knees with his wrists cuffed to the bottom of the bars, Patsy was a wide-open target. They took him from both ends at the same time, one in his ass in the cell and the other's cock in Patsy’s mouth that he pushed through the round opening. They insisted Patsy satisfy them simultaneously. They were well into their prison guard personalities and shouted gruff demands. Patsy responded like a prisoner who submitted to a life with no options.

The harder they thrust, the faster Patsy humped and sucked until he quenched their needs. When they were done, they locked the cell door, waved at Nicole and left.

I had Tyler cut the feed with Nicole’s finger pressing the middle button and Patsy screeching on the cell floor.

Caroline was shaking when she said, “That was powerful!” Olivia simply nodded. I didn't think she could have managed actual words.

My exclusives retook their places and I wagged my finger at Gage. He looked exhausted but resolute.

“Tell me,” I said.

He swallowed hard then said, “Ms. Amity, it was a moment. It’s over.”

“It’s over when I say it is,” I said. “It’s not over. But it will be.”

-=o=-

That left Jocelyn and Barbara’s videos before I could take my boys upstairs to my suite. We took a break so Caroline and Olivia could refill their wine glasses while I stuffed blueberries into my exclusives’ mouths. They took turns sucking blue juice off my fingers. My Cop went last. He got gobs of whipped cream.

When we were ready to see what Jocelyn’s night involved, I checked in with the Cuckold Sisters. Caroline was sipping wine. Olivia was rifling through papers in a file folder.

“It’s a printout of the packages of tools we’re recommending to women who attend our webinars. Each session will have a focus and we wanted to get them started with some regular tools along with one or two, well, more exotic ones,” Caroline explained.

Then Olivia said, “This one is for women with Jocelyn’s kink. You know, cucks who they want to suckle. Doesn’t matter if it’s the woman or the man she’s using.”

It was a telling comment. Oh, I was pleased they were organizing so well and featuring merchandise on my website but the last word was key. Olivia said, “… the man they’re using …” She was beginning to think like a businesswoman. That boded well for our arrangement.

Of course, the best suckers anywhere were licking blueberry juice off my fingers but I didn’t tell her that.

The video started in Jocelyn’s bedroom with Elijah curled up in the crib wearing only a diaper and sucking a baby’s bottle. We heard a door open and people chatting, then we saw Jocelyn enter the room followed by a trio of rather muscular men. Elijah paused, looked at them and went back to his bottle.

“It’s time for baby’s dinner,” she said.

Elijah looked up and smiled. I had a feeling about what he was going to eat. What interested me was if the baby knew what he’d be fed.

One of the men said, “You said he could do all of us. That thing in the crib, he can do that?”

She smiled and replied, “Baby is very hungry.”

The men sneered at the diaper. Elijah cooed. Jocelyn smirked. Several states away, Olivia was penciling in additions to her list.

Jocelyn unbuckled their belts and dropped their jeans to their ankles. Then she handled each penis. “Pretty thick, not terribly long. Wouldn’t satisfy me at all,” she said while the first man grimaced at her criticism. The second was “beefier but stubby” and the third was “moderate if it could get hard.”

She summed them all up with, “If baby is still hungry after the main course, I know what he’s getting for dessert.” With that, she waved a lube injector at the baby in the crib. Elijah’s eyes widened when he saw it and he reached behind his hips to protect his ass.

Jocelyn laughed and said, “If you three can get it up again in such a short time.”

Olivia was scribbling more items on her list.

“Baby, make him hard,” she said and pointed to the first penis. Elijah climbed out of the crib and crawled where she indicated. He opened his mouth and sucked the entire shaft inside then slurped in and out while the penis’s owner groaned. I counted a dozen gulps when he exploded.

“Preemie,” she scoffed. “I told you that you’d never satisfy me with that excuse for a cock.” Turning to the second penis, she said, “I hope you can do better.”

“Baby, lick him hard.” Elijah’s tongue slid up and down the short shaft then swirled circles around it. The cock got stiffer but was hardly memorable. Neither was the man’s orgasm. That left the third, the one Jocelyn challenged to harden. Its owner grunted each time Elijah sucked. For a body as decently built as his, its sorry penis refused to comply. Elijah spent at least five minutes trying to make it respond but it was limp even after all his effort.

Jocelyn shook her head and said, “Baby is still hungry.” She walked behind Elijah and stuffed the injector into his ass then pressed the button to fill him with lube.

Elijah’s face told me what I suspected. He was excited to eat dessert.

This time, his meal was the strap-on Jocelyn wrapped around her hips. The three men watched her drive the big dildo into him, then lunge faster and harder while the baby growled, “Mama! Mama!”

Three penises were hard as rocks. They each took a turn serving the baby dessert.

Tyler’s hand was shaking when he ended the video feed. Olivia was holding her pen in mid-air, transfixed by what she’d just seen. Caroline said, “I think the list is done.”

-=o=-

When it was time for our final review, this time Barbara in Texas, Caroline saw me running my fingers through My Cop’s light brown hair and asked, “Why is he the only one with hair?”

I get that question fairly often from new people I let into portions of my life. I never tell them the real reason and each time I come up with a different story, My Cop tries not to laugh. No one but me knows the truth and that’s fine with me.

“Because his hat would slide off,” I said. My Cop buried his face in my lap and chuckled. “Let’s see what’s going on in Texas,” I said and had Tyler start the video.

Barbara’s earlier interview played on the speakers.

“I’m really into my online games. I meet the most amazing players and think they’d make fabulous lovers. Well, not lovers, more like men I can use when my husband can’t get it up. I dream about going to places with them; you know, like a date, but with no strings. I don’t want a relationship. I just want to use them with my husband forced to watch me enjoy myself.”

What we saw was a dark room with several monitors’ glow the only light. Men sat in front of the screens with Barbara perched on a large recliner with her feet raised. She looked like the Empress of the MUD and the players treated her like she was. It was a room filled with online gamers playing in real life.

Except for Darren. He was fully in his Slut persona and dressed like a slutty waitress. His blouse exposed the programmed clips on his nipples and the apron barely covered a sheer black thong. When a player wanted a drink or snack, he reached up and Darren ran to put his penis in the player’s fist. He had obviously practiced walking in stilettos. His attention never wavered from scanning the darkness for another hand in the air. When one went up, he scampered to it and memorized the order in spite of the tugging, wringing or slapping the hand did.

Each started with, “Slut, get me a … ‘

Darren dashed to the kitchen, filled the order and presented it to the player on a silver tray. If he made a mistake or didn’t fill the order correctly, he scurried to Barbara’s chair, laid across her lap and suffered a loud spanking while he counted each slap aloud.

The players paid little attention to his punishment. One or two complained about their orders even though they were done correctly. Barbara’s slut was living in an unending lose-lose game in real time.

Barbara announced, “Pee break!”

The lights came on and the players headed for the bathrooms. When they returned, Slut was on her hands and knees in the center of the room, her ass raised high.

“Who’s got the high score?” Barbara asked.

One man replied, “It’s mine.”

“Suck or fuck?” she asked.

“Fuck!” he shouted.

Slut heard his choice, saw Barbara spread her legs while the high scorer climbed on the chair. Slut watched him dive into Barbara over and over, harder and harder, until she squealed and the man finished two thrusts later. That told Slut it was time for her to do her job.

Slut crawled to the chair and licked the penis, then did the same for Barbara’s pussy. Slut knew she had to swallow every drop and even when she did, Barbara would find fault with her work. She always did. That’s when she’d activate the loop that was locked around Slut’s cock, the penis Barbara and her gamer friends kept telling him how useless it was, over and over. Slut hoped that maybe this time, she’d approve and not punish him. Those men always laughed when she did. Slut knew better, but she  always hoped.

Like every other game night with men and laptops filling the den, Barbara criticized her performance and held her finger on the purple button. Slut screamed; the lights went down and the men turned back to their games.

-=o=-

I had Tyler stop the feed and I sat back in my chair. Those five videos were entertaining and exhausting at the same time. If they wore me out, I could only imagine what they did to the Cuckold Sisters.

“Was it good for you?” I asked.

I felt My Cop snickering against my right leg and ran my fingers through his hair. I wanted to take my boys upstairs and start my night but business is business.

Caroline exhaled and said, “That was something.”

My Cop wasn’t the only exclusive who was laughing. At least they had the sense to look away from the camera.

“Olivia? What do you think?”

She took a minute before answering, then looked straight at the camera and said, “There’s a lot of money to be made here. If I live through it.”


Chapter 26 

Gage’s Coffin

NOTHING ELSE MATTERS when I walk into my suite. The rest of the world stops existing for me. It’s a lot more than a place to sleep. It’s literally my sanctuary where business, misbehaving slaves, incompetent house girls and OPPs – other people’s problems – are locked out. There are no clocks because the only time that matters in there is when I’m satisfied.

Four exclusives were zealous to give me their best and a lot more. My Cop handled my bath, although he let Gage wrap me in a warm towel when he was done. He knew  Gage’s morning in the coffin would be brutal so he tossed him a small task to reassure him that whatever I did to him was for his own good. My eunuch laid out one of my favorite deep plum negligees and Juke was thrilled to fetch my slippers and put them on my feet, right after he did a passable massage on them. He’s good, but he doesn’t have ten magic fingers like Gage.

They were eagerly waiting for me to choose who would go first but after watching all those videos, I saw no reason to have just one. I laid My Cop over the waist bar and opened the case with my red-handled single-tail then fed him his favorite dessert. He was hungry; I was insatiable.

When I was done, I gave the other three their challenge.

“Send me into the sky,” I said. They didn’t need to hear more than that. Zayn dabbed herbal-infused oils on my shoulders and arms; Juke rubbed it in and Gage aimed for my legs where his magic fingers sent shudders through me. Unless you understand the Tantra mixed with outstanding massage delivered by ten enchanted fingers, you can’t know how I felt.

The stars were below me, sparkling over Amityworld.

Hours later, I sent them back to their attic cells, all except My Cop. Ever since he realized what I’d known for a long time, he fills the other half of my bed. My exclusives are very good at what I have them do but not one of them approaches how My Cop’s innate appreciation of what drives me plays out when he’s lying next to my hand. An hour later, I fell asleep with my fingers in his light brown hair.

When the sun rose over the tree line, Jenna delivered my latte and warm blueberry muffins to my suite. They were almost as delicious as what My Cop was doing between my legs.

He dressed me in my leathers and drove me to the cabins where the coffins connect to the building that my planner boy, #42, designed for the auction and Mason, a local remote pain slut, oversaw the construction. Red Rick’s sensory deprivation tank was my model but I added my own touches.

The coffins, several small SD tanks, were one of them.

Gage’s ring was chained to the golf cart and he ran behind us across the big field. He’s beautiful when he runs; he sprints like an elk in the forest. His broad shoulders and big chest heaved with each step and when My Cop parked, Gage saw where we were and knew why he was there. My leathers were his final clue.

He dropped his chin to his chest, too embarrassed to meet my eyes. I don’t have to discipline my exclusives very often because they’ve pledged their fidelity – some of them their lives – to me. From the way his shoulders slumped, I could tell Gage knew what was coming.

When I agreed to meet him years ago after My Cop begged me to spend just one hour to see if I could help move him past the horrors he suffered when he was taken prisoner, I didn’t think it would turn out the way it did. Gage passed all the medical and psych tests the military threw at him but he kept one thing secret. My Cop knew something was off, something was troubling him and pleaded with me to fix it.

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

Two hours later, I found out what the problem was. That afternoon, it was gone, courtesy of my red-handled whip.

When he was in the POW camp, Gage built a space in his head, a safe space his torturers couldn’t touch. He retreated to that place when they beat him and forced him to listen to the other POWs’ screaming. Gage survived, albeit with total impotence, a fact he hid from all the doctors and shrinks. He’d learned to live alone, physically and emotionally and resigned himself to that future.

No one is ever the same after they’ve felt my single-tail. After an hour, Gage wrapped himself around my ankles and burst into tears when his penis rediscovered what it was supposed to do.

No one, not even My Cop, knows what happened that day. It’s between Gage and me and will stay that way.

I didn’t fault him for his relapse last night; after all, he’d been to hell and came back. But I needed him to be whole. Exclusives aren’t 80% or 90% mine. At the least, I own 100% of them. One, like My Cop, even more.

Gage followed me inside after My Cop did a security sweep. He knelt outside the small tank and I put my hands on his bald head.

“What are you?” I asked. There’s only one answer.

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!” he shouted.

“All of you. ALL of you,” I said.

The last thing I did before I put him in the tank was unlock and remove his cock cage. Gage was near tears, terrified he was being expelled. Like I’ve said, men who think they know what I am going to do are always wrong.

I secured his head in the neck brace so all I could see was the breathing tube in his mouth above the water. His head was covered in a waterproof half mask so he could hear me through the earbuds. The coffin was pitch black except for a small light illuminating the tube.

My Cop was on my right, ready to repeat the lines he memorized while I ate breakfast. He knew what to say but wasn’t sure why I chose those phrases. He’d find out very soon.

I spoke into Gage’s earbuds.

“You are safe. No one can hurt you.”

Gage tried to bob his ass but managed to send only a few small ripples in the water.

“I will protect you. You are safe here,” I said several times until Gage floated on his back and was breathing normally.

That’s when I had My Cop speak his lines in the tone I specified.

“You will die today!” he said in a voice that obviously sounded familiar to Gage. It was the same tenor the captors would have used; one My Cop knew well.

“If you fight, you will die.”

Gage was shaking so hard, waves lapped across the water.

It went on like that for ten minutes until I said, “You are safe here.” Each time My Cop threatened him, Gage shuddered and each time I repeated that sentence, he got visibly calmer. When My Cop ran out of memorized lines, he ad-libbed phrases I would never have thought of, ones he’d probably suffered from when his abductors tortured him so long ago.

After the Memphis auction and through gut-wrenching sobs, My Cop told me some of what happened, how they beat and starved him and his men, then forced him to watch when they murdered each of them. The old man, the big SD tank and I helped him shed his guilt last year and when he tracked down his betrayer who was threatening me in order to devastate My Cop. That's when he finally said their names.

Brad, Chuck, Tim, Tommy, Vic, Sam.

“He sold us out for goddamned money,” he said through sobs.

Gage trembled when My Cop spoke, then relaxed a little each time I told him he was safe. That went on for hours until Gage could barely keep himself afloat.

“It’s time,” I whispered to My Cop. The injector in my hand held a single drop of the old man’s platinum gel. I sent My Cop into the tank with the injector for two reasons. He knew what to do with it and he might be needed when Gage felt the full force of that gel’s effects. My place was on the ledge at Gage’s head.

“You are safe,” I said when My Cop pressed the button and sent in the single drop. I repeated it while the gel did its work.

The old man developed the platinum crystal for me to use with My Cop, my ‘most special slave’, he said, to make him part of me. It’s all about essences and auras and even though I thought there was nothing between us, the gel told me there was more. That day, My Cop flowed into me and some of my essence filled him. That’s one reason I know – I sense – where he is no matter how near or far or if he's in danger. The night he defeated his betrayer, the one he named ‘two-seven’, I felt his determination and sensed his relief when two-seven was hanging by his wrists in my punishment building. More than that, I felt his confusion about what to do with him.

Vengeance is a funny thing. Getting it is rarely as fulfilling as seeking it. It’s like Mr. Spock’s warning, “After a time, you may find that having is not so pleasing a thing after all as wanting. It is not logical, but it is often true.”

The last I heard was that two-seven had been arrested after My Cop littered several databases with incriminating entries. Currently, he was bankrupt and homeless, trying to clear his name. Seeing as that was fake, too, My Cop’s complete attention was mine.

That’s what I wanted – demanded – from Gage.

Gage was fully exposed from his toes to his bald scalp, but more than that, so was his mind and every receptor in his body. All he needed was my hand on his naked penis to complete the gel’s impact.

“It’s a circle. Your hand closes it,” the old man said.

I reached across the tank, grabbed his penis and testicles and repeated, “You are safe.”

At first, he tensed every muscle in his body. The only thing still soft was the organ in my hand and I wasn’t going to let go.

My Cop levelled the worst threat imaginable, one he’d been subjected to and most likely to Gage as well.

“WATCH THEM DIE!” he bellowed.

Gage sank a few inches deeper into the water in a kind of complete relaxation. The penis in my hand was hard.

As a final test, I closed off his breathing tube to see if he’d panic. Nothing.

It had been several hours, so I removed his mask and earbuds, pulled out the breathing tube and My Cop lifted him under his hips so he was floating.

“Welcome home, soldier,” My Cop said.

I said, “You’re safe.”

The last thing Gage said before we extracted him from the coffin was what I wanted to hear.

“I am,” he said.

Sure, I put him through a lot of emotional agony but pain always has my purpose. Those two words summed it up. Perfectly.


Epilogue


Chapter 27 

Looking Ahead

THERE MAY BE no business like show business, but sales on my website took off and were still climbing three months later. My house girl who handles online sales deliveries asked Nova to beg me for help. Buying another house girl would bring the total to 13 and even though I’m not superstitious, Zayn seemed uncomfortable with that number so I decided to buy two online. Nashville Ned claims he deals in only first-quality merchandise, so I had Nova set up a call.

“Damn, Amity! House girls?” Ned said. “You want to buy house girls from me?”

A lot of my friends’ sentences start with ‘Damn, Amity!’

I think my request insulted him, like I was belittling his stock. “I need two first-quality techies,” I said and Ned calmed down.

“That’s different. I don’t trade in no gol-darned maids.”

When Ned gets rankled, he lapses into his Tennessee twang. But the next morning, he showed me a pair of hefty girls he knew fit my shopping list. They had to be excellent workers but Ned knows I’m partial to big ones, especially huge bosoms with bellies and asses that jiggle when they run. Both girls fit that profile.

He ran through his sales pitch, bent them over, spread their cheeks, proved they weren’t tattooed because he knew I wouldn’t buy marked ones and finally zoomed inside their mouths to show they didn’t need dental work.

“Before you buy anything, I’ve got something to show you. I was saving it for you.”

That probably wasn’t true, but you know, he’s Nashville Ned.

“Look at this,” he said and turned the camera to a boy wearing purple lingerie with deep red lipstick on his thick lips. “He’s – well, she – is a full-stack developer and can’t get it up except when she takes care of women who like to use groups of big men, ya know, bulls. Make her watch and she gets so hard you have to wallop it to make it go down.”

The full-stack developer was appealing but I wanted a house girl, not a boy. Then again, this wasn’t quite a boy.

“Wait till you see this,” Ned said.

Ned grabbed a prod and zapped the penis he pulled out of the purple thong. The boy didn’t scream. He squealed.

“Do it again,” I said. One squeal wasn’t enough for my inner voice to be sure.

Instead of one zap, Ned shocked his balls and penis and with the boy holding his asscheeks apart, inside his anus, one after another and then he did it again.

“MORE!” the boy shouted. So Ned did it again.

His squeals filled my speakers. This was a perfect future cuckold that the Cuckold Sisters could use for webinars and in-person demonstrations for paying customers. It also had the tech talents I needed.

I bought both girls and the cuck. Red Rick would deliver them in two days, once My Cop was satisfied with their backgrounds. That took care of one of the empty cots in the slave dorm but one of the girls would have to get used to sleeping on the floor until I got Mason to add one to the house girls’ space in the basement.

There were still two empty cots in the slave dorm so I told Ned to keep an eye out for two talents I could use to fill them.

“Whaddya looking for this time?” Ned asked.

That was simple. “After they’re trained, they’ll be cuck demos, my seed investment in the Cuckold Sisters’ new rental business.

-=o=-

Later that afternoon, I jolted Gage’s chip and he ran to the hallway outside my office where he waited for the next zap that told him to crawl through the slave half-door. No one had to tell me he was there. The platinum gel’s effects alerted my little voice when he was running down the slaveway. I wanted to keep an eye on him, especially after his arduous morning. My Cop was kneeling in front of the monitor panel he uses to keep track of everyone and everything happening in my world. Sitting was out of the question for him considering the dessert I fed him last night.

I put Gage between my legs and lifted his chin with my finger.

“I have a job for you. Off-site.”

For a moment, Gage looked stricken, petrified I was sending him away. Even My Cop turned around with a big question all over his face. That tension is where my property lives. It’s good for them to know I will keep them, protect them and use them or get rid of them if they fail to please me. That’s why they work so hard every day to make me happy.

“You are going to be a teacher and a student. Caroline and Olivia are opening a rental business and need facilities. The specs are ready. You will make sure Mason’s work is top-notch and all the tools they need are in place.”

Gage bobbed his hips up and down to say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

“One more thing. They need to monitor women who use the cuckolds they’re selling. You will be their demo.”

Gage looked confused. My Cop’s face morphed from horror to resignation. He knew the the challenge I was giving Gage was huge.

“That means you’ll be uncaged and must respond to show their cucks-in-training how excited and humiliated they’ll be when they’re forced to see their owners use other men. Big ones. Bulls.”

Gage didn’t blink. My monitor showed his penis trying to erect inside his cock cage.

My Cop breathed a sigh of relief. Had it been his hand gripping Gage’s naked penis in the SD tank earlier, he’d have known what I knew. What I felt.

I own my boys inside and out, all the way down to their penises.


Chapter 28 

The Cuckold Business

CAROLINE AND OLIVIA were thrilled when they heard my idea for them to own, train and sell cucks to their ballooning client list. My new full-stack developer who codes remarkably well when he’s wearing pastel lingerie, rebuilt their column and moved it to its own domain. Membership took off by word of mouth and by the lure of the videos paid subscribers could see when texts hit their phones. Most watched them several times and sent links to their friends. The analytics showed how many joined after receiving the forwarded invitations. Conversions were impressive.

I ordered a shipment of undies and bras for the full-stack slave.

None of the people watching those videos knew whose penis was showcased but I did. The first time I read their effusive comments at dinner with my exclusives, Gage beamed.

That night in my suite, My Cop knelt between my legs and asked for permission to speak.

I ran my fingers through his light-brown hair. That’s his signal.

“Ms. Amity, I’m beyond grateful.”

He can still surprise me and he did that night. The only thing that kept him alive when he was captured was four words: Ms. Amity owns me. When his body was battered and bruised after he was rescued, he wrenched out words I’ll always remember.

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

He doesn’t have to tell me that he’s grateful I keep him but he does anyway. It’s his need. My little voice was nagging me to dig a little deeper that night. She said there was more he wanted to say but I’d have to drag it out of him.

The best tool I have for dragging things out of men is my single-tail.

I put him over the waist bar and rubbed his asscheeks with my hand before I cracked the whip over his head. He knew where it would land next. He was hungry for it, that whip, the one with the custom-made red handle that was in my left hand.

A crisscross later, I said, “Grateful for what?”

Each time I landed the whip’s tip on his ass, he sputtered another phrase.

“For Gage.”

Crack!

“His penis.”

Snap!

“His happiness.”

Whack!

“Saving him.”

I dropped my arm and walked around the bar, lifted his chin and said, “Because you asked. Because I wanted to. But there’s more. Tell me.”

It wasn’t a question. I didn’t quite draw blood that night but he wouldn’t be sitting in front of the monitors for a few days. He’d be on his knees. That’s what it takes to get My Cop to empty his gut. And he did.

“There are more.”

We were getting somewhere, sentence by terse sentence.

“Five of them. Five good men.”

I didn’t need my inner voice to tell me he wasn’t done. I didn’t have room in the slave dorm for five new slaves and I was pretty sure that wasn’t what he meant. I let my whip talk for me.

He was gasping when I demanded he tell me the rest.

“War. They were tortured. They’re suffering. Like Gage.”

It wasn’t a single bulb that lit over my head. It was a collection of klieg lights. Thoughts started flowing through my mind and several strokes later, I had the seeds of a plan.

I put My Cop on his knees and told him how it would work. “Get them here. All five. I’ll fix them and if they are worth it, they’re going to the Cuckold Sisters as demos or rentals. But they'll keep their own lives.”

“Oh god, Ms. Amity, that’s more than …”

It was a lot more than he expected but not more than I wanted to do. It’s like community service to me. And good business.

He held my ankles and flattened himself on the floor. I didn’t care how bruised his ass was. I was famished and he was going to feed me. Through his grunts and groans, that’s exactly what he did.

-=o=-

After meeting with Caitlin in the morning to set up the contracts and other documents, I had Nova get Caroline and Olivia on video. I had a lot to share.

My Cop was masked and on his knees on my right.

“Girls, make plans. You’re coming to Amityworld.”

Olivia blurted out, “Do I get all those boys you promised?”

“I’ve got more than that,” I said. “How does five virgin cucks sound to fill your new facility?”

“Oh my god,” Caroline said. “FIVE? That’s … that’s incredible!”

“They will be incredible when I’m done with them. They’ll be delivered here tomorrow and once they’re broken, you’re going to train them.”

Olivia was literally bouncing on the chair. Caroline’s hand was clasped over her mouth.

My Cop laid his head on my lap, took my hand and put my fingers in his hair, right where they belong.

Their time in Amityworld is the stuff of other stories, ones I’ll tell. Soon.
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