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Dedication

I find men in the oddest places. A few are given to me as gifts. This novel is dedicated to My Cop for the new one—a former Marine—he sent to amuse me when he has to work remotely.










About the Links




Some characters and situations in this story are introduced in previous novels. They are linked to those novels where they are mentioned the first time. Find all of Amity's books at Amazon.




Read sample chapters and Femdom stories at Amityworld.com.


Prologue

THERE WAS NO sign on the door or number on the mailbox at the new house that was built in the definition of the middle of nowhere. A narrow, unpaved road was the only way to drive there so the construction crew slept in tents on the property’s perimeter. A row of camp toilets took care of those needs and they ate pre-packaged food. Laundry was minimal; after all, it was summer; the sun’s warmth eliminated the need for clothing except heavy socks for the workers’ boots. Their comfort wasn’t important. Finishing on time was what mattered.

Equipment was trucked in three times by a parade of semis one at a time. The crew worked from sunup to sundown with the foreman barking out how much time they had left every few hours. He had his orders and knew what would happen if he didn’t meet the owners’ schedule. His ass still bore remnants of his only failure to meet a deadline and he was not going to miss another.

Once a week, the lights on the helipad flashed to signal the arrival of one of the owners. When a helicopter landed, all work stopped and the crew dropped to their knees in a straight line. Women – they never knew how many and the workers knew better than to look – toured the site with the foreman tapping their criticisms and changes into his tablet.

The crew tensed when the women finished their inspections. It meant they were next. The owners weren’t there only to see if the build was on time.

Women shipped the men they bought from all over the country to work on the project. They had to have construction skills, of course, but the women who sent them had another motive. If the men were lucky and talented enough to entertain clients or take care of the completed building’s various needs, they might leave them there to be household workers or to be rented. Or both.

After surveying their work, the women reviewed the crew.

It meant they’d be weighed, measured everywhere and put through a series of tests that would determine their futures. Nothing escaped the women’s attention. They looked inside their mouths for dental problems, erection speed, how hard they got when stimulated, muscle development, arm and leg strength and last, their endurance. It was exhausting for the workers but when the women were finished, they boarded the helicopter and left. Until next week.

That’s why the foreman was so adamant about their three-times-a-day physical fitness workouts and skills training. Every worker had a talent that each owner wanted to rent to her clients but whatever this new construction was, it required more than just talent.

The workers didn’t know exactly what that mysterious quality was but they were determined to be chosen so they toiled every hour of every day to make themselves more enticing to the women.

When the sun went down, the real work started.

The first night they were there, they were taught to lubricate their own asses, then show the results to a camera. That went on for hours because every man failed, according to the voice in their headsets. They added more lube, more fingers deeper in their asses and finally moaned out loud when they were told to do it again. The next night was worse. They had to do the same thing but this time to another man, show his ass to the camera and suffer the voice’s reproaches. Then they did it again and again until the voice said they got it right.

It never stopped. They suffered through a week of after-work mouth exercises that started with an array of electronic penises they had to suck to erection and ended with a skills test to see which men could suck them all to orgasm. For three consecutive nights they did the same thing to programmed vaginas until they could satisfy whoever was on the other end of the camera. They spent hours wearing clips that tortured their nipples with the threat of having to wear them all day if they didn’t get it right.

Several weeks into the build, the work to widen their asses started. They learned how to install expanders into each other’s asses with the remote voice rating them either pass or fail. They all failed the first two nights and that’s when they learned that the cages their cocks and balls were locked in had a malicious purpose.

Each time the mysterious voice announced that one man failed, he dropped to the ground and screamed wildly until they were all thrashing and shrieking from the pain the cages delivered. The voice made it clear they were incompetent and to reinforce its point, the foreman had to choose which worker was to lose one testicle as group punishment if the crew didn’t get the expanders working properly next time.

When the cages contracted around their testicles, every man realized how the women would do it. They didn’t even have to be there. They could make their balls rot and fall off from wherever they were. They knew the owners were busy with important work and didn’t have time to spend cutting off their balls. The cages would take care of it for them.

Four weeks into the build with hours and hours of nighttime work, every worker excelled at the skills they were taught. They labored incessantly without breaks all day and looked forward to the nights so they could prove to the camera that they were worthy of being selected even though they had no idea what they’d be chosen to do. Or to be.

For the workers, it was all about what the voice said. And keeping their balls attached.

The main building went up in ten weeks; the smaller ones were done two weeks later. When the last convoy arrived with the appliances, bath fixtures and a pair of decorators, they were greeted by a lineup of beefy workers.

They were wearing work boots. And nothing else.


A Note from Amity

THIS STORY ISN’T mostly about me or my world. It’s about four women, some of whom are my friends, who embarked on a one-of-a-kind venture that I didn’t join because what they wanted was what I already had.

I call her Amityworld. It’s the place where I live. I keep her grass and trees and the garden along with two dozen men and twelve women plus my exclusives who live there safe and protected. Not all women have the advantage I do of a secure, secluded location to dwell and enjoy my lifestyle. An estate is expensive, for sure, so combining resources was the only way these four women could achieve what they think I take for granted.

They’re wrong. I do not take Amityworld for granted. Not the garden the grows the best-tasting blueberries anywhere. Not my three permanent exclusives whose lifelong goal is to satisfy my sensual demands. Especially not My Cop, the only remote exclusive I’ll ever have. No, I don’t take any of them – or Amityworld – for granted. That’s why My Cop installed fencing with razor wire, overhead drones with cameras, sound and motion detectors and that armory he stocked after a pair of incompetent dark-web criminals were paid to do me harm. All of that serves to keep my promise to my property that I’ll make sure they’re safe.

Most of all, Amityworld is where I find serenity. And freedom.

But four women didn’t have the acreage or the means to buy what I have, so they joined together to create their own. The way it was designed with the expert input of #42, my space planner and popular pain slut, made sure it didn’t resemble a time share. With four private wings, the women had their own spaces with the accoutrements they wanted. They could all be there at the same time and not run into each other unless they wanted to.

Some of the space would be shared, like the slave dorm, house workers spaces and the kitchen but the rental cabin idea they learned when they attended the only auction ever held in Amityworld gives them income potential from wealthy clients who can live out their kinky secrets in the cabins’ privacy. They were new at renting men so I helped them learn the most profitable ways to do that.

I also loaned them some of my stable, like Mason to head up the construction and Tyler, my new #11 and on-site security lead. He answers to My Cop, the only person he’s actually afraid of. Tyler challenged him once and learned that was a bad decision after an evil memory from My Cop’s past tried to hurt My Cop by hurting me. That was one of the two worst decisions he ever made and after what My Cop did to him, I doubt he will ever make another. Tyler now knows what he didn’t know then about keeping his owner safe. That’s when I had his right asscheek tattooed.

With my friends’ venture located in an area not likely ever to see a strip mall or the threat of random development, the women were very close to moving in. They needed to finish the staffing – which boys they’d keep and in what positions – right after the pair of decorators I recommended were done with the finishing touches.

I’m partial to regal purple. I heard one of the girls wanted taupe although I can’t figure out why. Nothing is as boring as shades of brown.

Their next task was to buy or trade for men with the right talents to fill the empty cots in the slave dorm.

I had Gage, my ex-military exclusive who’s moved battalions across continents and oceans, handle the arrangements. Moving women involves a lot more than hauling furniture. They had extensive collections of tools and truckloads of human cargo. At the same time, he had to set up regular helicopter deliveries of essentials like food and then devise a way to get their paying clients to the new facility. No one was going to drive all the way there on unpaved roads with no streetlights.

Everything I did and sent, including my loaner slaves, happened before they took up residence. Once the four women moved in with the barest stable but with every luxury #42 could squeeze into the massive complex, the real fun began.

After all, the fun is all that matters.


Chapter 1 

Beginnings

Their Own Place

MY NETWORK VIDEO calls are always well attended because they're so much fun. Sometimes we show off a slave’s talent or, like my #77, a one-of-a-kind bi-gender purchase I bought from Reckoning’s Graduate School. Other calls focus on new equipment, like Belle’s new set of percussion tools with shrieks that blasted through our speakers. Once in a while, we chat about our facilities and improvements we’d like to make.

Then there are times my friends talk about their frustrations with their living conditions. When you own men and house girls, you have to put them somewhere and many homes and most apartments don’t have enough space to fit them all. The topics of privacy and client confidentiality are always raised during those calls.

Most recently, it was Chloe who vented her frustration.

“It’s just so difficult getting a client here,” she said. “I mean I live on the same block as two restaurants and there’s always a line at dinner time. I’ve had one cancellation because there were so many people outside. And don’t even ask about new clients. They’re scared to death before they even park.”

City living comes with challenges so I didn’t ask how frustrated Chloe was. I left that for the other land-challenged Dommes on the call.

Adina said, “I wish I had more space. More private space. I actually had to buy bunk beds to fit four men I bought. Can you imagine? Bunk beds!”

No, I couldn’t imagine that at all. I tried not to laugh but it didn’t work.

After Phoebe added her complaints, Nell explained how she, Talia and Della built a shared space for their holdings. I remember that building well. It’s where they held the Houston auction and I borrowed, well, stole some of their ideas after I bought the boy who designed it and had him design my own for the auction. Of course, mine is bigger and has two domes. After the auction, it converted into eight new rental cabins. My percentage from the auction sales more than covered the cost.

“Why not pool your resources and build your own?” I asked. “Get some cheap land so you’ll have space. If your quality is good enough, clients won’t mind a long trek to fill their fantasies. Mine don’t.”

I didn’t think they’d really do it until Chloe said, “Damn, Amity! That’s the best idea I’ve heard in years.”

A lot of my friends’ sentences start with ‘Damn, Amity’. I’ve gotten used to it.

Two months later, Adina sent an invitation for a video call. I had Gage in my office to set it up through a myriad of firewalls that My Cop runs all my calls through and left Gage on his hands and knees when it connected. He makes an excellent footstool.

Adina was excited when my monitor filled with a checkerboard of my friends faces. “You’ll never guess what we did,” she said. “We took Amity’s advice and bought land!”

“Who did?” Danica asked. Her estate, the one she calls Destiny, was a gift from her first slave, a tech entrepreneur who amassed a sudden fortune. Danica attended my Parlor where I showed new Dommes how to buy at auctions. Then I kept her boy, the one she named Jonah, for a month to learn how slaves live and what Destiny needed, all the way from buildings to equipment to the comfort and luxury his owner deserved.

Once he realized he’d never be her exclusive, Jonah turned into one of the happiest men she owns.

“The four of us,” Adina said. “Chloe, Belle, Phoebe and me. It’s in the middle of nowhere, really private, and with all of us contributing plus what we got for the sale of two houses and a pair of city condos, it’s going to be beautiful!”

I was glad for them and at the same time, a little uneasy. A project like that takes more than money. I wasn’t sure those four women knew what pitfalls loomed ahead. There’s designing, then construction, then everything from drawer handles to suspension bars and getting supplies and… well, everything. It would take an enormous team to do all of that. Or one slave like the one my feet were resting on. He could manage the whole project easily. #42 was the solution to the design and of course, I’ve loaned out Mason a few times to supervise construction. His time upgrading the Pet Shoppe in an isolated region of the Pacific Northwest is the stuff of his memories, especially when Annalise and Maeve staked him to the ground and let the dogs they train have at him.

But I never offer. Women have to ask. And say please.

“That will take a lot of planning and design coordination,” I said and left it at that.

Phoebe jumped in. “Amity, didn’t one of your boys design your fabulous auction building?”

She knew darned well one of my boys did that. I don’t deal well with coy women. “Yes,” I said. That’s something Caitlin advised me to do. Answer only what you’re asked. She’s an excellent lawyer and a budding Domme. It’s obvious from the contracts she writes that everyone I own signs.

Belle picked up the conversation. “Amity, what would it cost to rent your design boy to draw blueprints for our place?”

She made a huge assumption, a flawed one at that. Belle presumed that I would actually rent him to her. Women, and for that matter, men who assume what I will do are always wrong.

“More than you can afford,” I said.

At that point, Naomi chuckled and the Training Farm Mistress broke into full-out laughing. They understood what I was doing and didn’t feel one bit sorry for these four Dommes. It was a lesson they’d have to learn by themselves.

Chloe sighed and no one said anything for a few minutes, an unusual situation among my friends. Danica finally broke the silence.

“Ask Ms. Amity if you can borrow her boys. You need more than one like I did at Destiny.”

Annalise chimed in. “Just like we needed for the Pet Shoppe.”

A light seemed to shine over Chloe’s head. “Ms. Amity, may we please use some of your very talented boys to help us with this project?”

One of the boys she needed was holding up my feet and #42 was in a rental cabin with a client who paid extra for my best pain slut. Tyler was in his cubicle outside my office checking the array of monitors that kept an eye on Amityworld and everything that lived in and grew on it. There was no way I’d give them all three at the same time.

“Tell you what,” I said. “The four of you can visit me here, bring your wants and needs and present them to my boys. A lot of the planning can be done here and you’ll have plenty to work with. My lawyer can work out the permits and other legal things.”

“That’s so generous of you!” Phoebe gushed and the Training Farm Mistress laughed again. She knew they’d pay for my boys’ time one way or another. Brielle was all smiles. She stayed here for a month recovering from the terrible injuries she suffered in an airport shooting, one Madison didn’t survive. I still have trouble thinking about Madison but Zayn, my Tantric exclusive, helps absorb my sadness so I can, at times, remember her fondly.

Emma took care of Brielle while she was here. I bought Emma in Sweden because a big stable needs medical care. Back then, she was ‘he’ and after a year of exemplary service, I gave him the lifelong dream he had of transitioning. Now Emma’s favorite time is when I allow her a few minutes in the costume closet to choose her day’s outfit. But Brielle knew how thorough Emma’s medical exams are and that no one visits Amityworld without undergoing one.

Brielle winked at me. Watching Emma examine visitors is one of my amusements.

“I’m sure there’s a lot of other important things you can help us with,” Adina said.

“More than you know,” I said.

A dozen laughing Dommes filled my monitor, save for the four who were about to have an unforgettable weekend in my world.


Chapter 2 

Visitors

EVER SINCE THE night that evil tried to invade Amityworld and failed, Tyler has complete faith in My Cop’s almost super-human ability and devotion to keeping me and my world safe. Since then, when anyone visits, Tyler vets them and is assigned to the limo that picks them up from the small private airport for the two-hour drive to the front gates. No one gets GPS coordinates for Amityworld.

Tyler rarely has trouble escorting guests or my clients or even men I’m training that will be shipped back to their owners when I’m done. Except when he’s got a car full of Dommes.

I learn a lot about passengers when I watch and listen to them on that ride. They never assume they’re being observed and women like these four feel naturally superior to any man so Tyler had his hands full. He repeats what he’s memorized and the rest is up to him.

“Ms. Amity welcomes you to Amityworld and promises you’ll have a wonderful experience. Please observe her rules.”

They appeared surprised that they had to follow any rules at all but Tyler was prepared.

“You can use any of her property that she assigns to you. Do not touch the rest. The entire estate has state-of-the-art security so do not try to explore on your own.”

“I’d expect tight security,” Belle said. “You can’t have too much protection these days.”

It was all Tyler could do not to launch into a lecture about what happened the second time someone tried to break in and how My Cop’s stealth team thwarted all of them except the one My Cop had to take down himself. There are some things that are better not shared. But there will never be a third time, My Cop swore. They’d have to be pretty stupid to challenge the security he’s got in place.

“Ring for a house girl if you need anything,” Tyler said. “Anything at all.”

“I want a massage tonight. An excellent one. Get me one of those,” Chloe said.

Perplexed because he just told her how to get what she wanted, he looked at the camera for help. On my end, I just smiled. Tyler is my on-site head of security, so he was on his own.

“Ms. Chloe, ring for a house girl when you’re settled in,” he said. That was followed by Adina’s remark. “He just told you what to do,” she said.

Chloe glared at Adina and Tyler would have crawled under the seat if he could have fit. For the rest of the two-hour ride, he fielded questions by repeating the rules he already stated when they started. No one was happier to reach the front gates than Tyler.

It was the security guard’s turn. He checked the car inside and out, ran an electronic gizmo in and under it and finally asked for IDs and passwords.

Phoebe handed a piece of paper to Tyler and said, “Read it to him, boy.”

That’s not how it works in my world. The guard, one of the ex-Rangers My Cop is partial to, wore a tight-lipped grin when Tyler handed it back to her and said, “ID and password,” and pointed at the dumbfounded guard.

There are two digits tattooed on Tyler’s right asscheek, the number 11, the only man I own with a number in the teens. I categorize the rest by number but Tyler doesn’t fit that classification system. My Cop trained him in security before handing him over to me for my kind of skill development. The last thing Tyler wants is a one-on-one with My Cop again.

“ID and password,” he said only this time in his Ranger voice. It came out distinctly as an order.

“Uppity slave,” Phoebe said and gave the guard what he asked for but not without adding, “I’ll speak to your owner about you.”

Tyler glanced at the camera. He couldn’t see me nodding but I’m sure he felt it when I activated the pleasure program in the microchip I embedded in his perineum months ago. His small moan gave it away if you knew what to listen for.

When the limo pulled into the transport garage, I had Jenna waiting to welcome the visitors and take them for their medical screening with Emma. I'd given Jenna more responsibilities recently and I know she’s eager for a promotion out of kitchen duties. I give my house girls a one syllable name when I decide to keep them but Jenna posed a conundrum. She was big, about 5’11” and stocky so she could do heavier jobs, a definite plus. Yet every time I looked at her, all I could see were her tiny breasts. Barely a B-cup, if that.

I like my girls with big bosoms, the bigger the better. There’s not one of them that’s smaller than a D, with most approaching F and even G cups if I ever let them wear a bra. If I were going to keep Jenna, she needed a real bosom that would jiggle when she ran from chore to chore.

None of my property walks.

At least those four women weren’t astounded when they saw her big naked body and bald scalp. Belle commented that she’d heard I keep my property bare from their heads to their toes and was thinking about doing the same thing to hers. She just didn’t know why I did it, nor did the other women in the group.

Belle directed her question to Tyler. “Bald and nekkid?”

I’m used to hearing ‘nekkid’ from Nashville Ned, one of my trusted sellers who deals only in first-quality merchandise, he constantly reminds us. But hearing it from Belle made me laugh. She certainly did hail from Savannah.

“Yes,” was all Tyler said. My Cop trained him well.

Jenna pointed behind herself, indicating that the women were to follow. Tyler was never happier than seeing them file out the side door down the slaveway to the Intake building. He galloped back to the workstation outside my office and gripped the edge of the tall shelf with both hands. It took him five minutes to calm down.

When they reached the door to Medical, Jenna said, “Wait here,” and jogged back to the kitchen door. That’s another way I assess my visitors. The door was slightly ajar but not fully open and the inside lights were, as usual, turned off. I wanted to see what they’d do. Would they go inside without an invitation? Would they wait there until they got one? And if they went inside, who would go first?

At some point they’d know that everyone in my world is under constant observation. Just not yet.

“Why are we standing here?” Phoebe asked. “I mean, my time is valuable and what, we’re just supposed to wait?”

That told me what I wanted to know about Phoebe and which slave I’d assign to her suite tonight. Dommes come with a certain arrogance. It’s an inborn trait in most of the women in my network. It’s fine to be haughty when you’ve got something to be conceited about. It’s not fine when you’re asking me for a favor.

Adina shrugged her shoulders and said, “Amity knows we’re here. Perhaps she’s on her way to greet us.”

No, I wasn’t on my way but it was a reasonable guess that showed me enough about her to choose which stable boy would be hers to use tonight.

With two of them in my sights, I opened the door electronically all the way and they walked inside. Unsurprisingly, Belle led the way. That made three. All that was left was Chloe but I was fairly sure which boy she was getting already. Besides, watching Emma’s exams is always more fun.

She chose bright green for her outfit today. I gave her new breasts after she took great care of My Cop’s battered body after one of his covert missions went very badly two years ago. They were sticking out of the low-cut glittery top and Emma was quite a sight. The tight miniskirt barely covered her ass and left no question she never wore panties. She was so thrilled with her pussy and working clitoris, she showed it off every day.

They heard her stilettos on the white tile floor before they saw her.

“On the exam tables,” Emma said while the women stared at her. Emma always makes an entrance.

“Are you kidding?” Phoebe said loudly enough to fill my speakers.

Adina hopped onto the table, followed by Chloe. Belle was next. Phoebe held her ground. She was one more remark away from a return trip to the airport.

“Oh, shut up, Phoebe, and get on the damned table,” Adina said. “You’re going to piss off Amity and we need her help.”

If I kept score, Adina just got a point. And I do keep score.

Emma reached deep under their blouses and listened to their hearts and lungs, then palpated – one of her favorite words – their breasts, drawing a few gasps and at least one admiring glance. I cautioned Emma against giving them enemas like she usually does to guests mostly because they were only going to be here overnight. Emma keeps them in the refrigerator because she claims they’re more effective that way. Emma’s disappointment about no enemas lasted only until I said, “That doesn’t include anal exams.”

Emma had #122, the ex-Marine EMT I bought in Houston, assist her. My Cop is partial to Rangers but I prefer Marines. They start out easy to train. #122 was no exception.

“Grab the handles,” he said in his best drill sergeant voice.

Of course, that involved leaning across the exam table with their bare chests flat on the waxed paper. This time, Emma donned gloves and tossed a pair at #122. He lifted one skirt and opened three pairs of pants so Emma had four exposed backsides to explore. She did them in order.

#122 lubricated Belle, then Emma took over. One finger slid in easily to the sound of Belle’s grunt, her first of the day. There would be more. Each finger elicited a deeper noise until Emma was satisfied. Belle pressed her face into the waxed paper and moaned while #122 and Emma examined the next two.

That left Phoebe. I messaged Emma to make sure her exam was memorable but I didn’t expect what happened.

Emma’s expression changed from her usual small grin when her fingers were inside a rectum to one of concern. She looked at the camera and I could see it in her eyes. Something was wrong.

She dictated a message for #122 to type into her tablet so it would show up on my monitor.

“Hemorrhoid,” it said.

No wonder Phoebe was so ill-tempered. She was constipated and her ass hurt. One of Emma’s infamous cold enemas could fix that and did right then.

That’s why every visitor to Amityworld meets Emma first.


Chapter 3 

Lunch and Plans

WHEN JENNA BROUGHT the four guests to the smaller dining room for lunch, Phoebe’s post-enema attitude was much improved, along with the other three women’s chastened behavior. I brought Gage with me for two reasons. They needed to use him to set up freight deliveries, construction materials and later, human cargo. They also had to understand how important he is to my world – and to me – to appreciate what I was giving them.

Using his time for their project would keep his ten magic fingers from massaging my toes on the terrace where I had my morning latte and blueberry muffins. It was a big ask. They had to understand how big.

They saw me first, then they fixated on Gage’s exceptional body, a product of his three-times-a-day fitness program that all my property undergoes. Every male you own should be your eye candy. All it takes is enforced exercise.

I’m not big on pleasantries when there’s work to do.

“Welcome to Amityworld,” I said. “We’ll use lunch to hear your wants and needs for the facility. The chef has outdone himself with everything that grows in my garden.”

A pair of house girls placed fruit cups in front of each guest. Mine overflowed with blueberries. Gage knelt at my side so I could stuff a few into his mouth. While he licked my fingers clean, I asked Adina what their overarching goal was.

She was eager to share it. “We – the four of us – need a place of our own that has everything we want in one place but at the same time gives us private space so we’re not running into each other. The property we bought is huge and isolated. We’re looking for a big main house with four, well, wings. One for each of us. And a building to house the men we own. Then we’ll have renters so we need spaces for them. And getting them in and out. There aren’t any main roads nearby.”

When Adina said there were no highways near the property, Gage stopped sucking my fingers. I could almost feel plans starting to swirl in his head.

“How many in your combined stable?” I asked.

Belle handled that one. “A total of 18 among the four of us right now. Not all of them will make the cut. Some are already for sale online but that traffic has been slow.”

I nodded. No one in my network wants to buy rejects. There’s only two choices for men like them. Either get what you can for them from overseas dungeons or turn them into rentables that can recoup the cost of feeding and housing them.

“What do you see as your rental potential this year and in five years?” I asked.

No one wanted to answer that question. Most likely they hadn’t even considered profit, a typical lack on a solid business plan that was destined to fail.

“I’m putting the spreadsheets you sent with your property’s talents and skills on the monitors. Let’s go through them.”

With a monitor on each wall, everyone had a clear view. There were some gems among the riffraff, but that wouldn’t sustain – let alone grow – their income. The solution was going to take some time but was doable. If they listened to me.

“You’ve got a few useful rentables but not enough to generate the fees you need to pay your bills. That means you have to do two things. First, reduce your bills and second, increase and diversify your merchandise.”

“Reduce our bills? That sounds good, but how?” Phoebe asked.

I turned to my dog who was finishing his lunch in his bowl in the corner. “Aussie, fetch #42.”

He scooted to the door on all fours and took off for the cabins where #42’s renter had just finished the two hours he paid to use him. The dog would return with #42’s cock cage in his teeth soon enough.

Adina looked at the spreadsheets and said, “I see we have two mouthers and a pair of ass boys. Are you saying that’s enough and we should buy something else?”

She wasn’t seeing the bigger picture, something every business owner has to focus on. It was obvious, at least to me.

“No, that’s not what I’m saying. To use a chess metaphor, you have to see the whole board. Who gets what that means?”

Four women’s faces stared blankly at me. I lifted Gage’s chin with my fingers and said, “What are they missing?

With blue juice running from the corners of his lips, Gage said, “Men have two ends.”

That was right on target. It took a moment before Chloe got it.

“You’re saying turn the mouthers into ass boys too, and the ass boys? Teach them to use their mouths. Is that it?”

That was exactly it. All of a sudden they had four ass-and-mouth boys and I’d bet they could create at least one or two singers and dancers out of them. They earn some of the highest fees.

The women were chatting back and forth when Aussie dragged #42 into the dining room by his cock cage. He looked worse for the wear, but that’s typical with rented pain sluts.

I had one question for him. “Brand new buildings plus an extensive residence. Best way to reduce ongoing costs?”

It didn’t matter that a client had just put him through two hours of nonstop electrical play. When I ask a question, my slaves answer even if they have to grunt.

#42 looked at me and said, “Ms. Amity, solar heat and cooling. Geothermal if affordable. Water recycling.” He stopped to take a few breaths. Purplish welts were starting to form on his ass and between his thighs. But he’s a trooper. Besides, he enjoyed those two hours. That client is a regular.

“Windows facing morning light. Grade AAA insulation. Multiple HVAC units to reduce load.”

He’d have gone on for an hour if I hadn’t stopped him. He made my point. Even a bruised pain slut knew how to keep ongoing costs in check.

Phoebe finally said, “We’re lucky you’re willing to help us. We’d never have thought of all those things.”

Phoebe was doubly lucky. Not only was #42 going to design the complex but Emma prescribed an additive that was in her lunch and would be in her dinner. That’s why she was getting a mouth boy with anal massage skills tonight. She’d feel much better when he was done with her.

“I’m happy to help but as you know, there’s a price for everything. And no, I don’t want your money,” I said.

Adina spoke for all of them. “Anything. Anything you want. We’re happy to give it to you.”

“I’ll tell you tonight,” I said. What I wanted and would get from them was better than money.

-=o=-

Tyler drove the cart for the limited tour of Amityworld I gave the four visitors. We started across the small field with Gage chained behind us galloping at full speed. He’s beautiful when he runs and even more so when his sweat glimmers in the sunshine. We stopped at the slave dorm and Tyler went inside to make sure it was safe. I don’t know what he expected to find but if he didn’t inspect it first, he’d be facing an unpleasant week with My Cop.

The timing couldn’t have been better. Jack, my stable manager, was just starting to milk the boys. With 24 owned men who still had hormones even though they were caged 24/7, milking them three times a week keeps them in line. If they get antsy, I add a fourth.

The machine is much more efficient than milking them by hand. It’s set up to handle six at a time, one sleeve per penis that sends the discharge into a central tank for disposal. By now, they all know how to stand on the platforms and close the waist bars for safety. They tend to thrash around and the bars keep them on their feet. Falling would be dangerous and could easily rip off an organ. Or two.

Jack started with the 20s, the big cocks. They tend to hang from bigger men’s groins and my boys are so physically fit, they’re a pleasure to look at, at least from the neck down. Jack asked if I wanted to do that round of milking myself. It wasn’t the first time I demonstrated that machine to other owners. The women would enjoy the experience a lot more than my 20s would.

Once they were in place on the stands with the waist bars locked, I opened their cages with the controller on my belt.

The 20s gawked at their penises like they were long-lost friends. My guests gaped at their size. Size is why they’re the 20s.

“I play a pre-recorded message into their earbuds,” I said. “It’s a reminder that they are fortunate I care enough about them to keep their tubes clear. Only brand new ones think being milked is punishment. They learn quickly what real punishment is.”

Belle was the first to laugh, then the others joined in.

Jack stuffed their penises into the tubes and closed the rings behind their balls. I started on low and when the beefy 20s heard the whir, they began to tremble.

I explained the process. “The sheaths inside the tubes compress from the cock root to the tip. Then the ring rides back to the root and does it again. My developers tested it on dozens of men – beta testers who agreed to be caged for two weeks before the tests – and they all said the same thing. It’s not sensual at all. In fact, it’s the opposite.”

“It hurts?” Adina asked.

Before I answered her, I turned off #24’s earbuds and gave him an instruction. “Tell her how it feels,” I said.

His reply was immediate. “Ms. Amity, it’s TORTURE,” he whined.

Three minutes later, the 20s were dry. One by one, Jack unlocked their waist bars and when they were steady enough to walk, they dropped to all fours and crawled over to me. I patted their bald heads and said, “What are you?”

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!” they sang in a lovely chorus.

The next group to be milked were the 50s, my singers and dancers. They generate some of the highest rental fees because clients desperately want what these boys give them. It’s not just what their mouths and asses offer.

Mature clients often have trouble getting and staying hard. I use my magic wand on the worst cases, but the 50s work wonders with the less severe ones. No matter how big or small a client’s penis is, the 50s shout compliments to its size and praise the client’s technique. They beg to be reamed harder and harder. But the main reason clients pay what I charge is what happens when my 50s sing and dance.

Their arms and legs become tributes to the client’s endowment. They flail and stomp with authentic shouts of praise. My 50s know that anything less than a five-star review gets them a week of nonstop retraining before I’ll schedule them again. They get one chance to improve. A second failure gets them expelled. When they signed their contracts, all their possessions were transferred to my business so they have nowhere to go and no bank accounts to draw on if I send them away. They’ve heard stories of one of the 50s being dropped off on a rural road wearing nothing but a gray jumpsuit with just enough cash for a bus ticket somewhere after hiking a few miles to a pay phone. Their controlled lives in my stable are where they find fulfillment. It’s where they want to be so they work very hard for those stars.

The 50s are some of the most amusing to milk.

As soon as Jack locked their waist bars and they heard the whir, their arms went up and their feet stomped on the floor. They were a mass of movement and a chorus of accolades to the machine that was draining them. I suppose it didn’t hurt that I was controlling the rate and pressure of the rollers inside the tubes that enveloped their penises.

A few minutes later, the shouting stopped and the stomping ceased. They were empty, at least for a few days, and had work to do within the time limit I set. They crawled past me for a head pat each then disappeared to their chores.

Phoebe smiled and wondered if they could afford a machine like that of their own. I ignored that question for now. I’d show her how to train a slave to milk them by hand until they could afford their own stable manager and later, an automatic one.


Chapter 4 

The Business Plan

MY GIRLS DELIVERED breakfast to their suites the next morning while I enjoyed mine on the terrace with Gage’s magic fingers entertaining my toes. Tyler was on his knees tapping his tablet with each instruction I gave him. He was learning to memorize my orders like I trained Nova to do when I bought her to be my personal girl. She satisfies many of my preferences: big layers of belly and ass fat and a huge bosom that bounces when she runs. Tyler, on the other hand, has turned into a tasty piece of eye candy.

The stable was exercising on the small field; the girls were working out behind the kitchen. Nova has her own place directly in my line of sight from the terrace. They were calling the cadence while they did squats, pushups and ran laps but the most hilarious time is when the girls start jumping jacks. That’s why I insist they have ample breasts.

I was really going to have to do something about Jenna’s tiny ones. For a girl her size, they should be at least massive. Immense would be better.

Adina was the first to join me to see how I start my days. She tried to look at me when she talked but my boys on the terrace caught her eye. Both of them.

“Tell me about your night,” I said.

Adina gushed, “Ms. Amity, it was more than delightful. It was one orgasm after another. Honestly, that boy you sent was amazing.”

That’s what a five-star review sounds like.

Belle and Chloe walked onto the terrace together. They were both smiling until they saw what was going on in the small field. The sweat on two dozen caged men’s bodies dazzled under the morning sun. They moved like flowing water and called the cadence like a well-oiled machine. It took a few minutes before they noticed Gage on his knees tending to my toes and feet. One foot was on his broad chest; the other was in his mouth.

“I’m sure your nights were pleasant,” I said. I don’t ask when I know the answer. I tell.

They were effusive in their praise of the boys I sent to their suites. Like Adina, they gave them five-star reviews but I wanted more details mostly to hear them swoon over my stable’s talents. Chloe rambled on about the big cock I sent to her suite when our after-dinner meeting was done. She looked like the type who hadn’t had a penis that big in a long time. I hoped she remembered what to do with it.

“You don’t let yours ejaculate, do you?” Chloe asked.

Some of my friends like to play with their property’s orgasms. A few force men to ejaculate just to watch and others have fun taking them to the edge, then zap the hard cocks until they soften. Lather, rinse, repeat. Not in my world. When I want my stable to clear their tubes, I put it on the schedule. It’s not a chore they look forward to; it’s a simple setting on the milking machine. Just turn the dial all the way to the right.

The sound that two dozen men make when they’re flinching in pain while the machine does its work is the slave chorus that they sing to me.

I smiled and said, “Keeping them needy makes for a better rental. Men can’t fake that craving.” Gage gripped my toes harder and pulled them into his mouth. He knows what denial is and what forced orgasm feels like. My toes stuffed in his mouth kept him from grimacing. Mostly.

That left Belle. The members of my network who hail from the South tend to share certain ideas about how to manage their stables. Their go-to method of inspecting potential purchases always involves percussion. They like to beat their slaves’ asses to hear how loud they can get. The checkbox for volume is one that many renters fill in because it fits their fantasies. Of course, asses aren’t the only things they like to swat so pre-sales inspections at our auctions can get pretty loud.

Based on what Tyler reported this morning, Belle had fun with the pain slut I sent to her suite. I don’t know how much fun #46 had but the photos Jack uploaded of the welts on his asscheeks, back and legs hardly compared to the ones on his purple penis.

I didn’t have to ask Belle about her night. She was more than willing to share.

“The boy I had was delicious,” she said. “He kept pleading for more. I bet you rent him out a lot.”

She got that part right. Tyler’s summary of Belle’s session had a long list of tools sent for sanitizing along with a note that he had to turn off one noise detector just outside her suite’s door.

Phoebe was the last to join me on the terrace. Hers was the night I was most interested in. When Emma diagnosed her hemorrhoid and cleaned her overstuffed colon with an enema, I knew which boy I’d give her. There’s only one with his particular talent.

Although he’s categorized with the estheticians, #91’s skills go far beyond hair, makeup, bathing, waxing and typical massage. When I bought him, I noticed his flexible jaw and took a chance he could serve as a mouth boy as well. When a client’s fantasy includes bathing and body hair removal, the client’s skin is ultra-sensitive. Especially their cocks. A good mouth boy would know what to do but I don’t rent merely good ones.

Mine are exceptional.

Emma often diagnoses clients with constipation and clears them out with her refrigerated enemas, leaving them with sensitive anuses. An excellent mouth boy should know not just how to massage an anus with his fingers but also with his mouth. #91 spent weeks learning the proper way to do that. From the surveys I get, he was an excellent student.

I sent #91 with specific instructions to pamper Phoebe because she’d expect that but also to introduce her to anal massage. Women with that issue should have their own slaves to perform anal therapy every night. And morning.

“Tell me how your night was,” I said. I didn’t care there were three other women on the terrace plus Gage and Tyler. Phoebe was one of the arrogant types and discussing her rectum in front of others was something she’d either be able to do through her own power or my opinion of her would fall quickly.

“Well, Amity, I don’t think I have to tell you that’s something I’ve never done before,” she said.

No, she didn’t have to tell me. It was written all over her face.

“But I do have to tell you that, well, it’s feeling much better. I’m feeling much better.”

Phoebe was close but not there yet. Belle and Chloe were staring at her while Adina was still ogling my exclusives.

“The therapeutic value of expert massage is considerable,” I said. “Perhaps you should consider daily anal acupressure with a dab of manipulation. It’s worth a try before resorting to surgery.”

Boom. Now everyone knew Phoebe’s ass didn’t work properly. She didn’t turn as red as Tyler did but she was obviously taken aback, which was my intention. I’m not a fan of high and mighty Dommes, especially ones with defective asses.

“Let’s get started on the plans,” I said. “There’s a lot to cover.”

-=o=-

We gathered in the conference room in the auction building that turned into eight rental cabins after the event. I had Tyler open the smaller dome to let the sunshine warm the room. Gage was at his workstation ready to draw arrows on the monitor to show us how the construction would proceed. #42 was cleaned up and the welts had all nearly turned purplish. I left him on his knees because sitting was out of the question. Phoebe wasn’t the only one in the room with a tender ass.

“There are four phases to the project,” I said. “Design, materials, delivery and workers. Those are broad categories that overlap. The design dictates the materials and impacts delivery. You need a construction crew and a manager. It requires expert coordination.”

They were staring at the monitor showing a drone’s-eye view of their property. When My Cop sent the images, he mentioned that it was really in the middle of nowhere. “Good choice,” he said. He’ll never use three words when two will do.

“Now let’s assume that all of that goes well and you’re ready to move in. You need men to rent and serve you plus whatever you need to take care of the facilities. A housekeeping staff. My exclusive,” I pointed at Gage, “sees a fair amount of overlap so you can have the same slave handle two or more things at the same time. That’ll save you a lot of time and some cost.”

They’d been talking about this project for so long their heads were at the end instead of walking through the steps from the beginning. They needed a dose of reality and that’s what Gage excels at. I pointed at him to show them the plan.

Even naked and hairless with a gold cock cage dangling from his crotch, he stood at proud attention to give his report.

“Ms. Amity, ladies, once you have the blueprints, the materials can be trucked in or airlifted here.” He drew the first arrow on the monitor. It wouldn’t be the last. “The crew is housed in tents, here.” The second arrow appeared. “Penis rings let you supervise them remotely from cameras and a drone. They build all day with latrine and MRE breaks.”

As Gage drew more arrows, the women gawked at the screen, all except Adina whose eyes never strayed from Gage.

“At night, train them to be your rentables.”

I let that sink in. It was apparent they’d never thought about that part. With the physical work of construction and appropriate fitness work they could monitor remotely, the women could create beefy rentables without spending a dime. As for their rentable talents, Gage had the answer. It took one more arrow.

“The first building is for training. Skills are shown on video and you supervise via the cameras.”

There were so many arrows on the screen, I wasn’t sure they could visualize the layout. That’s why #42 was on his knees waiting for my finger to point at him. When he saw it, he was ready.

“Ms. Amity, ladies, this is the basic layout. Four wings, one per owner, decorated to your tastes. The central area is for food preparation and storage. Each wing is private with soundproofing and solar-powered HVAC with paths that lead to each of the out-buildings.”

Even though #42 was pointing at rectangles, they seemed to understand the plans.

“This is the training building. This one is for correction, this one is the dorm and this one,” he pointed at a circle, “contains the rental cabins.”

“A circle?” Belle asked.

“Yes, Ma’am, a circle. Cabins on the outside of the ring. The center is for demonstrations or groups. Glass walls on the outside, mirrors inside.”

“What are glass walls for?” she asked.

I thought it was obvious; apparently Belle didn’t. “So you can see inside,” I said.

Chloe had one word. “Brilliant,” she said.

Gage took over to point where the helipad would land and the private path renters would use to get to their cabins. You don’t want clients bumping into each other. It’s bad for business.

The last arrows Gage drew went in three directions. “Water recycling, solar and power backup,” he said.

What I was looking at was the Summer Camp we built on Mike’s mountain, only on steroids.

There was one last item to discuss. When it comes to pricing, that’s my territory.

“With Mason, my construction foreman, #42’s design and Gage’s logistics – and remember, these are estimates – here’s the approximate cost.” I handed out spreadsheets on paper that broke down the expenses and divided the total by four.

First there was silence. Then smiles.

“That’s less than we estimated,” Adina said. “Significantly less. Amazing.”

Right before I sent them to the limo to return to the airport where I was sure they’d talk this over on the ride before deciding to go ahead with the project, I said, “Then there’s my fee.”

Four faces turned in my direction. They needed incentive and I had the perfect one.

“This is my percentage,” I said, pointing to the last column on the spreadsheet. “You have 11 months to start turning a profit before payment is due. If you aren’t in the black by then, the facility becomes mine. Caitlin will send the contracts.”

I jolted Jenna’s chip to have her take them to the transport garage. Then I started the pleasure programs on Gage and #42’s chips for jobs well done. They moaned their slave song to me while they ran behind the golf cart as Tyler drove me back to the main house.

They’re beautiful when they run. Their song filled the air and I felt Amityworld smile.


Chapter 5 

Construction

Structures and Slaves

THREE MONTHS AFTER their visit to Amityworld, work started on the four Dommes’ estate. Things happened quickly because Gage’s plans were close to perfect. Chloe, Belle, Phoebe and Adina shipped their owned men to the remote acreage where they found out that unless they pitched their own tents, they’d be sleeping on the ground under the stars. Needless to say, the tents went up fast under Mason’s supervision.

The underground work had been done by contractors weeks ago. When the men arrived, there was nothing to wait for and Mason had strict orders to meet the timetable Gage set. He had many reasons to make sure it was done on time; my red-handled single-tail whip was one of them.

The weather was clear and warm, a season Gage accounted for, so there was no reason to give them clothing to wear during the day except for heavy boots, socks and toolbelts. The workers received no introductions, no welcomes. When the truck hauled them in, they were put to work in minutes. Once the tents were set up, the training building’s pre-fabricated walls were raised.

It was like a barn raising minus the neighborly spirit.

They accomplished a lot the first day and a dozen-and-a-half exhausted men assumed they’d be fed and fall into their sleeping bags when the sun set. Like most men who assume, they were wrong.

They sat in a semi-circle and ate MREs. When the last piece of trash was deposited in recycling, the video started. They saw their owners sitting at a table. What they heard was a list of instructions.

“Three jobs,” Chloe said. “The first rule is that you will complete all three in 90 days. Or less.”

Belle went next. “The second is after-work physical fitness. Flab will be replaced by muscle.”

“Talent training is third,” Phoebe said. “Each of you will learn how to serve us more and better.”

Adina spoke last. “We are watching you.”

The men stared at each other after their orders were issued. They knew better than to complain; after all, escape was out of the question. Where would they go? Red Rick’s trucks picked them up at what they thought were their permanent homes and drove for hours and hours before unloading them in this place. They had no idea where they were, let alone how far they were from a town. Worst of all, they were naked and had no money.

Adina smiled when she looked at the circle of workers on her monitor. They wore the faces of submission, just like Amity said they would.

“Fitness!” Phoebe said loudly into her microphone and started the video.

The men saw a well-built man order them to their feet. They stood up and when the video told them to run in place, they looked at each other blankly until one of Phoebe’s woodworkers lifted his leg and stamped his foot on the ground. The tag hanging from his cock ring said his name was Tom.

While their owners watched the monitors, 17 workers followed Tom’s lead. While they ran in place, Phoebe chatted with the other owners in their hotel suites.

“I expected Tom would go first. He fancies himself as better than my other property. He does have strong arms,” she said and grinned.

The other Dommes weren’t going to be outdone. Belle mentioned that her two contributions to the build were fat and their asses made wide targets for her love of percussion tools. “See the welts on those two big backsides? That was my send-off gift.”

Chloe’s four donations to the build team were easy to pick out. She left them only enough hair on their heads to part. “Your boy may have strong arms but mine – that one, the one with the long legs – check out his fingers. I just wish they worked like that boy Amity has. You know, the one on the terrace who was massaging her toes?”

The owners agreed that however great that boy’s organizational skills were, his fingers seemed almost magical, judging from the way Amity looked so relaxed that morning.

Adina said, “I want one of those! Maybe we should add fingers to their talent training. Maybe Calvin, see him? The one with the big natural hair? Look at his hands. You think he can learn how to show that kind of respect for my feet?”

A round of cross-country laughing later, Phoebe said, “I think Amity could turn him into one of those.”

While the men at the site struggled through ten pushups on the ground, Belle posed a question to the other women. “When this is done, when everything is ready, do you think we could bring in some of her trainers? I mean, her boys have incredible talents. That boy she sent to me when we were there? I’ve had pain sluts before, but none that came close to that boy.”

“That would be a big ask,” Adina said. “She’s been very generous so far and then there’s those contracts we signed. We need to focus on making a profit. Soon. Otherwise, you know what’s going to happen.”

Phoebe thought about the massager Amity gave her and how much he knew about anal work. Then a light bulb went off over her head. “Of course she will! After all, this is about making a profit. If our boys could do half of what hers can, we’d have a long line of applicants. Don’t you see? She wants us to make money so she gets a piece of it without doing anything.”

In her hotel suite, the same light flickered atop Chloe’s head. “You’re right. The last thing she needs is all this property in the middle of nowhere. She doesn’t want to live here, not with the beautiful estate she owns. If anything, she’d send someone else up here to make money for her.”

The workers were huffing and puffing through jumping jacks on the owners’ monitors when Adina said, “Gotta hand it to her. She knows how to dangle incentives. No wonder she’s the one everyone goes to for help and advice.”

They watched silently when the gaggle of sweaty men shifted into weight training. Very few could get the weights above their heads but 90 days of intense workouts would fix that. Phoebe stared at her four boys, trying to determine which would make the best anal massager. She definitely wanted one of her own and settled on Arlen, the blond electrical engineer, focusing on his long, thick penis before looking at his wide mouth.

Mouth is part of it, Phoebe thought, but hands and fingers are equally important. After the outstanding anal massage Amity’s slave did, Phoebe wasn’t going to settle for less. No, there was nothing she could do about Arlen’s hands, so she checked out the rest while they struggled through deadlifts. At least she could see their hands.

Chloe’s boy with the long fingers might work, she thought, but that meant spending money to buy him. And Chloe had already expressed interest in his hands. No, he wouldn’t do.

There weren’t a lot of long fingers and strong hands lifting weights until Phoebe noticed Waylen. He didn’t seem to have trouble with the weights so she zoomed her camera in on him. He definitely had big hands with long fingers hanging off them. She checked the spreadsheet to see who owned him.

When she saw Skye and Neve were listed as his owners, Phoebe got excited because she’d met them at Amity’s auction. They seemed reasonable and maybe they’d give her a decent price or even be willing to trade. Phoebe added notes to Waylen’s talent training schedule to make sure he got plenty of massage skill work with schooling in mouthing. The equipment would be unpacked in the morning so Waylen could start practicing tomorrow.

Phoebe now had a plan. So did Belle.

Her two contributions to the build were Bill and Joseph, two fat boys who were decent pain lovers. Not extraordinary ones, not yet, but their talents would grow when one of the Dommes they hired to work with the boys’ rentability arrived. The Dommes agreed to stay for a few days but only when suitable accommodations for them were ready.

That meant power and water in addition to living quarters. Belle checked the timetable and was thrilled to see they were only a week out. When she looked at the last column, which Domme was arriving on what day, she couldn’t have been happier.

Parker was flying up from Florida and her specialty was pain boys. Parker had bought a few after Amity’s inspection of her stable and Belle heard on the network calls that Parker’s income had grown. A lot. If Parker could turn her fat boys into quality pain sluts, Belle could have a lot of fun with them and rent them out as well. Clients adore pain boys, especially the kind of clients they’d attract for weekends with ultimate privacy to live out their dreams.

They could make the boys scream all day and night and no one would ever hear.

Chloe’s monitor was focused on the two loaners from the Pet Shoppe’s owners. They had a glut of big dogs for sale so sending a pair to the work site didn’t inconvenience them but what was more important to Chloe was when Annalise was going to arrive. Her partner, Maeve, told her there had to be at least a dog or two among the workers and because dogs are fairly high on renters’ wish lists, she could create them out of the boys on site.

Dog work serves several purposes. Those dogs would earn income for the four owners and if they didn’t want to keep them, the Pet Shoppe could sell them. After all, they would be taught by the network’s most skilled dog trainer so they’d fetch high prices. The last reason was more nuanced. Amity asked them to train extra dogs. That’s not something they’d ever say no to.

I could use a dog, Chloe thought. One like Aussie, Amity’s dedicated canine. She’d heard what a devoted protector he was and she’d seen him in action. Chloe scanned the crew to see if any had bodies like Aussie’s huge shoulders and chest, powerful paws and a face that glowed with pure allegiance. She didn’t see many that approached Aussie’s build but months of training could fix that.

One caught her eye. His tag said Cory and the red outline told her he belonged to Nell. The Houston gals made a lot of purchases at Amity’s auction so Chloe figured she could negotiate with Nell and her two partners. Even with their big, shared slave holding facility outside Houston, there’s only so many bodies that fit in their housing area. On their last call, Nell complained about having to squeeze in some of Red Rick’s cages and bolt them to the walls to house their overflow.

Chloe tapped a note on Cory’s talent work. It said, “Dog.”

Adina was directing one of the live-feed cameras up and down the semi-circle. They were grunting through squat thrusts so she concentrated on their faces. Each boy was gritting his teeth, laboring to meet the cadence the video instructor was calling. If they failed to complete all the reps, the instructor warned, they’d all do them again. At least half of the boys were crying. Adina turned her attention to the ones who weren’t.

She had no use for weepy boys. They don’t rent for high prices except for a rare renter who wants one to browbeat. Crying is hard to fake.

Adina was in the market for a singer and dancer, one who could also be a role player. She’d heard they are frequently requested by a large number of clients mostly because they are so flexible. No matter what a client’s fantasy was, a role player could fill the order. If the boy could sing and dance, the price went up.

Adina’s light bulb lit over her head. Why not have two of them?

She checked the talent column on the spreadsheet to see if any of the loaners fit either category. Unfortunately, there were singers and dancers and there were role players, but none were listed as combos.

Heck, she thought, why not create my own?

Two bodies caught her eye. They needed a lot of work but they had the essentials. Unexceptional faces so they wouldn’t need hoods. Arms and legs that, with a lot of training, could flail around until they were taught how to dance. Feet that would fit into stilettos, although they’d need weeks of practice walking and running in them. That left their personalities. Could they be turned into genuine role players who took on whatever persona the clients paid for?

She panned the semi-circle and stopped when she saw two next to each other slogging through pull-ups on a high bar. Those two came close to raising themselves so their chins touched the bar. She gave them a week before they could do ten on demand but that wasn’t the detail that jumped out at her.

It was their faces. They didn’t look angry or put out; in fact, they seemed to see their forced exercising as a challenge, not as punishment. That told her they were accustomed to difficult tasks so they’d flourish with more intense work. That wasn’t all. Other workers scowled and grimaced during their workout. Not these two. They were performing for unseen observers.

The spreadsheet told Adina what she suspected was true. Their owner was the Circus Mistress and they were – or in training to become – animal acts in her circus.

One had to be a bear, Adina surmised, given his long dark hair. The other had long, light brown hair. He was probably a lion.

Their owner was well-known throughout the network. Not only did her three-ring circuses draw huge crowds but she also was Amity’s close friend. Very close friend. The women had heard the story about how the Circus Mistress was attacked by four miscreants and how Amity rehabilitated them and invited her friends to reinforce their punishment while showing off their flair for whips at the same time.

But the highlight of a perfect transformation happened at the Memphis market. It was the climax of the closing banquet. Women were still talking about Amity’s drop of gel that turned the Circus Mistress’s attacker who'd relapsed into a sniveling lifelong slave she handed over to her as a gift.

Adina checked her accounts to see how high an offer she could make for them when they were halfway through their stint on the work site. If she waited too long and they were fully muscled, the price would definitely go up.

-=o=-

Gage was my ottoman while I watched the first day’s events at the work site. He was itching to see my monitors to find out if everything had been delivered on time but when I slid my toes between his asscheeks, his moan told me being my footstool was more important. For weeks, Gage’s tongue darted in and out of an artificial vagina that recorded his success at reaching level 4 – pre-orgasm – in under five minutes. His ten magic fingers can send me into the sky above Amityworld but after I discovered how well Juke’s tongue could do the same thing using a different body part, I challenged Gage to become expert with his own tongue.

There is no challenge I pose that Gage doesn’t meet. For this one, I wanted more than good. I wanted outstanding. And I get what I want.

I kept my eye on Mason, my semi-remote slave who oversees construction and repair at Amityworld. He handled the out-buildings’ upgrades and the auction building plus converting it into rental cabins afterwards. After that awful night when my world was invaded by stupid dark web hires, Mason made sure the repair work was done perfectly. He hung my new office door himself with its tricky Bluetooth connections to the half-door my property crawls through when I summon them.

Back when the Parlor building was finished and Mason was giving me the tour, his ass was the first to feel my whip in the theater. His reward was my arranging to have his elderly mother moved to a lovely assisted-living facility so he had more time to be at my beck and call. I’m thinking of moving him on-site permanently and having my artist tattoo a number on his right asscheek. That’s how I name all my merchandise.

The girls wear their numbers inside their pussies now. The house manager checks them twice a day for security. With all of them bald, naked and with huge bosoms except for Jenna, it’s hard to tell them apart. When they’re on their backs with their legs spread to inspect their numbers, it’s easy to ensure they’re not intruders. My Cop suggested I number them. I chose where to do that. Their grunts and growls while the artist added their names weren't my problem.

I shut off my monitor when the building crew was sent to their tents after their third daily piss-and-shit time on the row of small toilets 100 feet away from the main construction area. I sent a note to Emma, my transitioned doctor.

“Four failures. Get 18 enemas ready and 18 modified chips ready to ship.”


Chapter 6 

Talent Development

THE SIREN BLARED 30 minutes before sunup and 18 weary men emerged from their tents into the crisp morning air. They formed a half circle around the monitor to receive their day’s orders. The screen came into focus with the same well-built instructor barking commands.

“Workouts. Toilets. Feeding.”

They groaned in unison. It wasn’t just about the fitness work; it was the toilets. Protein infused water bottles have a sobering effect.

The session wasn’t designed to go easy on them after last night’s severe experience. The four owners learned from their visit to Amityworld that owned men are never idle and the way to make them look like Amity’s stable was through regular fitness work that added more reps every day.

After seeing what Amity’s property looked like, Chloe said exercise wasn’t negotiable. The others agreed and the rest of the schedule would include what Amity’s boy – the one who stood at attention almost instinctively – recommended.

It took longer than the time allotted to finish the fitness work that morning. The boys were beyond worn out but the four owners expected that. First days, even first weeks, are like that. Most men, especially new purchases, need time to adjust to their new way of life.

Besides, watching them on the toilets was more amusing than their sweaty workouts. When the siren blared to send them to the line of small toilets, the owners switched cameras for a closer look.

An incoming note flashed on their screens. It was from Amity’s physician, that overdressed woman she called Emma.

“Your property is constipated. Treatment arrives on the next delivery.”

That meant the first Domme they hired to develop client-requested talents to rent would bring the treatments with her. The helicopter would arrive late that afternoon with Parker on board. They didn’t know much about her but met her at the auction and she was recommended by Amity for a particular talent they knew renters often asked for.

They heard it was something about successful businessmen. The more successful they were, the more their fantasy included the same thing.

They wanted to be spanked.

Their dreams were all over the map about how, where, by whom and who was watching when they were spanked. Only a few were traditional, a hand or hairbrush; the rest involved implements like paddles, spiked belts, an occasional cat-o'-nine-tail and of course, more serious whipping. Once the owners started using Amity’s renter application, they learned a lot more about their clients.

Since percussion was Belle’s specialty, she wasn’t surprised at what the renters asked for. That was why the boy soundproofed the cabins. But there was a hitch. The spanking slaves had to be role players. Spanking fantasies are a two-way street.

Some men were as desperate to be spanked as others were intent on spanking other people. Certain kinds of people.

That’s why Parker was arriving on the helicopter that afternoon along with the treatment Emma recommended.

After the workers finished the day’s construction, they were exercised by the video trainer and had their third feeding. By now, they knew their food had to be earned. What they didn’t expect was the whomp of a helicopter landing on the pad and they were even more surprised when Parker emerged with a naked boy behind her carrying a big case.

She pointed at the row of outdoor toilets and then at the semi-circle of naked workers. They jogged to where she indicated and formed a quasi-straight line. Parker hadn’t said a word yet.

Mason drove the golf cart with Parker and the case toward the toilets with her naked slave, his penis ring chained to the rear bumper, running behind. She pointed at the first toilet, then at the first boy in line, and he tried to sit on the low seat.

In seconds, he was shrieking and flailing on the ground.

When Parker stopped the jolts to his penis ring, she pointed to the seat then to his hands. Her meaning was clear. She wanted the boy to grip the seat with his hands so he was bent over. A quick kick between his ankles separated his legs. The next five workers knew what to do. Parker didn’t have to give any of them verbal directions. Like her mentor taught her, when you correct disobedience quickly and in front of others, you train all of them at once.

Her boy handed out tubes of lube and after their first night’s lesson in self-lubrication, the six bent-over boys didn’t need personal instruction once Parker landed her cane on the first boy’s ass. She watched six men grease their asses and inspected each one. Two were encouraged to apply more with two quick swats.

Parker had her boy insert a green nozzle into each anus and push it deep inside. She wiggled a few to make sure they were in place before having the boy attach the bags he unpacked from the icepacks in the case. One by one, she unclamped the hoses and frigid fluid rushed in.

Six workers stiffened when they felt it flow into them, then the moaning started. Parker issued her first verbal order.

“Bounce your ass up and down.”

With a dozen workers watching, the first six gyrated their asses up and down and side to side. When Parker was satisfied, she had her boy remove the nozzle and plug the holes with a rubber corks. Those six were lined up off to the side and Parker pointed at the next six boys in line.

When she was done, a dozen-and-a-half groaning men were bobbing up and down, desperate to expel the freezing fluid filling them. Parker dictated notes for her boy to tap into his tablet to update Emma – with videos – of the procedure.

The line was bouncing harder. They realized what was at stake. She was going to choose which were allowed to use the toilets and even though they didn’t know what quality she was looking for, they were desperate to be chosen.

When men are in groups, one or two always try to take the role of leader, something you want to nip in the bud. Parker glanced at them, dictated more notes and read the replies on the tablet her boy held out for her.

The men were bouncing harder, vying for her attention, still unsure of what they had to do to get her to look in their direction.

What Parker was evaluating was their asses. By now, she knew how to recognize the best ones to become spanking boys but she also was looking for potential role players to fill clients’ fantasies. One boy stood out. He was tall with a faint air of softness but his outstanding characteristic was his plump round asscheeks. She gave her second verbal order, this time directed to that boy.

“Jonathan,” was all she said.

Her boy ran to the fourth one in line, double-checked the tag hanging from his cock ring, then dragged him to the first toilet. Jonathan plopped on the seat and seconds later, was thrashing on the ground. It was an excellent lesson for the others. It taught them that owned men should never anticipate. They follow orders. The consequences are fast and painful for those who don’t.

Parker pointed at the boy’s hands and then at the seat. He grabbed the seat and spread his legs, groaning the entire time. There was one more indignity for him to suffer before Parker would let him use the toilet. The plug in his ass had to be removed.

Every Domme in the network knew the 3Ds. Degrade, demean, debase. In the first hour after she landed, Parker had already inflicted the first two on all 18 workers. It was time for the third.

She pointed at her second choice, a body that looked like it could assume different roles and had a suitable pair of rentable asscheeks. Her boy retrieved Arlen, the blond electrical engineer, and put him behind Jonathan’s ass.

Parker pointed at the plug. Arlen gulped and started to reach between the frantic boy’s cheeks when Parker activated his ring. Men have an unfortunate habit of assuming what they’re going to be told to do and they’re always wrong.

Parker didn’t want him to use his hands. There was only one other choice and the blond boy wasn’t seeing it. Parker pulled Arlen by his hair and shoved his face into Jonathan’s ass.

Surely he’ll get it by now, she thought.

Arlen gagged while Parker held his face between Jonathan’s cheeks. She’d keep him there until he did what she wanted while the lineup of workers bounced and groaned. She felt his jaw open and drilled his face in even deeper until she felt his teeth clamp shut. Then she yanked his head out and pulled his face toward hers.

The plug was in his teeth.

Before she could inform Jonathan he could sit on the toilet, brown feces drooled out of his ass, down his legs and puddled at his feet.

Parker grinned.

One by one, she repeated the exercise and when all 18 were empty, she put them on their hands and knees in the grassy field. Her boy sprayed them inside and out with cold water, then soaped and brushed them until they were clean. The entire work crew was grunting in unison, their first attempt at singing their slave chorus to her.

-=o=-

Chloe, Belle, Phoebe and Adina watched Parker administer Emma’s enemas on their monitors. Chloe was particularly curious because she owned Jonathan and had never imagined he’d make a decent role player, much less a spanking boy. Her evaluation of him stopped at his sensitive nipples that didn’t put him high on her rentable list. He was an excellent coder, which is why she bought him in the first place.

Apparently, Parker saw something that she didn’t so Chloe reevaluated all her boys to see what else she may have missed.

If Chloe was surprised, Phoebe was mystified. She bought Arlen in part because he was an electrical engineer but it was his big penis that caught her eye. And it was the light-colored hair on his head that gave her a blond hairy groin to fill at least one client’s preference. A role player? She hadn’t thought of that but Parker obviously did.

She took another look at his ass to see why Parker thought it was suitable for spanking rentals. The cheeks were certainly long and rounded so maybe that was it. But Parker’s mentor had walked her through the buying process and pointed out criteria that make an ass rentable for over-the-knee client dreamers.

It centered on two things. The ass should be firm but supple, something you learn only by touching, and it had to be reactive. When you slap or cane it, you want to hear loud reactions. The second related to role playing. Engineers make some of the best cross-dressers and that’s one step away from role playing.

With all that information, Parker could now predict which asses would earn good fees for spanking rentals. Arlen fit both requirements.

Belle was looking forward to the first spanking training session they’d undergo with Parker after piss-and-shit duty was done. Belle was known for her love of percussion play where she focused mostly on cocks and balls. Adding asses to her repertoire meant that she’d not only have more fun but she’d also have spanking to market on their website. She wasn’t sure if she should advertise with photos of unblemished asses or ones with bright red cheeks. Maybe a few welts would trigger clients’ secret kinks.

Amity watched the same video feed as the four owners but her interest wasn’t in asses or bodies suitable for role play. She concentrated on Parker.

When Parker attended Amity’s pre-auction Parlor that taught new Dommes how to act and how to buy at auctions, Amity recognized Parker’s budding talent. With the right training and experience, she might one day be invited to her network. During their on-site inspections of new Dommes’ stables, Amity chose Parker for her first visit.

Amity spent a week in Florida’s sunshine and showed Parker the men she owned whose talents Parker wasn’t maximizing. It was all about what Parker’s inner voice was trying to tell her. That’s not something you can teach. A woman has to listen to that voice.

When she saw how Parker managed the constipated boys, Amity smiled at her wall monitor. Gage was under her desk with all ten of his magic fingers hard at work. Amity was so delighted with how Parker handled her first interaction with the workers, she pulled Gage’s head  between her legs.

It was Gage’s first test to see how well he’d developed his tongue. Gage threw himself into her challenge and when Amity glanced at her monitor 20 minutes later, the 18 workers were filing into the makeshift training building to learn how to give and get spankings.

Amity added an hour a day to Gage’s tongue work. He had the makings of a four-star mouth boy.


Chapter 7 

Spanking

PARKER LOOKED AROUND the training building to see what was available. The walls had gone up quickly and the roof was to be attached the next morning, but the pre-fabricated walls already had rotating shelves with tools that were fully charged. In two days, it should be finished.

At least the electricity works, she thought.

She was looking for the essentials she needed for proper spanking work. This bunch was going to need a variety of techniques so when Parker saw that the benches had been assembled, she knew they could get a full lesson tonight and one in the morning. All she had to do was have Mason set the siren for an hour earlier.

Parker had less than a week to find the right asses and train them how to be spanked and how to spank the renters all while assuming roles the clients specified. It wasn’t enough that they looked like what the clients wanted. They had to take on those personalities authentically.

The 18 workers formed a line against one wall while Parker surveyed their bodies. She had them squat and bend to assess flexibility, then get on all fours with their asses raised so she could get a good look at their size and suppleness. Spankers want semi-firm asscheeks to wallop. They rarely opt for fatty dimpled ones.

“Spread your cheeks,” she said.

They ground their faces into the floor as they reached back to pull their cheeks apart. The lesson they had the first night paid off when 16 presented fully-spread backsides for her. The two who didn’t obey were the first to be fastened to the benches. Face down. Asses high.

Parker had the rest form a circle around the benches to be the audience. When men fail to perform, their behavior must be corrected quickly and in front of others but when they outright disobey, punishment is the most effective way to change their attitudes and institute obedience. The more painful the punishment, the sooner men do as they’re told. Given she had only a few days, Parker chose an extreme but proven method.

She had her boy lasso the two penises and zip tie them to the bench. When their asses jerked, they’d yank their cocks so a single swat produced two results. One reddened their asses. The other was notice that their cocks belonged to her.

Parker didn’t believe in warming up. The first stroke landed fully across Jamal’s wide ass and when he lurched from the impact, he squealed from the snap on his penis. He did the same thing after her second stroke. And the third.

Two more should do it, Parker estimated.

She didn’t need both. Jamal flailed his arms, grabbed his asscheeks and pulled them apart. He was still shrieking when Parker turned her attention to Steve. He was a big one with thick legs but more importantly had a set of large and very rentable cheeks. He’d bring in good fees but only when he learned how to appreciate what Parker was teaching him.

Two quick strokes of the cane left a big red X in its wake. Even though Steve was screeching from the cane’s bite, he lurched so hard, his penis was stretched to the limit. Each time Parker threw the cane at his ass, Steve yelled louder and wrenched his body so he was basically punishing himself.

It took five more swats before Steve spread his cheeks enough to satisfy Parker.

She had her boy unlock the pair and send them back to the line. As far as Parker was concerned, they were now ready to learn. Ignoring their tear-stained faces was old hat to her.

Hand spanking is a client favorite so Parker had half the men sit on a long bench and the other half lay across their knees. It was the most common client fantasy so it was the sensible place to start. To demonstrate what she wanted them to do, Parker sat on a straight-back chair with her boy across her lap. She rubbed his cheeks and indicated that the workers do the same. Only a few needed to be prodded with penis ring jolts before they performed as instructed.

Her first slap resounded across the four walls. The boy grunted and shouted, “Thank you!” She pointed at the seated men and then at the asses on their laps, an instruction so clear it would be astounding if any didn’t understand what to do.

They did. Hard, loud slaps followed.

This time, she gave her boy two loud slaps, one per cheek. A pointing finger told them to duplicate what she did. The recipients grunted from genuine pain. Parker knew they couldn’t fake that sound; after all, she’d heard real groans many times before.

Her last demonstration was a series of swats issued in an easy-to-remember tempo. Her boy growled his thanks for each one. Parker dropped her arm to her side and waited. She knew what was going to happen.

Nine men thwacked nine asses over and over, harder and harder, while nine bodies spasmed and nine voices howled. She made a mental note of which spankers relished what they were doing and which boys made the most rentable noises. Then she had them reverse positions and ran through the lesson again.

Ten minutes later, 18 bright red, welted asses posed in front of the camera for their owners to review.

-=o=-

In hotels across the country, four women stared at their screens, looking at their property’s welted backsides. They weren’t disappointed. Adina had four pre-orders for spanking fantasies and was thrilled that Grady and Calvin’s cheeks were developing purplish welts. Her other boy, Jamal, was now obeying every order Parker gave almost before she finished issuing them. She had hopes he’d be one of Parker’s choices to be a role player but sissifying him wouldn’t be easy. He tended to sulk, something Adina knew she had to fix but routine whipping wasn’t working.

For Parker, using a whip for behavior correction was a last resort. There were so many other techniques she’d learned from her mentor that her single-tail was no longer her go-to tool.

It was the 3Ds that worked best: degrade, demean and debase. They delivered the consistent results Parker wanted and with only a few days to determine which would make singers and dancers who’d earn high fees, she had a lot of work to do. Merely adequate fees weren’t even a consideration.

It was getting late and the workers had a full list of tasks to accomplish when the sun rose, so Parker moved ahead with her last evaluation of the night. By morning, she’d know which boys to focus on and which would be assigned more mundane training. Parker was partial to developing the ones that brought in the highest fees. She’d leave the ass and mouth boys for the other trainers.

If she produced an excellent set of role-playing singers and dancers, maybe next time she’d be invited to work with the unusual ones. She knew it took a lot of experience before she’d get them, but that was always in the back of her mind. That was one reason this bunch would be the best she’d ever turned out.

Being able to handle the unusuals would put her a higher rung on the ladder of recognition from the women in the network.

Parker’s last session the first night was designed to funnel out the riffraff and choose the ones she’d center on for the rest of her time there. Although it wasn’t difficult, it was tedious so Parker settled in for a long session.

“Arms high,” she said.

The crew groaned when they raised their arms in the air. Painful welts were blossoming on their asses but a finger pressed to her lips quieted their complaints. Her next instruction was flabbergasting, even when the men thought there was nothing else she could do that night to surprise them.

Once again, they assumed and they were wrong.

“Pirouette,” she said and spun her finger in the air.

A line of fat, thin and out-of-shape men turned in clumsy circles while Parker set her lips in a straight line. It was difficult not to laugh but she succeeded while the four women watching the video feed certainly did not. They sipped wine while they giggled and pointed at the awkward movements the men made.

Adina snickered at Grady’s gawky turns and Calvin’s big hands reaching high in the air. But it was Jamal that made her laugh out loud. His big ass jiggled when he spun.

What made Adina laugh was something that also caught Parker’s eye. Even though she’d thoroughly disciplined him an hour ago, Jamal’s face was actually beaming. He was enjoying spinning in circles. If he could turn into a passable ballerina in this situation, he was a definite candidate to be a role-player. With that big ass, he’d earn high rental fees when Parker was done with him.

One down, 17 to go.

Parker eliminated several quickly. She figured the fat ones would go to the animal contingent and the short, stocky ones were usually pain sluts. She had her boy tap two names into his tablet before she gave them their next order.

“On all fours,” she said.

They groaned again but dropped onto their hands and knees when Parker waved a carbonite cane in the air. She didn’t even have to stand up. Parker felt a wave of power start in her toes and work its way north. Obedient men ignited that welcome surge.

Producing role players who can sing and dance when they’re rented by clients who are living their lifelong fantasies is a multi-level process. Parker knew she wanted men that could physically resemble or be made up to look like the gamut of personalities renters longed for. But they needed more than simple appearance. They needed that elusive quality that separates the genuine from the regulars.

Parker had to feel their passion. Of all the things she’d teach the few she’d find, that was the most difficult and took the most work.

She had one. She wanted more.

Mike’s tag showed Chloe was his owner. Chloe’s summary said he was one of her long ones; a thin boy with lengthy fingers and legs. Because most role players needed talented mouths and asses, Parker took a closer look at his.

With a handful of his hair in her fist, she lifted his face and stuck the tip of the cane in his mouth to look inside. At least he didn’t need dental work. Her boy handed her a penis-shaped plug and she shoved it inside. If he was going to make the cut, she’d know in a few seconds. If he gagged, she’d move on.

She heard Mike slurp when he sucked it inside and had her boy add his name to the list. Two down. Could there be another one of those crawling on the training building floor?

Parker walked in front of the line, then behind it. She reviewed their welted asses, kicked a few legs apart to judge penis length, then noticed a particularly hairy set of asscheeks that offered a clue she’d learned about that kind of hair. It was hard to explain but more times than not, it turned out to be true.

Overgrown asses and groins were a feature of owned men who were the male equivalent of drama queens in their prior lives. Darker growth meant they were prone to emotional outbursts. And hairy men cried a lot.

“Cheeks,” she demanded and swatted Jason’s raw ass with her cane. He didn’t need a second reminder to pull his ass apart.

Parker’s boy snapped a glove on her hand and she drove two fingers deep into Jason. He didn’t yell. He sobbed.

Three down. Parker had a contingent of role players but wanted one more. Even numbers were preferable when clients wanted to rent pairs.

She needed to have them yell or shout to hear which voices would earn a high rental fee when the boy was taught to praise the client’s cock and reaming technique. He had to be loud, of course, but also believable. There was only one way to determine that.

Parker was going to make them sing.

Her finger tapped the ‘all’ button on the control box on her belt and rotated the dial between medium and hard. Grunting and groaning didn’t cut it. She wanted full-throated screaming.

Their shrieks filled the night sky. Parker was glad they hadn’t put the roof on the building yet or she’d have had trouble discerning which squeals and squawks belonged to which boys from the echoes. While they sang, she toured the room until she heard one that made her pause.

Tom was one of Phoebe’s, a skinny boy with muscular arms and a voice that overshadowed the rest.

Parker’s list was full. Four role players who’d sing and dance plus a pair of spankers, the ones with the reddest asses. They belonged to Steve and Bill, the fattest asses in the crew.

-=o=-

Their owners read Parker’s list when it uploaded. Adina was satisfied that at least one was hers. Phoebe smiled when two of hers were included. Bill was one of two fat boys who belonged to Belle; Chloe was pleased that a pair of hers were chosen. The women turned off their monitors and went to bed in their hotel suites. At the work site, 18 drained men crawled to their tents, wriggled into sleeping bags and fought the urge to rub their raw asscheeks. They knew the cameras were unforgiving.

In the guest house, Parker’s boy spent hours massaging her from her toes to her shoulders and when she fell asleep, he curled up on the floor on the side of the bed, content she didn’t make him sleep in the cage she kept him in at her Florida mansion.

He was ready to spring into motion if his owner needed to use the bathroom overnight. Parker thought toilet tissue was unfriendly to the environment.


Chapter 8 

Spanking Dummies

PARKER’S SHORT WEEK at the work site instituted a new timeline for the workers. Their days became much longer. Although she took ownership of them at sundown when the construction day was over, she pulled one or two out of the crew when they weren’t needed for a particular task. Belle’s painter, Bill, shuddered every time she pointed a finger at him. So did Steve, Chloe’s general handyman. With the training building finished and the other out-buildings ready for roofs, Parker used every available hour to make more proficient spankers out of those two.

The soundproofing prevented interruptions from the outside work. It also kept the men’s shrieks inside the four walls and under the new roof.

Once Chloe’s electricians, Jonathan and Mike, finished the wiring, Parker had her pick of tools. That let her put one spanker on the machine while she taught the other what a proper spanking feels like. She didn’t believe a high-quality rental could deliver an authentic whacking without feeling how the owner of a well-spanked ass can’t sit comfortably on a chair for days.

Clients don’t pay for mediocre smacking or ordinary paddling. Fulfilling their fetishes so much that they apply for another weekend of rental time means giving them an exceptional experience. It’s an income generator and needs to be treated like one.

The fat boy with the wide ass and long black hair was one of two lardy men Belle owned. Parker laid him over a waist bar, locked his knees to his wrists and set the carbonite blade to deliver flat strokes, then at an angle for 30 minutes while she worked with Steve. His thick legs and huge ass gave her a wide canvas.

Steve spent a half hour every day locked to wall bolts to teach him how to entertain a client who dreamt of being immobilized and spanked. But Parker knew most renters preferred the old-school method. It wasn’t just about the over-the-knees position. A lot had to do with how the client wound up there.

Steve had to become expert at the mean teacher scenario. It was by far the most-requested position but clients were content only when the bad little schoolboy misbehaved and needed punishing. That meant Steve had to look and act like the teacher of their dreams. And their nightmares.

Parker gave her boy ten minutes in the costume room to assume the mean teacher look and when he emerged in a black skirt and high-neck white blouse topped off with a black-haired wig in a bun, she had to laugh. He teetered on the tall black heels, but his heavily made-up face finished the look.

It took a few minutes and one or two penis ring jolts, but Parker’s boy and Steve did a credible job of acting out the scene. Several times. They ended the same way, with Steve across the boy’s knees, pleading with the teacher that he’d learned his lesson. Each session put Parker’s boy into another costume until it was time for the roles to be reversed.

Besides, Steve’s ass was so red and welted the next strokes would likely draw blood. That could wait for tomorrow.

With Steve’s thick thighs and extra-wide backside in mind, Parker sent her boy with him to don his first costume. He didn’t need teacher training; he’d had hours of that already. She ran him through a series of settings as a police officer, prison guard, IRS agent and finally, an evil nurse. By the end of the week, Steve galloped to the training building and almost drooled with every costume change she demanded.

Chloe was surprised she hadn’t seen that talent in her own property until Parker turned him into a high-fee role-playing spanker. She adjusted the financial forecast on her spreadsheets. He’d bring in substantially more income than she’d estimated.

Belle did the same thing with her fat boy.

Belle let him keep his long black hair and ignored his lard. She bought him to repaint several rooms in her condo and fill the holes bolts left in the walls. Belle never suspected he had any income potential until Parker showed her what she’d overlooked. It wasn’t the size of his ass; rather, it was how he reacted when Parker used it.

Like Parker wrote in her notes, a fat ass doesn’t guarantee that it enjoys being paddled, much less whipped. You have to listen to your inner voice when it tells you to see how it reacts when you invade it with a long dildo sticking through a strap-on or from a simple hand slap. Belle made a mental note to test the rest of her property to see if she owned any more like that.

When Parker took Bill off the machine, his ass was crimson but his sweaty face spoke volumes. Parker pulled him by his penis in front of the camera and said, “See that?”

Belle and Chloe saw it clearly. Bill was panting not from pain but from a state of elation. When Parker was done with him, he’d be sent back to the work crew in the kind of frenzy that would make the painting go a lot faster.

He had a hurdle to overcome before Parker could make Bill generate those emotions by himself. It had nothing to do with his ass. It was all about his mouth. This fat boy had to sing praises to the renter’s technique no matter which costume he wore. It didn’t matter what the renter bought for the weekend. Bill had to sing praises believably in that role.

He'd been dressed as a prosecuting attorney and a judge, one of the clients’ often requested scenarios, and even as a nun. He could take on the genuine persona of just about anyone now and reach a state of euphoria evidenced by his whirling arms and legs. But he hadn’t yet reached Parker’s goal of singing tributes to the client’s walloping his ass. Bill was fully involved in the sensation of the whip, belt, paddle or even an open hand on his ass; too overcome to give the verbal feedback paying customers want to hear.

Parker realized what the problem was when she took a serious look at his big belly, wide ass and layers of fat. He was more than just a rentable spanker. Bill had the makings of the kind of high-end slave only the very wealthy and extra kinky could afford.

Bill was a budding pig. Parker sent her boy to get one of the MREs and held it under Bill’s nose when he was on the spanking machine. His mouth opened and drool dripped from his lips, all the proof Parker needed. She figured it would take ten minutes before he’d be singing tributes with each slap the machine delivered.

Parker adjusted the program to send uppercuts to Bill’s wide asscheeks and each time one connected, she rubbed a finger dipped in the prepackaged meal across Bill’s lips. The third time she did it, Bill growled. Each finger made him howl louder until Bill was screeching unintelligibly with each thwack on his ass.

“Beg,” Parker said.

For three full minutes, Bill pleaded to be fed. For those same three minutes, Parker teased his lips with whatever slop he was begging for.

“How does it taste?” Parker asked and grinned.

Bill was nearing full frenzy and all it took was one finger for Parker to push him over the edge.

“It’s DELICIOUS!” he yelled. “I want it! FEED ME MORE!”

He’ll bring in a tidy sum in rental fees, Parker thought. A spanker and a pig. A two-fer.

-=o=-

Bill’s owner stared at the screen and gulped air when he begged for the ‘delicious’ food. Chloe was fascinated by Steve’s transformation in just a few days. Adina and Phoebe searched their spreadsheets for any undiscovered spankers they may have in stock that could be turned into rentables. Amity had shown them charts that proved her point. Every owned man must – at the very least – cover the cost of his own upkeep. But the road to financial success is in the two-fers.

The owners were sorry to see Parker leave at the end of her stay but appreciated everything she’d shown them. Two highly rentable spankers and the four role players were well on their way to generating high fees.

After Parker uploaded her final notes, a short message from Amity followed.

“Wait until the Circus Mistress lands. It’ll be a zoo!”


Chapter 9

The Beasts

Animal Acts

WHEN THE MISTRESS who owned the Slave Circus attended any network event, there was always an animal act that wowed the audience. They were still talking about the panther she showed off at the Memphis market, especially Big Mike. She traveled with the criminal who attacked her, the miscreant Amity fixed with a single drop of her gold gel. He was her slave for life, constantly worried that she would cut off one or more of his parts if he displeased her.

When the helicopter landed on the big X on the helipad, Mason sent the workers she included on her notes to unload it. Her slave ran in circles, deathly afraid that one of the workers might violate her personal space and she’d hold him responsible. Keeping his cock and balls was critical but his enslavement to her came first.

The Mistress chuckled at his frenzied dashing all over the helipad with his permanent cock cage bouncing with every step. After a year of three-times-a-day physical fitness, he was bulked up everywhere except his crotch. It wasn’t much of a penis and never would be.

Before she agreed to a five-day stint at the work site, the Mistress watched a few hours of video to determine if any of the workers could be turned into rentable animals that clients would pay to use. She and Amity shared notes and narrowed the list to five candidates.

One lion, a bear, a potential pony and a pair of monkeys were, to her trained eye, the best possibilities. While her slave darted and dashed across the helipad, the Mistress eyed the contenders. Bradon and Autry belonged to Danica and were taking up valuable space at her estate, the one she named Destiny. They were strong, had solid legs and Bradon’s long blond hair put him squarely into the lion category. He already had a mane. Autry’s height and muscular legs and arms made him an obvious choice to be a pony, a beast Danica was eager to be able to rent. She’d gotten several requests so getting expert training from the Circus Mistress was an offer she couldn’t turn down.

Besides, Danica thought, the four women who owned the new facility might offer to buy him. Every stable needs at least one horse. Two is better for jousts.

Chloe owned the short, stocky boy with the tiny penis that looked like a mushroom most of the time. He needed a lot of work before he’d become the animal the Mistress’s inner voice told her he was. He already had thick body hair, a requirement for a big black bear, so that choice was almost obvious.

She selected the next two when she watched them spread their asses for the camera the first night they were hauled to the work site. Joseph and Miles stood out. It wasn’t that they willingly bent in half and pulled their asscheeks apart. What the Mistress saw plain as day, she told Amity, was their flexibility. Miles was short but malleable, a perfect starting point for a monkey. And then there was Belle’s fat, hairy painter. He had the makings of a gorilla.

Belle, Chloe and Adina watched the live feed over dinner in their hotel suites. Phoebe sent a message to Amity, asking if she would chat with her about choosing a boy who could be trained to take care of her massages, just like the unforgettable anal work Amity’s boy did on her visit. The timing worked well. Amity was in her suite with two of her exclusives. One had the best tongue she owned; the other’s ten magic fingers were attending to her toes.

While the Circus Mistress took her five picks to the training building, Phoebe’s voice filled the speakers in Amity’s suite.

“Ms. Amity, I’m curious. If there’s a slave with great hands and strong arms but with a mouth you think can deliver what you so graciously gave me, do you see one at the work site? Or should I buy one from a seller you trust?”

Amity smiled even though Phoebe saw only her big A icon on her screen. It wasn’t her habit to tell Dommes what to do; rather, she answered their questions with her own to make that Domme figure out the solution herself.

“Which are you considering?” she asked and added, “And tell me why.”

One camera focused on 13 men and another on the five in the training building with the Circus Mistress. Phoebe looked them over and said, “Well, Nell’s boy has big arms and shoulders. I suppose that’s a sign that he could do powerful massage.”

It was a good thing that Phoebe couldn’t see Amity’s frown. That was a too simple an asset. All owned men can have muscles with proper exercise.

“What else do you see?” she asked Phoebe.

“Well, Adina’s two construction boys are big and strong but one has a really small mouth and the other has all that hair!”

At least she got that part right, Amity thought. But Phoebe neglected an obvious solution to the hair problem. The two hairless exclusives tending to her feet and legs evidenced how she kept all of her property, especially the ones that provided her sensual satisfaction. Absolutely hairless. Except her Cop. She let him keep light-brown hair on his head. 

“Any others?” Amity asked.

Phoebe sighed into her microphone. “What about the New Orleans boy? Skye and Neve’s notes say he’s got a decent tongue and he’s a frequent sucking rental. I don’t need a sucker. What do you think of him?”

Amity didn’t reply immediately. Juke’s tongue was tantalizing her calves, heading north. After a short trip to the stars in the sky overlooking Amityworld, she said, “I can turn him into what you want less than a week.”

“Oh my,” Phoebe said. “Would you do that for me?”

“First he’ll finish the construction and maybe I’ll have Rick ship him here,” she said. “Or perhaps I’ll visit the site.”

Phoebe didn’t say anything because Amity left her nothing to say.

-=o=-

The five the Circus Mistress chose were in the training building, suspended by their ankles from an overhead bar. The parts and pieces she wanted a closer look at didn’t involve their heads or faces so the areas she concentrated on were hoisted to a convenient height. Her lifelong slave ran across the room to fetch whatever tool she wanted and delivered it to her impatient hand. He knew he wasn’t fast enough and swore he’d be quicker the next time. If he wasn’t, she’d tap her boot on the floor and he knew what that meant. The knotted flogger.

He galloped to the tool shelf to retrieve five anal spreaders and gloves. His owner disdained touching men’s asses, so that was always his job. “Shit is shit,” she told him. She was right. He was shit. She was always right.

The five dangling men grunted when she told the boy to ratchet the expanders wider, then inject lubrication into each ass. He'd felt the consequences of an inadequate lubing so he swirled the injectors around inside their asses, up and down, side to side. He heard the men groan but didn’t care. His job, his life, was to obey so she didn’t castrate him like she did to another man on the video she made him watch on a loop every day. He fell asleep with that man's shrieks piped into his earbuds.

The Circus Mistress ran a camera on a covered flexible tube into each ass. The boy knew he’d have to change the cover each time and hold them until she let him dispose of them and sanitize his bare hands. He heard her words even when she didn’t say them. “Shit is shit.” She was always right.

After discovering no anal tears or other problems, the Mistress marked each right asscheek with the diameter of the tail that would fit snugly into each anus. The lion wasn’t a problem; Bradon’s ass would grip it tightly. Miles’ sphincter contracted around the camera so he could keep the monkey tail inside. Even Aaron, the fat one covered in fur, could hold in a black bear’s nubby tail.

That left Autry and Joseph. Horse tails were long and heavy. They needed thick plugs so she had her boy mark Autry for overnight sphincter work. Gorillas don’t have tails so the Mistress dictated her instructions that her boy dutifully tapped into her tablet.

“Consider neutering,” she said.

Her boy shuddered, hoping she’d give him time to improve his speed before cutting off his own balls. He wasn’t allowed to beg; the one time he did got him hours on the fucking machine with a half hour added each time he made a noise.

While they dangled from the bar, the Mistress felt their calves and thighs to see which needed strengthening. Horses always do, so Autry was a given. The lion had to learn how to prowl but bears lumber, so Aaron’s exercises centered on crawling. He needed a lot more bulk and hair growth treatments to be a believable bear.

That left the monkey and the gorilla. Both had to learn how to squat and spring, climb and entice renters with vigorous ass bouncing. She had her boy fetch bungee cords for their practice session. Once they were leaping up and down, she’d have time to get the other three learning that being on all fours was their new way of life.

That was a key component of the Circus Mistress’s training. Her animals didn’t think of themselves as men anymore and she had only a week to infuse that reality into these beasts.

There was no reason to delay; after all, there were still two hours until midnight and her slave shouldn’t need more than 20 minutes to get the monkey and gorilla jumping higher on the bungees. The horse wouldn’t be ready to carry him in a saddle for at least two days and that gave her 48 hours to improve his endurance and leg strength. A bit gag’s reins were tied to the leg of a bench in the middle of the room and with a few strokes from a riding crop, he started trotting in a circle around the perimeter.

That left the lion and the bear to be schooled in realistic crawling, one of the Circus Mistress’s well-known talents. It wasn’t the tedious repetition that made her famous. It was the ruthless techniques she’d honed over the years that the women in her network couldn’t help but admire.


Chapter 10 

On All Fours

WHEN THE AUDIENCE leaves after a Slave Circus performance, there are always animated discussions about how realistic the animals looked and acted. If they could see behind the scenes, they’d realize it took a lot of arduous daily work. When the Circus Mistress displays her animals in three rings, they’re not men acting as beasts.

They are those animals. Through and through.

That’s why it’s not a traveling circus. The animals are not entertainers and cannot mingle with the rest of the population. Some have forgotten how to walk on two feet. None use knives and forks to eat. Not one speaks in words. They growl, roar, oink, neigh and squeal. If you want to see a performance of the Slave Circus, you go there.

The Mistress knew that level of transformation wasn’t going to happen in the five days she had to develop the workers’ talents that fully, so she modified her goal. At the end of her stay, they wouldn’t be animals fit for a circus performance. But they would plead to be turned into them.

She’d altered so many men into creatures over the years, the Mistress could sense which had that drive lurking inside them, begging to see daylight. Once that energy was tapped, there was no turning back. The lion and the bear proved it.

“Paw pads,” she said and her slave scampered to the shelves to fetch four per animal. The Mistress was not pleased. New animals always use six for their hands, knees and feet. The stupid slave wasted her time with his miscount, an intolerable delay.

Her face told him more than words could. He knew he was going to be punished, even if he didn’t know why. Her punishments were brutal but he endured them because she was always right. Amity’s gold gel’s effects weren’t just long lasting. They were forever.

He dropped to his hands and knees when she pointed at the floor, tensing his ass for the expected whipping he earned. That wasn’t what she had in mind. She had an even more degrading penalty in store for him, one that would set the lion and bear on their crawling work.

Two birds, she thought and laughed.

The Mistress grabbed a fist full of the lion’s blond hair and dragged him on all fours across the training room. Then she dragged him back to the starting point, pressing his expanded ass against her slave’s face.

“Crawl,” she ordered.

The lion stared at the floor and didn’t move but nothing would stop her slave from following her command. Not even a hulk in front of him or his own face mashed between the hulk’s asscheeks. He rammed his nose between the lion’s cheeks and drove forward.

When they reached the opposite wall, the slave sucked the lion’s right asscheek into his mouth and bit down hard. The noise the animal made didn’t sound much like a lion’s roar but the Mistress knew it would in time and with enough practice. Her slave pressed forward, pivoted with a jaw full of the lion’s ass and repeated the trek.

She gave the lion an hour before it would clamber across the building by itself. The teeth marks on the lion’s ass were bright red. The slave hoped she liked how he made the lion crawl and maybe she wouldn’t beat him when she put him to bed like she did most nights. He didn’t agonize over the beatings anymore. He was glad she whipped him. It was better than cutting off one of his balls.

The Mistress turned her attention to the black bear and grinned when she thought about what Amity would do to him. Every blade of hair would be waxed or plucked and the thought gave her an idea. Chloe’s boy would get hours and hours of crawling practice but it wasn’t quite as important for him because bears aren’t known mostly for their lumbering gait. What distinguishes bears is how they growl. Long and loud.

She could whip or jolt him to get proper growls or she could be more inventive and get Amity’s attention. She knew Amity was watching. Her inner voice told her.

Her finger told the bear to crawl to the bench and hoist himself on it, ass down. While her slave was nosing the lion faster and faster across the floor on all fours, she strapped the bear’s ankles as wide apart as the bench legs   could spread. A cuff held his right wrist but she left his left one free. The Mistress had a job for that hand.

It took the hard wax ten minutes to heat up. She wrapped his free hand around his penis and zip tied them together. Her last step was to chain the zip tie to the overhead bar. Using the bear’s own hand to wrench his penis out of her way, the Mistress had a clear canvas to work on.

She drew a stripe with the first spatula of wax, pressed a gauze strip on it and jerked it off. The bear’s scream filled the training building as well as Amity’s speakers.

I can feel her smile, the Circus Mistress thought.

She was right, but the spectacle was only part of what was causing Amity’s grin. While the Circus Mistress was creating bears and lions out of owned men, Amity was giving her exclusive’s proficient tongue an intense lesson. Jolts to his microchip told him when he failed and the boy quickly corrected his technique. Each time she stuffed blueberries in his mouth and he licked blue juice onto her toes, she had him clean them off with his tongue. It went on for hours until Amity was satisfied. That’s why Amity refuses to have a clock in her suite. Time doesn’t matter; only her pleasure does, no matter how long it takes.

The Circus Mistress waxed a circle around the bear’s groin until Aaron was growling like a bear in heat. The idea made her chuckle, especially with his left hand holding his penis out of the way to make room for her torture.

When she was done, she looked at her handiwork. The horse was running in circles, the lion crawling on his own and the primates – the monkey and the gorilla – were springing higher and higher on the bungees.

When clients specify they want to rent monkeys, they’re really after one thing that most can’t bring themselves to say aloud. The Circus Mistress had often loaned one or two of her chimps on commission to trusted Dommes who had clients happy to cover the cost of Red Rick’s shipping plus usage time. They salivated to use the springy creatures and the noises they made but that wasn’t the biggest part of their dreams.

It wasn’t just the leaping up and down. It was what happened when their asses were high above the floor. The Dommes in the Circus Mistress’s network who did a substantial rental business were no longer surprised at their client’s fetishes, much less their kinks. The range of what wealthy, successful men dreamt about knew no bounds. Her income from creating leaping monkeys and commissioning them to other women to rent to particular customers was lucrative. Once Dommes bought primates from her, the cost of fulfilling those fantasies was negligible. It was a win-win proposition.

Bungees were cheap. So was lube. Owners already have plenty of fake cocks in stock. All they had to do was make sure the monkeys practiced every day – she encouraged at least two hours twice a day – and over time, add one or two minor calisthenics. Gyrating legs and arms cost extra and when renters saw it on marketing videos, they  would line up, eager to pay whatever the charge.

Miles took to the bungees like a monkey to tree branches. His face lit up when he flew up and his short legs jettisoned him up again when he reached the floor. All he had to do was aim for the dildo in her hand and drive it deep inside his ass. Once he could do that regularly, other more interesting objects would find their way inside.

The Circus Mistress had her slave fetch an injector and set him up for a challenge she was sure he’d fail to meet, at least the first few times. The slave knew the result of botching any task she gave him. She’d whip him. Or worse. Her worst was terrifying so it was his incentive to give every chore she assigned 110% of his effort. Or more.

Miles was on his way down when she pointed at the descending ass. It was clear what she was telling the slave to do.

He had to pierce the monkey’s anus with the injector and press the button, all before the monkey’s ass hit the floor.

It seemed impossible. He had only a few seconds to aim, plunge and fire. He was desperate to shield his cock and balls with his hands so she couldn’t cut them off but the last time he dared to do that, she locked him in a cock stock and set the paddle to random while she joined a video call that he couldn’t see or hear under the hood covering his head. He screamed a lot that night from the constant whacks but more from not knowing when the paddle would attack him next.

There was no chance he’d let himself fail this time. He couldn’t go through that again even though he knew he deserved whatever she did to him.

The slave stared at the ass as it dropped and how high the man on the bungees propelled himself up again. He counted, twisted the injector tip and on the second bounce, aimed at the target and pushed as hard as he could.

He heard the monkey shriek, his cue to press the button. He closed his eyes and pushed it, spewing the contents into the screeching monkey’s ass.

The slave was too afraid to open his eyes to see if his aim was true. If he failed, he was facing hours of punishment. If he succeeded, she’d just give him another impossible task and he’d have to live through that terror again. He didn’t remember how he became her whipping boy, her 24/7 tool to use as she pleased. All he knew was this was his life and he deserved it.

The happy monkey’s face morphed into alarm when he saw what was in the woman’s hand. It was the one of the biggest dildos he’d ever seen. He didn’t need to be told what he was supposed to do.

He leapt as high as he could and pointed his ass at the tip. Everything that goes up always comes down.

The noises that flew out of his throat sounded more and more like a chattering monkey’s squeals to the Mistress. He needed work, but a few days of practice would smooth them out once he understood those were the only sounds he was allowed to make.

-=o=-

Several state borders away, Amity smiled at the screen when the Circus Mistress grinned at the camera. Then she had her exclusive turn off the monitor. The Circus Mistress didn’t want other women watching her work but Amity wasn’t an ‘other’ woman. In their network, there was no word for ‘bestie’. It was simply understood.

The four new owners had animals in production that would generate income soon after they were settled into their new home. The horse, lion and bear were well on their way; the monkey wasn’t far behind. That left the gorilla, another fat boy who was almost as hairy as the bear. Almost.

Amity hoped the Mistress had as much fun with Belle’s boy as Amity did when she occasionally bought bushy ones just to hear them get waxed. The best part, of course, was shaving their heads, a task she usually did herself. That night, she imagined the boy as a fully-trained gorilla with a hairless groin and head. 

She couldn’t wait to see Belle’s boy beat his chest and grunt.


Chapter 11 

The Great Ape

HE WAS PERFECT, the Circus Mistress thought. Layers of fat rippled from his belly, thighs and especially his chest. She shook her head when she grabbed each blubbery breast. The masses of dark hair covering him all the way to his toes could easily be turned into passable fur with the right treatments.

Three days after she landed, her beasts were well on their way to becoming rentable merchandise for clients whose animal fetishes put them in one of the highest return on investment categories owners could offer. The bear was lumbering in search of food every minute Aaron wasn’t working on the build. It was easy, once she took away his regular feeding times.

Autry had improved so much, the Mistress scheduled him for saddle work that night. Her own slave was of average height and weight so he served as a stand-in for typical rider. If the horse stumbled, it wasn’t a problem for her unless her boy broke a bone. The fix was simple. He’d be lashed to the saddle and if one went down, they both would.

The lion was crawling much more elegantly after hours and hours of practice. He was beginning to develop a regal air but only when he was in the training building. After all, you don’t want your property to act as if they’re special in front of the others when they’re just another piece of merchandise in your stable.

She reviewed the recording from last night after she went to bed in the newly-finished guest quarters. There was no reason for her to stay up late while her slave reamed the bouncing monkey’s ass. He knew she would evaluate his performance in the morning and anything less than perfect would be punished with her whip. Or worse.

That left the gorilla. Until his hair grew in from the treatments he slathered on his skin twice a day, the Mistress glued a fur pelt on his back and legs. It didn’t interfere with his painting although it drew a few quizzical looks from the other workers.

That night, she had him on his haunches, squatting and jumping from spot to spot on the training building’s floor. He had been attached to bungees the past two nights but if he was going to be a genuine gorilla, he had to develop leg muscles that sprung him up and down without the cords. Due to his layers of lard, Joseph already knew how to lumber while hunched down. For extra practice, he was trussed in a squat when he painted floorboards.

The Mistress’s plan for the upcoming late-night session was enticing enough for all the owners to tune into the live feed. They were eager to see how she transformed Joseph from a fat, hairy painter into a credible gorilla. Adina had two clients ask for a weekend with ‘creatures’ and Belle intended to use Maeve’s marketing materials to advertise their new line of animals.

The Circus Mistress’s notes called it “shearing the great ape.” The owners called it must-see video. Amity watched from her suite to see if the Circus Mistress used any of the techniques she shared when she recently removed three new purchases’ head hair.

Shaving a gorilla takes time and skill. When the Mistress was done, he had to have fur in the right places but certain areas had to be stripped. Her slave laid out the tools she ordered so they were handy. She was ready. So were the four owners who were enjoying wine and cheese trays in their hotel suites.

Joseph was spread-eagled on his back with his legs and arms spread, his hips off the edge of the bench and his head pointing down. The Mistress took a final look at the images on the tablet her slave held out and ran a strip of hot wax around his right nipple. Her slave yanked it off to the melody of Joseph’s agonized grunts.

The slave knew how to pull off gauze; after all, his owner did it to him so many times he knew how it worked. And how it felt.

Strip after strip was wrenched off the fat gorilla’s chest until the Mistress’s finger felt smooth skin. Then she targeted his bushy groin.

She pulled her slave’s face toward the gorilla’s shaggy crotch and when his mouth met the penis, he grabbed the head in his teeth. When she jerked his head up, he knew better than to loosen his grip. With the penis out of her way, the Mistress could apply wax and the slave still had both hands free to remove each strip.

The gorilla didn’t grunt this time. It growled like a wild animal.

The owners were speechless at her technique. Amity was pleased that her model worked well for her friend.

After flipping the bench, the Mistress went to work on the gorilla’s ass. Strip after hairy strip denuded his asscheeks and she moved to the crack between them. She had her slave straddle the gorilla and pull his cheeks apart so she had room to work.

Several shrieks later, the owners were treated to a zoomed-in view of a clean ass, inside and out.

Amity sipped her latte. She knew what was coming.

They heard the whir when the bench repositioned to drop the gorilla’s head to the perfect height. Her slave pulled up the chair she pointed at so she could sit while she worked. Her comfort was his responsibility, one of the compelling urges that drove him to make sure she always had everything she wanted, even if that was his ass when she practiced with a new whip.

The Mistress grabbed a fist full of Joseph’s long hair and shaved a wide strip down the middle of his scalp. It landed on the floor in a big tuft, right below the gorilla’s eyes.

He wailed, living proof of Amity’s theory that men have deep relationships with their head hair and removing it can be almost as effective as a whip on their asses. Five razor runs later, the gorilla was bald. And approaching slave hysteria.

The Mistress’s slave had no sympathy for him. Smooth skin was what his owner wanted so he was glad to undergo daily plucking. He didn’t think of it as pain anymore. It was his duty.

With only a day left, the Mistress needed every minute to work the animals if they were going to be ready to rent when the owners moved in. Amity shared the contract with her, pointing to the clause that she’d own it if they didn’t turn a profit. She also confided that she didn’t want the facility but the four owners needed incentive.

While animals practiced their gait and skills, she turned her attention to Autry who was still running in circles with his reins tied to a floor bolt. It was time to saddle the horse.


Chapter 12 

Horseback Rides

RODEOS AND JOUSTS were the two most often requested client horse and pony fantasies. Every Domme in the network who stocked horses or ponies knew how complicated it was to turn men into quality rental ponies, ones that would satisfy paying guests’ dreams. Some women bought based on leg strength; others purchased lesser quality and tried to develop their own. Trained horses and ponies were some of the highest-priced lots at auctions and were even more costly in private sales.

The Circus Mistress was one of the few women in the network who knew how to upgrade men into proper stallions. The other was ‘way up north’ at the Training Farm and she rarely shared the animals she produced every season.

Autry had been galloping, high-stepping and prancing for days. It was helpful that he was a distance runner before Danica bought him from Nashville Ned who called him a solid example of his ‘first quality merchandise’. He was perfect for Destiny, her expansive Montana estate. Autry was strong enough to gallop across the fields hauling carts filled with whatever Danica needed moved or repositioned.

As far as the Circus Mistress was concerned, Autry was an adequate horse but being merely adequate would never do. Not if the four owners wanted to turn a profit.

He had to carry a renter in a saddle if he was going to thrill the rider enough that he’d request future appointments. When the horse started earning a profit, the owners would have to think about buying a second so they could offer jousts – rider against rider – to their clients.

That night was the horse’s introduction to a saddle. And a rider.

When she bought horses for her Slave Circus, the first thing the Mistress insisted upon was exactly what Autry had been doing for days. Running in circles. Galloping, prancing and high stepping. Her purchases ran for weeks until she was satisfied they were saddle worthy. Given she had only a few days with this horse, she added hours to his sessions and uploaded instructions for the owners to impose as his continuing exercise. It wasn’t a suggestion.

Late that night, she untethered Autry and put him on all fours. Her slave sprinted to the equipment room and bolted back to her with a saddle in his hands. He held it out to her like it was a religious relic. He knew he’d never be allowed to wear one, much less carry one of her important guests. She reminded him every day what he was: shit is shit. He never forgot. Not for a minute.

After the straps were buckled under Autry’s belly, the Mistress hung 50-pound sandbags from the stirrups, grabbed the reins and led him outside. Horses don’t haul riders indoors. They don’t run in bare feet, either.

Two mitts took care of the horse’s hind hooves and blinders kept his eyes focused. A suitable bridle finished the look. Autry clomped across the field awkwardly at first but improved his gait the longer the Mistress had her slave lead him around. After an hour, it was time for the horse to gallop on uneven ground while carrying 100 pounds of sand hanging from the saddle.

The Mistress watched the horse trot and shook her head. Renters weighed a lot more than those two sandbags and there was only a day-and-a-half left before she boarded the helicopter. Time was absolutely of the essence so she sped up the horse’s training. She crooked her finger and her ever-observant slave ran the horse to where she was sitting. Quickly. Being late meant he’d have to repeat whatever she told him to do over and over and over until she was satisfied. He remembered what happened last time, when he had to charge up and down the tall staircase carrying a heavy box until she told him to put it down. He started when the sun was shining and didn’t stop until it was dark outside.

“Saddle up,” she said.

The slave was elated that she thought him worthy of putting his ass on a seat that was reserved for her guests and only a few special men in her circus that she personally trained for performances. But he knew better than to smile or she’d lock his face to a toilet again to remind him that shit is shit.

The horse whinnied from the weight on its back but that didn’t stop her from pointing to his destination – the semi-circle of men wearing anal expanders and practicing sphincter control across the field. He lifted one hoof then another and thumped them on the ground, reared back and trotted forward. She watched his pace, hooves and head, the three criteria to become one of her horses.

They all needed work.

The horse trotted back to her chair and waited for her next command. The slave heard her say, “High step,” and held onto the pommel with both hands. He’d seen too many riders slide off when their horses were practicing dancing.

The horse carried the rider well into the night under the Mistress’s watchful eye. He neighed and whinnied, trotted and pranced then ran up and down hills until she was done.

“I’m tired,” she said. On her way to the guest house, she said over her shoulder, “Soap and brush the horse.”

The slave knew he wasn’t getting any sleep that night. Once he lathered and rinsed the animal, he had to clean the saddle, bridle and reins and put away all the equipment. It would be morning before he was done.

He was content knowing his owner was resting. He was nothing to her but she was everything to him.

-=o=-

Four women watched the horse’s workout on the live feed. The time zone worked in their favor so when the horse was put back in the corral, they were finishing their wine and cheese plates. Belle texted Chloe asking if she wanted to try riding the horse and her reply was brief. “Damned right I do!”

Adina studied her spreadsheets to see if any of her property could be turned into a horse or even a pony. Given the financial projections, she realized that horse rentals were a surefire way to grow their profits. She found only one that might work so she clicked on the link to online sales to see who was selling something she could use.

What she saw instead was a writeup from the Germans about a pony they had sent to Reckoning for what Control called their new Graduate School. They were effusive in their praise of Control’s accomplishments with their own pony and he was such a frequent rental, he paid not only for his own upkeep but for a half dozen others.

Adina clicked Reckoning’s link to see how much it cost to have them extract an otherwise useless man and transform him into a high-quality horse. The old adage rang true. You get what you pay for.

Phoebe’s suite was quiet while she took a last look at the semi-circle of grunting men exercising their sphincters. Arlen was on the left side of the circle, obviously concentrating on the task. That’s when she saw it.

He was rubbing his ass into the ground, scooting forward a few inches and back, like a dog dragging his hind on the floor. She realized that was what Amity saw when she offered to train him in anal massage.

She could hardly wait for Amity to visit when the build was done and they moved in.

The next morning, Phoebe received a text from Amity’s personal girl. It said, “I saw you linger on Arlen last night. I’m sending the boy to work on your problem.”

Phoebe didn’t know if she should laugh or cry. So she did both.


Chapter 13 

Moving Day

The Owners’ Inspection

TEN WEEKS LATER, the construction was done. The decorators were on site to handle the furniture delivery and arrange every room in the main house’s four wings, down to the cabinet handles and bath towels. Mason was pacing outside the new slave dorm. He stopped when he heard the helicopter’s whomps on approach.

The owners were arriving to inspect the work. His work.

The 18 workers were lined up to greet their owners, each outfitted according to his new rentable talent. Chloe, Belle, Phoebe and Adina climbed down the short ladder and looked over their property and the loaner slaves with amazement. They were changed men; in fact, some were hard to recognize even though they’d owned them for years.

Their surprise was interrupted by a second helicopter. Everyone searched the sky until it rose over the horizon. The women scattered off the helipad’s big X. Mason marched toward the landing spot to help his owner down the airstairs. He didn’t need to be told she was coming. He could feel it in his bones. And his ass.

She wasn’t alone. Amity always travels with Aussie, her protection dog, when her Cop has to work remotely doing his covert thing somewhere on the planet. She also brought Gage, one of her exclusives and #42, her most talented pain slut, along with Tyler, her head of security. Amity doesn’t just land. She arrives in style.

Her boys set to work unloading the copter’s bay and Tyler ordered several workers to deliver the cargo to the training building with a few boxes destined for the guest house. The site teemed with well-developed male bodies. Picking out Amity’s slaves was easy. They were the ones wearing only gold cock cages.

The women shared hugs, although none got within 10 feet of Amity. Aussie guards her personal space or he’d have to answer to the primary exclusive – the only person he was afraid to confront. She calls him “My Cop,” but none of her property ever dares use his name. He’s that special to her.

“I’m here for the tour,” Amity said.

That was Mason’s cue. He started the tour, staying one step behind her while they walked from building to building and pointed out all the features. Gage checked his tablet each time Mason described what had been built and #42 explained the value of each attribute.

“The training building has rotating equipment shelves, spinning wall cages, tilting benches and tested suspension,” Mason said.

Gage looked at his owner for permission to speak and said, “Everything is powered by solar with on-grid backup. The suspension has been tested with 18 bodies.”

#42 added, “Four separate sanitizing stations, a first-aid closet and the walls are retractable for privacy.”

Amity nodded. The four owners hadn’t said a word yet. They were looking at and touching every piece of equipment in the room. Adina fondled the wooden benches that tilted in every direction. Belle tugged the suspension bars and Chloe checked the electric prods, smiling when she saw they were all fully charged.

“Soundproofing?” Amity asked.

“The entire building and each partition when the walls are pulled out,” Mason said.

When Amity nodded again, Mason let out the breath he was holding. “Show me the rest,” she said.

They toured each structure, from the maintenance shed to the turned-over ground that would become garden, while Mason, Gage and #42 described each feature. The last stop was the slave dorm. #42 included several new elements and was quick to point out that he had sketches of how to add any that his owner wanted to include to her own facility.

“This room hold 24 cots,” #42 said. “It can be expanded into this space.”

That space was the milking room that currently held two dozen tubes so 24 men could be milked at the same time. Amity raised an eyebrow at that number. Hers held only six at a time.

Gage held out his tablet so Amity could see where #42 planned the expansion on her property.

“Get it done,” she said.

The four owners broke into pairs to look at the feeding room and indoor exercise space before they all met at the row of short toilets that connected to the shower room.

“Over here,” Mason pointed at the far wall, “is the trough that collects… waste.”

Chloe’s face told Amity she didn’t understand what the trough was for. She pointed at #42, telling him to explain.

“They grab the handles, the low ones on the wall, with their feet locked in the indentations.”

Phoebe and Adina got it. Belle and Chloe still looked confused.

“It’s where they get enemas,” Phoebe said as if everyone knew that.

“Where does it go?” Belle asked.

Gage tapped his tablet and said, “Out there, to sewage treatment.”

“That’s brilliant,” Belle said.

Of course it was, Amity thought but didn’t say it out loud.

After seeing the out-buildings, the main house was their last stop. When they walked in the grand double doors, the four owners gasped at what they saw. Two staircases framed the open foyer’s slate floor. Four hallways led to their separate wings and Gage pointed to the calligraphy above each door with their names. The women didn’t need an invitation; they ran into the entrances. Oohs and aahs wafted into the foyer.

For the next hour, the new owners toured every inch of the residence. They pointed out features to each other and even to themselves, gushing at the abundant storage areas and closets, household help quarters, the immense kitchen with a huge larder for garden produce until they finally regrouped in the dining room.

“There’s only one,” Gage whispered to his owner. Of course there was just one, Amity thought. She had two dining rooms.

“It’s move-in ready,” Mason said, hoping his owner was, at the very least, satisfied. Amity thought the residence was tasteful and stylish, two criteria she put on #42’s designs for the main house. There was a third.

“A step below Amityworld,” #42’s computer screen flashed every time he logged into the 3D architecture program.

With everyone gathered in the dining room, Amity said, “Enjoy your new home. I have something to take care of.”

Phoebe suppressed her grin. She knew where Amity was going and what she was going to take care of. Her anal massage therapist. That wasn’t something she cared to share with the others.

They’d know soon enough. Amity would see to that.

Gage drove the golf cart to the guest house with Aussie running behind. Aussie was not just any dog; he belonged to Ms. Amity. He was dog through-and-through but Amity made sure he ran on his hind legs from time to time. He spent his days on all fours and his arms and shoulders no longer fit into regular shirts when she traveled. She liked the way he looked and made sure his hind legs were always in great shape.

Aussie was a very good dog. And a nice piece of eye candy.

-=o=-

Amity thought Phoebe’s reluctance to admit her ongoing rectal issues was silly. You buy men to take care of your needs no matter what they are. Correctly trained men are proud to serve their owners – every part of them – and are fervent to take care of their owners’ needs. The best ones consider it their lifelong duty and work hard to get better at what they do every day.

Not only was Phoebe shy about her problem; she didn’t have the right slave to tend to it. Those were two of the issues Amity would resolve on this visit.

The guest house was well appointed by the two decorators she recommended that the owners hired. There were four suites in a circle separated by curved walls and soundproofing plus four more detached units behind the guest house. Gage pointed at one door and said, “This is yours.”

When Amity stepped inside, she knew why it was hers.

The king-size bed’s comforter was deep purple with a half dozen lavender pillows on top. The rooms were filled with shades of purple with only hints of steel gray, even the thick carpet. Her decorators learned their lesson after the fiasco on Mike’s mountain when they draped her suite in shades of blue.

The waist bar on the far wall was a nice touch as were the upholstered chairs that opened to small beds for her exclusives. So was the doggie bed on the floor.

After she toured the rest of the guest houses, it was time to have the boy she chose delivered to the training building. Gage ran ahead to make sure the tools on her list were ready. She took #42 so he could see how his design met or fell short of her expectations. Aussie crawled by her right side; Tyler took his place on her left. They’d be in those positions for the duration of her visit or they’d both have to face her Cop when they returned to Amityworld.

They were in for an eye-opening experience. They had never seen their owner turn a slave into an anal massage therapist. The work was as intense as it was rigorous. Mistakes were not simply corrected. They were prohibited. Arlen, the slave Aussie was sent to fetch, had no idea how onerous and demanding his training would be. Arlen would be tested constantly with more and more practice added every hour Amity was there. And for weeks afterward.

During his training, he would be the property of a woman he’d heard other men like him whisper about but never thought he’d meet. Mason referred to her as Ms. Amity and told the crew he was the luckiest owned man in the country if not the world, to be owned by her. His wore the gold cock cage she kept him in with pride.

Aussie crept toward Arlen, grabbed his penis in his teeth and dragged him to the training building. He didn’t let go until Ms. Amity said, “Drop it.”


Chapter 14 

The Massage Therapist

THE FIRST THING Amity noticed about Arlen after Aussie delivered him was the long dirty blond hair that almost touched his shoulders. She smirked at the thought of shearing that off, knowing how severe his reaction would be. Most men argued when she turned on the razor. Several sobbed when she dismissed their complaints. Even a few made offers of what they’d give her if she let them keep their hair.

That’s one reason all her property signs contracts that cede all their possessions to her. They have nothing to barter with and nowhere to go.

The rest of his body was fairly unremarkable. Amity saw his long legs that he wouldn’t need for the skills he was going to learn and use every day. Several times. His muscular arms were a plus, as were his long fingers, although they both needed extensive work. A good anal massage therapist has to be strong but good wasn’t her intention. This boy had to be extraordinary.

The last place she looked was just below his belly where a particularly long penis hung. Amity smirked a second time when she drew a mental picture of a chastity cage enclosing it. Caging a penis that big into a size small would be the boy’s constant reminder of his new role.

Amity believed pain was an excellent teacher as long as it had a purpose. Her purpose.

Even though she was more interested in his arms, hands and especially his mouth, Amity always inspects anuses to make sure there are no defects or worse, tears. That happens when incompetent owners fail to lubricate asses properly before using them.

“Aussie, bar,” she said.

The dog grabbed the long penis in his teeth and dragged Arlen to the waist bar. When he was in bent over it, Aussie nipped his ankle until Arlen spread his legs apart. She tossed an injector to her dog and he worked it into Arlen’s anus. Amity nodded; Aussie was getting very good at using his teeth.

Gage handed her a camera on a flexible neck and minutes later, Amity decided Arlen’s ass was in prime shape. A little too virginal for her taste, but she’d fix that later that afternoon. What she really wanted to see was the quality of his tongue.

Amity walked around the bar, grabbed a fist full of his hair and lifted his head so she could evaluate his mouth and tongue’s potential. Her inner voice told her the boy had the ability but needed a lot of work. He’d never be as good as her exclusive at home but he could be trained to use his tongue and lips to deliver the unique therapy Phoebe needed.

He just had to get past what most men have to overcome. That gagging they do when their faces are confronted with an ass. Amity had trained a few men to appreciate that kind of work but the best were the ones that understood taking care of their owners’ needs, no matter what they were, was their life’s true work.

Arlen was merely one of several men that Phoebe owned. Amity considered turning him into an anal therapist to be a promotion. Arlen was going to see it the same way. Eventually.

Elevating a slave in a stable’s hierarchy means emptying him first, then building him up. Unless he has felt the abyss of being nothing, he’ll never appreciate the upgrade he’s being given. There were several ways Amity could have erased Arlen’s predictable shortcomings in serving his owner’s ass but they took time; time Amity didn’t care to spend watching this boy lick and tongue the 17 other slaves’ backsides to get past his disdain of sticking his tongue deep inside the ass in front of his face.

The solution was in a tiny vial in Gage’s hand.

The ancient Asian master she engaged to help her Tantric slave maximize his essence concocted a series of natural gels for her use. He called himself ‘the old man’ and so did she. Some of his potions made breaking new purchases much easier. Others made discipline more efficient. She could inject a drop into several asses and let the potions work so she didn't have to waste time training new boys to behave. She especially valued the purple one that cleared men’s minds so they saw and heard only what she told them they were and were going to do. It lasted 24 hours so it wasn’t her choice for this boy. He needed a longer-term solution.

That’s why Gage was holding a black vial.

The black gel came with a warning from the old man. Several warnings, in fact. The potion was life-altering. It was black, he said, because it erases everything that a man thinks about himself. It turns him into an empty vessel and what you tell him he will be is what he must become. Most of all, the old man said, you have to be precise and complete with what you fill him. Otherwise he turns into a mindless creature with no past and certainly no future.

Amity had used that gel once. She gave the result – the criminal who attacked the Circus Mistress – to her and he was now and always would be her lifelong slave.

Her Cop said, “He earned it.”

If Amity couldn’t get the results she wanted after eight hours working with Arlen, he would be the second.

She knew what was riding on Arlen’s reaction to what Amity was going to make him do. Arlen had no idea the rest of his life was at stake.

-=o=-

Tyler was stationed next to the line of artificial anuses that Amity borrowed from Reckoning. Control, the woman who runs the facility, was curious about why she asked for them but would never have said no to her biggest investor.

Amity’s answer was terse. “Anal therapy.”

Control knew Amity already owned one of those; in fact, she bought it from Reckoning last year. The new one was likely going to another woman who might be a buyer herself for one or more of Reckoning’s products in the future, once she knew the value of a Reckoning product. It was a win-win for Control.

Some slaves train on artificial vaginas; others on penises. It depends on which talent their owners wanted them to learn. The anuses were often used to break difficult men they extracted before Amity agreed to sell a few drops of purple gel to Reckoning with specific conditions. Now it took only hours instead of days to break the kidnapped men.

Arlen was a tossup, in Amity’s opinion. If he knew what was good for him, which is defined as what’s good for his owner, he’d not just accept his new role but he’d relish it. He had eight hours to make her believe he did.

Tyler studied the slave’s reactions as Aussie dragged him across the room and put him on his knees in front of the first mock anus on the line. It was all Tyler could do to not react to the odor they emitted but Control believed in multi-sensory training. Arlen stared at the device. And inhaled.

Amity watched from across the room. She wasn’t looking at his face. Her eyes were focused on the long penis dangling between his legs.

If he retched, his fate was sealed.

When she saw it, her inner voice was almost shouting at her. The boy was hard.

He'll do, she thought. Her inner voice agreed.

Arlen spent that afternoon learning how to use his lips and tongue to massage each anus on the line. He didn’t recoil from any technique on the instructional video and when the sun began to set, he had progressed to the first level of finger massage therapy. He’d work all night and by morning, Amity predicted he’d be ready to work on a live model. Or two.

It had been a long day. Amity had Gage drive her back to the guest house where her purple suite was waiting for her exclusive to show her how well he’d perfected his tongue. Gage always rose to the challenges she threw at him. He’d show her if he succeeded to the level she demanded or if he missed the mark.

Gage had been working to strengthen his tongue for weeks. He gave up hours of sleep; instead, he locked his face into an artificial vagina and sucked, licked and chewed it all night. When he achieved level 5, orgasm, he reset it to zero and did it again. And again.

When Amity watched the highlight reel, she was mildly amused. It wasn’t about speed. It was all about her trips to the stars that shined like diamonds above Amityworld.

-=o=-

The blueberry muffins the kitchen boy delivered were a reminder of how much better blueberries grown in Amityworld taste. She summoned Tyler for a report about Arlen’s training while she was enjoying the results of Gage’s tongue challenge. Tyler hadn’t gotten much sleep that night. He knew the danger when a slave lapsed into what his owner called slave hysteria. The training video took Arlen deep into the fundamentals of proper anal massage therapy, so deep that Tyler thought he’d seen him fall into that mindset at least twice.

“Ms. Amity, he appeared to be fully involved,” Tyler said. “He was… well, enthusiastic for a few hours. Then it changed. He changed.”

Amity’s toes tensed. Gage licked them harder.

“And?” she asked.

Tyler looked nervous, not a state her ex-Ranger front-gate guard turned on-site-security-head often displayed. “Ms. Amity, he became… agitated. Like he knew he wasn’t duplicating what was on the video. He kind of threw himself into it.”

“And?” she repeated, her toes tapping impatiently in Gage’s mouth.

Tyler knew he was in trouble. When his owner asked a direct question, he was obligated to give her a complete answer. The consequences for not providing what she wanted to know were dire. Tyler had felt what her whip could do once and he wasn’t eager to feel it again. But what happened last night was difficult for him to say out loud.

Tyler took a deep breath and said, “Ms. Amity, he tore into the tongue and lip training so much he begged me to replay it. And when he saw the lessons on finger work, he started making noises. I’m not sure how to describe it. I’ve never heard anything like that before.”

He was so intent on staring at the floor, Tyler didn’t see Amity smile. She picked the right boy to become Phoebe’s anal massage therapist. Those noises Tyler heard were the sounds of pure dedication. Later that night, she intended to hear the similar ones – only louder – from Tyler.


Chapter 15 

Settling In

THE GROUNDS BUSTLED with the four owners directing groups of men from the training building to the one built for punishment with a stop at the garden before they  assembled on the field. The helicopter picking up Amity and her boys was scheduled to depart in a few hours, but she was sequestered in Phoebe’s suite with Gage and the new massage therapist for the boy’s audition.

That meant the rest of the women and their property were on their own.

One more copter was due in two hours with the network’s best known dog trainer on board. The workers who hadn’t already been assigned new rentable roles were her targets. Annalise had seen the videos and Maeve made her selections based on what her inner voice said.

There were five that Maeve identified with the caveat they wouldn’t all work out. The ones who didn’t were destined to occupy the smallest out-building, the one designated for household staff. It had only one door that connected the lowest-level men to the kitchen. If the four owners’ new home ran like most others, there would be frequent turnover in that group.

House workers are cheap to buy. There’s always a plethora of them for sale at auctions in the economy lots.

By lunchtime, everything was in place. Boxes and crates were unpacked and formed a big pile for recycling. The chef was distressed about having no kitchen girls and being stuck with two clumsy men to prep and clean up. He tried to find solace in the fact they were temporary and permanent ones would be assigned soon.

The slave dorm was about to host its first indoor piss-and-shit time for the 18 workers who were starting to understand that for most of them, this was their new home. Danica hired Red Rick to pick up her new horse so Nell jumped on the chance to have Cory shipped back to Houston at a discount if he didn’t make the cut for dog training. The Circus Mistress was overstocked with lions, so she sold Bradon to the owners for enough to cover what she paid for him plus a 10% profit they were happy to pay.

Amity told the owners to buy Waylen from the New Orleans Dommes because he had a suitable mouth – wide and flexible – and he’d make a useful backup for Arlen. As a gift for their hospitality and with an eye on profit, Amity agreed to have Waylan trained in the finer techniques of anal massage.

That left 16 men with five of them set to be evaluated for dog potential. The ones who didn’t make the cut were fated to become kitchen girls and maids. Their uniforms were hanging on a bar in the small out-building. Walking and running in high heels would keep them busy for days.

The helicopter’s whomp reverberated across the grounds. When it landed, the five canine candidates were lined up, ready to take Annalise’s bags and undergo her evaluation. They didn’t know what she was looking for but they understood a hard fact. None of them had been chosen for individual training. They could draw only one conclusion.

They weren’t good enough.

Owned men know they have to excel at something or they’ll wind up cleaning toilets and managing compost. They’d seen those men in other households and were distraught it could be there fate. To a man, they were determined to awe this woman so she’d pick them. They didn’t care what she selected them to do. They would do anything she told them to, no matter how degrading it was. And they’d do it better than the others who were, like them, on all fours on the helipad.

Annalise dressed for the occasion. Her head-to-toe leathers reflected the sunlight but from their position, the five potential dogs saw only her leather boots. She walked behind the line and read their nametags hanging between their legs. Jonathan, Grady, Calvin, Cory and Banks.

The size of a man’s hind quarters was something Annalise always checked first. Flat asscheeks indicated a possible protection dog and fat ones told her she was looking at a herder. But until she looked inside their asses, she wouldn’t know which could fit the right tail they’d wear most of their waking hours.

After inspecting their mouths, teeth and tongues, Annalise knew she was looking at three categories, two protectors, a herder and one companion. The last one was iffy. If anything, he might be a decent lap dog but very few women want to buy them. They’re fairly useless and cost a lot to feed and house.

They’d be on all fours for the foreseeable future, so Annalise had them crawl behind her to the training building. During the next three days, they were hers. Her goals for the dogs were simple. They had to learn how to bark, of course, and the basics, like sit, roll over and beg. She allotted the rest of the morning to check those off her list.

The more challenging work would take the entire afternoon and by dinnertime, she’d having them begging to piss and shit while on her leash. Leash training was much easier now that she had harnesses for the dogs. Electrified harnesses. The west-coast developers Amity suggested delivered five at a reasonable price. Maeve was considering selling them in the Pet Shoppe alongside the array of collars and dog tails they offered. Dommes always shopped for matching sets.

Annalise looked over the line of dogs spread out in the training building. Their owners could change their names into more fitting ones or new owners could rename them when they bought them. Dogs she trained always commanded high prices so if the owners who hired her for this training wanted to boost their income, they could sell one or two if they didn’t have a steady stream of rentals.

Maeve shared her inner voice’s categories with Annalise before she agreed to visit and train their dogs. The Pet Shoppe didn’t transform ordinary men into canines. If Maeve didn’t hear her voice tell her what breed they were meant to be, they would never be the quality of the kind of pets they sold. But seeing them in person was always more accurate than video.

Annalise had Grady and Cory, Adina and Nell’s boys, crawl toward her. Halfway across the floor, she gave them a single command.

“Bark,” she said.

The two looked at each other, then at Annalise’s boot tapping on the floor. Cory went first. A single noise that, with a lot of work, might suffice. Yet with only three days to train them, she needed a more authentic bark than she just heard.

“Dog! BARK!” she demanded.

Grady offered a half-hearted arf, nothing that would satisfy an owner let alone a renter. The solution was in her right hand.

Annalise tapped the long-handled prod on Grady’s ass. First he yelped, then produced a believable bark. When she turned toward Cory, he assessed his options and found only one.

He barked loudly. Repeatedly.

In less than three minutes, Annalise had both protectors filling the training building with proper dog barking.

She turned her attention to Calvin, another of Adina’s boys, that Maeve fingered as a herder. Women who owned large estates with a stable of slaves were often in the market for herders. Amity’s dog had been trained to fetch what she wanted, from tools to particular men. Most protection dogs don’t make good herders like Aussie. They tended to damage what their owners had them retrieve with their teeth.

Calvin had two notable features: big hands and even bigger hair. He needed some fur but that growth on his head had to go. Annalise wondered if Amity would have time to shear him herself before she left; after all, it was a small gift Annalise could give her. She knew how much Amity enjoyed bald scalps and this one was definitely enticing.

A herder has to round up property and force them to run where you want them. It could be garden workers to shift into their piss-and-shit duty or house servants to inspect in the morning. A herder trots around its quarry, closes the circle and moves them in the direction they’re supposed to go. A herder doesn’t use his front paws to encourage them to move. A dog uses his teeth.

“Get the leash,” she said, pointing at Calvin and then to the pile of leather leashes on the floor. There were few commands that were any easier than that one, so Annalise expected the dog to scamper over to the pile, bite one and deliver it to her hand. Calvin looked confused until she held the prod between his legs and pressed it against his balls.

Two jolts ought to do it, Annalise thought.

It took only one before Calvin dashed across the room. When he reached for a leash with his hand, she didn’t jolt his testicles once or even twice. She held her finger on the button in a continuous charge. That’s one of the skills that made Annalise the network’s top dog trainer. Correction is quick and when the rest of the pack watches, it's unforgettable. They won’t make that mistake again.

Barking a loud grunt with each step his paws took on the training building’s floor, Calvin crawled to Annalise. With the leash in his teeth.


Chapter 16 

Massage Judgment

THE DOGS MADE a lot of progress that afternoon, so much that Annalise let them have their third feeding in the stable dorm but the dogs ate from bowls. The others didn’t look twice; they were all so immersed in their new roles, they didn’t find five men eating on their hands and knees from metal bowls odd at all. By now, the owned men were used to eating with their fingers. Beyond that, nothing surprised them anymore, not even the men who no longer talked. Not with words. The sounds they made were a mild distraction from the schedule they all had to follow. To the minute.

When she was done training the anal massage therapist, Amity visited the dining room to bid the owners farewell, at least for now. She and Annalise shared a hug and Annalise gave her a quick recap of how the dog training was going. After she summarized the afternoon, she mentioned Calvin’s abundance of hair.

“Maeve got it right,” she said. “That dog is a born border collie but some of that hair needs to go. Maybe I’ll leave a little sticking around his ears. What do you think?”

Amity smiled at the tacit invitation. “Happy to help,” she said. “There’s one thing I have to take care of first. That specialty therapist. I want to see him work on his owner.”

Phoebe closed her eyes, trying desperately to fade into thin air, all the while knowing this moment had to happen. She was torn between two urges, one to avoid being watched while her new anal massager did his work and the other to relieve the ache in her bottom. Then there was a third, much bigger consideration.

Amity didn’t ask, she told. And it was Amity. You don’t say no to her, especially with that contract they all signed.

“Oh, what’s the boy’s forte?” Annalise asked with a small grin.

Amity’s answer was terse. “Come with me and you’ll see.”

Phoebe wanted a big hole to open under her chair so she could fall into the center of the earth but that wasn’t in the cards. She was going to get what she needed and wanted but with an audience. Not just any audience.

Amity pointed to the corridor that led to Phoebe’s wing of the new residence and Phoebe followed. Her suite was decorated in her favorite shades of salmon and blue and seemed to fit her personality, not to mention her hair. The boy was on his knees, chin on his chest, waiting for orders. Without one, he wouldn’t move. Not after spending two full days under Amity’s supervision and two nights practicing under her boy’s watchful eye and his drill sergeant voice that insisted he repeat every motion that didn’t match the video’s demonstration perfectly.

Phoebe looked at Amity as if to ask permission to tell her therapist what to do. Amity said, “This is your boy. Tell him to remove your clothes, then order him to start your anal massage. Be sure to let him know if it meets your expectations. Correct any mistakes immediately.” Amity paused, lifted the boy’s chin with a finger and spoke directly into his face.

“There better be no mistakes.”

Arlen was shaking but when Phoebe told him to undress her, he was relieved it was something he could do. He had practiced for hours on a mannequin and then on one of the role players who was dressed in an outfit that resembled what Phoebe often wore. Amity watched him fold and hang her blouse, set the leather skirt and vest to be oiled and use his teeth to lower her thong. There was no need to remove her bra; Phoebe wasn’t wearing one.

The boy crept behind her and pressed his nose between her cheeks. It was the first time he’d inhaled her scent. The video lessons taught him to memorize it so he could attend to her whether or not the lights were on. When Amity was certain he knew who his owner was, she turned off the lights. All but one.

Arlen knew each step of his task. The tube was already in his hand, ready to apply the warm salve. The layer that went on his face came straight from the advanced training video and the dozens of times he applied it to the artificial models he practiced on.

Phoebe stepped her feet apart to give him room to work.

Arlen’s fingers were the right length and width. He used two to measure the space he had available. He’d been warned – and disciplined – for using too many fingers too soon. The ring behind his testicles reminded him often during his training how to make sure his owner’s experience was nothing short of delightful.

Phoebe’s small moan was a sign of Arlen’s quality training. There was no timer, no perfect number of minutes he was to massage. His fingers would tell him, as would his owner’s soft sighs.

He kneaded gently until Amity zapped his ring. Arlen struggled not to groan, an unfortunate habit he developed during training, one that Amity had schooled out of him. Neither he nor his pain mattered.

Having his cock ring electrified was his signal to move to the next level. Arlen no longer interpreted it as punishment; rather, he felt he was lucky to have guidance.

His nose returned to his owner’s bottom and guided her to the bed. Phoebe rolled onto her stomach while Arlen crept between her legs. His owner’s scent told him where his face should go.

Amity whispered to Annalise, “That nose can identify at least six now.”

“Just like a bloodhound,” Annalise said.

Arlen worked on the six demos until Amity was convinced his tongue could do the job. Phoebe’s anal issues were a constant interruption in her days and nights, but a quality anal therapist could relieve the symptoms. Amity doesn’t deliver mere quality in the men she trains. She delivers superior slaves whose only goal is to serve their owners.

Arlen had a high standard to live up to and this was his final exam.

Amity and Annalise watched his tongue plunge deep into her and massage Phoebe inside and out. She rose to her knees instinctively so Arlen could alternate between his tongue and fingers. Each time she sighed, Annalise tapped Amity’s arm. Amity wasn’t counting; rather, she was judging Arlen’s success. If he failed, he’d have one less testicle hanging from his crotch.

Failure was not acceptable in this level of slave performance. The consequences had to be severe and long-lasting. Each time Arlen failed in practice, Amity tightened his penis ring while she ran a video loop of castrated men. Arlen understood what she would do to him if he didn’t meet her standards. The threat of losing one of his balls was seared in his thoughts. And his nightmares.

They watched his tongue and fingers alternate over and over. Amity whispered, “Almost there.”

Phoebe laid flat on the bed, Arlen’s signal that she was satisfied. He ran through the calming phase of the massage session and eventually withdrew from between her cheeks. His final task was to inhale her scent again to make sure he’d memorized it.

Phoebe sighed and sat on the edge of the bed. Arlen knelt at the foot of the bed, his chin on his chest.

“Oh, you’re still here,” she said.

Amity smiled, took Annalise’s elbow and left Phoebe’s bedroom. They chatted in the foyer until they heard the helicopter approach. Amity’s boys loaded the cargo bay and helped her up the steps. Tyler, Gage, Mason and #42 climbed into the back for the ride. To Amityworld. To her blueberries. Home.


Chapter 17 

Dog Training

ON HER SECOND day with the dogs, Annalise introduced breed-specific work. The protection dogs attacked hapless men who were instructed to threaten her. The herder was a natural border collie so after Amity sheared his head hair, he looked the part when he rounded up unlucky men chosen to roam the grounds. Chloe’s lap dog practiced dog-style purring even with clips biting his ultra-sensitive nipples. Jonathan learned that nipple clips were slightly more tolerable than wearing them on his balls.

Banks, the one that didn’t fit any breed Maeve could come up with, was still an enigma for Annalise.

With ears, muzzles and new haircuts, Annalise had a Border Collie, German Shepherd, Black Lab and a Pug. After their second full day of constant work, it was time to finish their looks.

The dogs, like the rest of the owned men, had worn expanders in their asses and practiced sphincter muscle control for weeks. If they had done them consistently for that long, Annalise figured they were ready for their tails.

Dog tails are an important accessory that the Pet Shoppe sold. New owners were shown how to insert them and how long to keep them in their new pets. Owners learned how to remove them for dogs’ unique on-leash piss-and-shit duty and how to set the tails to self-lubricate. There was rarely a time when a dog’s tail should be removed. It’s a critical part of their new identities, Maeve advised the new owners. Keep it in as long as possible, she advised.

The Pet Shoppe called it “tailing the dog” and devised a small ceremony for the first insertion. But before Annalise chose their tails, she had to make sure they walked well on leash, obeyed commands and most of all, understood when and where they were allowed to piss and shit.

When they bought a big lot of new dogs, they used the walking machine to train them on leashes. Walking on a leash is only the first step that changes men into dogs. But with only three days on site, Annalise sped up the process with electrified harnesses.

The harnesses laid flat against their chests and buckled around their backs. A cock cage held a telescoping sound in their penises so she had a choice of which jolt to use for misbehavior. Their front paws were encased in mitts so there was no chance of a dog unlocking his harness. The men didn’t decide to submit. The harnesses forced them into complete capitulation. They weren’t men who acted like dogs. They were dogs.

First leash walks are always amusing, at least for Annalise. They were allowed to bark and if they tried to use words, one jolt cured them of that habit. The slow ones found out that penis jolts reminded them to keep up in their proper place. At their owner’s side.

Once she had them walking properly, Annalise introduced the dogs to their new way of emptying their bladders and asses. Teaching them to pee meant lifting one leg. A few always took to it quickly but there was often one or two who needed more personal instruction. Those dogs wet themselves, an unacceptable situation.

To cure the problem, she tied one end of a short leather strip to their hind paws and the other around their backs to their penis rings. If they didn’t want to rip off their organs, they peed with one knee in the air. That was the only way they could get the strap removed. Banks, the questionable dog, remained on all fours, shrieking in fear of castrating himself for 20 minutes before his penis streamed pee onto the ground.

The other four dogs saw and heard his agony. They peed instantly on command.

Introducing new dogs to emptying their bowels on a leash used to take the most time in initial training until Annalise developed a guaranteed way of reducing the time it took and the mishaps it entailed. Dogs squat and hover their backsides beyond their feet but men never seemed to get that without several failed attempts. Some couldn’t make their asses obey; others had to be hosed off and even ice cold water didn’t make them understand.

She tried making them wear their feces for hours but that took time. After posing the problem on a network call, she got the answer she needed. “Don’t expect men or dogs to figure it out for themselves. It’s beyond their comprehension. Make them desperate to shit.”

That was the clue she was missing. Feed them natural colonics and infuse their water bowls and you have dogs that are zealous to empty themselves. She added a spreader bar between their ankles to force their legs apart and voila! The pack shit on command without dripping brown excrement down their legs.

The five dogs Annalise was training had been fed and watered all day and their faces, along with their bouncing hips, told her they were all eager to be walked. But dogs don’t shit when they want to. They do when you issue the command.

She walked the two protectors first. Grady and Cory had similar body types. Big and strong. Annalise used them as models to show the other dogs how even the biggest and strongest surrendered to her authority and how the smaller ones would do well to imitate what she was going to have the big ones do.

Annalise took long strides across the field as the dogs struggled to keep up, all the while locking their sphincters. On that quarter-mile stroll, Grady and Cory finally understood and appreciated all the sphincter exercises they did and no longer thought that having their asses measured twice a day was embarrassing. It was a mark of pride. That’s the power of the 3Ds.

The dogs didn’t feel degraded, demeaned or debased. They were relieved their owners made sure they were ready to serve them. Annalise felt it in the leashes she no longer had to hold tightly. She had a pair of thankful dogs, one on each side.

When they reached the pit, she gave a single-word command.

“Shit,” she said.

Two hindquarters hung over the pit and two protection dogs aimed perfectly.

They hoisted themselves to their knees so their asscheeks were spread wide and arf’ed contentedly when she hosed away the remnants. On the walk back to the pack, the two dogs crawled jauntily across the field.

-=o=-

Tailing the dogs was the final step before their last full day and night before Annalise would hand them off to their owners. She uploaded the videos for the four women to watch and practice to learn how to keep their dogs in line. She agreed to visit in the future or have them bring their dogs to the Pet Shoppe to learn advanced skills.

But before she left, Annalise would tail the dogs and give the four women a thorough lesson on how to treat their pets as well as how to make sure they grew their inner dog senses. There were five cages waiting to be assembled to take care of the dogs new living conditions and a list of how-to instructions for daily care. That was especially important for the first 30 days, when new dogs can regress and start thinking of themselves as men again.

Now that their bowels were empty, Annalise allotted an hour to tail them, then two hours to hand them off to their owners.

The dogs were on all fours, waiting for a command. An assortment of dog tails was laid out on the floor against the far wall. Annalise wasn’t going to carry a tail to any dog. They were going to fetch their own and bring it to her. It didn’t have to do with them just accepting their new roles. It was their final transformation into the dogs they were meant to be.

“Fetch your tail,” she said to the Black Labrador.

Grady crawled across the room, sniffed the tails and bit the curved black feathered tail, then trotted to Annalise. She didn’t have to tell him which was his. He knew what belonged in his ass.

“Fetch yours,” she commanded the Border Collie.

Calvin scurried across the floor, sniffed the long, furry black and white tail, then grabbed it with his teeth. He deposited it proudly at Annalise’s feet.

Her next command was to the German Shepherd. “Fetch your tail,” she said.

Cory hurried to the tails, sniffed all three, and clenched the long, curved black and tan tail in his teeth. He scampered to her and dropped it near her feet and used his nose to nudge it closer to her.

The Pug was next. “Fetch your tail,” she said.

Jonathan crawled to the tails, found the short curved one and like the others, brought it to Annalise.

Four out of four, she thought. They know what they are.

That left Banks who’d never be more than a companion dog if anyone would pay good money for one.

Maeve was probably right, Annalise thought. This may not be a dog at all. Her decision would have profound implications for his future.

No one wants to feed and house a man with no real skills who doesn’t have a rentable talent. He was useful on the build when Mason told him what to do and in a few cases, had to show him how to do it. With their new facility and the contract they signed with Amity, anything the women owned had to make a profit.

Banks had no skills, none of the trainers found a talent to develop and if he failed at being a dog – his last chance – there was only one solution. After all, who’d buy him? Giving him away to some dreadful overseas household meant they’d have to pay shipping.

He was destined to be castrated and spend his life bathing, dressing, washing and ironing clothes for four women. He’d be punished for every infraction or just when they wanted to practice with their whips or other tools. Eunuchs are difficult to sell unless they’ve honed their hair and makeup skills or have a flair for putting outfits together for their owners.

Annalise tried to come up with a breed that Banks could assume for almost three days but came up empty. Maeve’s inner voice was silent. She had only one choice.

“Fetch your tail,” she said, hoping the boy would sniff what was left and come up with something she could stick in his ass that would define his breed.

Banks crawled to the tails, looked them over and stared blankly at Annalise. Sighing, she sent him back to the stable dorm for his last night with the other men. And his cock and balls.

The pack was so eager to be tailed, they were bouncing on all fours with drool dripping down their chins. With their asses so heavily lubricated, each tail slid in easily.

What they were meant to be, Annalise thought. Banks and his future never entered her thoughts again. That’s why she was known as the top dog trainer in the network. And beyond.


Chapter 18 

The Takeover

Creating Imperia's Identity

THE FOUR OWNERS sat one per side at the dining room table and discussed the massive changes they’d experienced during the past months. They’d sold their homes and condos, invested in the facility, followed the construction, observed first-class women turn ordinary men into high-quality rentables and finally moved in. It felt overwhelming until Adina brought up the one thing that was keeping them from feeling completely established.

That contract they signed with Amity where she could take ownership of the whole thing if they didn’t turn a profit in 11 months.

“We need to start renting them as soon as possible,” Adina said.

Chloe added, “And we have to make sure we keep training them. I mean, they’ve got the talents we know renters want. But they can always do better.”

“Besides all that,” Phoebe said, “trust me, I know what an exceptional piece of property can do.” She paused while the others grinned at what she didn't say. “The clients we have and the ones we want demand outstanding service from our rentables. The boys need daily work to keep them delivering top-notch experiences.”

Belle went last. “I own two mediocre men who are now a gorilla and a top-notch spanker as well as a pig. Really, in just a few weeks! How about we get training videos and assign the stable regular practice time? Until the rental slots fill up, they should be honing their skills.”

They all nodded and then Adina said, “Remember what Amity said. No owned man should ever be idle.”

That brought a second round of nods. Belle laid a spreadsheet on the dining room table and pointed at empty spaces.

“See these? This is when they’re not doing anything. Let’s add more regular practice time to their days. And their nights.”

The women penciled in video drills between exercise slots, making sure the feeding times as well as piss-and-shit blocks were in the proper places. Adina sent a request for the videos and the women knew they had another big need to take care of.

“Marketing,” Chloe said. “We have to get ads on the website and assign or buy a man to manage the online responses. I have one. The Pug. I bought him to do my online work.”

“Done,” Adina said. “Now that we have that in place, there’s another item we should talk about.”

The women looked at her curiously. What hadn’t they thought of that would impact their bottom line?

“Our name,” Adina said. “What do we call this place? What do we call us? When our clients want to share what we offer with associates or log onto the website, we want them to see our marketing videos and click appointment links. We need a name.”

Phoebe searched online dictionaries and a thesaurus, calling out nouns that sounded like they’d fit. The women rejected them one after another as too common, too hard to spell, didn’t really say what they were or too silly for their venture.

Finally, Chloe said, “We’re not ‘better’ or ‘regal’ or even ‘stimulating’. We’re more like ‘grand’ or ‘majestic’ or maybe ‘magnificent’.”

That’s when Phoebe offered the word that garnered the women’s interest.

“Imperial,” she said.

“Imperial Women,” Belle suggested.

They threw out variations until Adina said, “We’re separate but connected by this amazing facility. Just like Amity is intertwined with Amityworld. We cooperate,  coordinate and teach our property to give superlative experiences to renters. Select renters. We’re more like a coalition or a society.”

“Society is way overused,” Belle said. “What did they call it way back then?” She answered her own question. “A guild.”

Phoebe put it together when she found the female derivation of the noun. “The Imperia Guild. How does that sound?”

“Perfect,” Adina said. The others agreed and wrote it at the top of the spreadsheet. In big letters.

They assigned roles to themselves so each owner had a vested stake in the Imperia Guild’s success. Phoebe was in charge of training the stable given her newfound expertise in what exceptional service felt like. Belle took the role of equipment manager, from sanitizing to negotiating with developers for new devices. Chloe would take on  marketing because her Pug could handle everything online.

Adina was happy to be in charge of the house and everything inside it, including the house ‘girls’ they bought. She suggested they not muddle up their progress with house women. Why not buy men? Maybe they’d find a hidden talent they could rent.

“Dress them up as girls,” she said.

The owners nodded again, only this time they were all smirking.

It was time for the Imperia Guild to open its doors.


Chapter 19 

Chloe’s Marketing

CHLOE CLICKED EACH writeup Maeve sent to help her get started offering rental dogs. Maeve added a thumbs-up emoji on her email next to their new name and she played on it in the copy. The way Maeve laid out the summaries was sure to catch the site visitor’s eye so Chloe made a mental note to copy her style. After all, the Pet Shoppe was doing huge business so her marketing had to be working.

The first ad’s headline was “Herd the Boys” with a short video of a big Border Collie nipping the legs of boys running all over a field. The dog chomped a penis and dragged a reluctant boy to the circle of prey he’d already gathered. Clients would love that, Chloe thought, especially men who enjoyed hearing them screech.

The sample ad for her big Black Lab was stunning. The leash holder sicced the dog on a variety of role players and that meant double and triple rentals for a single experience. Chloe saw it as a brilliant way to charge higher fees for multiples or even one role player with costume changes. She lingered on the video of a protection dog taking down a mean schoolteacher. Who didn’t have one of those in their past?

The last one Maeve sent featured a Pug curling up on a renter’s lap. As the video played, Chloe understood why the client was so eager to pay top dollar. The Pug didn’t just sit there. His muzzle was between the client’s legs, licking and sucking the older man to erection. That’s all he wanted, to be hard again. It went on for four full minutes before the man forced the Pug’s face into his ass.

Chloe was amazed she hadn’t thought about that. She typed in mouth training for Jonathan, her Pug, and saw that he needed a proper dog name. He definitely wasn’t a Rover or Fido and ‘dog’ wouldn’t do. Her Pug was short, geeky and had nipples that were so sensitive, he shrieked most of the first day Annalise put them on.

His name became ‘Nipper’ when Chloe typed it in the cell on her spreadsheet.

She named the two protectors ‘Grabber’ for Grady and ‘Cocker’ to replace Cory. Then she watched the camera aim at Calvin who was crawling toward his quarry, one of the men Adina told him to fetch. He leapt at Banks’s crotch and snatched his penis in his teeth. Calvin dragged his shrieking capture across the field and Chloe lost sight of them when they turned toward the kitchen door.

She typed in ‘Fetcher’ as Calvin’s new name and left it to Adina to rename Banks. The owners knew he wasn’t at all useful and had no rentable talents, so he was the first house ‘girl’ that would be sissified. Or castrated. Or both.

With the dogs named and at work improving their skills, Chloe wanted to highlight the talents renters requested on the applications. That meant she needed fresh ideas for a website video.

She zoomed in on the animals that the Circus Mistress trained. The kind of men they wanted as clients would certainly be entertained by a weekend with a bear for a hunting expedition or a lion on a safari during the day and then having the creatures to themselves in the guest cabins at night. The bear’s mouth was much more pliable after the oral stretcher did its work so a hunting scene followed by the bear bringing a line of artificial penises to erection would be appealing. Real ones would be more lucrative.

Many men in their market were older. Being taken to the edge of orgasm again and again would create what Chloe typed into the spreadsheet as a chance for a ‘Neverending Weekend’. She changed Aaron’s schedule to add time on the artificial penises she could record. Maybe even a few real ones. With gray pubic hair.

Chloe stared at the lion prowling the perimeter of the field with his blond mane whirling in the wind. He was a very talented role player now so a client could turn him into whatever he wanted in the privacy of the guest house. She added four new roles to his training and searched for a live penis he could entertain for a video. Then it hit her.

Why only a penis? Surely their new clients would enjoy bathing, hair removal and anal pleasure so Bradon’s tasks were increased to include esthetics training and Phoebe’s anal massage therapist’s videos to learn the basics.

Chloe sat back in her chair to see how many empty cells were left on the spreadsheet. They still had a horse,  a monkey and a gorilla. That’s when it hit her.

She typed ‘The Imperia Zoo’ into three blank cells. It was the most uncommon yet highest-priced rental she came up with so far. There were two new applications in her inbox that specified animals to use. Once she had more videos online, there would definitely be more interested clients.

It would be challenging to come up with one that generated even more income than that, but Chloe knew what would happen if they failed to earn a profit. She had six rentables left to turn into packages clients would pay for.

Four role players and two spankers made a checkerboard on her screen. She watched the two spankers on the machine, noting their satisfied faces with each wallop the mechanical arm landed on their cherry red asses. Steve was singing praises each time his ass was smacked while Bill oinked his gluttony for more. Harder. Faster.

Spankers were easy to video. The cameras were running right now capturing their asses, faces, dancing and singing. How could she combine them with the role players to create one-of-a-kind packages that men would rent?

Amity advised her to start with a pen and a piece of paper. List your mundane ideas and remarkable ones will follow, she told them when they visited. The first one Chloe wrote was simply ‘evil teacher’ followed by ‘evil nurse’ and ‘evil doctor’. She tapped the pen on the paper when an aha bulb lit above her head.

Arrest and strip search, medical exam, forced sucking, sissifying, mother spanking, sister reprimanding and nun chastisement built a decent list. Each could easily culminate in a spanking, either over-the-knee or bolted to the wall.

Chloe stared at the monitor showing Steve and Bill’s utter bliss when they spanked role-playing characters. Jamal was dressed as a prostitute who could give a client the blow job he craved before having his ass paddled if ‘she’ didn’t deliver one the client deemed good enough. But why stop with one, Chloe thought.

Renters could spank Bill or Steve each time they weren’t satisfied with Jamal’s work. She typed ‘Spanking Day’ on the spreadsheet. All she had to do was write the blurb. The videos would sell themselves.

Chloe buzzed the kitchen for tea and something sweet to nibble on while she tackled the last group, the role players. She switched cameras to the costume closet and saw a cart with her snacks rolling into her office seemingly by itself. The mystery was solved when she saw a slave on all fours pushing the cart with his head.

Adina obviously found a use for Banks, Chloe thought.

Banks howled when his penis ring was activated, his signal to return to the kitchen. Chloe noticed he still had two testicles and a penis dangling between his legs when he crept out. 

Not for long, she predicted.

There were four role players on Chloe’s screen. Jason, Tom, Mike and Jamal were finishing their makeup before choosing wigs to complete their outfits. She had to look twice to determine which was which. They were getting so much better at assuming their new roles, she had trouble telling them apart.

Tom’s skinny frame was starting to fill with more pronounced arms and shoulders although his legs needed a lot of work. Today’s session had him as a cowgirl, replete with a backless suede skirt that showed off his ass nicely. He was walking around the room in high-heeled boots and when the instruction was given to run, he fell flat on his ass.

Hours of practice will fix that, Chloe thought. 

She turned her attention to Jason, the only one who didn’t need a wig. His long dark hair touched his shoulders and he’d learned how to put it into a bun when he was a teacher or drape it on the side to become a starlet. Right now he was a reasonably attractive mature woman. Chloe glanced at his schedule and saw MILF exercises. That was a new avenue to market so Chloe set his camera to record.

There was an abundance of roles that could use Jamal’s thick legs and huge backside. He’d be a top choice for clients whose fetishes included reaming a big ass with legs that pounded the floor demanding harder and deeper thrusts. His schedule had two full hours of work to learn how to balance when his arms went this way and his legs that way without falling on the floor.

Before Chloe bought Mike, people probably described him as a long drink of water. He had long fingers and even longer legs so he was assigned roles that showed them off. After days of esthetics practice, he became an adequate bather although he had to wash every crotch in the stable to get past his reluctance to scrub every inch of skin. Now his fingers scooped asscheeks apart and when he situated a boy on the massage table under a light and magnifying class, he plucked out every hair.

Wealthy, successful men love having their bodies served. It’s a fantasy that Amity recommended they give a prominent place on the applications because men want it but have trouble expressing that kink. They think no one else dreams about that besides them.

Mike looked more like a Michelle on Chloe’s screen. His tight skirt and low-cut top showed off his smooth skin. His ringed cock hung provocatively under the short hem. With pancake makeup and an abundance of eye shadow, he was almost pretty.

Chloe added another service to her list. The Imperia Spa would offer a weekend of bathing, massage and depilation by an attractive provider who could bring even a reluctant penis to erection. And more. For a higher fee.

Chloe’s spreadsheet was ready to be uploaded so the others could see what scenarios the Imperia Guild was offering. It was up to Belle to make sure the equipment clients needed was in stock and it was Phoebe’s job to ensure the boys’ skills were top notch.

Adina was in the house staff’s quarters counting cots and reviewing what was for sale online to fill them. The girls listed were average and reasonably priced but the men who had almost no skills were dirt cheap. She saw no reason to limit herself to run-of-the-mill females when she could buy three men for the price of one cleaner or two instead of one girl to do food prep. Besides, maybe she’d find a hidden talent in one of the budget boys.

All she had to do was listen to her inner voice.


Chapter 20 

Belle’s Equipment

BELLE WAS MATCHING the rental experiences Chloe uploaded with the tools on the shelves in the training building. She had a budget as well as a west-coast firm that could make anything she could think of. Like she’d been told on their visit to Amityworld, she had to think out of the box if she wanted the right kind of renters but she had to think way into the stratosphere if she expected repeat applications.

She never lost sight of the goal. Recurring rentals. The inventory couldn’t just meet expectations; instead, it had to surpass the dreams clients kept secret for years.

Belle looked at the spreadsheet column for percussion tools. Most of the paddles, canes and slappers on hand were from her collection. Phoebe contributed many of the electrical tools and Chloe’s restraints gave them a lot of options.

Adina’s chastity devices filled a whole shelf.

She scanned the list of ready-to-ship items the west-coast developers had in stock and checked a few but most were things you could buy anywhere. Imperia clients could use most of what they had now but they wouldn’t be wowed. That was the goal, to wow renters so they’d apply for more time. More paid time.

When they visited Amity’s training building and her stable dorm, Belle made mental notes of devices to put on her wish list. With a decent budget available, she tapped several to match what was on Chloe’s needs list.

Imperia’s shelves were well-stocked with tails that hung out of the four dogs’ asses all day and night. They needed electrified harnesses and more leashes but other than that, the dogs were set.

The role players’ costume room was sorely lacking in the basics like stilettos, hose and lingerie so she added them to the order. Adina’s slave wardrobe took up most of the space in the changing room so they were well stocked with outfits. What else did the role players need?

Belle swiped her screen to check out more exotic choices but they came with higher prices, so she had to choose wisely. Amity said that when revenue started rolling in, they could buy more costly things. She called it an investment in their profit.

Keeping the stable under tight control was a primary goal. Belle looked at Adina’s chastity cages and then at the pictures on her tablet. Top-of-the-line cages were programmed so their merchandise could be summoned or disciplined from anywhere. She put two dozen cages on her shopping list. They only needed 17 right now given that Banks was due to be castrated, but they’d likely buy more men so extras were a good investment, especially with the quantity discount.

Belle added an extra saddle for an upcoming pony purchase along with hoof covers and a tail. She ordered a pair of massage tables with stirrups for medical exams. It was a good thing they came with lockdown straps; that saved money.

She swiped her screen to see the bondage furniture. They had benches, so she focused on affordable items that matched Chloe’s marketing. Belle added four cock-and-ball pillories, two St. Andrew’s crosses and six hog ties. Dog cages with cutouts for their heads and asses were reasonably priced, so she added four.

Belle swiped again and landed on electrical devices. As a percussion expert, Belle was always on the lookout for tools that she could use without having to stand and swat something. Mechanized spanking was taken care of with the machine so she was curious if there were any that she could leave on and attend to something else. Although some had to be handheld, there had to be something that was safe to use for extended periods.

Electronic clamps caught her eye. So did charged batons for the police/arrest packages. She added a half-dozen electronic ball presses, four rechargeable cock and ball sheaths for renters with erection problems, four puppy shock trainers and a few electric whips that were on sale. When she was done, Belle ordered a gross of lube injectors because you can’t have too many of them.

Another swipe took her to new items the west-coasters featured on their site. Magic gloves, ones that produce electrifying touches, were sure to be a favorite for clients who think of themselves as being so powerful that just a touch reinforces their authority.

The next tablet swipe stopped Belle cold. There it was. The thing she’d heard about, often in whispers on network calls. Everyone knew that Amity had special arrangements with the developers because she was a big investor but once in a while, she’d let them sell what they designed solely for her. They were modified, the site said, but even those were pretty powerful.

Chips! Microchips that can be embedded in every perineum they owned, halfway between the cock base and anus. Belle read the disclaimers and how-to instructions before ordering two dozen. It meant she’d have to invite Amity’s doctor, that unusual gal named Emma, to Imperia. It was an invitation she was eager to send. The only thing more fun than beating men’s bodies was watching someone slice them. Even just a small snip.

Belle updated the inventory spreadsheet and uploaded it for the other owners to review.

An hour later, the texts started flying in.

“Chips! I can’t wait!”

“Ooo… make sure I’m there when they get cut!”

The best one was from Phoebe. “Oh god, that makes me wet!”


Chapter 21 

Phoebe’s Training

ORGANIZING THE TRAINING schedule required two different skills. Phoebe had both but was having trouble making them mesh. She was extremely organized and that was apparent in how she built the spreadsheet. Her other talent was picturing what clients would find so compelling, they’d beg for recurring appointments.

If she got it right, they’d want weekdays. That’s much easier to explain to subordinates. And wives.

Phoebe took one more look at Chloe’s marketing packages and Belle’s equipment order. She could visualize how each device connected to the rental experience but unearthing the exact training the stable needed took a lot of time and several pieces of paper. Phoebe drew Venn diagrams with little pictures of the implements and which rentables needed them for each scenario.

The one Chloe called ‘Herd the Boys’ was specifically for Fetcher who was going to need daily work on all fours plus learning how to grab penises and drag them to the client. Phoebe filled two slots, one morning and one afternoon, for his practice sessions. That meant she needed penises for him to learn how hard to bite. It was perfect for role players so those hours overlapped Jason and Tom’s tasks.

For the one she called ‘Lap Dog,’ a one-on-one with Nipper, the Pug, Phoebe put three hours each day on Jonathan’s schedule and reserved the artificial penises for those sessions. Then she moved to the Imperia Spa. She thought the name was nothing short of inspired. It described what many clients dreamed about for years but couldn’t say out loud, much less buy in their real worlds.

Phoebe opened the list of tools they had in stock and assigned the bathing and esthetics devices to the equipment room in the guest houses' two extravagant bathrooms. The layout she originally questioned made sense now. Two cabins suitable for intense personal service with shared access to the lotions, body gels, waxing tools and everything that went with it was efficient. And cost effective.

The next row was ‘Imperia Exams’ for medical play, although Phoebe knew the clients didn’t think of it as play. She regrouped her thoughts to imagine what kinds of experiences clients would put on their list of wants. Then  she turned to the next section. Demands.

They had several necessities in common. Men were desperate for nurses to force them onto exam tables with their feet locked in stirrups. Belle had four of those on her order so Phoebe set them up in two cabins. If they got more requests, stirrups could be added to the tilt-everywhere benches in the training building.

Spotlights on goosenecks were already in four cabins so that was taken care of. Phoebe reserved two anal speculums for the medical play cabins.

Next she had to decide which role players would be anal workers and which would become the screeners, the nurses who’d do intake. That involved measuring every part of a client’s body with special attention to their genitals. She wanted role players who could feign boredom and nastiness at the same time impart the 3Ds every minute the clients paid for.

Tom and Mike stood out from the group. They both had strong upper bodies and in a few weeks would sport equally powerful legs. What stood out most to Phoebe were their hands. And fingers. Long fingers meant they could make any penis look small, a perfect place for the first of the 3Ds, degradation. She added a pair of two-hour sessions to their schedules where they’d rehearse how to strip and measure clients and demean their bodies, especially their organs.

All four role players would find nighttime practice sessions on their schedules. Inserting anal expanders was an art and took more time to learn.

Phoebe combined the next two scenarios on Chloe’s list, ‘Police’ and ‘Strip Search’, into Jamal and Jason’s training. Jamal was perfect for that role but Jason needed work. After all, who would argue with an ass as big as Jamal’s that came with attitude? Jason would be Jamal’s practice boy and when Jason understood what was required, she’d switch them.

That left the Imperia Zoo with five animals to train. Phoebe stared at the screen trying to come up with situations that would entice clients to set appointments but also make them ask for more. She ran one setting after another through her head and jotted them down on paper. When she reread her list, she was disappointed.

They were boring. Phoebe couldn’t come up with one idea for the zoo, let alone several, that would entice the kind of clients they wanted. Rich, powerful men with animal fetishes.

After an hour of fruitless results, Phoebe needed help and that meant making a call to the person who not only trained her anal massage therapist but who also watched him work on her bottom. Tough times call for tough measures, so Phoebe swallowed her pride and made the call.

Amity’s personal girl put her on hold. Ten minutes later, she returned and said her owner agreed to talk to her. Ten minutes after that, Amity picked up the call.

There were no pleasantries. Amity said, “Yes?”

Phoebe took a deep breath and said, “Thank you for taking my call. I need your help setting up training. For the animals. I can’t come up with a single situation – a rentable one – that uses the Imperia Zoo.”

Had Phoebe been able to see anything except the big A icon on the screen, she’d have seen Amity smile.

“Name your animals,” Amity said.

“We have a lion, black bear, horse and a monkey. Plus the gorilla,” she said.

“You’re being too practical,” Amity said. “Be creative and a little outrageous. Your clients certainly are.” She let that sink in and said, “The monkey has an act, bungees and penetration. Now take that to the next level. What would a renter want to do with a bouncing chimp?”

Phoebe watched the videos of Miles bouncing in the training building with Joseph beating his gorilla chest and impaling Miles’s ass but she couldn’t imagine what a client ever dreamt of that was close to that.

Figuring she was stuck, Amity said, “There are trees on the property.”

Phoebe’s brain was working overtime and getting nowhere. “Yes, we have trees. But…”

Amity interrupted and said, “Pin the tail on the monkey.”

“Oh my god!” Phoebe shouted. “Of course! We can make it a game day and send a client or a group wearing hoods with the eye slits closed to find the monkey’s ass. The others could say ‘warm’ or ‘cold’ or whatever. That’s brilliant!”

“Or teams,” Amity said.

Phoebe was now awash with ideas. Teams meant several rentals using one animal, a definite profit. She started thinking of other games they could offer and her paper filled up quickly.

“Thank you again,” Phoebe said.

Phoebe filled out the spreadsheet with directional ass practice for the monkey, a route for the lion to avoid hunters with paintball or stun guns locked on medium and esthetics training so renters could have a big, strong lion reduced to spa boy status. She added hours for Aaron to hone his bear persona and entertain a penis with his fur and his mouth; full days for the horse to build his saddle skills and gallop with a full-size slave on his back; finally she knew what to do with the gorilla.

It was a logical decision. There’s little difference in shape between a penis and a banana so she added squat and jump work for Joseph while he grasped, licked and sucked a penis.

She told her ideas to Amity who said, “I expect video.”

Phoebe promised a live feed link and Amity ended the call. Amity was still smiling.


Chapter 22 

Adina’s House Girls

ADINA HAD TWO video calls to inspect house girls, although she was clear with the sellers that they didn’t have to be female. In fact, she wasn’t sure she wanted that gender at all. When she saw that Belle ordered two dozen chips, she was leaning toward buying males. Any male could do housework, laundry and food preparation with the possibility of a hidden talent they could use. And rent.

There were two recommended sources for low-cost merchandise. The least expensive was Red Rick’s leftovers – men that were excess, that their owners wanted to cull from their herds but didn’t have a buyer. Rick sold them at a discount just to rid his facility of extra bodies. He delivered, too; an all-in-one solution.

The other was Nashville Ned who always told buyers he dealt only in first-quality merchandise. Several times. But the women on the network calls agreed that if you were looking for first-rate talent or skills, you could find it in Ned’s inventory or he’d track it down for you.

No one ever returned anything they bought from Ned.

Rick was on the monitor in Adina’s office with a line of men displayed behind him. He got right to the point.

“I’m offering a first-time discount ‘cause you’re a new buyer,” he said. “Got any special requirements or you just need basic house help?”

Adina had been warned about Rick’s discounts and launched into her needs list. “We’re four women who want cleaning and laundry, of course. Wardrobing skills are a plus. They need to be capable of doing hair, makeup and perhaps one day bathing. No divas. The last thing we need is disruption in a household as big as ours.”

Rick checked his inventory on his ever-present tablet and tapped the screen a few times. One of his inventory managers took two boys out of line and in minutes, three ran in and joined the group. Rick described their abilities while Adina checked their bodies for potential defects. The last thing she wanted was a boy who couldn’t lift or carry a reasonable load. Their faces didn’t matter nor did penis size. Masks and cages would take care of those.

“I’ve got three that can clean. They need to be taught what, where and when but nothing too complicated. They’re the cheapest ones I’ve got. These two,” he pointed at a pair of well-built men, “are beasts of burden. Heavy work. And the four at the end are kitchen boys. Three can do prep. The one at the end is a real deal. Was a chef until his owner passed and I picked him up for a song.”

Adina zoomed in on the big boys. Imperia needed outdoor workers for landscaping and the garden as well as a maintenance team to deal with the stable’s trough that would fill three times a day with slave waste. Then there was the composting.

“Those two big ones, tell me about them. Any talents?” Adina asked. The women in her network knew that even the big ones, the ones Rick called beasts, may have a hidden skill that you can use or maybe rent.

Rick said, “You’ve got a good eye. This one has an ass that’ll take just about anything. He thinks of himself as a hole with a body attached. The other one? Watch this.”

Rick tapped the long penis with an electric prod and in seconds, it swelled in every direction. It was one of the biggest ones Adina had seen in months.

Then Rick said “SOFT!”

The boy started whacking his cock with his hands, screeching the whole time, until it turned into a nub again. When Adina looked at his face, he was smiling. A pure pain slut. She knew you can never have too many of them.

“I’ll take him,” Adina said. “What’s the chef’s story?”

Rick had his inventory boy remove the pain slut and said, “He’s got international experience.”

That told Adina the boy had an overseas owner, often an indication a chef capable of creative menus. On the other hand, if it was one of those mysterious households known for beating slaves just for the heck of it, then she didn’t want him. There’s no repairing broken spirits.

“What countries?” she asked.

Rick checked his tablet and said, “Get this. France and Austria.”

“How much?” Adina asked.

Rick was on the cusp of selling several of his extraneous stock and jumped at the chance to thin his excess. “Tell you what. How about you buy three and I’ll throw in free shipping?” He held his tablet toward the camera so Adina could see the price.

“Put him in my shopping cart,” she said. “I need at least one house girl. Show me what you’ve got that will look pretty while she does her chores.”

Rick swiped his tablet and brought two men to the front. They were thin but with developed arms and shoulders, decent legs and faces that might be presentable with the right makeup. And wigs. And maids’ outfits.

“Gay?” Adina asked.

“If you tell them to be,” Rick said and laughed.

When she was finished shopping, Imperia had a chef, a pain slut and two house girls that Rick promised to have on site in 36 hours. “Nice doing business with you,” he said and ended the call.

Adina looked at her list and saw two empty spots for specialized purchases. She’d seen Amity’s house and stable managers when she visited and wanted one of each to handle their property. Being woken up in the middle of the night to solve problems in the stable dorm or worse, to disentangle snits with the house girls wasn’t appealing. She clicked the green button and Ned’s sales center filled the screen.

“Adina? Nice to meet ya,” Ned said in his best Tennessee drawl. “Been doing business with y’all gals for a long time. Whaddya need?”

This was going to be an expensive transaction so Adina was careful with her requirements. She had the budget for two purchases but she had to be thrifty. Imperia had to make a profit. Or else.

“I need one for an important job,” she said. “No rejects, none with issues. A stable manager for at least two dozen, maybe more. They have to follow a tight schedule including exercise, feeding, piss-and-shit and skill training for the rentables. Nothing lacking experience. Absolutely devoted to the job and to the four owners.”

Ned harrumphed and said, “I deal only in first-quality merchandise. I’ve got three that fit your specs.”

Adina tried not to laugh at the first-quality remark. It was the stuff of lore in the network.

“Show me,” she said.

Ned sent a boy to fetch the numbers Ned called out. In minutes, she was looking at two females and one male. Adina hadn’t thought of a male stable manager but there was one on her screen. 

Ned must have had a good reason to show him, she thought.

“This one, a girl who oversaw an even dozen male and female household. Everything from cooking and cleaning to stable work. Owned by a pair of men until they moved to the city and sold off their herd.”

Adina had Ned put her through a body check to make sure she wasn’t damaged and that her features were at least pleasing. The girl posed, bent and spread her cheeks on command. Adina told Ned to focus between her legs and have the girl spread her lips. The mark was obvious. The girl was branded.

“Next,” Adina said.

After the second girl's inspection proved she wasn’t permanently marked, Adina listened to Ned’s summary.

“Owned by two households. First one was in the Southwest, a ranch, managed a big ol’ stable of nine and a house staff of four. Tough as nails. Used to hard work.”

She’d do, Adina thought, depending on price. But she wanted to see the boy; after all, if Ned was selling him, there had to be something special about him. He looked good physically but that’s only part of a stable manager’s job.

“Him?” Adina asked. “What’s so first quality about him?”

Ned feigned looking hurt, then read the boy’s summary. “Two words. Drill sergeant.” He laughed and added, “Two more. Marine Corps.”

An ex-Marine was something Adina had in the back of her mind but she hadn’t considered it for a stable manager. Amity was partial to Marines, she said, because they came already obedient.

Ned put the boy through his paces. Adina noticed his well-developed arms and legs, shoulders that would have trouble fitting into a regular shirt if they ever let him wear one and he had no ownership marks on his ass or cock. He certainly had the skills they needed to handle almost two dozen stable boys and maybe even the household girls.

A two-fer! If he could control the stable and the house girls she could afford him and still have a little left in her budget. Maybe he could fill in somewhere on the rental schedule if they got very busy.

“How much?” she asked.

Ned showed his tablet to the camera and Adina tried not to frown at the price but Ned added quickly, “I’ll give you ten percent off as a first-time buyer. Do we have a deal?”

“We do,” Adina said. “Have him delivered on the truck Rick is sending tomorrow.”

Adina ended the call and tapped bank transfers to Rick and Ned to cover the costs. Then she studied her spreadsheet.

Imperia owned three house girls, a chef and a combo stable and house manager who could start working the minute they were unloaded. The timing was exceptional. Cooking and cleaning were beneath the owners’ dignity and having a competent manager shifted all those tasks onto him.

Imperia could focus on making a profit. All they had to do was put out their Open for Business sign.


Chapter 23 

Open for Business

Profit Margin

THREE DAYS LATER much to the four owners’ delight, Imperia was humming with controlled activity. Belle’s orders had been delivered and the new stable manager had them sanitized and on shelves ready to use. Phoebe’s daily schedule was in place so the stable moved from task to task smoothly under the stable manager’s command. In the morning, the owners gathered on the patio to watch the exercise session and sip coffee with fresh-baked muffins. Adina’s house workers all looked like girls and the manager’s fearsome presence kept them on task all day. And all night.

Chloe’s marketing videos and copy filled the inbox with rental applications. She spent two hours after breakfast matching requests with rentables and their first group of renters was due in two days. It had been a struggle with a fair amount of inconvenience for the owners yet their work was about to pay off.

Six renters paying for eight rentables, each for two days. During dinner they agreed it didn't get much better than that.

In her office at Amityworld, the monitors played the live feed from the cameras her design boy installed. They weren’t all that obvious even if someone was looking for them.

Six cabins, including the two that could be combined for a group, were on Amity’s screens. She had her feet resting on Gage, her human ottoman, and #42 was kneeling in a cock stock near her left hand. She had them positioned to see the big monitor and their fates lay in what she saw.

If the design and facilities met her approval, they might feel a few seconds of the pleasure program in their perineal chips. But if there were problems, they knew what their futures held.

Their owner’s single-tail whip. The one with the red handle.

Amity sipped hot chai and stuffed blueberries into their mouths while she waited for the clients’ arrival.

Hundreds of miles away, Imperia was in a tizzy. The rentables chosen by renters were being sanitized and depilated. The chef ran from the kitchen counter to the larder to the cutting board, ordering the kitchen girls to prepare the ingredients exactly as he wanted.

No one disobeyed the new stable manager who barked clear, concise orders. When one group of rentables was in the costume closet, he ran double time to the kitchen to oversee the house girls. He couldn’t help but notice how big their bosoms were when he had them dress in their guest leathers. Except for that one girl that he discovered wasn’t a girl at all when he had them spread their legs so he could see their newly tattooed Imperia brands.

The owners decided that one of them would meet each of the two helicopters that were arriving with their guests. Chloe had the first group; Adina the second. They dressed in their finest leathers because first impressions matter.

The four women met in the foyer to go over last-minute details. There really weren’t many left; after all, they’d been through the planning for days. Belle ended their short meeting with a group hug and said, “Incoming!”

Chloe had the stable manager drive the cart to the landing pad when the whomping copter blades filled the sky over Imperia.

It was time. Imperia’s make or break time.


Chapter 24 

In Amity’s Office

BOTH GAGE AND #42’s mouths were filled with blueberries so when Amity put her toes in one and her fingers in the other, they were covered with blue juice that the boys were frantically struggling to lick off. Her eyes were on the monitor while her two boys worked.

I really need to do something about #42’s penis, she thought. His right asscheek was already tattooed with his number but his penis was bare.

Once Amity decides to keep one of her boys, a decision based on a year or more of excellent service and rental income, she has her tattoo artist add his number to his penis. Her west-coast developers studied the penis tats to create cock cages that let her see the number.

Besides, once she marks them, they love showing it off in the stable dorm. It’s a point of pride for the men she chooses. Only her exclusives are branded.

Amity watched the first arrivals and had Gage switch cameras when she saw something interesting or a particular fantasy intrigued her. The clients who landed on the helipad flew with blindfolds on in two batches so they couldn’t identify each other. When they landed, one owner led each man to his cabin and locked the door. After they removed the blindfolds and saw their surroundings, their faces were filled with a mix of joy and pure animal hunger.

Amity grinned as they drank in the possibilities and the privacy. There’s something about men who can buy whatever they want but never imagined they’d see their fantasies in real life. They smile, of course, but many of them actually giggle.

Amity warned Imperia’s owners to overwhelm their clients up front and not wait to make their dreams come true. Imperia insisted on medical clearances from the clients’ physicians but couldn’t afford their own on-site doctor yet. Urging them to remember the 3Ds, Amity reminded them that they had to come up with another way to ensure the clients were demeaned, degraded and debased because that was a huge part of their desires. Even if it was unspoken. She asked them to imagine what would degrade prominent businessmen the most and Belle had the first answer.

“Strip them,” she said.

Chloe thought for a moment and added, “Strip him in front of someone he thinks is lower than he is.”

Adina said, “Forcibly.”

They were getting closer but needed to take that extra step. It was up to Phoebe.

“Make him strip and pose for me.”

Amity added one caveat. “All of that. Plus degrade his penis.”

The women nodded. Two of the three Ds in the first minutes was a good start.

The cameras showed six men stripping, their faces turning red from embarrassment. Four cocks were stiff; the two that failed belonged to typical gray-haired men whose fantasies – a hard cock – were about to be fulfilled.

“Poor thing,” Belle said while fingering the first pathetic penis. “Soft as a wet noodle.” Her captain of industry was on the verge of tears until she tapped the control box on her belt and Nipper crawled into the room. The renter bought a two-day adventure with the lap dog whose nonstop mouth training was about to be put to use.

The client sat on the soft chair and pointed to his feeble penis and spread his legs. Nipper crept between them and started to work on it. Amity didn’t need to watch his success; she could hear it on the speakers.

Nipper brought the penis to level 3 and kept it there for at least four minutes before moving to level 4. The client’s groans didn’t stop until Nipper crept in a circle and offered his ass. Unsurprisingly, the client refused to stick his prize cock inside. It was too soon. He wanted to be hard on and off for days.

Amity smiled and had Gage change cameras to the second guest room that was housing a suddenly-wealthy tech entrepreneur whose new fortune let him buy the outrageous dreams he’d had all his life. It was one of the more complicated ones to set up but the expert trainers who turned the 18 workers into rentable talent made it happen. The client didn’t care what it cost; in fact, he never asked about the price. He did, however, specify everything he wanted.

“Two starlets, round asses, one blonde and one brunette, holes that can take any size, doing each other until I’m done with them. Then I want a nurse to examine every part of me and tell me how well I’m built. Can you get me that?”

Chloe tried not to laugh at his explicit fantasy as she checked boxes on the order form.

When he was settled in his guest suite, she had him strip to make sure he was healthy enough for the two-day adventure. She manipulated his penis pretending to look for health issues. He stared at the ceiling, too humiliated to hear what she said about his prized possession.

He could look away but he couldn’t escape her derisive comments. “I’m not sure this little twig will satisfy any of our starlets,” she said. “Let’s have the nurse examine you  to make sure you’re up to it.”

When a naked man’s penis is in a woman’s fist, he doesn't argue when she changes his schedule. The client didn’t even sputter. He was getting what he wanted, a nurse to inspect his cock. That lasted until the nurse walked in. He was about to find out that she was going to scrutinize a lot more than his cock.

Amity warned them to give clients more than what they asked for to build their reputation and garner repeat rentals. Chloe made sure this client got a lot more than what he expected.

When she trained the role players, Parker noted that Mike’s long fingers and legs suited him to personas she called “touchy feely” and listed nurse as one of his specialties. He certainly looked the part. His hair and makeup turned him into a believable woman but it was the outfit and wig that completed the transformation. He was a nurse from the flouncy little white skirt down to the sparkling stilettos on his feet. The cap atop his red wig was the finishing touch.

Mike didn’t act like a nurse. He was a nurse.

Chloe left the room to watch the monitor in her office. Across several state lines, Amity did as well. She sent her feed to Parker in Florida to let her see how her handiwork performed.

When the wealthy tech entrepreneur in the guest suite received his first instruction, he transformed into the vision that ran through his brain for decades. It happened when the nurse said, “On the table. Feet in the stirrups.”

When men are given their dreams in the real world, they land in a new understanding of reality. For two days, the client lived his fantasy, enduring 48 hours in one of the 3Ds after another. The role-playing nurse never let up. She examined every inch of him, inside and out. He had to watch the screen when she inserted a camera deep in his rectum, declared him constipated and hooked him up to a cold enema. With his bowels screaming, she ignored his moans.

She measured his arms, shoulders, waist and legs before paying close attention to his penis and testicles with a metal ruler. Even his lips, teeth and tongue were checked. To see how well he could use his mouth, he sucked a series of artificial penises and when he failed to bring one to orgasm, a wooden paddle cracked against his ass.

When Amity heard the client’s happy moans, she adjusted her feet on her footstool so her toes filled Gage’s mouth. The tongue exercises he had been doing for months were paying off. Her toes confirmed it.

-=o=-

Amity switched cameras, focusing on one of the two most expensive rental packages that weekend. After years of dreaming about it, spankers always have specific details as to how their fantasies must play out. They have to meet their expectations. Amity told the Imperia owners that particularly for spankers, the session shouldn’t just meet their expectations but go way beyond them. That’s the secret of repeat rentals.

Phoebe met the client in his guest suite. Like many men who are new at living out their secret desires, he covered his cock and balls with crisscrossed hands. That earned him Phoebe’s laugh, the first of his two-day adventure. There would be more. Many more.

She welcomed him to Imperia by saying, “Bend over.”

He moaned each time she rubbed his asscheeks. When she slapped one fairly hard, he groaned. Each time the paddle landed on his ass, he shouted, “ONE! Thank you, Mistress!”

Phoebe knew she had a video hog that was mimicking what he’d seen in cheap online videos. Those men always count. And they always say ‘Mistress’.

Not at Imperia. She wasn’t his Mistress. Two solid paddle whacks later, Phoebe said, “Ma’am. That’s what you call me.”

She struck him four times in rapid succession. He yelled, “THANK YOU MA’AM!” each time. That was Phoebe’s second time to laugh; it’d been only 15 minutes.

Phoebe assigned Steve to him for the first day with Bill taking over when the sun set. In the morning, Steve would return and the client would have both for the rest of his stay.

The two spanking slaves memorized their lines and rehearsed the scenarios the client detailed. They also practiced another one, a situation Phoebe and Belle put together. She entered it on the spreadsheet in the W column. W stood for wow.

The jolt to Steve’s penis ring told him to enter the guest suite. The nearly tearful client’s eyes followed every step Steve took in his tall patent leather heels. Phoebe thought his outfit, makeup and hair were perfect for what the renter ordered.

“I want a woman to own me and make me do things. Fill my ass, fill my mouth, make me feel like scum. When I can’t do something or do it badly, she has to spank me hard until I do it right.”

The owners laughed when Adina said, “At least that suite won’t need cleaning when his time is up.”

Phoebe left the spanking slave to handle his fantasy. Along with the other owners, she watched the client’s reactions on her monitor.

Several states away, Amity watched her screens. Her eyes were on the role player.

The dominant woman he was portraying looked the part but more importantly, had the act down pat. She had the renter dress in the hot pink lingerie he specified, made him do a sexy dance, put him in a black gown and do an erotic strip tease, then finally gave him his ultimate finale. A French maid’s outfit.

That night, Phoebe jolted Bill’s ring and the two spanking slaves switched places. It didn’t matter that the client was exhausted. He was deliriously happy when he saw what Bill was wearing.

There was no guard in any prison that filled the role as well as Bill. His fat body strained the buttons across his belly. His pant legs didn’t have an inch to spare. Tools hung from his belt and before the sun rose, he’d use them all, including the orange jumpsuit folded on the equipment table.

Bill going to drown the client in the 3Ds. He’d have to earn the air the prison guard would let him breathe.

Throughout the night, every item on the client’s wish list was fulfilled. The guard had him strip, fed him from a bowl on the floor, put him through fitness exercises and locked his penis in a chastity cage. The most telling moment was when he was disciplined.

The spanking drew oohs from Imperia’s owners. The prisoner was bent over a waist bar and smacked with a paddle, hung from his wrists and thwacked with a short whip then finally paraded naked in the guest house hallway before being taken outside to crawl to the guard and have his ass reamed by larger and wider dildos.

It was exactly what the client wanted. Then he got his wow factor.

Both spankers teamed up in the morning and kept the client submerged in the 3Ds all day. He was forced to strip while the monitor showed the owners watching and laughing. His penis was forced through a hole in a solid wall so he never knew when someone would walk by and wallop it while Bill or Steve spanked his backside.

Right before he was due to board the helicopter, they had the client dress and the two spankers presented their asses. He spanked one at a time and sometimes both with a hand on each ass.

When the owners said goodbye on the helipad, he signed up for four more sessions without glancing at the price. One thing was for sure. He was going to have a lot of trouble sitting on the copter’s seat for the ride home.

That night, Amity had two of her exclusives in her suite while she ate dinner. Juke’s tongue and Gage’s magic fingers were her dessert. They were very tasty.


Chapter 25 

What to do with #42

FOR THE NEXT three months, Imperia was almost sold out. Every suite in the guest house was occupied and the independent cabins were double-booked on weekends. Each time the owners entered income into the financial software and paid bills, Amity’s IT boy sent her a report.

The final number was always green.

When she reviewed the applications, Amity noticed some trends that indicated Imperia could make even more of a profit if they offered more and different rentable talents. They needed – and could easily afford – certain upgrades. She summoned #42 to go over designs for expansion. That was one reason she had him crawl into her office.

The second was that Amity decided what she was going to do with #42. Keeping him was an easy decision; she intended to make him a permanent. His rental sessions were so popular that his fees covered the cost of feeding and housing at least five of her boys. But she wanted to promote him to a level somewhere above the stable but below her exclusives.

The last and only time she’d ever done that was with Tyler, her on-site security manager. But Tyler didn’t earn any income; he wasn’t rentable. That meant #42 was in a tier by himself, one that required a tattoo on his hefty penis and one more thing.

#42 needed a name.

Amity jolted Zayn’s chip so she could use his Tantric talent not to affirm her decision but to read #42’s essence and tell her if his slave’s heart was true. Her inner voice leaned in that direction and she trusted it but having Zayn confirm it made sense. The slightest bit of hesitation on #42’s part simply wouldn’t do. Amity had to have more than that from her property, especially one she was considering marking as permanent.

The cock stock was across the foyer outside her suite and the tattoo artist had just arrived in the transport garage. That part was on schedule. When Amity walked in, Zayn and #42 were on their hands and knees, foreheads touching the floor. Nova had the artist waiting for Amity to jolt Nova’s pussy chip, her signal to crawl inside. The tattoo artist would walk in on her own two feet.

Zayn looked up at his owner and said, “Ms. Amity, may I?”

Amity nodded. There was no reason to tell Zayn what she wanted him to do. When the old man sent a drop of platinum gel into his ass and put Amity’s hands on Zayn’s chest, the power she felt was every bit of his essence flowing into her. In return, Zayn closed the circle between his owner and himself.

She no longer simply owned Zayn. She possessed him. From that moment on, Amity didn’t have to ask; she sensed where he was and intuited whether or not he was balanced. If he wasn’t, her fingers traced the brand under his ball sac to give him back some of his essence.

Zayn crawled in front of #42, laid his palms on his face, then walked his fingers down his chest and belly, landing on his caged cock. He waited silently for Amity to unlock it.

The cage snapped open and hung between #42’s thighs from the ring behind his balls. Zayn placed it carefully in Amity’s hands.

#42 was whimpering. Losing his cage made him feel truly naked. Without the cage, he was unowned, ready to be expelled. His throat broke out in sobs.

Zayn mumbled, “No! No! Please no! Don’t send me away!”

“Tell me his heart,” she said.

Zayn’s voice grew louder when he said, “Let me… MAKE ME… give everything I am to you. All of me… ”

She didn’t have to hear more. Amity smiled at #42’s pleading eyes. She took his head in her hands and said, “I own you. Permanently.”

#42’s tears stopped when she pointed to the cock stock and jolted Nova’s chip. #42 would stand on the footpad all night with his hands locked behind his back to keep them off his new tattoo. For the first time in the years she’d owned hm, he’d hear but not see how her exclusives served her sensual needs. Her inner voice told her what #42 would dream about while he was locked in the foyer.

He'd be desperate to be allowed to do that for her. Some day. When he was good enough, she thought.

Right before she sent Zayn into her suite and had Aussie fetch Juke and Gage, she watched the artist etch a 4 and a 2 on his penis where it would show when she locked the cage on him in the morning. He was a pain slut; he loved the needles’ agony, then twitched all night having to stare at his cock without being able to touch it.

The groans he made were drowned out by Amity’s trips into the stars that shined brilliantly over Amityworld.


Chapter 26

 Upgrading Imperia

Calculations and Cost

THE FOUR OWNERS met in the residence’s office after their first full-scale rental weekend. There were two items on their agenda. First, they’d assess how the overall rental experiences went and second, how they could be improved.

Belle went first. Her focus was on equipment and tools, if they had enough, if they were missing any and if they were all in the right places before the clients landed on the helipad.

She said, “For the most part, it went well. They had what they needed and several that they didn’t know they wanted. Like the animal trainer, the one in the first guest suite. He never asked for electric sounds; they weren’t in his fantasy. But when he saw them, he put them to good use.”

The others smiled, recalling the video they watched of the lion prancing across the field then collapsing when the client sent a jolt into his sound. The horse’s reaction to the zap in his cock was even more amusing. He whinnied and bucked.

Belle added, “I have a list of what we might want to buy, especially if we’re full. It’s not that expensive unless we want to save up to buy more rentables.”

That was Chloe’s cue. For her marketing, Chloe had a short list of what they could buy that she could sell.

“We have a good selection,” she said. “I’ve had two inquiries for items we don’t have in stock. One is for a big cock – a very big cock – for a group event. One that lasts a long time and can do a line of renters.”

The others weren’t surprised; after all, they knew that men shared that fantasy of being debased in front of others. But huge cocks with staying power were expensive.

“Or we could invest in a magic wand,” Belle said. “It’s cheaper than buying a cock like that and it’s a one-time expense.”

“The other request is for a second horse, well, a pony actually. Renters want to joust with another renter, masked of course. Amity says the best ponies come from Reckoning. I checked their prices. If we bought the magic wand instead of a big cock, we’d break even after three rentals.” Chloe sat back while the women considered their options.

“If we order one from Reckoning, I won’t have to spend much time training it,” Phoebe said. “Every comment online says the same thing. They’re just about perfect on delivery.”

“That would put Imperia into a higher tier,” Adina said. “When the network hears we’re buying from Control, they’ll know we’re turning a profit.”

A Reckoning pony was added to their shopping list and when Phoebe said she had no training needs, they focused on the actual upkeep of their residence and out-buildings. Houses don’t take care of themselves. That’s what house girls are for.

“The stable manager with double duty in the house was worth what he cost and he’ll do until we grow a lot. The chef is working out; I haven’t seen empty trays after the feedings,” Adina said. “That leaves Imperia’s maintenance and cleaning. The pair of house girls, the actual girls, are trainable. I don’t see anything else they’re capable of yet.”

The women nodded. Their wings were clean, bedding was changed daily and the training building’s tools were sanitized after every use. The girls were busy from sunup to sundown.

“I’d like to chip them,” Adina said.

The owners knew the value of chipping property. A single jolt sent a boy dashing to the stable manager to find out where he was to report. Chipping house girls would get them quicker service for their personal needs.

“What’s the cost?” Phoebe asked Belle.

“We have 18 designated for the rentables,” she said. “Pussy chips are less expensive. Besides, that would make an enjoyable way to spend an off-day. I hear it can get noisy.”

The four women laughed. That noise is what they call their property’s slave song, the one they sing only to their owners.

“Let’s do it,” Adina said. “I’m going to check with Amity to see what’s involved in borrowing her doctor to install them.”

That brought another round of nodding. They knew better than to permanently damage the space between a boy’s cock base and anus. There was more flexibility with women. Once they were hairless, cutting a small slit in their right lip was easy.

“There’s one more thing,” Adina said. “The boy I bought from Rick to be a house girl. He’s gotten used to looking like a girl and handles the heavier jobs. I think we’re underutilizing him. You can’t have too many pain sluts, you know.” She hesitated before adding, “I think he’s a natural.”

The owners knew pain sluts were frequently requested and they had a few already in stock. What they didn’t have was one who was a pure pain addict. Those are rare finds. The singers and dancers doubled as pain sluts but weren’t naturals. A boy who gives untrained, inborn reactions is a golden opportunity for a rental estate like Imperia.

“That’d be extraordinary to advertise,” Chloe said.

Phoebe said, “If that’s true, I wouldn’t need to spend much time training him.”

“We’ve got the tools,” Belle noted.

Adina buzzed the house manager’s penis ring. He trotted into the office and landed on his knees awaiting instructions.

“Fetch the ugly house girl,” Adina said.

He ran out of the room while the four owners laughed at Adina’s apt description.

“You know,” she said, “the house girls need names to identify them. The stable is numbered already but maybe when Amity’s doctor visits, we can get her tattoo artist, too.”

Things were settling into place, all within their budget, when the ugly house girl dropped to his knees on the office floor. Belle wasted no time and tapped her electric prod on his right testicle. Twice.

He bellowed like a bull in heat.

She set it on medium and tapped the left one. His roar  filled the room. Phoebe said, “Penis.”

When the prod kissed the tip, the big boy’s body spasmed but he managed to hold himself upright. Adina was right; he was a natural. Only a pure pain slut could make noises as genuine as what they just heard.

Phoebe lifted his chin with her finger and stared into his wild eyes. “Did you like that?” she asked.

He struggled to answer and managed only two words.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Chloe had a new package to market on the website, one that would appeal to elite clients and bring in sizeable fees once she put a video online. With sound.

Adina called Amity’s personal girl to request an appointment to ask to borrow her doctor and tattoo artist. The four owners were surprised when her girl said, “Ms. Amity is expecting your call. Hold for my owner.”

Phoebe, Chloe, Belle and Adina just learned that nothing that interests Amity ever escapes her watchful eye. Or her cameras.


Chapter 27 

Chipping Imperia’s Stock

EMMA CLIMBED DOWN the helicopter’s steps first, followed by the tattoo artist who wanted to kiss the ground after the flight. Two naked, gold-caged bald men followed, then helped their owner down the airstairs. The four Imperia proprietors’ mouths fell open when they saw her.

“Wouldn’t miss a group chipping for the world,” Amity said.

Amity peppered them with questions on their way to the training building.

“They’re all in place? Hands and knees or on their backs? Ankle spreaders secure?”

Adina said, “Yes, half and half, locked.” She knew better than to waste Amity’s time with explanations. Answer only what you’re asked when dealing with Amity, the network advised new Dommes.

“The house girls are shaved?” Amity asked.

Adina’s reply was equally terse. “Depilated.”

Amity kept walking while she quizzed the Imperia owners. They struggled to keep up with her so they could answer every question she asked.

“Empty colons?” Amity said, even though she knew the answer.

“First daily piss-and-shit an hour ago,” Phoebe replied.

Emma, resplendent in deep purple sparkles with matching high heels, asked permission to speak. Amity nodded and kept the group walking quickly across the grounds.

“Enemas?” Emma asked.

Belle handled her question. “We saved two for you.”

The look on Emma’s face was pure joy. Cleaning colons was one of her favorite tasks.

“Amity, there’s one boy left with hair. Would you like to shear him?” Phoebe asked.

“Is he special?” she said.

Phoebe smiled. “He’s a pain slut. A natural.”

Tyler, the boy in charge of Amity's security, made a little coughing noise to gain his owner’s attention. Her quick nod told them all she anticipated it.

“Ms. Amity, he’s an unknown.”

Tyler didn’t have to say more than that. That designation came directly from Amity’s most prized possession, the one she calls My Cop. He’s the only exclusive she lets keep hair on his head. The one that the entire network knew not to defy. Or cross. Or question.

“Check him out,” Amity said. “You have access.”

She didn’t bother explaining to Imperia’s owners that her security boy had a login to their server. They were smart, they’d figure it out on their own.

When the group arrived at the training building, her other gold-caged attendant went inside to make sure there were no threats. He reappeared minutes later and ushered his owner into the building. Emma set up her tools on a sterile cloth while the tattoo artist opened her kit near the line of cock stocks.

Amity surveyed the scene. She counted nine asses hanging slightly off benches with their ankles locked to the uprights and eight spread asses on their hands and knees. Emma looked to her for permission to start.

Amity led the four owners on a tour of their owned men, pointing out nicely stretched anuses and leg strength. Her inner voice told her what they were, categories her tattoo artist would use to etch their names on their asscheeks. She got all but one right. The only miscalculation was a boy that would fill two slots, a role player with mouth talent.

Good for them. They’ve got a two-fer, Amity thought.

Her next stop was at the table where the chips were laid out. Her west-coast developers knew better than to sell Imperia fully working microchips. When they delivered the original chips to Amity, she had Emma implant her exclusives so they’d respond to Amity’s jolts no matter where they were. They were also a good reminder about her rules.

Those chips were hers; others could buy modified versions. She didn’t need to tell the west-coasters, “Or else.” They knew she could activate their own chips from anywhere.

Emma led Belle to her pair of boys, two fat asses that Belle had the foresight to put on all fours to give Emma access. She sprayed sanitizer, cut a one-inch slit in their perineums, then handed Belle the first chip. Emma’s hand guided Belle’s and the first boy was chipped in seconds. Belle dabbed a few drops of glue on the incision and pressed it closed.

Bill, now one of Imperia’s rentable spankers, groaned at the pressure and Emma said, “One down.” Belle smiled.

Joseph, the other fat boy, let out a guttural grunt when Emma’s scalpel did its work. Belle didn’t need help this time pushing the chip into the space or gluing him shut.

“Two down,” Emma said.

Amity was looking at the next set, Adina’s trio. The role player was chipped in seconds and bellowed out moans and a few shrieks, typical noises that category makes. The remaining two were dogs, Grabber and Fetcher. If they were trained properly, Amity knew what sounds she’d hear.

As soon as the antiseptic hit, the two dogs barked like male dogs sniffing bitches in heat. Their whines and growls were amplified when Emma chipped the next two canines. To Amity’s ears, it sounded like the beginnings of a decent slave chorus.

Chloe’s four were next in line. One bear, a spanker, the Pug and a role player whined and whimpered when the antiseptic covered them from their anuses to their cock bases. That stopped when Emma slit them one after another. Chloe was all smiles when she pushed the chips in and did a little dance when she glued them shut.

That left Phoebe’s two role players and anal therapist. She was semi-interested in the first two but her focus was on Arlen, the boy who would attend to her bottom for the rest of his life. His was the most important chip to Phoebe. When she wanted him, she wanted him right now.

Phoebe turned to Amity and asked, “Would you permit his chip to have an extra level?”

Tyler stepped in front of his owner to enforce her private space. His instructions were imprinted on his brain. No one – no one – questions her authority. Her Cop made it clear to Tyler during his two weeks of brutal one-on-one training that whatever his owner said was the law. Unless she was in danger. Then his job was to deactivate the threat by any means necessary. Given his Ranger training, Tyler could take out anyone six different ways using only his hands.

Phoebe waited for Amity’s answer to the question she dared to ask. So did everyone else in the training building.

Amity directed her reply to Emma. “No,” she said.

Once Arlen was glued, she took Phoebe aside and explained her decision. “If he serves you well, I’ll consider your request.”

Phoebe and the other women understood that they owned their boys but Amity retained final control.

While 17 men’s incisions were drying, Amity pointed at the three house girls and the chef. Emma pranced to their benches and examined their asses. The house girls screeched when the scalpel sliced them but they were easy to ignore. The real test would be in a few hours when they were tattooed inside their labia. When he got his chip, the chef bawled like a baby, the way divas usually do.

That left two to chip, the natural pain slut and the stable manager.

Emma handed the scalpel to her owner as she’d been instructed. Her Cop had already done background searches on the pair.

If Imperia didn’t live up to Amity’s demand for a profit, those two would fit nicely into her stable.

When you chip a boy, you own him.

Amity had plans. Those two would belong to her before the 11 months were up. Profit or not.


Epilogue

TEN MONTHS AFTER Imperia opened, Phoebe, Chloe, Belle and Adina made their first trip back to Amityworld for a business meeting to go over financials. If they satisfied Amity, they could plan Imperia's future. They knew their profit and loss, where money was going and where they were generating income. But they weren’t prepared for Amity’s ruthless analysis.

They were shepherded to Amity’s office where each monitor displayed a different spreadsheet. She had Gage managing the screens and Tyler at her side in case there were any disruptions. Aussie was in his usual place at her side. On all fours.

There was no small talk.

“Imperia is profitable,” Amity said. “There’s room for improvement. A lot of room.”

The women’s eyes darted from screen to screen, searching for unprofitable areas and trying to come up with solutions for them. They needn’t have bothered. That’s not how it works when Amity is a part owner.

Gage was the only person in the room who was grinning, making sure his back was to the seated women, especially his owner. He had a feeling he knew what was coming.

“You need a few things to be more than competitive,” Amity said. “You don’t want to be one of many that offer the same things.”

Belle stared at the equipment spreadsheet and said, “We’ve been considering buying some tools. Particular ones. You know they’re quite expensive.”

“Tools alone don’t lift you above your competitors,” Amity said. “The difference between making a small profit and a much larger one is in your stock. And your training.”

Phoebe bristled at the implication her training wasn’t up to par. When she shifted in her chair, Amity recognized two things. Phoebe was insulted and her ass was bothering her again. Those were the kind of tells she used to make fledgling Dommes understand what they had to do to succeed.

“Your training is adequate, given the merchandise you own. That’s my point. You need better and more talented stock to work with.”

“I’ve gotten a few applications for packages we don’t offer,” Chloe said. “Maybe we should buy some of them?”

“Is that a question or a recommendation?” Amity said.

Chloe sat back in her chair, a clear signal of defeat.

Amity looked at Adina, the Imperia Domme she had the most hope would make them understand what had to be done. Adina knew long-term ownership of Imperia was up to her and what she said right now.

She took a deep breath and said, “We have to buy one more house girl to replace the natural pain slut. He belongs in the stable. Then we should look for one, no, two more rentables with expertise in esthetics to double as our personals and do Imperia Spa weekends for more clients. We also need two animals, a full time pig and a bull. And one more. An acrobat. One that’s very flexible.”

Amity nodded for Adina to continue.

“We have one dog, a protector. We don’t need two. But we do need a fetcher for ourselves.”

Amity’s second nod affirmed Adina’s evaluation. “I have vendors ready to show you exactly that kind of merchandise,” Amity said. “My girl will take you to the small conference room so you can go shopping. When your shopping cart is full, she’ll bring you back here so I can preview what you’re buying.”

The four women started to stand when Amity added, “I bought you two gifts, a stable manager and a house manager. They’ll arrive at Imperia this afternoon.”

The women looked surprised but even more so when she added, “I’m taking your manager. And the natural pain slut.”

The Imperia Dommes’ mouths dropped open. Gage’s smile spread wide across his face.

-=o=-

Late that afternoon, Imperia's owners were heading back to the airport with five new purchases ready to be shipped to their new home. While Belle and Chloe coordinated marketing and Adina reorganized the stable’s cots in her head, Phoebe sat comfortably on the limo’s plush seats. Her anal massage therapist was good but Amity’s was better. Much better. Her boy needed a lot of work.

At the same time, a helicopter lifted off Imperia’s helipad with two passengers. The natural pain slut and the ex-Marine drill sergeant were on their way to their new owner, once they were examined by Emma and spent two weeks in Intake learning her rules.

Amity needed a new house manager, now that the old one was being sent to the facility where most of her network put their retired slaves. The attendants whip them from time to time to make them remember the lives they once enjoyed. It always makes them smile.

Late that night, Amity watched Emma examine the two new additions then kept an eye on them during their first hour of Intake. It didn’t matter what their talents were or what they experienced in their past lives. Once they stepped foot in Amityworld, it was all new.

The natural, soon to have his right asscheek tattooed in the 40s, bellowed like a bull when Amity locked the temporary cage around his cock and balls and jolted the sound that telescoped into his penis. It was a good sign that understood who owned him and a reminder how he would behave from now on.

But it was the drill sergeant she was focused on. When she walked into his training cubicle, he fell to his knees and dropped his chin on his massive chest.

She gripped his cock and said, “What are you?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Ms. Amity owns me.”

Her Cop stared at the monitor in her suite and smiled. His owner had a new toy. Marines made her happy and that’s all that mattered.

She would tell #42 his new name. But that could wait for morning.
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