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Dedication




I’m not afraid of much. I’m never afraid when My Cop is at my side or kneeling at my feet. When extraordinary events become terrifying ones, so does he. This story is dedicated to his light brown hair that belongs in my fingers. And every inch of the rest of him.




About the Links

This story includes characters and events from previous novels. The first time they appear, they are linked to the books in which their stories were first told.


Preface




HER STABLE WAS lined up in the grassy area behind the mansion Parker inherited from her parents. It was set back a mile from the closest road and the layout of the land she owned made sure there were no nosy backyard neighbors. The renovations on the old house were finally done and the secluded estate would be Amity’s home base for the next week.

Parker was one of the young Dommes invited to her Parlor, a two-day educational experience for women new to Amity's circle of friends. Attendance was required along with Amity’s approval before any new Domme could attend the upcoming auction in Memphis. At the Parlor, they learned how to inspect and bid on men for their stables; what behavior was and was not acceptable at auctions; how to write slave contracts; and most important, what would get you thrown out of an auction and worse, Amity’s entire network.

By the end of the two-day Parlor, Amity knew Parker had the makings of a good owner and the potential to be a great one. The network was happy to welcome new members but only those women who met their standards. The rules weren’t written down; they weren’t formal but they were enforced. The network Dommes sensed—their inner voices told them—which newcomers were quality women and which were not.

Authentic Dommes know how to use their power. That was the only kind of women they’d welcome into their exclusive circle.

When Parker began buying at auctions, a few of the experienced Dommes talked privately about her purchases. Most were good investments, they said, but a few were iffy. They came up with a plan to offer advice gained from their proficiency in buying merchandise that increased their stables’ value. For many owners, a slave’s value was his rentability. Private clients would pay to schedule time if a slave had the talents the client wanted.

Having the right variety of skills in your stable is what makes it lucrative. After all, slaves have to be fed and housed and their owners have lifestyles to maintain. And grow.

The women in the private meeting discussed how they could help young Dommes make better buying choices. Some suggested keeping a stable inventory, a list of skills they owned and talents renters requested most often. Others thought post-rental surveys where clients rated their experiences with stars was a solid way to decide to keep or get rid of a particular boy. Still others proposed reviewing video of client sessions to see which slaves needed more training and which gave the clients the best experiences.

After an hour of back-and-forth, Amity made a recommendation. Why not visit new Dommes, evaluate their property and test their stock in real life? Then they could advise the owners which men they should keep and train and which were useless and should be dismissed outright, sold or bartered for something better.

The women agreed. It was an excellent way to increase new owners’ incomes and help their lifestyles grow by making their stables more attractive to renters.

The experienced Dommes’ visits became known as inspections and were carried out ruthlessly. No slave was safe from their criticism nor was any man allowed to stay unless he generated adequate income for his owner. The ones with unrealized potential—men that could be made rentable with proper training—were sent to Summer Camp for four weeks of intense work in particular skillsets. But only if their future rentability at least covers the cost of camp tuition.

When the inspections idea was shared on their network video call, they had more takers than they imagined. Experienced Dommes divvied them up so each had four inspections in cities and towns across the country. Each inspector had a list of criteria and a week to gauge each stable.

They said there would be no emotional decision-making. Each day, the evaluators would work with the stable. Each evening, they would meet with the owners to discuss improvements. Dommes had to agree up front to accept the results and carry them out.

They did. Every hand went up. Many waved wildly.

Amity left for Florida a week later with her personal girl and two of her exclusives to satisfy her at night. Until the sun rose.


A Note from Amity







WORKING WITH OTHER  Dommes’ property comes with a plethora of possibilities. Like my friends, I believe my stable is the finest in the country, if not the world. I keep spreadsheets of my stock that itemize their skills—what they can do for my businesses—and their talents—what they can do for my clients' fantasies. I have columns for everything from height and weight to hard and soft cock sizes, the most recent expander reading that tells me how big a penis a boy’s ass can take and the one I like measuring myself, their pain thresholds.

You have to know how much a pain slut can take before you advertise him. I test my pain sluts, my 40s, regularly.

Unlike many owners, I don’t look at penises first when evaluating a possible purchase. My stable is locked in cock cages with electric sounds 24/7 and machine-milked three times a week to keep them under control; more often if they start acting up. The men I keep have microchips implanted in their perineums that I jolt to summon or punish them. It doesn’t matter where they are. My tools have a very long reach.

There were four cities on my inspection itinerary. Nova, my hefty personal girl with huge bosoms and layers of belly fat that jiggle when she runs to perform her tasks, worked with my eunuch to pack everything I needed and might want. I was taking her with me and her ticket was in the back of the plane. My two exclusives were with me in business class. My Cop said the scotch was decent. Gage picked at the vegetarian options, some of which he said were unrecognizable.

It didn’t matter if they ate airline food; that's not what they crave. Their real sustenance is what I feed them. That’s why my custom-crafted single-tail, the one with the red handle, was in the carry-on. Gage handled like it was a religious icon. It is to him.

I spent most of the flight reviewing Parker’s stable on my tablet. My Cop had background searches done on all of her stock that didn’t turn up anything questionable. He said only one was ex-military and he had misgivings about another. Something related to indiscretions in his 20s. I swiped through their photos and videos. The noises they made on the screen went right into my ear buds so My Cop peeked at the screen each time I smiled at what I was hearing, mostly screams.

Gage’s job was to look over Parker’s estate to make sure it gave renters privacy and to offer recommendations to improve it. He’s an expert at facilities and making sure tools and equipment are in the right place for a particular client’s rented fantasy. Then he ensures it's all sanitized and returned to their proper places, ready for the next renter.

Gage’s attention was on his tablet, inspecting each area of the main house, the basement where Parker keeps her stable and the movement of Parker’s in-house staff. He shook his head a lot. That meant he found inefficiencies. He can’t hide his loathing of workers having to take wasted steps.

When I was done reviewing Parker’s stable and Gage found the weaknesses in the estate’s layout, I had the steward bring blankets and covered my exclusives’ laps. From mid-Georgia all the way to our approach to Tampa International, I played with their cages. One per hand.

The captain nodded at My Cop when we deplaned. Flyboys like having a well-trained, armed operative on board. My Cop barely managed a small nod in return. He was desperately trying to stifle his groans when I sent a jolt to his chip.


Parker’s Mansion


Chapter 1

Sunshine

THE FIRST THING I noticed when we exited the airport terminal was the sunshine that was going to last the whole week I was there. No wonder Parker always had a tan with no strap lines.

Nova wheeled the cart with my luggage to the limo Parker sent for the hour drive to her mansion. Neither Gage nor My Cop had more than an overnight bag; after all, they wouldn’t be wearing clothes once we settled in. I keep all my property, including my house girls and my exclusives, in first-class shape with three mandated exercise times every day. Their workouts are upgraded monthly. Aside from the workouts keeping them healthy, my boys are my eye candy.

After My Cop checked the limo with his electronic gizmo for signal jammers and had the driver start the car and drive around the waiting area once, we piled in. My Cop sat next to the driver so he knew where we were at all times in case he needed a rescue team, I suppose. Gage sat across from me in the back and Nova scrunched up next to the luggage in the way back, out of sight.

I asked Gage for an update, what he calls a sitrep, about what he found.

“Ms. Amity, it’s a long list.”

Gage was scheduled to meet with Parker’s head house girl in the morning so I wanted to know how long that list was and if she’d be able to upgrade everything before the week was up. I nodded, his signal to continue.

“Not in order. First, the space Ms. Parker keeps her men in the basement. It needs better cameras and the feed is scratchy from low bandwidth. Second, her men actually talk to each other overnight. If the feed were better, she could hear it and put a stop to that.”

Those were two excellent points. You don’t want your stable boys chit-chatting. It is a waste of their time. They should be wearing anal expanders and doing sphincter exercises overnight because asses that can take big penises should be able to contract around them. That skill comes from practice.

“What’s next on the list?”

Gage said, “Again, in no order. The main training room needs shelving so tools aren’t stored in boxes. There’s one sanitizing station. There should be at least two more. Feeding needs to be reconsidered. Ms. Parker lets them use forks and spoons.”

I knew the implications of utensils. They have to be washed and dried, which takes up her in-house girls’ time but more than that, they can be dangerous in the hands of anyone who lapses into slave hysteria. That was the place I intended to take some of her property this week.

My Cop turned toward the back seat and said, “There will be no utensils this week.”

That’s one of many reasons he’s My Cop.

I turned back to Gage and asked, “Is there more?”

“Ms. Amity, there is one that has to be corrected before sundown tonight.”

That caught My Cop’s attention. He turned around as much as he could in the seatbelt and said, “Threat level?”

He will never use three words if two will do.

Gage said, “Orange.”

My boys answer only the questions they’re asked. Nothing more and absolutely nothing less. My Cop raised both eyebrows.

“Ms. Amity, the suite Ms. Parker has for you has three walls with windows. Floor to ceiling.”

If he hadn’t been wearing a seatbelt, My Cop would have climbed over the seat and grabbed Gage’s tablet to see the rooms for himself. He looked at me and said, “Unacceptable.”

I hadn’t even arrived at the gate to Parker’s estate and I had a situation. I was sure Parker was giving me the loveliest suite in the mansion and there would be blueberry muffins and coffee delivered in the morning but she hadn’t considered security. I understood two things right away. Parker needed a security manager as well as a personal protection slave and maybe even an attack dog. Once they were in place, she’d be much safer and so would her guests.

The problem was I had only a week to get both of those measures in place.

And then there were those windows.


Chapter 2

Tea and Security

PARKER MET ME at the front door with a big hug. I held her arms apart and took a good look at her. She was in great shape and tan from her head to her toes. There were no strap marks. It’s a Florida thing.

Nova was sent with the luggage to the suite with the floor-to-ceiling windows with my instructions not to unpack any of my bags. Parker had tea and finger food ready so I decided to have the first conversation with her with my two exclusives at my sides. My Cop always kneels on my right. That’s where he belongs.

I have high hopes for Parker’s future in our network. That’s why I didn’t hold back.

“Parker, there are two important things that have to be taken care of today before the sun goes down.”

She put her cup down and stared at me. I don’t know what she expected I would say in the first ten minutes, but the urgency in my voice wasn’t one of them.

I patted Gage’s bald head and said, “This one reviewed the physical setup and brought several deficiencies to my attention. He will be taking care of them with your head girl. But he found a weakness, a vulnerability, that has to be addressed right now.”

Even with her tan, Parker’s face turned white.

“It’s the lovely suite you set up for me.”

If it was possible, Parker turned even paler.

“It’s the windows on three sides. Floor-to-ceiling.”

I waited to see if she’d get my meaning. She’s a smart girl and I hoped she’d see what the problem was. She looked lost. I combed My Cop’s hair with my fingers, his signal to speak.

“Ms. Parker, you remember the tragedy in the airport with Ms. Brielle and Ms. Madison.” He didn’t phrase it as a question. Of course she remembered that awful day when Brielle was shot twice and Madison didn’t survive. It was a horrible time and I had difficulty dealing with it until my friends—and my exclusives—intervened.

“I protect Ms. Amity,” he said.

Surely, Parker would see the problem. I sipped tea and waited for the light to go off over her head. My other hand was fingering My Cop’s light brown hair. She still hadn’t gotten it so I pressed my hand on his head.

“Snipers aim at windows.”

Parker’s mouth fell open and she sputtered, “Oh my god, I had no idea!”

“That’s his job,” I said, my fingers gripping his hair. The tea was getting cold.

“What should I do? I’ll do whatever you say. Whatever you think is best.”

My Cop doesn’t think about what’s best. He knows. Another tap on his scalp and he itemized the list.

“Ms. Amity will stay on the second floor in the room across the hall from the sitting room. It has one outside window. I have a team ready to secure it and the rest of the sleeping quarters.”

Parker was nodding hard. She didn’t even ask who the team was or what they were going to do. I handed My Cop my phone and he crawled to the hallway to make the call.

“Bulletproof glass,” Gage said.

Parker nodded even harder. At least some color returned to her cheeks.

When we told the new Dommes our inspections would be brutal, they probably didn’t expect that a squad of black-clad window installers would invade their estates. Parker learned a valuable lesson. Of course, we protect our stables. But we have to protect ourselves first. That was my cue for my next recommendation.

“Parker, you need a head of security and maybe a dog. This week I’m going to test your stable to see if any of them can do those jobs. If not, we’ll talk to Ned and see what he’s got for sale.”

Nashville Ned is one of my go-to suppliers for specific skills. When My Cop was tortured on a mission that went very badly, he had to recover physically first. Ned had a physical therapist delivered in less than 24 hours. He reminds us constantly that he deals only with first-quality merchandise. Ned has attitude, but when Brielle stayed with me for months while she healed after the shooting, he sent a nurse with her when she was able to return to her Maison outside Atlanta. He refused payment. If Parker didn’t have a satisfactory security slave, Ned would get one. A first-class one.

That brought me to the dog. I got mine from Annalise and Maeve who own the Pet Shoppe. Aussie was a gift for my help before they went on their cross-country buying spree to stock the shop. When My Cop has to work remotely, Aussie never leaves my side. If he did, he’d have to deal with My Cop. That’s scary enough to keep Aussie on his toes and on all four of his paws.

“When I inspect your stable, I’ll look for dog potential. If I find it, you’ll send him to Summer Camp for training. If I don’t see one that will do, we’ll video with Annalise and Maeve and look at what they have for sale. Protection dogs are one of their specialties. I hope they’re not sold out. They were selling fast after the airport thing.”

I couldn’t bring myself to say ‘when Madison was murdered’. It was still too painful.

I looked at my watch. I’d been here only 30 minutes. Parker hadn’t touched her tea since we sat down. Mine was cold.

“Send a girl to move my personal and my luggage to the other room until the windows are replaced. While that’s going on, I want to take my first look at your boys.”

“I’ll get them lined up outside like you said in email.”

Parker was gripping her teacup, waiting for me to tell her the rest.

“You take Gage to your head female and see that his list is taken care of. I don’t want you at my first inspection.”

Parker put her cup on the saucer and said, “No, you don’t need me for that. It’s better if you do it yourself.”

She pointed at Gage and he followed her out of the room. Like I said, Parker is a smart young woman with great potential.

I told My Cop to put on his hood and had him crawl behind me for my first look at the lineup of Parker’s stock. They had no idea what I had in store for them.


Chapter 3

The Lineup

MY FIRST LOOK at Parker’s 14-boy stable told me she had invested in a wide range of physical shapes and sizes. Some were tall, a few short. Two fit into my ‘fat boys’ category while one was definitely skinny, even approaching scrawny. If I were advertising this group to my clients, only three would make it into the marketing materials. When I was done with my full inspection, some of these boys would be on the block if they lasted until the next auction and weren’t sold in private sales.

I also know not to judge a stable only by its appearance. After all, clients don’t really care what a boy’s face looks like when it’s smashed into his groin and its mouth is sucking his penis. It’s all about the skill of his tongue, teeth and lips. It’s the same for ass boys. Renters rarely see their faces.

But in terms of rentability, the better-looking ones often generate higher fees.

By the end of the week, I’d know which could be improved with concentrated physical fitness programs and the right nutrition. And which were expendable.

Parker wrote their names on cards that hung around their necks. I don’t name my boys. Numbers are easier for me to remember, especially when two digits are tattooed on their right asscheeks. If a boy’s number is in the 20s, I know he’s one of the big cocks. The 40s are my pain sluts. Numbering is a timesaving solution for a large stable.

I told her girl to flip the cards to the blank side so I could group them by my first impressions. I planned to use two thick sharpies, one black and one gold, to assign numbers on their cards and their right asscheeks so they’d be visible no matter the boy’s skin tone. But first I had to figure out what their talents were so they were grouped in the right set. With only 14 to choose from, I doubted there would be one from every skillset. My concern was that Parker might have too many mouth boys and no decent-looking cross dressers. Faces as well as bodies matter, especially to repeat renters.

My Cop whispered, “Second from the right.”

The boy he indicated was the only almost-in-shape body in the lineup. He had a buzz cut and steely eyes atop a decent chest that could still be improved. His most striking feature was a pair of athletic legs that told me he is—or was—a runner. Then there was the cock hanging between his thighs. Even soft, it had to be at least eight inches.

No wonder Parker bought him. He was the only 20 in the lot. My Cop used the black marker to add a 20 on his name card and I had him bend over so I could mark his ass. That way, I could remember what he was no matter how I positioned him.

One down. Thirteen to go.

I sent one of her girls to get a box of gloves and tubes of lube then told her to get them ready. At least she knew what I wanted her to do with the supplies. When their asses were lubricated, I bent them over a waist bar. That’s the easiest way to find what I call the 60s, the ass boys. Good ones are easy to rent to clients who want to ream backsides for hours. Generally those clients are hourly renters. Very few of my clients who can afford the prices can stay hard longer than that.

That’s one reason renters ask for what I call events, groups of masked clients who share a few boys and pass them around. The value of events is in the fees you can charge. If your ass boys are also skilled cross-dressers, the cost goes up. But the best rentables are the ones who can  sing and dance. When you can provide a dressed-up ass boy who can sing praises to a client’s penis and his skill in using it plus move around like he can’t control his joy, you have a frequently-requested rentable boy. That’s helpful to your bottom line.

It's all in how you train them but you have to start with a boy with some predilections for that kind of performance. I wasn’t sure Parker had any of those but I was going to find out.

I had the girl tease their anuses with the plug tips, one after another. I stood on the other side of the bar so I could see their faces. That’s where they show me their secrets, that they like what’s going on in their other end. Each time the girl plunged a plug into an ass, their faces revealed what I wanted to know.

For starters, Parker had three that I believed could be trained to be, at the least, rentable asses. If she was going to cover the cost of feeding and housing them, she’d have to rent them all at least three times a week. Based on her rental history, that wasn’t likely to happen. Parker was building her client list so she needed to add more desirable talents, like singers and dancers.

My Cop read their skill summaries out loud. When he got to the third one, he said the magic word. Engineer. We all know they make the best cross-dressers. If Parker trained that boy to sing and dance, then I knew he’d revel in her nascent costume closet. Cross-dressers always do.

I marked his ass with a gold 50 and a 60 to show up against his dark skin. My Cop took care of the card hanging around his neck.

That left a dozen boys hanging over the waist bar. Just based on percentages, there had to be more cross-dressers. If Parker was lucky, one of them might have similar talents. I had the girl pull out the plugs and replace them with electric ones. Fucking a boy’s ass is one thing. Stimulating it is another.

This time I told her to work the plugs in and out a few times before pressing them all the way in. Two boys caught my eye. They didn’t grunt when their asses were taunted. They moaned. The difference between those two noises is night and day. That's your rentable potential.

I told her to set ten plugs on low and pointed at the two I wanted on medium. It’s subtle, but I could hear the difference in their songs. The ones on low grunted. The two I thought had potential moaned louder each time I told her to pulse their plugs to high. They closed their eyes and dropped into their own little worlds while they sang their slave songs to me.

I had My Cop mark them as 60s and I wrote their numbers on their right asscheeks. Four down. Eleven to go.

The next round is always the easiest to identify a particular group of rentables that you can charge decent fees for clients to use.

It was time to pinpoint the pain sluts.


Chapter 4

Parker’s Pain Sluts

CLIENTS LOVE RENTING pain sluts. Men who are successful and influential in their business lives get to that level in part by inflicting certain kinds of pain on the people who work for them. When workers rely on my clients for their paychecks, they put up with a lot. The kind of pain they wreak comes in many forms. Two styles are particularly desirable for renters.

They adore perpetrating physical pain. And they love adding psychological torture to the merchandise they rent.

It takes a special kind of slave to react to both types of pain the way overbearing clients want to see and hear. If Parker had a few pain sluts who could pull off the correct reactions, she had valuable property. With the right kind of training, they could bring in sizable fees. The kind of training those slaves require is ruthless and never-ending. It has to become their way of life.

There is a danger of a pain slut lapsing into what I call slave hysteria. It’s a good place to put your boys every now and then. It reinforces that they are owned and you can put them into that state and it reminds them that you are the only one who has the power to rescue them from it.

 I wasn’t sure Parker was up to the task but I was. If she had one or even two possible pain sluts, I had the rest of the week to see if they met all the criteria. If they did, she had highly-desirable rentals. If they didn’t, well, they could be sold as house slaves. They’re cheap. Or even as potential geldings. They go for higher prices.

Of the eleven remaining asses on the bar, I had the girl unplug them, put them on their knees facing away from me and spread them out. Their sweaty skin glowed under the bright sunshine. From behind, they looked like a row of ordinary naked men but I hoped there were pain lovers inside those mundane bodies. Heck, pain sluts don’t need a lot of physical fitness. Clients find the skinny, meek ones more fun to browbeat and paddle. Only my repeat renters are allowed to use whips.

The return on investment for pain sluts is considerable.

Physical pain is easy to administer. The girl fetched a box of tools I specified so I had choices to see which, if any, responded the way pain sluts should. They grunt at first but if you listen carefully, you can hear their unspoken pleas for more. They don’t say it out loud. You hear it with your inner voice.

I walked up and down the line. After I got a good look at each of them, I pointed to the grass. One by one, they dropped to all fours and raised their asses. That was most likely the position Parker had them assume when she reviewed them each morning and again at night. A simple long rattan cane would get me the information I wanted.

The first ass belonged to one of the skinny boys. Two cracks and he was in tears so I moved to the next. Fat boys come with wide asses so my target was large. I crisscrossed his cheeks and didn’t quite draw blood but I heard a pain slut's song loud and clear. It didn’t matter what he screeched out loud. It’s what my inner voice told me.

The fat boy’s ass reached up and back for another stroke. He wanted more so I gave him one more, just to be sure.

My Cop pointed between the boy’s thick thighs to what I suspected I’d see there and it was. A hard cock.

After My Cop wrote a 40 on his name card, I took care of his right asscheek right after I left one more welt. It didn’t bleed much. It would; it was only the first day.

I had nine more to go.

The next boy in line had his knees apart even though he hadn’t been ordered to spread his legs. It was only a small hint, but it needed to be checked out. I’ve found that a certain kind of slave tends to kneel that way. They’re often the ones suffering from the itch and burn of pubic hair regrowth after a mediocre waxing or plucking. Ingrown hairs are the usual culprit.

I had My Cop read the boy’s history to confirm my suspicion.

“New boy delivered last week.”

I always listen to my inner voice. A new boy was likely waxed or plucked only a few days ago, probably his first time. There’s a sure-fire way to determine if he had the rentable talent I inferred from his spread legs and delivery date. I tossed the cane to the girl and told her what I wanted.

“Get me a prod. With a long handle.”

She sorted through the box and offered me two. One was a typical shock prod. The other was a spanker with a wide flap. I set both on medium. After all, I had only a week and it was getting late in the day. There was no reason to start on low.

Two jolts and I knew what the boy was. To confirm it, I ran the spanker around his groin and listened to him squeal. My Cop numbered his name card and I wrote a 40 on his ass.

That left eight. Surely there had to be some mouth boys in what was left. They’re plentiful based on what I’ve seen at auctions and online in inventory lists. If Parker had bought wisely, there had to be a few on their hands and knees in the grassy field

One zap to the biggest cock, the one I marked as a 20, got his attention. I grabbed him by the penis and stood him in front of an uncategorized boy’s face. I dragged the boy’s head by his hair so his lips were an inch from the 20’s soft cock.

“Make him hard,” I said.

Depending on a boy’s experience—how many years he’d been owned—he’ll either do what he’s told or he’ll balk at an instruction like I just gave. If he hesitated, he’d be first on my disposal list. There are some things I don’t tolerate. That’s one of them.

He parted his lips. A little.

What he couldn’t see was that I put My Cop behind him. I don’t need words to communicate with my exclusives. When I wagged my finger, My Cop’s foot pushed the boy’s ass, and with it, his face, into the boy’s crotch. I dragged his head back and forth by a fist full of his hair until he got my point. So did every other boy in the line. The best lessons are fast and memorable.

He opened his mouth wide and did what he was told to do. In fact, he seemed eager to suck once he understood who owned him. That was something I’d discuss with Parker tonight after dinner.

The most useful result of my lesson with the first mouth boy was what happened when I told the next two to do the same thing. Each time they got the 20 hard, a simple zap softened his big cock so each potential mouth boy had the same canvas to work on. Parker had three mouth boys and although they don’t get the highest prices, they might serve as ass boys with the proper training. A few hours a day on a mechanical anal expander would take care of that quickly.

Parker could charge a higher rental fee for a mouth- and ass-boy, what we call a two-fer.

That left four uncategorized boys and it was getting late. I hoped the windows were done and I could use the suite. I had two exclusives and my red-handled whip with me. I had serious after-dinner plans.

I looked over the four whose nametags and asscheeks were still blank, hoping my inner voice would tell me their hidden talents, ones Parker could develop to recoup the cost to keep them and then start turning a profit.

Four mediocre-looking naked boys filled my view. Two had decent shoulders that needed work and one had a belly that hung over his crotch. One was tall and stocky with a round ass that stuck out amusingly. The last one had a mushroom cock that retracted into itself so much I had no idea how long it was or if it even got hard. What could Parker use them for? How could she market ones as ordinary as these?

That’s when I figured it out. All of them. I was sure Parker had no idea of their value once they were trained. It was a specialty and she’d have to send them to Summer Camp when that discipline was on the schedule or if she had the funds, to Reckoning.

These weren’t useless slaves. By the end of the week, two would be neighing, one would bark and the last one would oink like a pig.

Dinner was delicious and Parker and I had a lovely conversation afterwards. She was grateful to know the potential she had in her basement and by morning, her staff would have rearranged things to meet Gage’s new layout. Her boys ate their food without utensils and literally licked their plates clean.

My Cop closed the curtains over the new windows and he and Gage leaned over the waist-high bar Parker was gracious enough to have setup in the suite. I had my whip and plenty of room to use it. That’s how I feed my exclusives.

They were ravenous. I fed them for hours.


Chapter 5

The Stable’s Lesson

AFTER WE RECEIVED Reckoning's first graduates, we knew the facility would be a success. With Control, the woman I know as Grace, heading it up, Reckoning delivers expertly-trained merchandise in six weeks now instead of the original eight. Everyone who’s ordered from them is thrilled with their output and every survey earns five stars. Investing in Reckoning was one of my better business decisions.

Parker was newer to our network than the regular Reckoning shoppers. Buying Control’s finished products certainly upgrades your stable’s rentability but they come with a cost. A high cost. One of their most innovative products is the line of animals they produce. Some men can’t handle their role in society. Extraction teams remove them from their pathetic lives and with well-placed social media posts and a few convincing documents, no one misses them. Most women who had to deal with them are relieved they're gone.

If she couldn’t afford Control’s animal line, then Parker would have to turn the four I discovered into the creatures they were meant to be by herself along with my advice and a few days’ visit from the Training Farm Mistress. She converts men into herds of farm animals every season. She’d have valuable training tips for Parker.

All I needed was the right equipment and that’s where Gage came in. He’s moved battalions across continents and oceans; surely, he could obtain what I wanted quickly. I gave him until after lunch the second day. When I saw him at a workstation sending Parker’s boys to transform the large backyard and her in-house girls to deliver the tools I listed to their proper locations, Gage was drawing arrows on the touch screen and issuing orders into his headset at the same time.

Parker and I had a long and detailed conversation over lunch. My Cop knelt under the table by my right leg just in case. As if I were in hostile territory which is, according to My Cop, anywhere that isn’t Amityworld. While Parker and chatted, I combed his light brown hair with my right hand and fed him blueberries with my left so he could suck the juice off my fingers.

“You have a fairly diverse stable,” I said. “There are ten possible rentables. After they’re trained, they’ll pay for themselves and at least one or two others.”

Parker said, “After what you and the other women taught me about buying intelligently, I hoped at least some of them would work. I didn’t expect to have ten!”

“As for the other four, wait till you see how much you'll get when I’m done with them. Stay out of the backyard until I’m done.”

I don’t care who owns the slaves I’m inspecting. When I’m working them, they're mine.

Parker walked around the table for a thank-you hug. My Cop tenses up whenever someone approaches me so I jolted his cage to settle him down. He was suffering from his version of a sugar high after he consumed what my single-tail fed him last night. It didn’t matter that he was sore from his shoulders to his toes. A night like that enervates him.

When I went outside to see how the work I ordered was going, it was apparent that Gage was experiencing similar results of his feeding from my whip. The entire yard was bustling with slaves digging holes for posts and laying out obstacle courses. Parker’s girls were running across the grounds with boxes of tools in their arms and placing them exactly where Gage’s arrows indicated.

Gage crawled toward me and I said, “Status.”

Why use two words when one will do?

“Ms. Amity, they aren’t a competent squad.”

What Gage didn’t say was clear. The setup wasn’t finished because the 14 boys Parker owned hadn’t been taught my rule for my stable when I put them on task.

Get it done on time and accurately. You won’t like what happens to the ones who don’t.

They were going to learn that lesson right now. Once they understood what was acceptable and what was not, Parker would have a better stable to take care of her mansion, from the outdoor grounds all the way to their basement cells. Discipline is one thing. Punishment is another. Both fit solidly into my predominant rule.

Pain must have a purpose. My purpose is the only one that matters.

“Line them up,” I said.

Gage ran back to the outdoor workstation he set up to oversee what was happening in real time. He tapped a button and a siren blared across the field and inside the out-building Parker had remodeled for the rare rainy days in her part of Florida. Male and female slaves stopped dead in their tracks and fell to their knees.

I pointed to the ground at my feet. No one moved. They just kept staring at my finger. Gage was right, they were a totally incompetent team and that failing is easy to fix. It’s tedious and painful but it always works. I told Gage to open the big box next to his workstation that I had overnighted from my west-coast developers. There are several reasons I keep my boys in cock cages 24/7. Parker’s stable was going to learn one of those reasons right now.

When I want My Cop, all I have to do is look to my right. After last night’s feeding, he was amped up to do precisely what I was going to tell him to do. I pitied the first boy I set him on. Almost. But a lesson taught swiftly  leaves a memorable impression and brings about long-term behavioral changes in lab rats and owned men.

I handed him a ring and a short chain. He raised an eyebrow to ask, ‘which one?’ and I shrugged. I didn’t care because this lesson would impact all of them. He took off running across the wide grassy field, heading toward two of Parker’s boys who were moving obstacles to their proper places on the course I had Gage lay out. My Cop is beautiful when he runs, even more so under the bright Florida sunshine.

His targets’ mouths dropped open when he neared them. With all the fitness training I make sure he does, My Cop is a fearsome presence. Especially when he’s aiming at you.

When he reached the pair, he grabbed the nearest cock and balls and dragged the boy to his feet. In seconds, he yanked a handful of his organs through the ring and attached the chain to his own ankle. If my dog had been on this trip, Aussie would have clamped his teeth on the boy’s penis and dragged him across the field. My Cop ran with the shrieking slave struggling to stay upright behind him, all the way to where I was standing, still pointing at the ground at my feet.

The boy was close to hysterical. My Cop wasn’t even breathing hard.

He grabbed the noisy boy’s head and pointed it at my finger. Still screeching from the pain the short chain was inflicting, the boy figured it out and knelt in front of me.

I had Gage sound the siren again, pointed at my feet and 13 males charged across the grass. In less than a minute, they were all on their knees in a line on the ground making a semi-circle at my feet.

Lesson learned.

I had them repeat the exercise several times. Gage sent them back to work and then sounded the siren. All 14 stopped what they were doing and focused on my finger. They ran wherever I pointed and dropped to their knees. An hour later, they were breathless but obedient.

Gage sent all but four back to work. I sent the four potential animals to the makeshift corral the rest of the stable was finishing building.

If I thought they were trainable, I’d suggest that Parker keep them. If they failed, I had a video sales call ready for tomorrow afternoon.


Chapter 6

Parker’s Ponies

NOW THAT PARKER’S stable knew how to respond immediately to my orders and was back at work, I focused on the four that my inner voice hinted might be trainable in what I call specialty skills. Clients who have ultra-strange fantasies they want to live in real life aren’t the majority but their dreams are so pervasive, they will pay almost anything to experience them. Once they taste the desires they’ve suppressed for so long, they always come back for more.

If Parker had four of them, her income potential just skyrocketed.

The two I identified as ponies would take the longest to train, given their abysmal physiques. The dog was the easiest. All that one needed was a four-week Summer Camp session with the Pet Shoppe gals.

Then there was the pig.

When we set up Reckoning, Control outlined the characteristics of men she could turn into the perfect products we pre-ordered. Research followed her list when they pinpointed which men the extraction teams would capture. But when it came to the animals, Control had a much longer and more detailed list.

She said to look for educated, refined males without partners. The more they rejected living with others, especially with women, the more it meant they were set in their ways. One telltale symptom was in their bathrooms. The counters would be empty. Another was in their kitchens. They were the ones who ran the dishwasher when it wasn’t full. Look for high dry cleaning bills because these men didn’t do their own wash. The last one on the list was telling. Just one word.

Prissy.

Control explained that prissy men, the ones who appeared elegant, drank only expensive wine or brand name alcohol and used inflated vocabulary were the ones she wanted. Once their creature comforts were erased from their lives, they gobbled up everything they were fed, from living conditions to the slop in their feeding bowls.

I had My Cop read the four slaves’ histories out loud.

“This one was an architect. Bursting to be forced to serve a powerful woman. This note says his condo was ultra-modern. Minimalist.”

I filed him as Parker’s pig.

“Next one was an on-the-go type. Always rushing to get from one meeting or event to another.”

Parker had a pony.

“That one was a loner. Terrified to ask for a raise. Worked in a cubicle.” My Cop snorted at that notation.

That was Parker’s dog. I’d leave it up to Maeve to tell her what breed he was. Maeve’s inner voice is almost never wrong.

“The last one was a worker but coached older sports teams. Soccer and basketball. It says he forced players to run the field or court if they didn’t perform well.”

That was Parker’s second pony.

To see if my inner voice was accurate, I had them turn around slowly, one at a time, while I watched. When I buy slaves, I look for reactive ones with penises that jiggle when I approach them. They’re the easiest to break. The last thing I need are hard-to-break slaves who disrupt my stable’s schedule.

While they continued spinning, I walked up and down the line. Three penises wobbled. The fourth stood up.

I knew I could count on my inner voice. She’s never let me down.

I sent the ponies to the ring and put the other two behind My Cop facing the empty field. I showed Parker’s girl how to lock bits in their mouths and buckle them behind their heads. It took her three tries with my crop whacking her ass until her work was up to my standards. I had her clip a long leather strap to their bits and the other end to the metal spike in the center of the ring. If these potential ponies were ever going to generate significant rental income, I’d find out in the next few minutes.

I held a long horsewhip in my left hand and swatted their asses until they figured out what to do. It wasn’t difficult. The corral was round and they were ponies. Ponies run in circles.

They started out clumsily and ran for ten minutes before they found their gait with the horsewhip as their teacher. When I stopped them for the next lesson, they bent over and panted. In an hour, they’d be neighing.

Merely good ponies can run in circles. Great ones can high step when they run. I pointed at their left knees and then to their chests. It took them a few tries to get it right before I had them circling the ring lifting each knee high in the air on every step. They weren’t ready for saddles; that would take weeks of physical fitness work and proper nutrition. I had My Cop add that to my topics to discuss with Parker. 

I started the ponies on their first day of exercise while I turned my attention to the dog. My Cop kept an eye on the ponies to make sure they were running five laps then high-stepping five before running again. Each time an exhausted one hit the ground, he loomed over the downed pony and that was enough to get him started again. Like I said, My Cop has a fearsome physical presence, especially when its focused on you.

My Cop snorted when he read the dog’s history, especially that he worked in a cubicle. That meant there was something else in this boy’s background he disdained. I could have had him read the longer summary but it’s more fun to find it out for myself. I gave myself 30 minutes to find it. If I couldn’t, it wasn’t there and this boy would wind up being offered on the video sales call that afternoon.

Dogs walk on all fours. That’s how this boy would live from now on if I guessed right. I jolted Gage’s chip and he sent a girl running across the grass with paw mitts and a collar. Once his hands and knees were encased in leather, I held the collar in front of his face.

“Bark,” I said.

He looked at the ground and I heard a small woof. That would never do. Clients don’t pay for tiny sounds like that. When a client pays good money for a dog, he wants to yank out its tail and ream its ass by himself to a loud chorus of barks and woofs that tell him how amazing his penis is and how artful his thrusting. The dog didn’t have to be just louder. He had to be convincing.

I jolted Gage again and pointed to the dog’s balls hanging between his hind legs. The girl trotted over with an assortment of rings and I chose an adjustable one. It’s the best way to change a man’s self-perception. He’s no longer a man. He’s a dog. And if he doesn’t see himself as one, I’m going to neuter him. My boys march past a shelf of glass jars every morning. Each jar contains the organs of eunuchs I’ve created, used and sold. One jar holds the penis of the bastard I bought in Sweden, the one who outed my best friend and I still believe caused her untimely death. My stable knows that disobedience has consequences. Severe ones.

I sold that bastard to a mysterious Asian Master who had a dream of owning a sexless former man to serve him in his clandestine compound. When Red Rick’s truck picked him up after the two years of hell I put him through, I felt nothing. Absolutely nothing.

The only positive by-product of the entire debacle was that’s how I met My Cop. He led the investigation into the bastard’s malfeasance and at her request, I went with her to some of the meetings. When I shook his hand, I felt it. His need poured out of him. Months after the conviction and that miscreant’s sudden disappearance, I invited him to my first Parlor. The rest isn’t history. It’s my present. And his future.

The dog on all fours at my feet spread his knees and I locked the ring tightly behind his balls. I ignored his gasps and moans. There’s no reason to talk to dogs, so I let the snug ring explain it to him. For this week, I owned him. Testicles included.

If he wanted to keep them from rotting and falling off, he had one option. To become my dog.


Chapter 7

Parker’s Dog

ONCE A DOG is broken, I no longer see him as a man. When his dog-ness becomes his self-definition, the rest is easy. The ring threatening this boy's genitals was the impetus that encouraged the transformation. There’s a simple test to see if the switch is complete.

“Bark,” I said.

The dog howled so loudly, Parker’s stable working all over the wide yard stopped and stared in the direction of the noise. Woofs and arf-like sounds filled the air. I still wasn’t sure exactly what breed the dog was but I was betting it was a beagle. They make noises like that.

The next hour was spent with the dog learning basic skills. I had him sit up, stay and roll over. If he didn’t comply quickly enough, an electric prod set on medium hurried him up. Another jolt to Gage’s chip sent a girl running across the yard with a bowl of water. I had her put it ten feet away from the spot where I was working the dog.

If he wanted a drink—and I was sure he did after all those noises and training—he had to learn one more skill, how to beg. Nothing is free to a dog I own. They have to obey commands to earn a treat or even a drink. This dog might be thirsty for a long time unless I sensed he had fully changed his thinking about what he was.

It's one thing that I regard a boy as a dog. It’s another when he sees himself the same way.

The dog saw the water bowl and nudged my leg. My Cop took two steps toward him before I stopped him from throwing the pooch across the field. The dog cowered behind me but a tap or two of the prod on his aching balls made him scurry back to his training.

I locked the collar around his neck and attached a short leash that would come in handy for the next activity. Unless a dog has a job to do, he’s merely a lump at your feet begging for treats. My dog is my protection when My Cop has to work remotely. Annalise and Maeve trained Aussie before they delivered him and then My Cop kept him for two weeks of brutal work. Aussie is now an excellent attack dog. The last—and only—slaves who ever dared backtalk me spent months in physical therapy. One is still learning to walk without a cane.

Parker could give her dog whatever tasks she chose but I know what clients want. That’s why I tugged the leash and deposited the dog at the first obstacle on the improvised agility course. Gage designed it from my specifications and had Parker’s stable put it together. The course layout would test the dog’s ability to climb, slide, trot and swim. On all fours.

The dog was still learning to walk on a leash so I used the prod to make him crawl faster; after all, I still had one more animal to assess. The dog would learn to leash walk much more elegantly when he was sent to Summer Camp. There’s an ingenious mechanical walker at camp that walks several dogs at the same time. They’re taken around the training building at different speeds and they all wind up at the pit where they are required to piss and shit. Dogs learning to do their business in the pit makes an amusing highlight reel for the trainers after dinner. My planner boy isn't stupid; he put the pit downwind from the trainers’ cottages.

The first challenge I gave Parker’s dog was to climb up steps and trot down the incline on the other side. All new dogs have to learn to climb on padded front paws and knees. It took four tries and several shocks to its balls before the dog got to the top. I had him bark when he got there to remind him that dogs do not speak. Just for fun, I made him howl his doggie song on the trip down.

His next hurdle was learning how to fetch. Aussie is expert at understanding what I want from simple commands, like “Get #42” or “Fetch my whip.” He runs on all fours and returns with the object in his mouth, typically with his teeth clamped around a slave’s cock cage if that's what I told him to get. Most dogs are confused by complex orders so I made a note to remind Parker to use short phrases. Clients who rent dogs always seem to understand that. It’s a big part of their fantasies and issuing succinct orders is natural to them. Having their commands obeyed gets them hard.

I had the girl hide objects around the course. A humbler was behind the in-and-out run, a spiked wheel under the seesaw and a long dog’s tail plug on the edge of the water-filled mudhole. I wanted to see how the dog would do with his sense of smell and touch, not his sight. A blindfold took care of that.

I held his leash and walked around the obstacle course. His four new paws worked hard to keep up with me. When he failed to heel on command, I tied the cock ring to his collar so when I tugged, he felt it at both ends. Dogs learn fast when they fear the loss of their balls.

When we reached the seesaw, I said, “Fetch.”

The dog didn’t know what he was looking for but that wasn’t my problem. He dropped his head and sniffed the ground. The paw mitts kept him from using his fingers so he used his face instead after I pushed it within inches of the spiked wheel. It took him a minute to grab the handle  with his teeth instead of the spikes and bring it to me.

I drew a dotted line up and down his asscheeks with the spiked wheel he found. The dog barked at his success  and the others heard it clear across the field.

I repeated the fetch command and led him toward the run. His job was to zigzag around the posts to reach the goal. My grip on the leash told him which way to turn and each tug made him growl. Once he understood my commands, I had him run the course twice more. By the third trip, he was much more agile.

The humbler was tricky to grab in his mouth. A smart dog would lick every corner to find something to grip. Stupid dogs have their faces smashed into the object until they figure it out. I ignored his crying until he lifted the humbler and dragged it to me. When I attached it so his cock and balls were pulled back between his legs, I had him bark again so he could announce his success.

That left the plug. A proper dog wears a proper tail. We headed over to the pit. I set him on the edge to see if he was smart enough to crawl around the water or if his stupidity would plunge him in.

“Fetch,” I said.

The dog put his nose in the grass and started crawling awkwardly. A humbler will do that to a male dog that hasn’t been neutered yet. His problem was with the blindfold, he didn’t know the pit was round and he crawled straight onto the slope and rolled into the mud.

I don’t tolerate failure. I dragged him across the goop until he found the plug and held it high above the wet mud. When he climbed out the other side, his reward was to wear the dog tail for the rest of the week. Longer if Parker liked it.

The ponies were still trotting and high-stepping in circles when I told the dog to repeat the course. I left the humbler in place but removed his blindfold. I’m not heartless.

The pig was next.


Chapter 8

Parker’s Pig

I USED TO be surprised when clients checked the rental application box for an animal and when the options appeared, chose a pig. By the third request, I started to see a pattern. The more cultured a renter acted in his everyday life, the more he coveted forcing his rental to roll around in mud and muck.

I had my video slave put together a highlight reel of prior rental sessions so I could target more of what they fantasized doing with a pig. Each client completes a survey after his rental hours when he returns to his plane. They rate the rentable with up to five stars and record a five-minute video detailing the plusses and minuses of the hours or days they paid for. My slaves always get five stars. If they don’t, they face weeks of severe retraining, from sunup until they are put to bed. They wear anal expanders overnight to build up their sphincter muscles. Slaves’ anuses have to learn how to grip what a client puts in it. Tightly.

Besides, I have a reputation to maintain. My boys work all day and night to provide experiences my clients know they can’t get anywhere else. There is no time off for my stable in Amityworld.

Owning a rentable animal is profitable. Owning four is  rewarding. When one is a pig, it can be very profitable.

A pig’s talent is a critical factor. Slopping around in a muddy pit isn’t enough. Clients have specific dreams they want to live out in real life and once they get a taste, they want more. I hear it on every client video when they bare their souls to me. They don’t hold back. Animal rentals are intensely personal and men who can afford my prices are used to having first-class experiences. They get more than that from my boys.

Parker’s pig had to deliver outstanding sessions if she was going to reap the benefits. A good pig should pay for itself and at least the upkeep for two other slaves. A great one can earn a lot more than that.

I jolted Gage and told him to move the boys away from what they were digging, what I called the pigsty. It met my specifications with an improvised trough, a crude hut with a straw floor and a deep mud pit.

At one time, the pig was an architect. He was a good purchase while Parker was remodeling her inherited mansion but now he had to cover at least what it cost her to keep him. My Cop read his history and it all fit. He lived in an ultra-modern condo with no knickknacks cluttering any shelf or surface. There were other telltale signs. White carpet and white tile. A closet filled with shirts pressed by a dry cleaner that picked them up and delivered them on his special hangars. Most telling was his underwear drawer. Everything was neatly folded.

I didn’t need my inner voice to tell me what this boy was but I had only a few days to make him understand what he was always meant to be. I concentrated on his big belly. This was one boy who needed a special diet, the only carb-rich menu her new chef would prepare.

To be a pig, he had to look and act like one. I jolted Gage to send a girl to the pigsty with a snout mask, hoof and knee pads and a plug with a curled pig’s tail sticking out the end. I watched her lock his hands and feet into hoof mitts and wrap pads around his knees that he’d wear at least for the week until he got used to living on all fours. The snout had a closure across his nose and mouth that could be opened at feeding time.

The tail was the finishing touch. Once I stuck it in his ass and showed him on a hand-held mirror what he looked like, I ordered him to oink. The next thing he'd probably do was break out crying.

Sobbing rentals don’t earn five stars. Animals, especially pigs, have to be believable. Only after this boy accepted what he was would he be able to make a client believe he was sincere. He had to prove it to me first.

I led him to the pit. I told Gage to make sure it was deeper at one end so the pig could crawl in and wriggle to the other end where he would be covered in muddy goop up to his neck. Once he made me believe he enjoyed the muck, Gage had instructions to add foul-smelling organic garbage to the mix. Clients who rent pigs tend to share the same fantasy. They want to fuck—or be fucked—by a pig covered in revolting sludge. It’s the thrill of being filthy for men who wear pocket squares that match their ties in their everyday lives.

Not every pig can pull off oinking his joy when he stinks. This boy had a big task in front of him and I had only an hour to spend with the pig before Parker’s chef would have an elegant dinner on the table. The extra hour I set aside was for My Cop to perform my bath and dress me. Not to mention a few orgasms he'd deliver.

For today, the pit was just mud, a dark, reddish, semi-solid mess. It was everything this tidy architect dreaded. Almost everything. He was more petrified of the woman who was going to force him to face his biggest fear.

That’s exactly what I did. He didn't have to just face it; rather, he had to take it as his own.

The paddle on his ass spurred him forward, straight into the shallow end of the pit. Mud covered him up to his elbows and knees and if he protested, it was lost in the snout buckled on his head. He was frozen in place, too repelled to move even an inch in any direction.

I paddled his ass again and if he complained, no one heard it. Four swats later, he was up to his neck in sludge. He turned his head to look at me for permission to get out of the horror I put him in.

I twirled my finger in the air. Any slave, especially a pig, should know what that means. I waited and right before I was going to tell My Cop to plant his foot on the pig’s head and force it under, the swine figured it out.

He rolled onto his back and sank up to his eyeballs, the ones still staring at me.

I twirled my finger again. He turned onto his belly but never stopped looking at my finger. The pig learned two important lessons. First, he would do what he was told. Second, I told him what to do.

I kept him in the mud while he practiced oinking. When I heard a series of gut-level pig noises, I allowed him to crawl out and pointed at the trough. Parker’s chef was told to fill it with edible scraps left from breakfast and lunch. It certainly wasn’t attractive but this boy hadn’t been fed dinner last night to make sure he would be hungry this afternoon.

The snout had a removable cover that the pig’s hoof mitts couldn’t open. But I could. That was his third lesson. He had a feeding time and would eat what was in the trough. What he was also going to learn was he was given one feeding per day. If he failed to finish the slop, he’d go hungry and no one would care. The best lessons are fast and memorable so I pushed his open snout into the trough.

The pig’s gagging filled the air. I kept his face in the gunk until he stopped making noises and began sucking the remnants down his throat. Then I let go. Each time I whacked his ass with the paddle, he slurped more into his mouth. Feeding pigs keeps their bellies big enough to match their new personas. During the rest of the week, the pig would learn to eat on his own.

The day before I was scheduled to leave, the pig had gained two pounds of belly fat and displayed more noticeable muscles in his upper arms and legs. He oinked when he was fed and grunted through the exercise program I had a trainer set up for him.
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Dinner was tasty. The hour I gave My Cop to bathe and dress me was even tastier. Parker was waiting when I arrived in the dining room and raised an eyebrow when she saw me.

“Did you have a good day?” she asked.

My Cop was kneeling under the table next to my right leg and I was stuffing blueberries in his mouth; his tongue was busy lapping the juice off my fingers.

“Good days are for other people,” I said. “Mine are always exceptional.”


Chapter 9

Parker’s Stable Inspection

THE REST OF my week with Parker was filled with stable training, evaluating performance, revising instructions and finally, meeting with Parker to share my results and recommendations. We met in her office where Gage had set up new monitors so Parker could see important locations in the mansion and could switch views to see any part of the grounds. When I arrived in her office early the last morning of my inspection visit, she was studying the basement where her stable was doing their first round of daily fitness exercises.

“I don’t know why I didn’t think of this,” she said. “I mean really, they were roused off their cots with a simple loud bell and they immediately started exercising, all while I watched and had a second cup of coffee.”

That’s a secret Dommes know. Put your property on a schedule and enforce it. They learn fast because they’ve seen and felt the consequences. It gives you back more of your ‘me’ time.

“I had the chef bake blueberry muffins for you,” Parker said without taking her eyes off the screen.

My Cop poured my coffee and fetched a plate of muffins. I picked at the muffins and stuffed his mouth with the biggest berries while I delivered my findings.

Parker turned away from the monitors to look at me and glanced at the blue juice running down the sides of My Cop’s mouth.

“The good news is that you have 14 potential rentable slaves. They need work, a lot of work and a few need to be sent to Summer Camp. One might benefit from a season on the Training Farm, but I’m sure the Mistress will visit here for a few days to show you how to grow the pig’s and ponies’ talents.”

“I’d be grateful to have her here,” Parker said. “She’s got quite a reputation for turning out quality farm animals. You think she can help with the ponies?”

She most definitely could help with the ponies. They’d be carrying riders before she left.

“Just like Maeve and Annalise will be happy to stop here on their next buying trip. They’ll get the dog in shape in 24 hours. Maeve will tell you exactly which breed your dog is and point you to the correct tail plug. You know they trained my dog.”

Parker nodded. She knew Aussie from when she attended my pre-auction Parlor training.

“You know, I don’t think of Aussie as a man. Or even as a slave, not like the others you own,” Parker said.

Aussie is pure dog. He’s uncomfortable when he has to wear street clothes when I take him away from Amityworld and he has to walk on his hind legs.

“That’s how you have to regard your stable from now on,” I said. “Their rentable talents define them. You’ve got three ass boys, one that will sing and dance with the right practice. Three are pain sluts. They’re always high on renters’ lists. The trio of mouth boys have been working for days on their technique while they were on the mechanical ass expander. Keep them in inflatable plugs overnight so they don’t tighten up.”

Parker nodded. It was a big list and I had Nova turn my notes and suggestions into a checklist for Parker to use. It had to have taken Nova all night to organize it in the way  she knew I would approve.

“Let’s talk about the big cock. He’s former military and is the only one who was in decent shape when I got here. He’s on a demanding fitness program now because I want you to consider giving him a special role.”

Parker was all ears even though her eyes were focused on his cell in the basement. The boy was finishing his second round of sit-ups, ready to flop on his belly for pushups, marine style.

“What role?” she asked.

We all remembered the tragedy when our friends, Brielle and Madison, were shot in an airport. Brielle was seriously wounded and Madison did not survive. It took a long time for me to come to terms with never seeing Madison again. No one, especially me, wanted to go through that again.

“Head of security,” I said. It didn’t need an explanation so I didn’t give it one.

Parker turned away from the screen and looked at me. I grabbed a handful of My Cop’s light brown hair and said, “Tell her.”

He gagged for a second when he tried to swallow all the berries I stuffed in his mouth and said, “Ms. Parker, every member of Ms. Amity’s network needs protection. Your mansion is secluded. If you needed help, it would take too long to get here. You need personal protection. Listen to Ms. Amity. She is right.”

Ms. Amity is always right. My Cop knows that. Now Parker did, too.

“I don’t know how to get started with that,” she said. That’s one thing I noticed about Parker when I first met her. She’s not afraid or even reluctant to admit she doesn’t know something. I taught her to ask someone who does.

“I’ve given this a lot of thought, Parker. Most new women in our network probably don’t know how to start either. When I’m done with the rest of my inspections, I’m inviting the women and their security slaves to Amityworld for training. He will be the instructor.”

With that, I stuffed more berries into My Cop’s mouth. He’d do a dynamite job teaching Dommes about security even if he just learned about my plans.

“Oh, that’s so gracious of you! I was looking for an excuse to visit you again. The auction you held was amazing!”

“You never need an excuse. Get in touch with my personal girl and she’ll schedule it. I’m leaving in an hour. What questions do you have before I go?”

I should have known Parker would have a list. We did a rapid-fire Q&A for 45 minutes.

“Where can I get cock cages like you keep your boys in?”

Easy. On my website. I messaged Nova to send her a discount code.

“Which of my girls should I make house manager?”

Gage told me the first day I was here which the natural pick was, the big one with huge breasts and muscular upper arms. No one would argue with her.

“What questions should I add to my rental application?”

I handed her a list. She would have new offerings in a few weeks and should tease her clients about what’s coming, especially the animals. They would get immediate results when there were video highlights on her marketing materials.

“I have a rating system for clients’ surveys. Should I ask for a video, too?”

No, we do not ask clients for videos. We require them. They’re invaluable. Clients need to confess their kinks to you so you can provide a slave that meets their fetishes.

The last question was one I was glad she asked.

“Ms. Amity, I know this is a lot but if I have more questions or want you to evaluate my stable’s progress on a video call, is that too much to ask?”

That’s exactly what I wanted her to ask for.

“I enjoy inspections like this and helping new Dommes succeed. If you can stand my critiques, you damned well better get in touch!”

Parker laughed and I smiled. I suppose the blueberry muffins were tasty. My Cop ate all of them right before I took him upstairs to make sure Parker’s girls packed my whip correctly.

Right after I fed My Cop dessert.


Brianna’s Ranch


Chapter 10

Briana’s Ranch Outside Louisville

WHEN WE ARRIVED at the airport where my special client’s private jet was waiting to take me to Briana’s ranch for the second inspection on my list, My Cop headed back to his remote world. He didn’t want to go as much as he knew he had to. If everything worked as I expected, he’d meet me in Georgia next week. I kept Gage with me. Aussie was shifting in his seat in the VIP lounge when I walked in. I saw him and jolted My Cop’s chip to let him know I had protection. He begged me to let him know so he didn’t have to worry. Or send in a rescue team.

I’m sure he struggled to keep a straight face when the jolt hit his perineal chip.

Aussie isn’t comfortable in street clothes anymore. The turtleneck I had my eunuch pack for him concealed his collar but he’d rip the shirt off as soon as we reached the ranch. Being naked and on all fours is his comfort zone. Aussie doesn’t act like my dog. He is my dog.

The pilot looked like he was from central casting. About 6’2” with shoulders that strained his white shirt, his dark hair had only a few specks of gray. The crew consisted of his co-pilot and two cabin stewards and one of them handed me a vodka tonic before we took off. Apparently, my client informed them I’m not a calm flyer. Vodka helps.

I promoted Gage for the two-hour flight to the job My Cop does on auction trips. He was told to swipe through Briana’s stable photos and read their backgrounds, then report what he finds to me. For the first 45 minutes, he read, swiped and read more. A single jolt to his chip told him I was ready to hear his findings.

“Ms. Amity, there are ten in Ms. Briana’s stable. I have misgivings about half of them. I can categorize the other half in general. As always, the final decisions are yours.”

Of course they are. But I was curious about Gage’s misgivings.

“Tell me about the five you’re concerned about,” I said.

Gage took a deep breath when I squeezed his cock cage and tried to speak in a normal tone. “Two have been punished multiple times. That tells me Ms. Briana does not have them under proper control. The others appear useless. They have no business skills and haven’t been rented in weeks.”

Interesting. Briana was very new to our network and I didn’t know her well at all. She was recommended by one of the New Orleans gals recently so we were including her on a trial basis. She still had to prove herself to us, the second goal of my visit. Housing and feeding five problem slaves wasn’t something I’d tolerate. Nor would my friends.

That added a new dimension to my inspection at Briana’s ranch. I was going to examine her stable to see which might be rentable and which were irrelevant. Now I had a second task, to see if Briana had the makings of the kind of woman we deemed worthy enough to be in our network. The last thing we would tolerate was an inauthentic wannabe Domme.

Deciding Briana’s status had multiple implications. Foremost was if we didn’t accept her, would she violate our privacy? It’s never happened before, not from any woman we’ve ever considered. When that damned Senator outed my friend nationally after he was under investigation for all kinds of bad acts, I was sure that contributed to her too-soon death. It took a couple of years, but I found him. The rest is his history and his present. That’s why we won’t even consider a Domme who isn’t genuine. It’s too big a risk.

To do that, to find out if Brianna was authentic, I needed my recently-branded exclusive. Juke is still learning more about the Tantra from Zayn but I bought him because he has a skill I needed at Briana’s ranch. Juke is my secret keeper. He knows, he feels, loyalty in others. Juke overflows with loyalty to me. I wanted him to tell me if Briana’s allegiance was to our network or only to herself.

We were landing in an hour. Juke was in his cell in the main house attic, working with Zayn when I checked the stable schedule. How was I going to get him to Kentucky today?

The solution was sitting next to me. During his decorated military career, Gage moved battalions across continents and oceans. Surely he could get one slave to Kentucky today.

“I want Juke,” I said.

Aussie, who was on the floor next to my right leg, barked. The stewards did their best to ignore him when they brought the treats I had my client tell his staff to store onboard. A granola bar is Aussie’s favorite biscuit.

Gage didn’t flinch. “When?”

“Today,” I said and turned back to my tablet. Gage had a job to do that I delegated to him. He’d get Juke to the ranch just like I knew the sun would set in the west tonight, when Gage’s ten magic fingers would be entertaining me long after the stars shined in the sky, and for as long as I wanted after that.

When we landed at the private airfield, Aussie supervised a baggage handler to get my luggage in the limo Briana sent. Gage swiped and tapped his tablet for the entire ride. Aussie sat in the front seat, monitoring the GPS and reporting my location to My Cop. If My Cop is in the country, he knows where I am. The first and only time Aussie neglected to send it, My Cop showed up two hours later and asked for a private meeting with the dog.

Aussie has never forgotten to send my location since that day and he cowered behind me for a year when My Cop was nearby. Like I said, the best lessons are immediate and unforgettable.

At the front gate marked with a very big B, Gage asked to speak. I nodded and he said, “Ms. Amity, Juke arrives in three hours.”

Three hours meant Aussie—and Gage—would remain dressed in the only clothes my eunuch packed for them. Gage would tolerate it but poor Aussie would pull at his shirt collar the entire time. Wearing clothes is unnatural to him now. 

Aussie is a good dog.

Briana met us at the big house’s front double doors. Everything I saw was made of wood, from the huge doors down to the two steps to get inside. The in-house staff that  lined up at the entrance was surprising. They were all male, even the ones dressed as maids.

Louisville is a horse-racing town that is also home to a big baseball museum. I guess even on a ranch dozens of miles from downtown Louisville, there are lots of available men. Gage reported that most of the ten Briana owned had a history that touched on both sports. She bought six and four were applicants. My inner voice told me the four dressed in frilly maids’ outfits were the applicants. It’s where we usually start new slaves. Household chores, cleaning, tending to the owner’s laundry, ironing and kitchen duties teach them basic skills. I hoped Briana was considering their future earning potential. House slaves are cheap to buy but don’t bring in much as rentals, unless they have an often-requested second talent  that renters will pay for.

Two maids took care of my luggage. Gage followed them to inspect the suite Briana had ready for me. The pictures she sent didn’t send any shockwaves to My Cop last week but Gage wanted an in-person look. I was confident he’d send his sitrep to My Cop rather than risk a private meeting with him.

Briana invited me to the patio for tea and scones. Cherry scones. Aussie knelt at my side and pulled at his shirt collar. I didn’t bother feeding him. There are no cherry scones in my world.

“Ms. Amity, thank you for taking the time to help me with my stable. I think I have some decent stock. I hope your suggestions will generate better income for the ranch.”

This was going to be a short conversation. Decent stock? We don’t own, much less buy, decent stock. If I ever typed the word decent on a spreadsheet for a slave's talents, the boy would be sold that day. Moreover, I don’t suggest. What Briana needed was clear priorities to put in place. She would either follow my directions or this would be a brief visit.

“Show me your rental income for the past three months.” I don’t waste time with pleasantries, not in a situation like this.

She handed me a profit and loss printout. I glanced at the final number and handed it to Gage. He studied it for a few minutes and I told him to give me his summary. Out loud.

“Ms. Amity, costs are above your top margin. Income is far below expectations for ten rentables.”

Briana’s lower jaw dropped. Not only did Gage criticize her financial situation but what surprised her even more was that I had a slave read her balance sheet. Obviously, Briana wasn’t using her merchandise’s skills or worse, she didn’t have any who had marketable talents. Either way, she didn’t have a bright future.

“I’ll spend today with your entire stable,” I said. “That includes the maids and kitchen workers. You can use that time to consider the benefits you receive against your costs. I expect four solid proposals by dinnertime.”

Briana stood up. Aussie growled.

“I know this is a shock to you but get used to it. If I stay the entire week, there will be more. Get your boys in a line in the barn.”

With that, I got up and headed to the slave barn with Aussie at my side and Gage one step behind me. One of her maids was running full speed across the grounds to get them lined up before I arrived. If all ten weren’t in place when I got there, My Cop would receive a new GPS  readout within the hour.

What I saw was abominable. It was apparent they didn’t know how to get in a straight line. What was even more obvious was their inexperience at being inspected. Gage fought his urge to command them to attention.

Aussie stifled his barking but bared his teeth in displeasure.

No one, not even another Domme’s slaves, treats Gage’s and Aussie’s owner with disrespect. That was exactly what this haphazard bunch was doing.

I estimated it would take an hour to teach them how to behave.

The best lessons are quick. And extremely memorable.


Chapter 11

Briana’s Stable

TEN MALE BODIES made a disorganized line in the slave barn. The maids were dressed in frills and the six purchased ones had on t-shirts and shorts. I was tempted to send video feed to my friends who were doing their own inspections in other cities. I was sure this bunch was the worst any of us had ever seen.

They were certainly the worst I’d ever encountered.

Then again, I enjoy a challenge. Breaking ten poorly-trained slaves in an hour might be a new personal record. Besides, I had the ultimate training tool in its case in my suite. Gage would run at full speed to retrieve it if I told him to get my whip. The one with the red handle has a particular meaning for him. It’s how I got him to finally shed the one lasting effect of his captivity during the war, the one that made him impotent.

There were no cameras in the barn, a failing Gage snorted at on the plane. “You have to keep a close eye on men,” he said.

My eye was directly on them.

“Strip,” I said. It was a simple instruction, one all owned men should understand and respond to immediately. I don’t discuss my orders with slaves. I give an order. They do it.

Not this bunch. They complained. Loudly. They asked questions. The maids were especially unhappy about shedding their frills. But the worst were the ones Briana purchased. They weren’t high quality enough to call slaves. That would change within the hour.

“That one,” I said, pointing to one of the t-shirts and shorts. Aussie spun him around and dragged him in front of me. “Strip him.”

Aussie was all dog. He used his teeth to yank his shorts to his ankles and bit the shirt so hard, it tore down the middle and wound up in a pile around the boy’s feet. The prod attached to my belt was set on medium. The low setting wouldn’t give me the reaction I wanted, the one I expected with this bunch.

This wasn’t my first rodeo.

The ragged line behind the naked boy saw only his ass but heard his shrieks when I tapped his balls repeatedly with the prod. They were astounded that a man could make noises that loud but their surprise would last only a few minutes. One by one, Aussie stripped the rest, including the maids. With Gage’s well-muscled body and Aussie’s bite threatening them, I made every one of them screech. It wasn’t the melody of a slave chorus. Not yet.

“Line up,” I said.

A few were crying. Several moaned. One or two grunted.

The prod kissed four cocks before they got the point. I had a straight line of ten very upset men in less than ten minutes. They had a long way to go over the next 40.

“Knees,” I said evenly. Just like there’s no reason to explain anything to slaves, I almost never raise my voice. Men have to respond to what I tell them to do immediately, even an undisciplined muddle like these.

“Aussie!” That’s all I had to say.

The dog leapt at the nearest groin and sank his teeth into its penis and pulled the shrieking male to the floor. However he got there, one thing was for sure. I told him to kneel and he was on the ground.

“Knees,” I repeated. I dislike issuing orders twice. Aussie snarled and nine more wound up in the same position.

You’d think the disorderly lot would have figured it out by now but not these excuses for slaves. When I told them to drop on all fours, half of them did. Aussie took care of the rest with his front paws pounding their asses. After 30 minutes of stand-kneel-fours practice with only a few zaps needed to encourage them, Briana’s stable learned their first lesson. Obedience.

I had about 15 minutes left in my self-imposed time limit. With only a week to assess the entire lot, wasting time making them perfectly compliant wasn’t my best option right now. I had a better solution.

“Get me 10 injectors,” I told Gage.

He dashed to the anteroom where the box I had delivered last week was waiting for me. Gage held one injector in each hand while I filled them with a single drop of the gel the Asian Master I engaged to guide Zayn deep into the Tantra developed. He calls himself ‘the old man,’ and now I do, too. I skipped the blue gel and went right to orange.

The old man came up with the gels to teach men I own that I control them inside and out. The outside trappings are their nakedness and the permanent cock cages I keep them in, plus the microchips I implant in their perineums that deliver shocks whenever I want. Some are used to punish mistakes. It’s also how I summon the ones I want.

The orange gel is well-suited for new purchases. It breaks them faster than two weeks of Intake, although they all have to go through both. When a boy is injected with orange, he suffers an ass-to-toes shock so profound most run around trying desperately to expel the oil from their rectums. That’s why all my new merchandise undergoes a full medical exam first. Emma, my transitioned doctor, makes sure her famous refrigerated enemas do the job. With new boys sprinting around the training building trying to shit out the gel, the enemas make sure the new slaves have less of their own mess to clean up.

Gage put his foot on the first boy’s head and pushed it to the barn floor. Inserting injectors is second-nature to me and I had all ten done in a few minutes. I walked back down the line, pressing each injector’s button as I passed another raised ass.

First they screeched. Then they rocked back and forth. The last thing I saw was ten hysterical men running every which way in the barn growling and grunting from full-body irritation and flexing their sphincters, try to shit out the gel.

I gave them their last opportunity to prove to me that they knew who owned them.

I pointed at Aussie. He grabbed the first penis he saw and pulled the shrieking boy in front of me.

“Beg,” I said.

“MAKE IT STOP!”

I whispered in his ear and the boy changed his tune.

“Ms. Amity, please make it stop!”

There is a proper way for slaves to address me. They might as well learn it now, even if it's under the threat of lopping off a testicle or two. Besides, slaves need to learn self-control no matter what I do to them.

“Again,” I said.

The boy was nearly hysterical but he managed to repeat his plea. Ten times makes a memorable lesson.

I pressed the green button to clear the effects. The boy collapsed on the straw and sobbed.

One by one, Briana’s boys knelt at my feet and begged properly. They understood an important fact. I owned them. There was no reason to tell them it was only for a week because fully subservient men have no need to wonder about the future. Right now should be their only focus. Alternatives and possibilities confuse them.

This bunch had a lot more to learn before I would even consider them to be a stable. That would happen this afternoon. But I still couldn’t believe any Domme would pay money for a bunch of lowlifes like these.

I’d ask her that question over lunch. She better have blueberries on the menu.


Chapter 12

Briana’s Farewell

GAGE AND AUSSIE were glued to me when I went to my suite. I supposed they were concerned about my reaction if the maids hadn’t unpacked and put everything where it belonged. I was sure they assumed I was angry about the excuses for slaves that I just dealt with.

Like most of my property that presumes to know how I feel or predict what I will do, they were wrong.

Breaking slaves is what I eat for breakfast along with blueberry muffins. Gage had to learn how turning a mess into a slave makes me feel. It starts in my toes, then surges up until one or more of my exclusives spends the whole the night satisfying me, nights that don’t end until the sun rises. That’s one reason physical fitness is required for my exclusives. Three times every day.

When Aussie opened the suite’s door and checked inside, he barked to let me know someone was there. If it wasn’t a maid taking care of my things, it had to be the exclusive I sent for.

Juke was on his knees. Gage beamed that his arrangements worked perfectly. He promised three hours and made it happen. I guessed there was a client whose private plane was involved so I put a task on Nova’s to-do list to get that client to Amityworld for an hour of my private time. I always thank my clients when they serve my needs. In his case, I knew his kink and how he explained the welts in the gym locker room was up to him.

Juke is my newest exclusive. I bought him for his moderate Tantric abilities and gave him to Zayn to grow his skills. Then I sent for the old man to guide Juke deeper into the art. Zayn gives me multi-orgasmic nights. Imagine what two of them could do!

There’s one more talent that Juke gives me. He’s my ultimate secret-keeper. The men who rent my boys are often well-known and well-off. Confidentiality is critical. Masks help but there are times a client has to be identified to make his fantasy work. I needed a slave to trust with that kind of information and it was way beyond Nova’s skillset but natural to Juke. He had to accept that I would never sell him or send him away, that I would own him forever. That’s the fate for a secret keeper in my world.

The old man confirmed what I felt about Juke after his four-hour session that left Juke almost a puddle on the floor. That's when the old man told me to ask him the question; he knew what I wanted to know. He’s been reading my thoughts and sensing my worries for years. I’ve stopped wondering how he does it.

“Will you keep my secrets forever?”

Juke struggled to his knees, looked me in the eye and said, “Ms. Amity, I will die before I reveal any of your secrets.”

I didn't think it would come to that but it was good to hear. It was the perfect answer; it was the only answer I’d accept.

I branded him a year later. He will wear my big A on the bottom of his ball sac forever.

I sent Gage into the hallway. “Guard,” was all I had to say to Aussie to send him outside the door as well. I wanted to speak to Juke privately.

“I need all of you.”

Juke nodded by bobbing his ass up and down, the way my property is taught to say ‘Yes, Ms. Amity.’

“I have doubts about Briana.”

He looked up and met my eyes. It’s Juke’s way of perceiving what I do—and what I don’t—say in words.

“Tell me if she’s worth my time. Tell me if she’s serious or just a player.”

Juke’s ass nodded again.

“One more thing,” I said but Juke asked to speak. It was my turn to nod only I used my head.

“Ms. Amity, you want to know if she can hurt you. Threaten you or your property, especially your exclusives.”

It wasn’t a question; it was a succinct way of saying what was exactly what was on my mind. All the dreadful memories of what happened to my best friend in Texas who was outed by a soon-to-be ex-Senator flooded through me. I always believed what he did to her caused her too-early death. When Juke said my fear out loud, for a moment I felt like I couldn’t breathe. All my memories and profound sadness surged through me.

Juke crept over to me and ran his hands up and down my calves. His eyes were closed and he was breathing fast. I knew what he was doing, absorbing my worries and acting as the conduit to make them float away. Zayn taught him well.

“No one, not this woman or anyone else, will ever hurt you. I will lay down my life to protect you.”

I patted his bald head and lifted him up by a finger under his chin. “There’s something else,” I said.

I felt Juke’s intensity. Whatever he had to say, it was troubling him. I reached between his legs and ran my finger around his big A brand. It’s how the old man advised me to help Zayn regain his balance when his reserves are used up. It was the first time I’d done that to Juke.

He closed his eyes and moaned softly. The old man was right. Again.

“Ms. Amity, you must do two things. Put the pilot on call. And get in touch with him.”

My exclusives will never use the name I call that exclusive; neither will any of my house girls. I knew who he meant.

Juke was urging me to leave Briana’s ranch right now and have My Cop send a security team. This didn’t bode well.

But I knew exactly what to do.




-=o=-




An hour later, Briana seemed surprised that I had Gage, Juke and Aussie surrounding me at the dining room table. As soon as I saw a bowl of strawberries land on the white tablecloth, I knew Juke was right. I didn’t know the specifics but something was very wrong with Briana and her ranch. And her sorry excuse for a stable. Not to mention the strawberries.

“Tell me where you bought those boys,” I said. It’s impossible for a new Domme to buy six slaves without coming into contact with at least one of my friends. They weren’t overseas purchases. In fact, I wasn’t convinced they were purchases at all.

Briana sipped tea and looked around the room in a poor attempt at deflecting my question. She wasn’t very good at it. I felt Aussie tense next to my right leg.

“Oh, here and there,” she said.

My tablet vibrated. I checked the message and said, “My luggage is packed and in the car that’s waiting out front. I don’t know what your game is but you are too clueless for me to take you seriously. By the way, the driver and the escort are armed.”

I stood up with Gage to my left, Aussie to my right and Juke one step behind me. We walked out the front door and climbed into the car My Cop sent. Gage reported the GPS to him from the back seat. My exclusives were surrounding me and Aussie was holding a weapon the escort handed him. Marksmanship was part of the training My Cop gave him and I was confident in his ability with a gun.

But it was still a gun. I had enough of guns after the horror of the attack on Brielle and Madison at the airport. My Cop was apparently very concerned; concerned enough to give Aussie a loaded weapon.

The limo picked up speed as we drove down the long driveway toward the main gate. Briana was at the front door with her motley crew of naked men, screaming at the top of her lungs. I didn’t hear a word through the car’s soundproofing.

The driver didn’t wait for the gates to open. He drove straight through, smashing the wood into splinters. The only thing he said during the entire drive was, “Glad he sent this vehicle.”

We got to the interstate on our way to the airport 20 minutes later. Aussie returned the gun with the safety on and the escort packed it back in the case. Gage finally relaxed a bit but Juke was obviously shaken.

A few minutes later, I knew I was wrong about Juke. He wasn’t shaken. I was. He was trembling from absorbing my tension, trying as hard as he could to make it drift away. When Gage held one of my hands and Juke the other, I realized they were shaking, too. So was the rest of me.

The escort turned in his seat and said, “Ms. Amity, there is a call for you.”


Carla’s Peachtree


Chapter 13

The Ending

MY COP’S VOICE on the speaker filled the roomy back seat. My boys snapped to attention when he started talking. They know who and what he is. He’s My Cop.

“Ms. Amity, are you all right?”

I tried to talk but words weren’t coming out of my mouth. Juke had his hands on my temples and he was panting from his effort to wrest the negative energy out of me. Gage was gripping my hands so hard, my fingers hurt but I couldn’t let go. Aussie’s head was in my lap, begging to be petted and ready to attack anyone who came close to me.

All I could think of was my best friend and what happened to her. I always remember her fondly; the things we did, the places we went, the men we played with. Right now, I couldn’t recall any of that.

“MS. AMITY TELL ME YOU ARE ALL RIGHT!”

No one said a word until I managed to say, “I’m OK.”

It took a minute for me to get myself together enough to say a complete sentence. Really, a question.

“What the hell just happened?”

The speaker crackled, the signal he was pushing the call through a few levels of encryption. I waited for his explanation while I tried to stop my fingers from shaking. And the rest of my body.

“The woman you know as Briana is not who she claims to be. She is an operative, a bad one at that, for a male who put himself up for auction and…well…didn’t like the results. He was out for revenge.”

Aussie growled. Gage’s hands turned into fists. I’ve never been punched but I think I know what it feels like now.

“There’s more,” I said. It wasn’t a question, either.

“Ms. Amity, he set out to hurt everyone who knows the woman who bought him. It wasn’t directed solely at you. He doesn’t know you. His scheme was supposed to hurt the buyer by harming her friends. You were first on his list.”

I didn’t know which of my friends was the target and right now it didn’t matter. My entire network was at risk.

When something this unthinkable happens, there’s only one call I’d make. And I was talking to him right now.

“Can you protect my friends?” I asked.

“Already done,” My Cop said.

“And the bastard?”

My Cop had the answer. “I sent in a team. His home and business. He sang like a bird.”




-=o=-




The plane was waiting for me and the same crew flew us straight to Macon even though My Cop urged me to have the captain refile his flight plan and take me back to Amityworld. I called Carla before we boarded to see if I could show up a few days early and she was so thrilled about the timing, it didn’t make sense to fly all the way back home.

My Cop landed in Macon close to midnight. He didn’t have to explain why he was there, nor did I explain to Carla why I was taking him to the suite she prepared for me.

Gage was sleeping on the couch, Juke on the recliner. Aussie was curled up at the door. If anyone tried to open it, they’d have to go through him.

My Cop and I were in the suite's foyer. He did most of the talking. When that happens, you know something unusual is going on. I think this situation qualified as unusual.

“Tell me all of it,” I said.

He was naked on his knees at my feet. I was combing his light brown hair with my fingers and his arms were wrapped around my legs. I’ve worried about him every time he’s in-country; I’ve made sure he healed from brutal torture and his horrid memories when they murdered his team one by one and made him watch. I’ve seen him beaten so badly he was petrified he wasn’t good enough for me anymore; when he said that if he couldn’t get back to me he’d rather die. This was the first time the roles were reversed. We had never been in this place. I learned a lot more about him that night, even though I thought I knew everything.

“He will never be a problem for you again.”

The last time he said something like that, the shooter who killed my friend Madison was dead, taken out by airport security.

“Two hours after my guys left, after they showed him what they found, he offed himself. He left a note. A full confession.”

I held his head with both arms. I couldn’t think of anything to say.

“There was enough left for law enforcement to close the case. None of it identified you or your friends. We left the stuff that identified other targets.”

“Shredded?” I managed to ask.

“Burn bag,” he said.

That was all I could handle. There was more, I was sure, but I didn’t want to hear it. My Cop sensed I had enough but he knew what happened to me last time something like this took place—when Madison was murdered. He wasn’t going to let me go to that dark place again.

He reached back and grabbed the long rectangular box, the one Gage handled so carefully and put it on my lap. He didn’t say a word. He didn’t have to.

I opened the clasps and gripped the handle in my left hand. The red handle. It felt perfect.

“If I lost you, I couldn’t survive,” he whispered.

For the next hour, he fought to stay silent each time my whip kissed his skin. He didn’t want to wake the others, all of whom were probably awake and knew what I was doing to him. What My Cop was doing for me.

I fed him. But I was the one who was hungry.


Chapter 14

Carla’s Peachtree

COFFEE AND BLUEBERRY muffins were delivered to my suite at sunup. I needed the coffee; I savored the muffins. Carla did her homework and added a bowl of blueberries to the tray. With whipped cream. I fed the berries to my boys and let them lick my fingers. It’s my favorite way to greet the day.

The boys were disappointed but knew why I had My Cop take care of my bath. The red marks crisscrossing his back, legs and asscheeks told them all they needed to know. After he dressed me, My Cop met with Gage and Aussie to alert them he had a team in place and how to identify them. He insisted I wasn’t to go anywhere without them. It wasn’t a choice.

When it was time for my meeting with Carla that morning, My Cop was on his way to the airport to return to his remote life. He protested a little but we both knew he’d be back as soon as he could, no matter where I was. Carla never asked who he was or why he left so abruptly. Every Domme is her own book and that told me volumes about her. I liked what I read.

Gage had control of her estate’s cameras. They needed adjusting and he turned off the recordings for the week I was there. Aussie crawled through every inch of Carla’s estate. She called it Peachtree, a perfect name for an estate like hers in Georgia. He saw where the security weaknesses were and alerted the team My Cop had in place.

But it was Juke that I wanted with me at my meeting with Carla. He knows many of my secrets and the ones my clients confess to me, the ones that could ruin their careers and lives. I wanted him to sense, to feel Carla’s secrets and let me know if she was hiding anything important from me. After what happened in the past 24 hours, no one was going to keep a secret from me again.

Our meeting was pleasant although Juke’s eyes scrutinized Carla for the hour. I can tell a slave’s heart through his eyes. Juke uncovers dishonesty the same way.

“I know my stable is small,” Carla said. “If I can use what I have to generate revenue, I can buy more, train them and start to turn a profit. But to be honest, Ms. Amity, I want more than just profit.”

That was interesting, so I let her talk. When you let people go on without interrupting them, they tell you things they don’t realize they’re admitting.

“I want a grand lifestyle. I want to own more men and have them serve me the ways I want. When I want.”

That was a real Domme talking! She just needed a helping hand to get there but she was on the right path.

Unless she was out-and-out lying to me. Juke was on his knees to my left. Aussie was glued to my right leg.

“Look at me,” I said. Juke turned away from Carla and his eyes met mine. His eyes were clear when he whispered in my ear.

“She is imagining me naked,” he said.

For the first time in what felt like weeks, I laughed. Aussie barked; Juke smiled. Carla didn’t ask the obvious question—why we were laughing. I liked her even more.

“Would you like to see what my fitness training can do?” I asked a somewhat bemused Carla. I didn’t wait for her answer. “Strip,” I told my secret-keeper and my dog. Juke unbuttoned his shirt and dropped his pants while kicking off his shoes at the same time. My boys don’t need underwear even when they have to wear street clothes. Aussie was so glad to be naked, he licked my fingers and stayed on all fours the rest of week. That’s his happy place.

If Carla was surprised, she didn’t let on. That earned her another point on my Domme rating scale.

“Let’s get started. Tell me about your five boys. Every detail.”

Carla couldn’t wait to summarize their histories and skills, what kind of renters she marketed to, where she found them, where they used them on her estate and how much she charged. When she was done with that, Carla explained their business skills and those elusive second talents she’d heard me talk about on our video calls, the rentable talents men need to show you before you buy them. When she was done, I asked her what was the most important thing I could do to help her grow her stable and her lifestyle.

“Tell me if I got them right or if there are talents I’m not seeing that I can develop to grow my income. That would be the biggest help you could give me. After you do that, can you show me how to do it by myself?”

This was going to be a fun week.

Carla kept her stable in a shed with a covered walkway that led to the main house. Peachtree had plenty of land so when she wanted to enlarge the stable, she could do it easily. She could eventually build an Intake building with a wing to use as a training facility. Gage sketched a layout for another building that could, one day, host an auction. He was concerned about the potential for construction outside the property line so I made a note to have Carla talk to a real estate lawyer about zoning. Peachtree certainly didn’t need voyeurs with binoculars in tall apartment buildings on the edge of her acreage.

If I could help her revenue stream, Carla could buy the adjoining property and keep it free of nosy neighbors.

I spent 45 minutes going over the property with Gage to make sure her five owned boys had to wait on their knees for me. Besides, Aussie needed a walk, a long walk, on all fours. He could have done a second lap but I had only a week to spend in Peachtree.

The stable’s shed was rudimentary. It had four walls and no windows, a straw-on-dirt floor, five low cots for sleeping and a shower with a line of camping toilets just off the back. The only entrance was a typical barn door that Gage had to struggle to open.

“I disabled the motion detectors for the week,” he said.

Carla’s boys were on their knees on the straw with their chins on their chests. That was a nice touch and made me feel more positive about Carla’s potential. I pointed to the first boy and told Gage to read his summary.

“Aircraft mechanic. Did two tours. Bought to maintain Ms. Carla’s estate. Says here he’s a mouth boy and has potential to be an ass boy, too.”

That boy was a decent purchase. Every owner with property as expansive as Peachtree needs someone to tend to the machinery. Mouth boys are very rentable and if he really did have a useful ass, he’d bring in more in rental fees.

“Next,” I said.

Gage swiped the screen and said, “A cook, bought from Big Mike last year. Mike said he’d make an excellent singer and dancer with proper training. It also says he’s a cross-dresser. Mike used that as the boy’s incentive.”

The boy was in pretty good shape with a well-developed upper body that sat atop a thin waist. His legs looked strong. Probably a runner. I could do a lot with him if Mike’s assessment was on target.

I pointed to the third boy and Gage read his details.

“This is one of Mr. Nashville Ned’s two-fers. Best when used as a pain boy, especially electrical and percussion. He’s got medical training and current EMS certification.”

Buying from Ned who constantly reminds us he deals only in first-quality merchandise is its own recommendation. The boy came close to meeting my expectations with his physical appearance. Ned works his stock hard, the proof is that what he sells is always in good shape. The boy was a solid 6’2” with one of the bushiest pubic areas I’d seen in a while. I keep my stable hairless. I had Gage add a note to see why Carla let him be that hairy.

“And this one?”

The fourth boy on his knees was the physical opposite of the pain slut. He was short and stocky with a belly that protruded so much it hung over his penis and balls. Then there were his legs. I bet when he ran, they jiggled like Nova’s huge bosoms and layers of belly fat do when she trots across the field. I was curious why Carla bought a fat boy.

“Ms. Carla bought him when the Training Farm sold its leftover stock,” Gage read.

No wonder he was fat. Gage read the rest and it confirmed my suspicion.

“He’s a trained hog. Tends the grounds, does the composting. Sleeps in the pigsty.”

Of course he does. Once the Training Farm Mistress finishes a season, the animals she produces no longer think of themselves as men. They become the creatures she trains them to be, inside and out. Buying one of her hogs, even a leftover, was a wise investment. If Carla had the right kind of clients, the hog could be a big source of recurring revenue.

The last boy’s summary told me that my inner voice was spot-on. Again.

“Ms. Carla took him on after…” Gage’s voice fell to a whisper. “After Ms. Madison…” He couldn’t bring himself to finish the sentence. He didn’t have to. When Madison was murdered, we divvied up her slaves according to her will. I remembered this boy vaguely from my visits and the amazing auction Madison hosted years ago.

“Read the rest,” I said.

Gage cleared his throat. “Hairdresser. Makeup artist. Wardrobe boy.”

I knew that boy. He’d been given to me at Madison’s auction when I was on crutches from an ankle that wouldn’t heal on my schedule. He was mine for the three days I was there. Carla was generous to rehome one of Madison’s slaves and she was fortunate to get one with his skills. He can take care of her personal needs and do her laundry and ironing and, at the same time, she can rent him out to clients with the dream of being spoiled by a naked slave.

All in all, Carla owned an adequate, albeit modest stable. It had promise and once she earned enough in rental fees, she could expand. These five were the first step on her journey.

The next few days were going to be a lot of fun. At least for me.

That’s all that matters.


Chapter 15

Carla’s Stable

BEFORE I SPENT time evaluating each boy, I had Juke show them off to me and I inspected them in order. The mechanic was first.

Gage lifted his head by a handful of hair so I could see his eyes. He had trouble meeting mine, a sure sign that he knew he was owned by whomever he was given to. If he was as good a mouth boy as Carla said, then I wanted to see if his ass was worth developing. I didn’t want to waste time putting him on a mechanical expander unless he had real possibilities.

I had Gage retrieve the box of tools I had delivered and hand me a portable anal enlarger. One of the best things about them is they’re rechargeable.

Carla owned only one female, a girl who cleaned the main house, served meals, washed dishes and was her fetcher. That girl was mine for the day so I had her lubricate the boy’s ass while I watched. She needed ten minutes of lube practice until I was satisfied. I ignored the mechanic’s grunts. If he was going to be a rentable mouth-and-ass boy, he’d get used to fingers and other things in his ass.

He had to learn how to sing and dance when his ass was filled. Clients love to hear them compliment their penises but stepping around wildly with a client’s penis in their ass is what makes repeat renters.

I threaded the expander in until it met the usual resistance, then I set the program to trainer level. The insert moved in-and-out a few inches then inflated. The girl stared at his ass. I was focused on his face.

The boy’s lower jaw dropped, likely from having his virgin ass deflowered but his eyes told me what I wanted to know. I stuffed an electric plug in his mouth and buckled the straps behind his head. He didn’t moan; no, he out-and-out growled. Then he confirmed what my inner voice told me.

The boy humped the plug and sucked the cock in his mouth so hard, drool dripped from the corners of his lips.

I left him humping and drooling after Juke laid his palms on the boy’s ass and smiled at me. He obviously sensed a true slave’s heart.

The second boy, the cook Big Mike said could sing and dance on the end of a client’s penis, had to prove to me that he could do that but with the passion clients want to see and hear. Carla stood to make a big profit if the boy had those talents. They’re not easy to find, but when you get one, it’s almost effortless to develop them because praising a client’s cock and technique is natural to them. The exceptional ones generate significant fees.

Gage set up a mechanical plug and I watched the girl lubricate the cook’s anus. She did better this time. Only four repetitions before she got it right.

I had him stand up, then I walked toward him. He took a step backward. Each time I took another step, he retreated, a clear sign of subservience. When his ass touched the plug attached to the mechanical plugger, he froze.

That will never do. Clients don’t pay for inert slaves.

“Spread your cheeks,” I said.

The cook hesitated until my electric prod tapped his mediocre cock. Between shrieks, he grabbed his asscheeks and pulled them apart. At least he was obedient. But I demand more than that.

I took another step toward him and when the plug met his anus, I pressed his belly with my palm and pushed hard.

He was still gripping his asscheeks when I powered up the device. He grunted each time the plug plunged into him. Grunting is the first level, but he had to make a lot more and better noises to generate high rental fees. I wanted to hear the boy sing.

I turned the dial to medium to speed it up and pressed the button. When a few drops of tea oil were injected into him, his grunts turned into a loud croon.

I wanted more.

“Tell me,” I said.

It didn’t take long before he was shouting. “It’s SO hard! Oh god it’s SO big!”

It was a good start, but it wasn’t nearly enough, not for elite clients like mine. They expect more and that’s what I give them. More than they expect. A lot more than they hope for.

“How big? How hard?”

It’s always best to use clear, short instructions. Sentences tend to confuse most men when they’re in training.

The cook sang his song to me.

“The BIGGEST I’ve ever had! Oh god make it go deeper! Fuck me! FUCK ME!”

His first dancing lesson was scheduled for the afternoon. I left him singing on the mechanical plug and glanced at the mechanic still being reamed and sucking the plug in his mouth. Ned’s two-fer was next.

Aside from what Ned sells being first-quality, I was intrigued by the combination this boy offered. Pain sluts are easy to buy and even easier to rent. But this boy’s marketable talents were in a special field. Many renters just want to smack an ass with a paddle. Clients like that are straightforward to satisfy. Elite clients like mine salivate when they can add electrical play into their sessions.

Generally, I limit those sessions to three-to-four hours. If they want to rent a full weekend, they have to pay for at least a trio of pain sluts so they can be rotated. When a boy reaches his threshold, he’s much less entertaining. Sending in a fresh one gives the client more of what he wants. The first boy becomes the third and they rotate the whole weekend.

Clients want reactions and the best are the noisy ones, the louder the better. It’s why my #42 added soundproofing to my new rental cabins.

If Ned vouched for this boy, I expected very loud responses. A prod set on medium was hardly the best tool to see if he could sing an earsplitting song or if he could manage only a loud melody. The right tool would tell me how much Carla could charge.

The best way to test a pain slut and make sure he doesn’t hurt himself thrashing around is to lock him down. Injured ones can’t earn rental fees. They’re a burden on any stable. Carla didn’t have a lot of equipment in the stable shed but there was one old-school punishment bench. It didn’t tilt in every direction like mine, but it would have to do.

Besides, this boy was Carla’s EMT. He took care of the other injured slaves. There was no one to take care of him.

It took Carla’s girl three tries—and a dozen shocks from my prod—to get the boy secured on the bench properly. I had full access to his ass, cock and balls but that’s not where I start with pain sluts. There’s one place that always reveals their thresholds and given I had only a week, I started with the soles of his feet.

He thundered like a bull elephant when I buckled electric spikes on his feet and turned them on almost full force. Like I said, I was pressed for time. His wails pierced the air.

It was a good start. I wanted to hear what he was capable of singing so I could help Carla set a price. At least the girl managed to get one of the cock cages I had delivered locked on his organs. When it came to threading in the sound, I didn’t trust her. Not yet. I did it myself while Gage winced and Aussie curled up in a ball. My boys wear those cages with electrified sounds 24/7. I’m sure Gage and Aussie were concerned I might press the button that activated their sounds as well.

Actually, that sounded like fun. A trio of slaves thundering their songs when I pressed their buttons.

I zapped the boy’s sound first. When Ned promises only first quality, he delivers. The boy let out an earsplitting cry of pain mixed with disbelief. Apparently, his penis was a virgin. At least internally.

I had almost too much fun for the 15 minutes I shocked his body here and there, all interspersed with random jolts to the sound. Gage’s face was grim. Aussie’s was filled with anxiety. They were both staring at my fingers, the ones tapping the control box.

The boy would do. Carla could develop him as at least a three-hour rental until she bought another one to rotate in a longer session. Right before I moved to the fourth boy, I turned the dial to high and Gage and Aussie sang along with Carla’s boy.

Their songs made me smile. Gage fought to stay on his feet while he howled. Aussie barked out his melody.

The fourth was the fat boy, the one Carla bought from the Training Farm’s leftovers sale. The Mistress doesn’t accept applicants, so I figured this boy’s owner let the Mistress sell him for her.

I’m sure she got a substantial commission.


Chapter 16

Carla’s Hog and Stylist

CLIENTS WHO HAVE a preference for specialty slaves are an interesting lot. Their after-session surveys are valuable, especially the videos they record on their return flights where they admit their darkest fantasies to me. They know I will make their next session more realistic than they ever imagined possible.

Pony rentals are a specialty talent and are usually used for events, like jousts or rides through the fields and up a mountain. Renters count on me to pair them with others who share their hungers and dreams. Masks are required, of course, but I’ve seen a few business relationships develop when they return to their ordinary lives. My rules are clear about confidentiality. If they choose to out themselves to each other, that’s their business. They’re all too smart—and too afraid—to utter my name.

Clients who specify they want pigs are a distinct subset. Control gave us the qualities the research team looks for when they extract men to turn into swine. But Carla didn’t own just a pig. She had an actual hog.

Pigs are one thing. Hogs are feral.

The fat boy kneeling at my feet served as Carla’s landscaper and tended to the composting. That meant he was happiest when he was surrounded by rotting food garbage and emptying and sterilizing the stable’s camping toilets. I saw a short video of how he was fed. Hogs don’t eat from plates, let alone use utensils. Hogs root their food out of the ground with their snouts.

I was looking forward to hearing the hog grunt, snort and squeal.

I had the girl lubricate the hog’s ass and she managed to do it correctly after only two tries and four shocks. At least she was trainable. After I buckled the snout over the hog’s mouth and nose, I put him on all fours and reached under his drooping belly to assess the size of his soft cock. Animal lovers are an unusual group, especially the pig renters. Their fantasy isn’t complete without a muddy, hard fuck, the pigs’ asses and their own. But this was hog. He had to have a substantial penis if he was going to bring in the fees Carla wanted.

When it comes to men’s penises, I’m an expert. Even soft, the one I was manipulating might be suitable if it at least doubled in width when it got hard. If it didn’t, I suppose Carla could lock a strap-on under the hog’s big belly to make the client happy. Of course, a lackluster penis might be the reason his owner let the Farm Mistress sell him in the first place.

My fingers would tell me how big the hog’s penis could get. All I had to do was power up the magic wand, the new device my west-coast developers came up with that emits shockwaves. It’s often used for men who can’t get it up anymore. I turned what the wand could do into a new rental offering and marketed it up close and very personally to a select group of clients. It’s become one of my more lucrative rental experiences.

I set the wand to full power. Lunch would be ready in a hour and I still had one more inspection to do, so I wanted the fleshy penis in my fist to get hard fast. The wand hasn’t failed to erect whatever I point it at. It didn’t this time, either.

Gage and Aussie were panting, trying as hard as they could not to reach for their cock cages. A full-power wand impacts all the penises in its range. It doesn’t pick and choose. The choice belongs to me.

The hog was puffing like a pig. Its cock stiffened in my fist rapidly and I didn’t have to look at it to know it was up to the job. Not as big as the biggest one in my stable, but a decent size. Carla owned a specialty slave that could bring in ample income for her. He needed one more thing.

A proper hog’s tail. When I plugged its ass with a curly tail, the hog squealed. I made a note to watch it forage for its feeding after Carla and I enjoyed lunch in the dining room.

That left the stylist and I had 30 minutes to decide whether or not Carla should keep him. It takes a particular type of renter to want a boy with his talents. Were there enough of those renters in a 100-mile radius of Peachtree to make keeping him worthwhile?

His future would be determined by what I saw in the next 30 minutes.
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When my network of friends took in Madison’s stable after her death, most of us felt like we were doing  the last favor we could for her. If any boy wasn’t a good investment, well, we’d still keep him for her. It didn’t turn out that way. Everyone I talked to sang their praises of her slaves when they took them as their own property. They remarked that Madison was a very good owner.

I knew her the best. She was a damned good owner.

Carla took this boy that no one else wanted from Madison’s surplus. She is new to our group and we have a pecking order. That’s why I got Madison’s main personal boy. His rental fees cover his own upkeep and at least three others. Carla was stuck with a stylist.

His skills in hair, makeup, laundry and personal tasks were certainly useful to her but I wasn’t sure he could earn enough in rentals to cover what it cost to feed and house him. He had a half hour to convince me he could; otherwise, he’d be the main attraction in a dirt-cheap video sales call tonight with a few friends I knew didn’t have their own personals or weren’t happy with the ones they had. I wanted to keep him in our network. For Madison.

I glanced at the four I’d already inspected. The mechanic was humping and drooling in tempo with the expander and mouth plug; the cook was singing praises to the mechanical cock in his ass; the pain slut was bellowing in cadence with the sound jolting inside his formerly virgin penis; and the hog, well, he was oinking with a rigid cock and no way to release it.

Gage and Aussie were still fighting the urge to rub themselves. The wand’s waves didn’t care that my boys’ penises can’t get stiff in the cages. But not for lack of trying.

I had the last boy stand and spin around slowly so I could get a look at all of him. I was hoping to find something rentable but all I saw was a scrawny body topped with eyes that refused to look at me. Subservience is a plus in a slave but being a wuss gets a boy a one-way ticket to somewhere else. This boy had to prove his talent to me.

The only positive thing going for him was a pair of mammoth testicles and a long shaft that hung several inches down his thighs even when it was soft. That made me think. Madison would never have a one-trick slave. Surely, she knew something about him that wasn’t apparent to me at first look. Even after she left us, Madison gave me a gift. She bequeathed me this challenge. I had 25 minutes to solve it.

No fitness routine could turn him into a pony, he didn’t have the legs. Carla didn’t need another mouth boy or even an ass boy. She had two already and one was going to be a double-ender. One tap of my prod on this boy’s big testicles proved what I suspected. He came close to lapsing into what I call slave hysteria. Definitely not a pain slut.

What could he be? What had Madison turned him into?

Maybe it wasn’t his cock and balls or his ass or mouth. I took a good look at his face.

That was it! I knew why Madison kept him and if my inner voice was right, he’d bring in hefty rental fees. My inner voice is almost always right about these things.

I sent Carla’s girl to the main house and told her to double-time it back to the stable shed after she fetched what I wanted. While she ran full tilt to gather the items, I looked over Carla’s slaves. They were definitely obedient. All four were still humping, sucking, screeching and squealing the way I left them. They’d continue until I told them to stop.

By now, Gage and Aussie were grunting, drawing on their reserves to fight my wand’s shockwaves. Their cocks inside the cages were bulging and the cages were actually jiggling. Their mouths were drawn into tight grimaces. That girl had better run fast or my exclusive and my dog were going to beg me to zap the sounds in their penises. Anything to make it stop.

Her girl’s obedience gave Carla another point in my rating system.

The girl returned, huffing and puffing, and held her arms out with what I told her fetch. The last slave with the elusive talent had his eyes fixed on the pile of fabric she gathered. My inner voice was right. It always is.

I tossed the pile onto the straw at the boy’s feet and told him to get dressed. When the gold tutu was in place, his hard-as-a-rock cock stuck out under the short hem.  He started to sway on the stilettos.

This wasn’t simply a cross-dresser, although one of those can earn a reasonable fee from the right renter.

“Teacher,” I said.

He ripped off the tutu and grabbed the white button-down blouse and black pencil skirt. He turned into an evil schoolteacher while I watched.

Carla owned a role-playing cross-dresser hiding inside a scrawny frame with giant balls and an extra-long cock.

Madison was brilliant. I still missed her but appreciated the gift she gave Carla to carry on her legacy.

I told the girl to unlatch, unbuckle and unhook the boys I inspected. I didn’t care what she did with them. It was time for lunch.

I watched Gage run back to the main house while Aussie crawled on his leash at my side. Gage is usually beautiful when he runs, like an elk in the forest. Not this time. I was pointing the wand at his crotch.

It was set on high.


Chapter 17

Carla’s Plan

MY LUNCH MEETING with Carla was as delightful as it was delicious. She took my critique and suggestions with an open mind and asked smart questions. I gave her equally pointed answers. When we were done putting together the plan to grow her stable and her income, we sat on the patio for a less formal chat, what we call Domme talk.

I can’t chitchat with just any Domme. If I’m going to spend time with her, she has to have that Domme authenticity I can sense before I can stand being with her for more than five minutes. Carla and I sat in the sunshine for two hours drinking mocha lattes and enjoying the desserts her cook baked.

A big part of my inspection was to show Carla how to achieve her goals. I had her gather her stable and line them up in the yard at the edge of the patio so I could point out which ones needed what specific training to get the results she wanted. I had Gage and Juke kneel near me so I could demonstrate on them to show Carla what a fully-trained exclusive can do for you. Aussie was on constant alert next to my right leg, searching the grounds for the detail My Cop put in place. He growled when he noticed one briefly but that was all I ever saw of them that week.

My Cop’s security teams are more than stealthy. They’re darned near invisible.

Carla’s slaves made a ragtag line before she issued the order to straighten up. The boys arranged themselves immediately and I gave Carla a point for their obedience but subtracted half a point for not standing that way in the first place.

“I’ll go through them one at a time and point out weaknesses. Don’t be discouraged, you have a good pool of talent to start with. Let me start with some good news.”

Carla looked relieved and loosened her death grip on her coffee cup.

“You don’t have to get rid of any of them. They each have a talent or two that, if you get them trained, can get you a profitable return.”

Carla sipped her latte. I’m sure her mouth was dry.

“This is your client list,” I said, holding the spreadsheet she printed last night. “And this is your talent list.” That was my spreadsheet that Carla filled in with her boys’ information. “What’s missing are two important things. Can you tell me what either of them are?”

Carla took the papers and laid them on the patio table. “Well, the client list is kind of short. Is that one?”

That was absolutely one. “The other?”

“If I grow my client list, I need to buy more slaves.”

That was close. Not quite there yet. “What’s your alternative to spending money to buy more?”

She gripped her cup more tightly. Carla was thinking hard. Finally she said, “Make better use of the ones I already own.”

Game. Set. Match.

Aussie woofed his agreement.

“Exactly! Let’s see which ones can do double duty. Maybe you’ve got a triple somewhere in the shed.”

I motioned the mechanic toward me and put him on his knees with a single finger pointing to the patio tile floor. I pointed down again and he dropped on all fours.

“This is your mouth boy. He can suck a cock and clients will pay for that, but if he were more skilled in keeping the client’s cock hard, or better yet, making a line of penises stiff and they could all use his other end, you could offer an event for multiple clients.”

Carla was all ears. “It sounds complicated. Where can I get that kind of training?”

“Hang on, there’s more. When I get through them all, I’ll suggest ways to get them trained on a budget. This mouth boy? I tested his ass. It’s highly reactive. He can be offered as a two-fer, as Nashville Ned likes to call them. Two clients, one for his mouth and the other for his ass. Then they can switch.”

“Oh my,” Carla said. “Why didn’t I see that?”

There was only one answer to that question. “You didn’t listen to your inner voice, your Domme voice. You need to hear it. That voice is going to be right most of the time.”

Carla nodded and didn’t say anything. I guessed she was listening more closely to that voice inside her.

“This one, the boy you bought for his medical training to take care of minor injuries. What do clients ask for when you rent him? What do they want to do with him for the hours they buy?”

Carla sat back in her chair. My questions were exposing the root of her problem. Her rental applications needed to be more specific and she had to get the video issues fixed so she could review client sessions. When I described those two improvements, Carla said, “Damn, Ms. Amity! That’s exactly what I need to do. Can you help me get started?”

Add one more Domme to the list who starts her sentences with ‘Damn, Amity!’

Of course I could help. I had five more days to get Carla’s rental business in better shape. But we had more boys to go through first.

“Fat boy! Here!” I said to the one she bought from the Training Farm’s leftovers. He got down on all fours and crawled to the tile floor at my feet. Gage took a step closer to me and Aussie pressed up against my leg. My Cop would call the fat boy an unknown. That was drilled into Aussie every day. Suspicion was natural to Gage. Especially after what happened in Kentucky.

“The Farm Mistress never fails to produce the animals her inner voice tells her they were meant to be. Your fat boy is no exception. You call him a pig. That’s inaccurate. He’s a hog.”

Carla sat up straight and her mouth opened a bit. “Isn’t that the same thing?”

“It’s a nuance, but no, they’re not the same. When you advertise his talents, you have to market to the right clients. That means you have to know your clients’ deepest secrets and dangle their fantasies in front of their eyes. Control sent descriptions of what her research team looks for—especially in swine—when they extract a man from his life and send him to Reckoning to be turned into merchandise for sale. That’s half of it. The other half is identifying your clients’ fetishes and pairing them with the hog.”

Carla let out the breath she was holding. “Better information. Better spreadsheets.”

She was on a roll. The third boy was the cook. He joined the line right after lunch so he was wearing a short white apron. I had him stand in front of me so I could reach under the apron and grab his penis and balls in my left hand.

“Watch this,” I said.

I had Carla’s girl lubricate the chef’s ass and explained to Carla how long it took the girl to learn the proper method. I mentioned I was surprised she wasn’t skilled in that already. Carla nodded. I foresaw relentless skill training in the girl’s future and more time for Carla to do Carla things.

Gage handed me the control box for the mechanical plug that he set up behind the chef’s ass. He slid a chair in front of the boy so he could stand and hold onto the tall back. I made him walk backwards until he was an inch away and gave him a single instruction.

“Spread your cheeks.”

Carla’s eyes opened wide when he spread his ass, one cheek per hand. I flicked my finger and the boy implanted himself on the plug. I turned it on and ran the first expansion program.

Each time the plug plunged in, it inflated a bit. The boy groaned but clients don’t pay for that kind of noise.

“Sing for me,” I said.

The chef roared his praise for what was in his ass. “It’s HUGE! So BIG! The hardest cock I’ve ever had!”

Carla was stunned but managed to smile.

“When he learns how to dance, you’ll have a prime rental.”

Carla shook her head and said, “There’s so much I don’t know.”

I gave her another point for honesty and one more for being aware enough to know she had a lot of work to do.

“The last one was a bit of a puzzle. It took me a few minutes and now I know why Madison kept him.”

After I said Madison’s name, Juke put his fingers on my temples for a moment. When he didn’t feel a rush of sadness, he backed away. “Her inner voice told her what the fifth boy really is. And mine told me.”

I told the girl to put the box of costumes in the grass next to the last boy in line. I pointed at him and said, “Nurse.”

He rummaged through the clothing and in less than two minutes was wearing a low-cut uniform dress, a white lab coat and a pair of white stilettos. “Examine him,” I said, pointing to the first boy who was still sucking the electric dildo stuffed in his mouth. The nurse boy donned a glove and squeezed a glob of lube in his palm, rubbed it around and pushed three fingers into the mechanic’s ass. While he moved his fingers in every direction, he said, “Hmm, the anus is tight. I can feel constipation. An enema will fix that.”

Carla almost fell off her chair. “How did you know that? I bought him to tend to my hair, makeup and wardrobe. How did you figure it out?”

“Two things. First, I listened to my inner voice. The second is simple. Madison told me.”

“I have a lot to learn,” Carla said.

“Yes, you do but you have an advantage over the others. You have me. At least for five more days.”


Valerie’s Lodge


Chapter 18

Valerie’s Mountains

WE STOPPED ON the way to Maine at a private airport in West Virginia to pick up Zayn, my Tantric exclusive, and Nova, my personal girl. I was taking them with me to Valerie’s lodge where Maine almost touches the New Brunswick border. I didn’t ask how My Cop got them to West Virginia and I chose not to ask who the two armed men were that boarded with them. Gage nodded at them. They nodded back. That was it for communicating with those two.

Aussie was pulling at his shirt collar. When my boys are in public, they wear street clothes. Nothing underneath, of course. It cuts down on the bags they have to carry. In this case, they had none.

One of the guards handed me a handwritten note. It was concise.

“Do what they say.”

That was it. My Cop always uses the fewest words to say important things.

I was satisfied when I left Carla’s Peachtree. She had a plan and her boys were in 24/7 training, save for their workout hours and feedings which she cut to ten minutes each. Her boys worked according to the schedule I put together for her so the grounds were tended to, the composting done, the video system upgraded, tools cleaned and oiled and shelving set up in the stable barn.

“I’ve never seen this much work going on in daylight hours!” Carla said when I was leaving. “Three are wearing those wonderful anal expanders all day and all night. They’ll be ready in two weeks like you said they’d be. They’ll be able to take any size client penis. Or penises.”

We both laughed. Carla’s first multi-client event was on the schedule. Her upgraded rental applications generated two recurring sessions with the cook, five with the pain slut, a party with the role playing esthetician and a three-times-a-week rental for the mouth boy right after Carla advertised he was skilled at both ends.

The waiting list for the hog was enormous.

We had a call with the Pet Shoppe gals so Carla could see what they had available for her personal protection and how much they cost. Then I set up a call with Nashville Ned so Carla could see his first-quality merchandise and ask Ned for specific types of boys she wanted to buy. Ned’s last line before we ended the call was, “Damn, Amity! I’m going to owe you another discount.”

A lot of my friends’ sentences start with “Damn, Amity!” I take it as a mark of pride.

The Peachtree inspection was a success. I was looking forward to a change of scenery. Valerie’s lodge fit the bill.

My exclusives would be naked in the mountains’ cooler days and frigid nights so I had to figure out a way to keep them warm so their penises didn’t freeze and fall off. Aussie would hate having to wear clothes. The new security detail wore layers of black so I didn’t concern myself with them. Of course, there was Nova, my immense personal girl with mammoth breasts and layers of belly and thigh fat, not to mention her huge, jiggling asscheeks.

When we landed, a driver holding a sign that said “Ms. A” met us at the airport. Nova hauled my luggage to the car and he insisted she stow it in the way back then crawl in for the ride. He also told my boys where they would sit. Gage got in the front seat after checking the car with his signal-jamming gizmo and studied the dashboard electronics. Zayn and Juke sat on each side of me in the SUV’s back seat. He pointed Aussie to the way back with Nova and I put a stop to that.

“My dog stays with me.”

Aussie barked and the two security guards nodded. One sat in the third seat behind me; the other in the back seat facing me.

Right after he clicked his seat belt, Gage sent the GPS to My Cop.

There was a healthy dose of testosterone inside the vehicle. I owned all of it.

We took off and ten minutes later, we left the highway and drove on backroads for almost an hour. No wonder Valerie didn’t send a limo. After an hour of bouncing on mostly-paved roads, I was surprised she didn’t send a tank. Most of the last 15 minutes was purely uphill. Up a mountain describes it better.

We were at least a half hour from Lewiston, the closest city, halfway between Augusta, the capital, and Portland, the biggest city by population. More accurately, we were in the middle of nowhere. Once the SUV climbed the mountain, we were actually at the top of nowhere.

At first look, Valerie’s Lodge fit perfectly in its environment. It was enormous, at least it looked that way from the front, and there were several out-buildings. Everything was constructed out of logs and there was a forest full of trees surrounding the property. If privacy was your goal, this was utopia.

On the other hand, I wondered how the heck Valerie ever got paying clients to her lodge. It wasn’t an easy trip; it was more like a journey. My Cop’s background search told me she was financially well off but not ultra-wealthy so I figured increasing her profit was one of her goals. For the most part, that’s every Domme’s goal. I could tell this was going to be an eye-opening week for Valerie and even for me.

One of Valerie’s in-house staff met us at the door. He was wearing a lined anorak that covered him from his neck to his knees with boots that started at his toes and reached up under the coat. High-heeled boots. My instincts made me wonder what he had on under that coat and just how high up his thighs those boots went.

The two security guards said, “We have our orders,” and left to do a perimeter search. That meant they walked around the outside of the main house, tested every door and window in sight and then did the same for every out-building. They asked to borrow Gage to set up what I assumed were cameras. We all looked up when we heard the whirr. I was the only one not surprised when I saw the drone circle overhead.

I know My Cop.

Gage called out, “Connected!” Apparently, the drone was talking to his tablet.

I sent Nova inside with the house boy and my luggage to unpack and put everything away. Juke and Zayn walked a few trees into the forest I suppose to communicate with the mountain. Aussie kept pulling at his shirt collar, counting the minutes until I took him inside so he could be naked again and on all four paws.

That’s when I heard the thump-thump-thump in the sky above. So that’s how Valerie moved her clients in and out. By helicopter. One of the security detail yelled, “Ab-so-fucking-lutely beautiful!” He had to be former Air Force. Aircraft are always magnificent to them.

The helipad was behind the house with a big X splashed across it. The landing lights guided them in and the pilot put it down on one hop. Gage was closest so he trotted to the pad and extended his arm to help Valerie step out.

She wasn’t alone.

Like I said, this week was going to be an eye-opener for her and it promised to be unlike my previous inspections.

My inner voice was right. Again.


Chapter 19

Valerie’s Stable

VALERIE WAS A different kind of Domme. That was clear from the few video calls we’d had with her as a guest. Every now and then, we invited women that one of us had met, women who were new to our network and vetted. I’d speak to the Domme who said she checked out Briana when I got back to Amityworld. That’s a conversation that would involve My Cop. And several terse words.

As for the target of the revenge-seeking fake slave, she already had a command performance invitation to my office next week, in person with me and My Cop. She had a right to know about the danger but she was going to get a talking-to about her background research group, the one I intended to blackball on our next video call. Whatever else happened to those 'researchers' was up to My Cop.

When Valerie climbed out of the copter, I could tell she was unlike most stable owners my friends were inspecting. Owners like to put on a show for us. It’s obvious in what they choose to wear, their level of hospitality and their circumstances. We see that from the pictures and video they send. It’s also a lot about the size of their estates.

Valerie was dressed in a business suit, not in leathers. Her hair was in an updo and her heels were barely two inches tall. In public, she could have been anyone. She’d fade into a crowd. The four men in the copter’s rear seats were wearing suits and ties. I let my inner voice talk to me.

Three of the men had to be clients. The fourth was easy. He was her protection and, in a few minutes, I would know how good a guard he was.

The  businessmen didn’t look at me or at anyone or  anything else. The house boy pointed at them and the three clients kept their eyes on the ground when they followed him inside. The fourth stayed one step behind Valerie when she walked toward me. On my right, Aussie tensed into full protection mode. I was sure my Cop’s detail was in position, just not visible. This was going to go well or it was destined to be an even bigger mess than what happened at Briana’s ranch.

The forest was silent. Valerie broke into a huge grin.

“Ms. Amity! I’m sorry I wasn’t here to greet you. I had business in town. I’m so glad to finally meet you in person.”

Aussie took a step to the right but stayed on alert. Gage stared at the sky, searching for the drone. I had no idea where my security guards were but I knew they were close.

“It’s quite a trek up your mountain,” I said. “Reminds me of Big Mike’s place. I’m looking forward to spending a few days with you.”

Valerie offered me her elbow and we headed toward the front door. Over her shoulder, she said, “When that one is done making sure you’re safe, tell him slaves use the back door. And the ones lurking in the forest? My boy will take them to the server closet so they can check my security.”

Right then, I knew Valerie was going places. A lesser Domme would have spoken directly to Gage but Valerie deferred to me to tell him. It showed me that she respected my ownership of my property. My inner voice was humming a peaceful tune.

The lodge was as enormous on the inside as it appeared on our drive up the mountain. Valerie led me on a tour to her office, then down a long hallway to what she called her training space. It was a good-sized room outfitted with standard tools, including suspension bars and most of the furniture I expected to see. There were waist bars, punishment benches, bolts along one wall and four flat cages on steel arms so they could be rotated. Gage would approve of the racks of tools behind glass doors. The rechargeable ones even had nearby electric outlets.

The fireplace on the far end of the room was almost colossal. I could think of several uses for it beyond keeping me warm when I was inspecting Valerie’s property in that room. It was an iconic place to heat up a branding iron.

We walked up three steps to the guest suites. Five doors were numbered, obviously for her clients. Four sets of double doors were farther down the hall. One had a small sign on a stand on the floor. It said, “Ms. Amity.”

Valerie opened the doors and we walked inside. Zayn and Juke were in separate corners, their foreheads pressed against the wall. They were meditating. Balancing themselves. Nova was on her knees in the center of the room, still wearing her travel dress. I heard Gage running down the hallway toward my suite. I know what he sounds like when he runs.

Aussie was in his usual place on my right.

“I hope this will do,” Valerie said. “It’s my best suite.”

The room was well designed. I intended to keep my exclusives with me the entire week so the couches gave them a place to sleep, if I let them sleep at all. I didn’t buy them to sleep; I bought them to serve me. I could have one each night or a trio if I felt like it. My boys know how to perform with very little time in bed.

“It’s lovely,” I said. “How about we take a look at the stable’s living quarters? I’m especially interested in what’s in the out-buildings.”

“Not everyone sees them when we land out back,” Valerie said. “Very perceptive of you to notice them.”

I didn’t tell her that I already had pictures and video of her entire property, out-buildings and all. That’s what drones with cameras are for. And stealthy security teams.

We headed to the dining area of the Lodge. Each room was set up with a different number of seats. We wound up in the smallest one with one table and two chairs with monitors on two walls.

“I keep an eye on my boys wherever I am. And my clients. There are cameras in each rental room.”

That got my attention. Aussie tensed up, raised his head and bared his teeth.

“Oh no! There are NO cameras in your guest suite. I had them removed.”

I made a note to tell Gage to do an electronic sweep of my rooms all week. Every day. Twice.

“Let’s ride over to the stable training area so I can show you my boys and tell you their details. I know you use golf carts at your estate but given the terrain, we have modified ATVs.”

The vehicles were indeed modified. They were definitely appropriate for fields filled with ruts, tree limbs and occasional rocks. Then I saw the sidecar. Did Valerie think I would ride across a mountain on something that looked like a Barney Fife sidecar?

My inner voice said, “Ain’t gonna happen.” I always listen to that voice. She’s always right.

Aussie looked up at me and I gave him more leash. He sat in the driver’s seat and motioned for me to get in the sidecar. I shook my head.

“I’ll drive.”

The look on his face was priceless. Gage charged out of the lodge’s back door, waving his arms and shouting, “No! No!”

Heck, I thought, it’s only a half mile. What could go wrong? Besides, I was on a damned mountain and had just been through an unpleasant situation and I love the smell of mountain air. I own a full stable, four exclusives and a dozen house girls plus all of Amityworld. I could steer this thing. All I had to do was point it.

About 15 minutes later, the ATV and I arrived at the training building. At least 10 of those minutes were spent with Gage telling me what the pedals and dials did. Aussie crept into the sidecar and made sure his front paws could reach the controls. I put my foot on the pedal and heard the engine vroom.

It was a different kind of powerful feeling. I liked it. I took off and drove in a circle just to get a feel for the ATV. Gage ran behind me, struggling to keep me in sight. Normally, he’s beautiful when he runs. Not that time.

I got there in one piece. Gage was breathless and Aussie’s front paws were rigid from stress. Valerie and I had a good laugh when her ATV parked at the building’s entrance. My boys weren’t amused. I think they were terrified of having to tell My Cop what I just did.

Let them eat blueberries. A Domme’s gotta have some fun.
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Valerie’s stable was naked when we walked in. Eight of them formed a respectably straight line. The building was warm thanks to the geothermal heating and their oiled skin glowed under the bright overhead lights. They weren’t a bad looking lot and they’d look better by the end of the week. At least the ones I recommended she keep.

I looked them over from left to right. Five were fairly tall; two medium height and a short boy. They had a mix of skin colors when I assessed their most obvious features. They didn’t have cards hanging around their necks with their names like Parker's were. These boys had them chained to a ring behind their balls. The cards were different colors. Two were blue, two were yellow, three were green and the last was orange. I number my boys by their talents. Valerie  apparently had her own color-coded system.

I had Valerie’s boy give their summaries to Gage and sent Valerie to find something else to do, preferably somewhere else. I inspect boys the first time by myself.

When I do inspections, they have to respond only to me. Men get confused when there are two owners in the room.

Valerie took off on the ATV and I had eight to assess with one goal in mind, the answer Valerie gave to my question I asked in the dining room.

“What’s your vision for your lodge in two years?”

She didn’t hesitate.

“More slaves. More income. More clients. Lots more power.”


Chapter 20

Valerie’s Merchandise

WHEN I INSPECT slaves, I don’t see men. What I see is merchandise. Just like any business, you’ll sell more at higher prices if your quality is top-notch. It has to look and feel good when you buy it but it also has to have staying power so customers want to buy more of what you’re selling.

They’ll spend whatever you ask if your merchandise is one-of-a-kind.

I wanted to figure out Valerie’s color-coding system for myself and see if any of her boys had undiscovered talents. They usually do. I’m very good at picking them out.

Instead of going down the line, I had Gage sort them by card color. Then I took a good look at them.

The greens were obvious, they were the big cocks. I had Gage measure them and sure enough, each was close to eight inches. Soft. The yellows shared an oversized feature that certainly wasn’t penis size. One had a huge ass and the other a belly so big it almost hid his penis and scrotum. It took a moment to see what the blues had in common but when I had them spread their jaws, it was plain as day. They were mouth boys and I was pretty sure they had undeveloped ass talents as well.

That left the one with an orange card dangling from the ring behind his cock. I didn’t need my inner voice to count. The orange boy had only one testicle. That was interesting and pointed to a pair of possibilities. Either he came that way or Valerie cut one off.

There was a third option and I didn’t need my inner voice to tell me what it was, either.

If my inspection was going to put Valerie on the path to more of everything she wanted, these eight boys had to be talented enough to attract clients who were well off enough to pay for their time plus the increased price for air transportation. When I was done, Valerie wanted recommendations for what she should buy next.

I started with the blues.

The two with blue cards hanging from their balls made an odd pair. One was tall with dark skin and thick legs. The other was short and thin. I had them raise their arms, squat, bend and spread their legs but nothing jumped out at me, no hint of their talent. I had them get on all fours with the tall boy’s face pressed against the short boy’s ass. That’s when I saw it.

The tall boy was drooling. I switched their places and in less than a minute, the short boy’s tongue was licking his own lips but sneaking a taste of the ass inches from his nose.

The blues were mouth boys and I wanted to see how talented they really were. After all, men were paying a high rental fee and flying to the lodge to use them. I swatted the short boy’s ass. He knew what to do. Not only did he lick deeper into the big boy’s ass, he nestled his face between his legs and literally sucked his balls into his mouth. For his part, the tall boy not only grunted and humped, his cock sprang to life.

Valerie had a pair of mouth and ass boys who were, according to Gage’s reading of that column on the spreadsheet, rented at least twice a week. I left them licking and sucking each other with instructions for Gage to shock their balls every two or three minutes to tell them to switch places.

The three greens were next. They were so obviously the big cocks, that couldn’t be the only talent they had. Most clients prefer to ream asses as opposed to having their own penetrated for the majority of their rental time. It’s near the end of their time that they want their own impaled. According to Gage, they were rented every weekend for the past few months and the schedule showed they were busy for several in the future.

What could these big cocks do so well that clients were pre-ordering them?

Two were fairly tall, well over 6’3” and the other was closer to 5’10”. I teased their shafts to measure a semi-hard length. The shortest penis was a good eight inches and the tallest boy’s was longer than that. Perhaps they were pain sluts? Noisy pain sluts? Renters enjoy certain reactions to paddles and nipple clips, but to pay a high fee and have to fly to the top of a mountain meant these boys had to offer something worth all that effort.

My prod was set on medium. They screeched all right, but nothing special. They weren’t pain sluts.

When it doesn’t jump out at me, I think out of the box. What if I turned my ideas 180-degrees?

The three greens didn’t make great noises. Could they generate them in clients?

I put Valerie’s house boy on a bench with his legs spread and ass up in the air. The greens were salivating, hoping I’d choose one of them to fuck the house boy’s ass. They were wrong, like all men are when they try to predict what I am going to do.

I had them all ream the boy, one after another.

The house boy didn’t grunt. He sang. Between ‘oofs’ and ‘oh gods’ he warbled his song.

“Do it harder! I want more! FUCK ME! IT’S SO BIG! MORE! DO IT HARDER!”

He went on like that and what I realized was the greens didn’t just fuck him well, they stayed hard for more than 15 minutes each. Valerie’s clients probably rented a pair or even the trio and got their asses poked for hours by rotating cocks.

I made a note of that. If Valerie bought pairs with the same talent, she could rent events with several clients at a time. It’s a profitable offering.

I told them to keep reaming the house boy while the blues kept changing places. I wanted to see what the yellows could do.

The only feature the yellows shared was their height. They had a lot of it, even on their knees. One had almost pasty-white skin and the other's was dark brown. Neither had a runner’s legs but both had decent shoulder muscles. One one had big biceps and the other was wimpier. Even their penises were different lengths. One had an oversized pair of asscheeks while the other’s belly reminded me of Nova’s layers of fat that jiggled when she ran. His ass bordered on huge.

Some clients prefer fat boys. Bellies and asses are the usual places fat coagulates. Fat asses are must-haves for certain rental fantasies while others want stomachs that touch the floor when they’re on all fours. My inner voice wasn’t telling me much about these boys. I had only 30 minutes left before my dinner meeting with Valerie and I’d be darned if I went to that meeting without all the answers.

I stood them up and had Gage attach wrist cuffs and hang them from one of the overhead bars. I walked around their dangling bodies and looked for a commonality. My prod zapped them randomly and they responded with a few shrieks but nothing out of the ordinary.

Almost as a last resort, I jammed electric plugs into both asses and turned them on high. I didn’t want to waste time. I was looking forward to using my three exclusives before Valerie’s chef served dinner.

The suspended boys didn’t waste time either. Their legs flailed in every direction and their wide asses bounced up and down. When I upped the anal plugs’ speed and depth, they kicked harder.

Gage put them on the floor so I could make sure I pegged them right. I alternated the plugs’ program to give them deeper thrusts and added a few drops of tea oil.

There’s something about fat boys cavorting uncontrollably on the floor that clients will pay handsomely to use to live their fantasies. Call them hippos or whales or walruses, it’s all the same. To be absolutely sure, I ran my prod around their balls.

They bellowed like bulls.

Fat boys don’t react to penis stimulation like they do to testicle jolts and these two proved it. Valerie had two rentable fat asses that clients could make roar and thunder and only the mountain would hear them. I turned their plugs down to medium and focused on the last boy.

My inner voice was shouting at me when I saw the orange card dangling off to the side because the boy had only one testicle left. I looked closely and knew my little voice was right. She always is.

In a few weeks, this boy would be Valerie’s eunuch. I wondered if he knew his fate and put that on my dinner meeting agenda. With only a few minutes left before I planned to enjoy at least an hour with my exclusives before they bathed and dressed me for dinner, I didn’t want to squander even a minute.

He was on his knees, his chin on his chest. He was in pretty good shape. The kind of work Valerie’s lodge needs assures well-developed muscles. Gage read his summary aloud.

“A Reckoning reject. Control advised Valerie he failed every test and they couldn’t pre-sell him. Disobedient. Nonreactive. Mouthy.”

He had the makings of a perfect eunuch. If he tried any of that crap with me, Gage would deal with him and Aussie would finish gelding him with his teeth. I almost wanted the boy to try.

Why not have a little pre-exclusive fun with this reprobate?

I stood him up and intentionally didn’t strap him to a bench or wall bolt. Gage could use a little workout and Aussie was desperate to get naked on all fours.

“Bark,” I said.

That word told him what I thought of him. He was nothing more than a cur, not even close to the quality of my Aussie.

The boy went crazy and lunged toward me and that was the last thing he remembered. When he came to, Gage’s knees were on his belly and his last testicle was in Aussie’s teeth. He was still screeching when I left the building and drove the ATV with Aussie in the sidecar back to the lodge.

Gage was behind me, running like an elk in the forest. He’s beautiful when he runs.


Chapter 21

Valerie’s Consultation

AN HOUR OF three exclusives serving me countless trips beyond the confines of my personal stratosphere is the perfect appetizer before a mountaintop country dinner. Zayn and Juke’s afternoon of meditation was interrupted only by two hours of physical fitness work that gave them the energy to satisfy my sensual needs. That’s what I bought them to do and they do it very well.

I had Gage bathe me in the clawed tub, his first solo bath since I branded him. He’s been forced to watch My Cop and my eunuch perform my bath and he assisted Zayn several times, but I’ve never allowed him to do the entire regimen until that afternoon.

He learned to use his teeth to undress me, fold my clothing for Nova to hand wash and iron, select the oils and lotions I prefer and sponge suds all over me. Everywhere. Exclusives who give me countless orgasms aren’t allowed to be shy when I am in bubbly bathwater.

Two years of training taught him well. Zayn and Juke knelt in the bathroom and sent as much positive energy to Gage as they could. Ten minutes of toe massage worked wonders. The heated towel was delightful. So were Gage’s magical fingers rubbing the lavender lotion onto every inch of my skin.

After he dressed me, I turned on the pleasure program in his microchip. He knelt at my feet and moaned the song he sings only to me. When it was time for dinner, I gave my boys their instructions.

“Strip and follow me.”

My exclusives aren’t used to wearing street clothes. They ripped off their jeans and sweaters and threw them into a pile that Nova would see to while we enjoyed dinner. Aussie was the happiest dog on the planet when I locked his collar closed and attached the leash.

I don’t just walk into a room. I lead my own parade.

Valerie tried not to look surprised but couldn’t quite pull it off. Her lower jaw dropped when she saw my naked Aussie crawling next to my right leg and Gage on my left. Juke and Zayn were behind me but within arm’s reach. At least she didn’t have a bowl of strawberries on the table. She knew my preferences and had the chef serve blueberries and blackberries with a bowl of whipped cream on the side.

My foursome of unclothed, caged boys sucked the blue juices off my fingers after I stuffed berries into their mouths.

Valerie’s mouth hung open while I gave her my assessment of her stable and the beginnings of her plan to grow. I had only a few questions. She listened a lot while her single house boy brought out platters of family-style country foods and later, cleared the empty plates off the table.

My boys were busy with the berries and my fingers. They paid no attention to Valerie, her houseboy or the food. They know who owns them. Everything and everyone else is merely a distraction to be avoided.

“Your color-coding system told me a lot about what you own and what you should think about buying. I reviewed your profit and loss statements. These are my suggestions.”

Valerie knew my suggestions were a lot more than hints. They were the actions she had to take to achieve her goal of increased revenue that would pay for the lifestyle she expected. Added to that, the advice she was getting was coming from me. I have a certain reputation in my network. Cross me and you’re likely to be blackballed by my entire circle of friends.

“First, your marketing needs improvement. The pair of blues, your mouth boys, can do a lot more than suck cocks. They can be rented individually or as a set. Two at a time is a much higher rental fee. Did you realize they have ass potential?”

From the look on her face, Valerie didn’t know their asses were high-return investments.

“Not just client cocks in their asses. The blue boys are hungry to taste client asses to worship them or each other. What’s your plan for them?”

Valerie blurted out, “I’ve been using them wrong!”

“No, not wrong,” I corrected her. “They’re underutilized. You have a big one and a smaller one. Advertise the big one to renters who love degrading people. The small one is perfect for clients who want to dominate multiples. Of course, you will have to buy a few smaller mouth-and-ass boys. Eventually.”

“How many is a good number to have?” Valerie asked.

The answer depended on her client list and what they dreamed about. She had to know their deepest fantasies. I had a solution and pointed to the monitors on the walls.

“I have a video call set up with two sellers. When I finish my list, you’ll prioritize and match clients to your property. That will tell you how many of what card color you want to buy.”

“That’s brilliant! How can I ever thank you?”

I smiled. “Let’s finish the rest. And thanking me? I don’t want or ask for any of that. What I expect is when I call on you to do something for me, you will do it.”

Valerie nodded and said, “Absolutely. Anything.”

Those two words are the ones that undergird my network. We will absolutely do anything for each other and we do. Valerie had promise.

She also had three more colors to develop if she had any hope of generating the income she wanted.

“Your financials for the greens should be the model for your entire spectrum. They are rented every weekend and I saw several months of pre-orders. Why make clients wait? They’re just big cocks. Do you know how easy they are to buy?”

“I thought three was enough. What with pre-orders and making clients pay more for what they really wanted—to get those big penises into their own asses. Isn’t that how I should price them?”

“Valerie, every boy has a hidden ability that renters will pay for. The higher-rental cock boys—your greens—have more than one. I found their hidden talent. It’s got the potential to make you a ton of money if you’re smart enough to develop it.”

“You discovered it in a damned afternoon? And I couldn’t find it for months?” The look on her face was priceless. Valerie just learned a valuable lesson. From now on, she’d call me Ms. Amity. I eat respect for breakfast the way my exclusives hunger for blueberries. And my fingers.

I knew Gage was fighting not to smile and I could sense Juke and Zayn absorbing my moment. Aussie put his head on my lap and I petted him while I explained what Valerie needed to do.

“Your three greens can fuck your clients’ asses with their big penises. But that can get old. And if your clients aren’t careful, anal tears will kill your business. Don’t you see? Simply fucking them harder and longer is a dead end.”

I heard Gage laugh. Juke and Zayn were snickering. Aussie was doing his happy rumble.

“In terms of profit, almost nothing generates it like clients who sing and dance at the end of a big cock. Clients want to go a little crazy and some want to go wild. They lap it up like Aussie drinks from his bowl. You know about slave hysteria, right? There is a similar state for clients who live their most secret fantasies in your rental rooms. It’s called renter frenzy.”

The men who are my clients come in all shapes and sizes. So do their dreams and whims. They covet what they can’t even say out loud. Valerie had to stop thinking about her renters as paying customers; instead, she had to regard them as a different kind of property she owned. They had to confess their dreams to her. Specifically. She could not let them hold anything back.

That’s the definition of a slave, even your renters. Total  and complete submission to his owner.

“I’ll teach you how to own your clients tomorrow,” I said. “Let’s talk about the yellow boys.”

I just dropped a huge understanding on her that she was trying to absorb. Discussing more of her boys was getting to be overwhelming to her. No matter. If she was going to succeed, she had to do the work.

“Honestly, it took me a few minutes to figure out what they had in common. When I did, I knew you were marketing them for their fat asses. Sure, that’s a valid fantasy men have. But when it comes to uncovering their second abilities, I’m the best.”

Valerie nodded because I didn’t think she could get words out. My boys were practically standing at attention. It’s one thing to be owned by a Domme. It’s another thing when they’re owned by a Domme like me. For a exclusive, it’s the highlight of his life. I have four of them, plus my dog.

“When you take ownership of your clients, you’ll see, they will tell you their darkest desires. That’s when you’ll understand how the fat boys fit in, especially their testicles. Fat boys’ penises are relatively unimportant.”

Valerie looked like she had been slapped across the face. Using only a few words to astound owners is one of my most useful skills. It comes naturally to me.

“The orange boy is a potential gold mine for your bottom line. You want it known by the most trusted sellers that you buy one each season to turn into a eunuch. They’ll line up to show you what they have for sale.”

Valerie put her head in her arms on the table. She was overwhelmed and nearing mental exhaustion. That’s exactly where I wanted her. I owned her, too, at least for this week.

That’s why everyone, from my friends to my clients all the way down to my exclusives and my stable, calls me Ms. Amity. I’m one of a kind.


Chapter 22

Valerie’s Plan

OVER THE NEXT three days, I put Valerie through a crash course on thinking out of the box while honing her existing property’s skills. I didn’t care what they did around the lodge. They all had jobs to finish every day, from repairs, maintenance, gardening, household chores and some minor administrative tasks. My focus was on their rentability and how to increase it so when Valerie bought new merchandise, they’d fill a highly rentable slot.

Giving men choices, especially ones you own, confuses them. They have to know exactly what to do and when to do it. Most importantly, they must understand there are consequences if they don’t do it correctly the first time.

My boys walk past a shelf of glass jars when they enter or exit the stable dorm. Each jar holds the parts and pieces of a disobedient or incompetent slave. Most jars have one testicle each. Some have two. A few show my boys what happens if they ever hurt one of my friends. There are two of those jars.

Valerie’s stable needed to learn that lesson. ‘Good enough’ no longer exists for them. Ordinarily, clients rate their experiences and slaves who don’t earn five gold stars are sent to remedial training. They suffer at least a week of intense, 24-hour corrective work under constant supervision. It includes a daily trip to the punishment building. That’s how I perfect my single-tail skills.

The good news was there were three clients in rental suites in the lodge. They arrived earlier by helicopter and were eager to take delivery of what they paid for. I had Valerie schedule a breakfast so I could offer them a perk if they agreed to my terms.

The only thing I knew about the men was they were wealthy enough to pay for their fantasies to be made real and they were adventurous enough to travel to the top of the mountain to experience them. Of course, My Cop ran their backgrounds overnight so I knew a lot more than they assumed.

Men who assume what I know—or don’t know—are always wrong. They were about to discover they’d never met anyone quite like me before.

“I know why you’re here,” I said to three disbelieving faces. “Think of me as the ultimate experience-giver. You each bought two-day dreams. I can give you a lifetime packed into those hours.”

Valerie nodded and said, “You have no idea what Ms. Amity can do.”

I picked up the conversation. “Follow my rules and when you leave, you will plead to be allowed to rent again.”

I sipped coffee and waited for what I knew one of them would ask. Whoever it was, he would be the center of my focus. Break the biggest ego and the rest fall into line. I’m very effective at breaking men’s egos.

“Just what are your rules?” the 50-ish one with gray flecks in his expensive haircut asked.

Aussie stiffened against my right leg. My other exclusives were, for the moment, waiting in the hallway outside the dining room. I could sense Zayn’s confidence. He knew where this was going and where it would end up.

“You haven’t had an erection without a blue pill in three years,” I said. I thought he was going to fall off his chair. “You buy Valerie’s mouth boys to make you remember what getting hard feels like.”

I let him tremble in anger and humiliation for a while and said, “I know what you really want is to be naked and on display, with your impotent penis subjected to electric tools to see which—if any—can make it get hard again.”

“Oh god,” he moaned and dropped his head into his arms on the white tablecloth.

“My rules are simple. You do exactly what I tell you with no hesitation or backtalk. In exchange, you will live out your ultimate fantasies. Every one of them.”

He stopped moaning and lifted his eyes. “Yes, Ma’am,” he murmured.

Valerie corrected him. “That’s ‘Yes, Ms. Amity,’ to all of you.”

Three men parroted Valerie’s phrase. Submission is almost as tasty as blueberry pie. Almost.

“I’ll entertain one question from you two,” I said. I didn’t wonder which of the remaining pair would ask. It had to be the one who owned a sports franchise. His tell was obvious. Both feet were tapping the floor.

“You say you are good at this. How do I know it’s true?” the foot tapper asked.

Valerie snorted. I don’t answer questions like that with words. I have a much more effective way.

“Aussie, fetch!”

When Aussie crawled out from under the table and ran on all fours to the hallway, the renters saw he was naked and collared. Their shocked faces were amusing. Just wait until they saw my exclusives.

Aussie crawled back into the dining room with my well-built naked exclusives who took their places around me. Gage knelt on my left with Zayn and Juke within arm’s reach behind me. Two were hairless from their heads to their toes. Zayn’s hair had grown back as a gift I gave him for helping Big Mike’s sister rejoin the world.

The three clients stared at them, wide-eyed and mouths open.

“Because I am better than good. Much better.”

Valerie laughed at their reaction to what fills my everyday world.

“I believe her…I believe Ms. Amity,” the third client said.

When he corrected himself, I knew one thing for sure. Their submission to me had just begun.
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Each renter had his own suite in the lodge. Gage had the layouts and equipped them with the devices I specified after reading their background reports. My plan for Valerie to grow her holdings and her income called for her to watch the clients get what they paid for and then give them a lot more, the things they couldn’t bring themselves to speak aloud.

They would confess them all to me. I gave them each an hour before they would beg to tell me their deepest, darkest desires. The gray-haired one was first on my list. He expected a pair of mouth boys to make his cock hard and if he paid for enough time, he might even ejaculate. A few weeks later, he’d buy more time with them. That’s one kind of income for Valerie but it had two significant weaknesses.

First, it was hit or miss rental fees. Whenever the client wanted it, he’d buy it. A better result is giving him an experience that thrills him and pushes him to the edge so he doesn’t just want to have it again. He has to have it. The sooner the better.

Second, I don’t give clients what they ask for. I give them a hell of a lot more. Some is what they imagined. The rest? They suppress admitting they want it even to themselves. What clients tell you are merely the skeletons. All you have to do is watch and you’ll know what meat they want on those bones.

I had Valerie’s blue boys sent to the client’s suite. Ordinarily, they’d knock and walk in, then one would suck the client while the other waited. Then they’d switch after a few minutes until they rotated again. A successful rental meant the client moaned and groaned. Perhaps he ejaculated on one visit or another.

That simply wouldn’t do. Clients must be more than satisfied. They should be awed during and after their rental sessions, so overwhelmed and grateful that they plead to be allowed to rent again. The counter-offer against each other when a recurring slot is available.

That’s what I wanted Valerie to learn how to do. The client waiting for his mouth boys was the tool I’d use to teach her.

He was in for quite a ride.


Chapter 23

Valerie’s Client

BEFORE THE SUN rose over the mountain, Valerie’s mouth boys were just about finished with the overnight training I prescribed for them. They already knew how to suck the client’s cock and make it hard but that’s all they did. No wonder her clients didn’t rent regularly. After I was done showing the mouth boys what else they would do for the client, he’d turn into a regular, one who pleaded to schedule the pair and was more than happy to pay whatever price Valerie set.

I don’t ask clients if it’s OK to record what happens in their rental suites. Video is an important tool I use to judge my stable’s performance and measure the client’s satisfaction. It’s my rule and obeying my rules is a given.

Throughout yesterday’s overnight training, I had the mouth boys plugged at both ends. They knew how to suck but had no concept of nuance. They dove in, sucked and switched every 10 minutes.

Not anymore. No slave is allowed to be idle when he’s rented. He’s busy every minute the client pays to use him. While one boy is sucking, the other can press his mouth into the sucker’s ass, licking and chewing to make the sucker work more excitedly. Nothing impresses a client more than being served by well-honed skills that are delivered with pure passion.

Then there’s position. Who said a mouth boy has to be on his knees? The two boys practiced yesterday and all night doing their jobs while dangling by their ankles and even in a harness. That way, the client could manipulate and tilt the mouth into whatever position he wanted it.

When a client pays a premium for two boys, he can try anything he can think of. This particular client showed every typical clue he was dying to get his own ass reamed. A penis gag would fulfill his secret desire.

No one, especially not clients, can keep secrets from me.

I opened the door and sent the two mouth boys inside. The renter was ready for them. But not for me.

I ignored his surprise and put the boys to work. It didn’t take long before he realized how mind-blowing his two days were going to be when I was in control of making the dreams he couldn’t even admit to himself very real.

My first order was for the boys to undress him. He looked stunned at first, but when they licked and kissed every inch of his skin they exposed when they unbuttoned and unzipped his clothes, he was moaning too hard to object. The moment his pants hit the floor and I saw he wasn’t wearing underwear, I grabbed a handful of one boy’s hair and shoved his face into the client’s crotch.

Instead of sucking the whole shaft into his mouth like he usually did, the boy was now trained to lick the tip up and down, around, behind the head and finally down the entire length.

The renter wasn’t moaning. He was groaning. All it took was 12 hours of the boy’s nonstop practice.

I pointed and the second mouth boy used his face to spread the client’s asscheeks so his mouth fit snugly between them. I let them lick the front and back until the client’s groans devolved into animal-like grunts.

I didn’t have to tell the boy what to do when I handed the penis gag to the client and pointed to the boy in his ass. He grabbed the gag and was about to lock it on the boy’s head when I bent him over the back of a straight chair. No one’s ass gets reamed ass without proper lubrication. Not clients and certainly not my boys.

I knew it was the client’s first experience with a boy’s big fingers inside him but that makes a rental session even more memorable. The boy had been taught how to lubricate an ass when I had the house boy do his repeatedly during my inspection until he got it right. I pointed at the tube and the boy filled his fingers with gel, then pressed one finger into the client’s ass.

His groan filled the room. The boy added another finger and when four were inside up to the second knuckle and wiggling gel on everything they touched, the client began singing his song.

Shrieked it, actually.

With the penis gag locked behind his head, penetrating the client’s virgin ass was a spectacle that would live in his memories for a very long time. He panted with every thrust and screeched unintelligible noises each time the boy pulled his head back and plunged the plug into him. He wasn’t in that room on the mountain except physically. In reality, he had skyrocketed into his personal heaven.

The client’s semi-impotent penis stood out from his crotch even though the mouth boy backed off when I yanked his head away. I had him grab the nearly-hysterical client’s hips and force him to hump the plug in his ass until the client didn’t need his help anymore. He jammed his own ass onto the boy’s gag over and over until he was ready to drop.

Valerie’s client achieved renter frenzy. She’d learn what it looked like when I had her watch the replay.

I had the boys lay him on the bed and lick his skin until he calmed down. This was a client who needed a massage and he rented two boys fully capable of giving him one he’d never forget. Rented slaves are never idle. It doesn’t take much training to teach them how to rub oils and lotions into every inch of a paying customer’s skin. And where to linger.

That was just the first hour. I showed the boys—and Valerie—how you turn occasional clients into regulars.

Valerie told me later that when she saw him to the helicopter for his trip down the mountain, he fell on his knees and pleaded to be allowed a return visit. I figured she was smart enough to raise the price.
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The week I spent at Valerie’s lodge changed her rental business for the better. She instituted follow-up surveys with required client videos and was pleased to see her boys’ star ratings grow over the weeks. Of course, I’d never tolerate a four-star rating and would put that boy through a week of intense remedial work, but Valerie was seeing her income grow when her boys were booked weeks in advance.

The afternoon before I left, I set up a video call with two of my trusted vendors. Valerie needed more boys with talents missing from what she owned. Before we joined the call, I had her list what she was looking for. It’s more efficient and cost effective if you specify what you need. Sellers will show you every boy they have in stock unless you’re clear about what’s on your shopping list.

The first call was with Red Rick. He handles all our shipping and can deliver purchases across the country and even overseas safely. When one of Rick’s trucks had the unfortunate timing of a flat tire and a pair of overly-helpful state troopers, I had My Cop intervene. Rick owes me a favor. Actually, two. But that’s another story.

I introduced Rick to Valerie and after a pleasantry or two, we got down to business.

“Valerie needs two talents,” I said. “Only two. Don’t show her the dregs that you can’t get rid of.”

Rick and I are used to conversations that start out that way. “Damn, Amity! You think I won’t show her my best stuff?”

Actually, that’s exactly what I thought. I just didn’t say it out loud.

“I need two talents,” Valerie said. “First, a reactive pain slut. And if you have one, a dog. Or a pony. Maybe a cow. It depends on how good they are so I don’t have to train them from scratch.”

Valerie needed to work on her buying skills. She gave Rick too much room to show her too many options. That’s a waste of her time. And mine.

“Show her three pain boys first. One-minute demos,” I said. Rick swiped his tablet and had three boys delivered to his display area with cameras that gave us a 360-degree view.

Rick understands efficiency and locked bars around their waists so their arms and legs were free but they  couldn’t run anywhere when the demo started. He tapped a prod on various body parts, whacked a short whip on their asses and turned on the electronic rings all his stock wears until he delivers them to their new owners. The rings send out GPS, too, so he knows where they are.

Their screeching was a nice touch. I muted our mic and said, “Pick the one whose song you like the best.”

She did and we moved on to the next batch. Rick unlatched the two rejects and wrapped a delivery tag on the boy’s ankle that was headed to Valerie’s mountain once they negotiated the price.

“Certain breeds cost more,” Rick said.

I tapped Valerie’s leg to warn her he was going to add a percentage to his regular asking price because that’s what sellers do when they know they have something you want badly. She nodded and I told Rick to start his pitch.

Five boys were on camera. They covered the shape and size spectrum from tall muscular ones to skinnier boys with two fat boys thrown in. One by one, I identified them to myself. It was up to Valerie’s inner voice to tell her what species they were and which ones her clients would pay to use. If she couldn’t figure them out, I’d have to reevaluate her potential. The women in my network have high standards for newcomers.

Rick said, “Down!”

Five boys dropped to all fours and Rick lifted the closest one’s head toward the cameras.

“Bark!”

The boy barked on cue. It was almost believable. When Rick turned him around, we could see the tail hanging out of his ass. Rick put the dog through his paces, sit-heel-roll over. The finale was beg.

I muted our mic again. “Dogs are easy to buy. The Pet Shoppe has better quality. That’s where I got Aussie.

Aussie, always next to my right leg, barked. He sounded much more like a dog than the canine wannabee on camera.

I told Rick to show the next one, the fat boy. A really fat boy. Fat legs, fat ass, fat breasts and an enormous belly. Valerie asked, “Do clients really rent obese slaves? What do they do with them?”

That question made me smile. Once her client base was wider, she’d know there is no limit to men’s fantasies  or what they’ll pay to have. Maybe it was too soon for Valerie to buy a sizeable one like that. They cost a lot to feed.

I spun my finger, telling Rick to move on. The third boy was tall and muscular with ebony skin and a shiny bald head. His legs were the giveaway.

“That’s a pony,” Valerie said. “Ms. Amity, do you recommend I buy one of those?”

Ponies are money-makers but come at a price. You don’t want just one of them. Clients’ imaginations can border on the unreal until you give them what they crave. Most pony rentals are for a pair so clients can joust or play rodeo.

“Ask how many he has,” I said.

She did. Rick had only one. I twirled my finger again. The fourth boy started making noises when Rick powered up his genital ring and put on quite a show. The boy hopped around the room on his hind legs, grunting, squeaking and chattering with each bounce. Valerie laughed and said, “There are lots of trees for a monkey to climb on my mountains.”

I had to laugh. I’ve gotten only one request for a monkey and after that one rental, I traded him for a different species with the Ring Mistress. She owns the Slave Circus and always has use for apes. I shook my head.

“Next,” I said.

We were down to the fifth and last boy for sale. Rick jerked his collar and the boy followed him outside. So did the camera on Rick’s ever-present tablet.

I knew what the boy was when I saw his obese layers of fat. What I wanted Valerie to see was what a real pig could command in rental fees. Sloshing around in filth is one thing. Having clients who want to pay high fees to be fucked by a muddy body that big is another. I knew her current client list. She had two already who’d hand over any amount she asked. Happily.

The question was whether or not Valerie saw the opportunity and could use it to her advantage.

The pig was oinking and wallowing in the goop when Rick brought out one of his short, skinny boys and tossed him in with the fat boy. In seconds, the small one was suckling at the fat one’s large breasts and then dug his head under his big belly to suck his other parts.

It was like a light bult went off over Valerie’s head. “I’ll take him,” she said.

That was a good decision. Pigs that suckle clients who secretly hanker for their wet nursing kink are more ubiquitous than you’d think. They’re also repeat customers. It’s a craving they can’t get enough of.

I left Valerie and Rick to haggle over prices and shipping to gather my boys for the trip to the airport. Nova puffed behind us carrying my luggage. Valerie waved goodbye when the limo with my property and My Cop’s detail pulled out. I hadn’t seen the security team for the whole week. That would make My Cop happy enough to nod his ass for me right before I kissed it with my whip, the one with the red handle that kept him alive on that awful mission. And several times since them.

Aussie put on his sad face when I made my boys get dressed so we could board the plane. But I was confident my friends and I would hear good things about Valerie’s lodge in the weeks and months ahead.

My inner voice has never let me down. It didn’t this time, either.


Epilogue

Two Weeks Later

COMING BACK TO Amityworld is the best ending to any trip, especially after the four-week adventure I just finished. I checked in, of course, but my head house girl and Jack, my stable manager, kept tight control over the in-house girls and the stable boys. They’d followed the schedule with three daily feedings, three-times-a-day exercise and their work schedule. They adhered to the piss-and-shit timetable and if any boy didn’t empty himself on the row of small toilets, Emma administered one of her famous refrigerated enemas to clean him out.

Constipated boys don’t concentrate fully on their work.

The house shined so I knew the girls worked their typical schedule from sun-up until they were put to bed. Even the grounds were in top shape. Every so often, I walk across the big field to the tree line and talk to Amityworld. Not in words. I communicate with her with my inner voice. It’s our special way to chat.

I gave Zayn and Juke a few hours each day to meditate and get their essences back in tune. Amityworld has her own vibe and I want my Tantric boys aligned perfectly with it. Gage walked every inch of the main house, the training and punishment buildings and took #42 who designed the auction building that turned into rental cabins for a walk-through. Based on the spreadsheets, the cabins were mostly filled while I was gone. Gage and #42’s job was to make sure they were in first-class shape.

Amityworld felt peaceful. Until I went into my office.

Hours of video from Parker and Carla were queued up for me to watch and make suggestions. Video call requests from Valerie and Parker filled my to-do list. Carla wondered if I could visit Peachtree in a few months to see how what she’d bought was working for her clients and make suggestions for improvement. I pushed all of that to the side to get to the more important ones. They’re marked with stars.

Silver stars are urgent client requests. Gold ones are from my friends.

I jolted Nova’s chip and she ran to the slave door to my office, waiting for the second jolt that told her I unlocked it so she could crawl in. It was amusing to see her wriggle her fat body through the half door while desperately trying to stifle her grunts from the shocks I was sending into her pussy chip. I didn’t have time to deal with her discomfort. It’s her role and she is so grateful I let her be my personal girl, she probably actually enjoys each jolt.

“Get Danica, Talia and Naomi on video. Now!”

Nova knows what ‘now!’ means. Any delay is a guaranteed trip to the punishment building or worse, like the last time she was late and I stripped her of her personal girl status. She was relegated to kneeling her fat-layered body outside my suite door for days. A stint cleaning the little toilets my stable uses three times a day taught her never to keep me waiting again.

She dashed to her cubicle and in less than five minutes, the other women who did inspections were on my monitor. Perhaps Nova had earned a small reprieve from the weeks of discipline I was imposing on her. Maybe it was time to let her sleep on her cot tonight instead of in the dog crate outside the back door. I’d think about it.

Danica, Talia and Naomi also recently returned from their inspections across the country. I thought they were eager to share their results but they all wanted to know one thing first.

I can count on Naomi being direct. “What the HELL happened in Kentucky?” she asked. It sounded more like a demand than a question. It doesn’t matter who is doing the demanding. I don’t take it well. If at all.

“Nothing My Cop couldn’t handle,” I said. It wasn’t what I wanted to focus on. It was over. I preferred to look ahead.

Danica actually raised her voice. “You could have been HURT! You were in DANGER!”

What they didn’t know was that all of them were in danger, not just me. If I told them, they’d be upset. Or worse. The danger was over, My Cop took care of it and telling them the details didn’t seem to serve a purpose. Then again, if I didn’t tell them, I’d be keeping a secret from my friends.

When in doubt, change the subject.

“I did three excellent inspections,” I said. “Parker, Carla and Valerie are seeing increased profits and a much busier rental schedule. Did you all get good results?”

One thing I know about Dommes is their penchant for bragging. They can’t help themselves. If I changed the subject successfully, they would be eager to share their accomplishments and I wouldn’t have to explain the ugly details. That episode was over and I wanted it to die a quiet death.

Talia told us all about the inspection she did outside Boston. Way outside Boston, she said. A very old manor, parts of it dated back to Revolutionary days. I think she told us how cold it was at least five times. Temperature has an impact on erections, she explained, so she suggested that the ones the owner had on the rental list should be dressed in penis warmers for a full day before their renters arrived.

“Penis warmers aren’t furry things,” she said and we all laughed. We know what they are even if we rarely use them. Neoprene with sensors lets you adjust the temperature from ice-cold to burning hot. Talia said that she taught that Domme how to read the heat settings from the slaves’ faces. Then there were the tiny spikes. That Domme learned to see their impact from her slaves’ screams.

“All in all, by the time I left, she ordered two boys from Ned in Nashville. We all know Ned sells only first-quality stock.”

The four of us laughed again because that’s Ned’s oft-repeated line. My ploy worked. They usually do.

Naomi was next. “One of mine was in god-knows-where Ohio, a really long drive from the airport. When I tell you there was nothing nearby, trust me. There was nothing close to that estate. She had a dozen slaves, almost all of them had the same talents. No wonder she didn’t have but a few repeat renters.”

That had to be a one-trick Domme. She rented to a few clients, figured that’s what all of them wanted, and bought more of the same.

Danica asked Naomi what remediation she suggested.

“That was a two-step process. First, I showed her how to develop other talents in what she already owned. You know that big cocks often have ass skills, so for two days, half of the big penises reamed the others and then I switched them. But the biggest revelation to her was the fact she already owned—get this—three singers and a pair of dancers!”

How does a Domme not know there are singers and dancers in her stable? Those are two of the most highly sought-after talents.

Naomi finished with the bottom line. “When I showed her how to market them, she had all 12 rented for the next three weeks.”

Talia and Danica oohed at the prospect. I was glad we had another potential member of our network who was finally making a profit.

“I set up two online video inspections,” Naomi said. “She’s in the market for four-legged creatures after I told her where to buy them.”

There’s only one place to buy used animals. I’m sure the Circus Mistress was happy to get rid of some of her extras.

“Any dogs?” I asked.

Naomi smiled and said, “Maeve was overstocked with pit bulls.”

That left Danica to tell us what she achieved in her inspections. Danica was relatively new to our network and had an advantage that she was learning to use wisely. Her first and main slave was a recently-wealthy tech executive who bought the land and built her estate. She calls it Destiny. I mentored her and kept that boy for a month to teach him what Destiny needed in terms of buildings and equipment. The most important lesson I gave her was to understand that her boy, the one she named Jonah, didn’t have the makings of an exclusive and she should keep looking for the right one.

They both learned a lot. She whips Jonah occasionally in the morning and that keeps him hungry for the sun to rise outside the bars in his cell window. Maybe she’d give him what he needs that day. He’s accepted that she will whip him when she feels like it. If she skips a day, he wakes up hoping that one will be his day.

And if she doesn’t?

He rushes through his work, waiting for sundown because it always brings sunrise. Maybe the next one will be his day.

“My second one was in Oklahoma. At least I think it was. I’m used to barren surroundings but this was one of a kind. Get this, her clients, the only ones she’ll accept, must have their own planes. Really, it would be nearly impossible for any plane-less renters to get there.”

That was intriguing. Wealthy clients who are hungry for her offerings add up to a solid income stream. If they come back, then the Domme has the talents her renters covet.

I said, “Tell me what she’s marketing and who she’s marketing to.” Perhaps a few of those had visited Amityworld. If they hadn’t, I’m sure they’d like to, especially if they had private planes. No matter what she owns, mine are better.

“Ms. Amity, I asked about that. I thought maybe she was running ads in certain journals or word of mouth, but I doubted that. Men like that don’t chat about such things with their friends.”

Danica was right. Most men don’t. But when I put two like-minded and masked clients together, business deals can ensue. You can’t have too many zealous clients who crave and can afford what I have in stock. When they meet others who understand they all yearn for the same thing, it becomes a brotherhood.

Danica went on. “It seems she got her hands on a list from a club. You know, a group that pays to go to a prearranged sex thing. These clients were salivating to go but it was too dangerous. Too risky.”

I know that type of client. It’s the description of most of mine.

“And I have a copy of the list,” Danica said. “After all, Ms. Amity, you’ve done so much for me.”

Danica just rose another notch in my estimation of her potential in our network. But I wanted to end the call so I explained two of my inspections and told the gals what I was seeing on their profit and loss statements.

“They sent you financials? Naomi sounded surprised.

“I didn’t say they sent them. I said I saw them.”

It was a great way to finish the call. I had a lot more to get through and I had three exclusives in their cells, itching to be summoned to please me when the sun set over the tree line.

That was my plan.

Reality interrupted my evening when I saw the green light flash. It was telling me a limo arrived in the transport garage.


Chapter 24

Amityworld Disrupted

THERE IS ONLY one person allowed to enter Amityworld without making prior arrangements. That’s why there is always a guard at the front gates. When I saw the green light, I didn’t need Nova to plod her way to the slave door and wriggle inside to tell me who it was. I can sense when he’s here. I don’t feel a tingle. It’s more like a rapid river flowing everywhere inside me.

My Cop was here. Unexpectedly. That happens for only two reasons. Either he had an unforeseen change in his remote work schedule or something happened. That something is rarely a good thing, like the time he had to tell me Madison had been murdered and Brielle was grievously injured. Or when he struggled to bring me his battered body when he was tortured on a mission that had gone terribly wrong.

I stared at the green light, hoping it was the former and trying to steel myself because I knew it wasn’t.

He’s got a face that’s hard to read, an attribute that makes him very good at what he does. When I turned on the monitor for the garage camera, no one had to tell me which possibility it was. His mostly inscrutable face was grim. And he wasn’t alone.

I counted six. Six men all of whom could have been hired directly from central casting. Buzz cuts, bodies so muscular their camouflage shirts strained against their shoulders and not a smile among them. They were armed. So was My Cop. One of them was carrying a long rifle with a mounted scope. There was a sniper in my world.

My Cop looked up at the camera because he knows—he feels—when I’m watching. He pointed at the camera and I knew what he wanted me to do. I jolted Gage and Juke. They appeared in under a minute.

“Turn off every camera on the property,” I said to Gage’s shocked expression. “All of them.”

Gage wouldn’t question any order I gave but I knew he was confused and even more concerned. I pointed to the monitor where My Cop and his team were waiting. He stared at the screen for a few seconds and literally marched over to the workstation he uses to deploy people and tools for whatever I tell him to do.

Juke typed in the lengthy password. He’s my secret keeper and he’s much better than a password manager. They needed one more thing to finish. Gage held out his hand. He needed mine.

I pressed my palm on the pad and all the monitors went black, the ones in my office, every room in the main house and everywhere throughout Amityworld. I dictated a short message to my head house girl and Jack in the stable. We’re testing. Stay where you are.

My Cop showed up at my office door two minutes after he saw the garage monitor go black. The other six he brought were somewhere in my world. I didn’t know where. I almost didn’t want to know.

Almost.

I’d never seen My Cop in any kind of uniform on his knees with a weapon on his hip and most likely one in an ankle holster until that day. He didn’t ask and I didn’t give him permission to speak. He just did.

“Ms. Amity, there is a dark web contract out on two of the women targeted by the asshole who set you up in Kentucky. Briana refused to cancel them. She’s in custody but won’t talk. All she would say is you are first on her list. She slipped once. She said ‘tonight’.”

Gage ran across the room and stood on my left. My Cop yelled, “Aussie! Heel!” The dog took his place on my right. I didn’t summon him, but Tyler, my new head of on-site security, opened my office door and rushed in. I was surrounded by men I owned who could disable any attacker six different ways without weapons.

My Cop’s update was for them.

“Full alert. My detail is in place. She is never to be alone until I give the all clear.”

‘She’ was obviously me. All I could think was that Amityworld had been turned upside down. I wanted to walk the fields and tell her it was going to be all right but I couldn’t. That would be lying and I won’t do that to her. My inner voice was maddeningly silent.

I had no idea what to do. Until I did.

“No one—no damned anyone—threatens this place, my exclusives or my property.”

The room stopped. All I heard was breathing.

My Cop stared when I grabbed Juke and pulled him to my desk. I typed in my password and had him enter the verification code I made him memorize. I put my finger on the print reader and Amityworld went dark. My office was pitch black.

Amityworld was on lockdown.

“I didn’t know about that,” My Cop said. Even though I couldn’t see him, I knew he was surprised. I can feel My Cop even across a dark room. Surely, he had night-vision goggles in the pack he carried into my office. Turns out there was a pair for everyone except me.

“If it's not reflecting one of my team’s badges,  take him out.”

No one had ever been killed in Amityworld. I couldn’t fathom it happening. Not today. Not ever. I was shaking mostly from outrage and a little from the nightmare in which I seemed to be the main character.

My Cop stood up, found his way to me and grabbed my hands.

“Get Zayn,” he said. “You’re going to need him. We all will.”

I was about to zap Zayn’s chip when the door opened again. This time it was Zayn who ran in. He ignored the darkness and sensed his way to me.

“She needs you,” My Cop said.

“I know. I feel it,” he replied.

Zayn knelt in front of me and pressed his forehead against mine. We stayed that way for a few minutes until My Cop turned to join his team. On his way to the door, he said, “Protect her. Or deal with me.”

Aussie barked his understanding. My Cop trained him for two grueling weeks after he was delivered. The last thing Aussie wanted was to face My Cop’s anger. He knew the consequences.

Gage said, “Roger that.”

“They won’t get within ten feet,” Tyler said.

“I’ll die first,” Juke promised. Again.

Zayn was fully involved in absorbing the insane confluence of emotions inside me. Most of it was outrage with a big dose of worry for my property, the grassy fields to the tree line and every living being inhabiting it.

“I promised to keep you all safe,” I said.

My Cop said, “That’s why I’m here. To keep your promise.”

I have dozens and dozens of reasons why he’s My Cop. That was one I didn’t know until that night. I do now.


Chapter 25

Endings

HOURS LATER, MY world was still dark inside and out. The sun set over the tree line, I supposed, like it always did. There would be stars in the night sky and if I opened the dome, I could see them. But not tonight. Like every door and window, the dome would stay locked shut.

Tyler and Gage were torn between protecting me and joining the hunt. They figured there was no real chance of my being in danger inside my office and I agreed. It was stifling, not from heat but from the anxiety seeping out of everyone. It was more than Zayn could take in so he concentrated on mine.

I was furious that someone would menace my stable and my house girls but more offended they would jeopardize Amityworld herself. Tyler and Gage were warriors for years before I took them from those lives. Keeping them safe didn’t mean putting them into a box. It meant letting them do what they do best.

“One hour,” I said. “Find out what’s going on. If you get hurt, it’ll be nothing compared to what I will do to you.”

Gage said, “As long as it’s the one with the red handle.”

That’s the single-tail that forced Gage past the result of torture his POW days inflicted. The one he hid from everyone. He couldn’t hide it from me.

“I know that one,” Tyler said.

Zayn mumbled, “I can feel it now.”

There’s a unique camaraderie among men who have tasted what I can do with that whip. Aussie arf’ed his approval. He knew that whip, too.

Gage and Tyler left together into the darkness that enveloped my world. Zayn was working overtime when they walked out of my office. I thought Juke could spell him, but Zayn insisted he was fine. I knew he wasn’t when I traced the brand on the underside of his scrotum. When my finger traced the crossbar on big A he’ll wear forever, he grunted. Twice. It was his way of telling me not to give him back any of his essence. Not now. He was pouring every bit of himself into me to replace my dread.

Something terrible was going to happen, my inner voice said. It’s never been wrong but I hoped it was this time, even though I knew better.

Juke knelt behind Zayn and laid his chest on his back. The two of them drew on every ounce of their totalities to complete the circuit. All I could hear was their breathing.

Until we heard a loud bang. And another. Like doors being smashed and windows broken.

Gunshots erupted in our ears. They were close. They were inside Amityworld. They were inside the house.

I didn’t count but there were a lot of bangs. Aussie got on his hind legs and pushed Zayn and Juke out of the way so he could stand in front of me. I knew what Aussie was doing. He intended to take any bullet that was meant for me.

Aussie is a very good dog.

I heard a shout outside my office door. “LIGHT THEM UP!” I knew that voice.
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Things happened quickly. Boots pounded on the hallway floor outside my office. Loud gunshots were followed by the whiz of a sniper rifle. Shouts rang through the main house one after another.

“ONE DOWN!”

“ON YOUR SIX!”

"GUN!"

I don’t know how long it went on but when it happened, I realized I was standing up with Juke and Zayn on my sides and Aussie in front of me. The next bangs tore through my office door.

Aussie fell to his knees. Juke screeched in pain. Zayn was screaming, “TWO DOWN!”

The door, at least what was left of it, flew open. My Cop charged in, a gun in each hand, barking orders.

The first one was “ALL CLEAR!”

“MEDIC!” he shouted at Tyler who ran to fetch Emma. Two of My Cop’s detail were pressing their hands on my boys, trying to stop the bleeding. Gage was blocking the door, daring anyone else from entering.

“LIGHTS!” My Cop roared. Gage ran to his workstation and overrode the lockdown. When the lights came up, I could see what happened. The carnage. What those bastards did to my dog and to my secret-keeper. I wanted to kill them but My Cop had done that already.
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Their bodies were removed by people My Cop called in. Two bad guys, stupid ones, he said, both dead. Given his involvement, no police had to be called. I stayed with Juke and Aussie to help Emma take care of them.

“One in the upper arm. One in the leg,” she said. “Both through-and-through. They will be fine. I’ll make sure of that.”

Emma was true to her word. I kept them in their cells for two weeks and checked on them every day, at least twice, sometimes more. I had the chef prepare their favorites and sent a girl to make sure they ate everything on their plates. When Emma said they were ready, I had the physical therapist I bought when My Cop was tortured put together exercises to rebuild their bodies. But there was more than that needing healing.

Zayn didn’t leave Juke’s side for days. He tended to Juke, crawled into a corner to meditate with his head against the wall, then back to Juke. I watched his hands slide up and down Juke’s injured leg, a motion that made Juke moan. When I asked Zayn what he was doing, he said, “Ms. Amity, I’m rejoining him.”

I understood what Zayn was attempting to do. It’s all about totality and Juke’s was in pieces. Zayn was putting the pieces back together.

“Ask your question,” Zayn said. He was turning into the old man who somehow knows my thoughts, so I did.

“You did what you swore you would do for me. That’s a lot for you to do again. Do you want to stay in Amityworld?

Juke pushed Zayn’s hands away and sat up for the first time since it happened. “Ms. Amity, I swore with my life. As long as I can breathe, let me stay. Please keep me.”

Whatever I paid for Juke, he was worth a lot more than money could buy.

I went to check on Aussie. He wasn’t in his cot. He was curled up in his doggie bed. That’s how I knew he was on the mend.

“Aussie, you’ve been through a lot. You did what I bought you to do. You protected me. Do you want to rethink anything? Take a break?”

He barked. There was only one place Aussie wanted to be. Next to my right leg.


Chapter 26

My Cop’s Plan

THE CLEANUP TEAM was finally gone. A dozen of my girls were scrubbing the last drops of awful memories from the walls and floor. Mason was double-checking the new wallboard and making sure the paint matched. The new office door with the cutout for slaves was waiting for Mason to hang it. This one had Bluetooth so I could unlock it more easily. Most of all, he was overseeing the decorators I called in to remodel my office from the ceiling to the floor and everything in between. Especially the carpet.

You almost couldn’t tell anything happened in the main house when so much awfulness unfolded there barely two weeks ago. Almost.

Amityworld and everyone in it was recovering. Juke and Aussie were getting better. The physical therapist I bought from Ned when My Cop was recovering from the torture the bastards did to him on that terrible mission, was overseeing their three-times-a-day exercises but I still had the chef spoil them with menus they liked. Aussie preferred to eat his from a bowl on the floor. I let him gobble his dessert next to my right leg.

With solid soundproofing and no windows in the stable dorm, my boys didn’t know any of the details and there was no reason to tell them. Most men get distracted easily and mine had work to do. And clients to entertain.

That was the discussion I was having with My Cop. My clients; in fact, all my guests, need confidentiality. If criminals like that could invade my estate, I had to make sure it couldn’t happen again. Secrecy was intensely personal to him. He needed the same level of privacy the guests did, if not more.

It took two weeks for him to draw up a plan. He was sitting in front of the monitors that watched every inch of Amityworld. There were two new monitors in the array.

We stood face-to-face for a moment. Then he knelt and said, “Ms. Amity, you are—this place is—my life. My present. My future. This is where you freed me from my guilt when my men were murdered. This place—you—mean more to me than my own life. What I am going to install to keep you safe may seem like a lot and it is.”

He didn’t ask if he could install it, whatever it was.

“Ten-foot electrified fences on the entire perimeter. GPS signal jammers. Trip wires with alarms. New cameras on drones. That’s for outside.”

That meant there was more. He hadn’t gotten to the inside yet.

“Motion detectors throughout. Audio shock generators that kill hearing. Strobes to blind intruders.”

He was turning Amityworld into a fortress. What was his next idea going to be, a moat?

“Panic alarms with buttons in easy reach. And one more thing.”

Oh god, what else could there be?

“An armory.”

I sat down on the nearest chair. It was too much. Guns? In Amityworld?

He knelt in front of my chair and held my hands. I looked at his strong body, the muscles in his shoulders and arms, his thin waist and legs that made him look so beautiful when he ran. I saw his light brown hair and wanted to comb it with my fingers but couldn’t. He was holding my hands too tightly.

“Ms. Amity, I know you don’t want this. But damnit, I couldn’t survive—I wouldn’t want to—without you and what you give me. Call me selfish. Call me anything you want. Just please don’t say no.”

It was only the second thing he’s ever asked me for. The first was for me to meet Gage and look how well that turned out. I laid my face in his hair and whispered, “Let me talk to her first.”

He got up and took my arm so I could walk around Amityworld and talk to her. She is part of me and I needed to hear what my inner voice told me. She's never let me down.

We walked across the small field and around the big one where so many of the auction competitions took place and where I sometimes just sit and visit with the grass, trees, bushes and the garden that grows the blueberries my exclusives lick off my fingers. Amityworld talks to me in a kind of loud silence. I’m the only one who hears her.

The stable was exercising across the field. Maintenance slaves were tending the garden. My house girls were finishing their second lap and Nova was completing her exercises with jumping jacks because I enjoy seeing her big bosom and layers of belly fat bounce each time she claps her hands over her head.

I didn’t see any of it. My eyes were closed. I felt My Cop kneeling between my legs but all I heard was my inner voice. It filled me with a kind of calm, reassuring me that everything My Cop wanted to do wasn’t Amityworld. It was things. Tools. To keep her safe.

My relationship with the ground under my feet would never change.

But guns? Madison was murdered by a bastard with a gun and Brielle was badly wounded. How could I allow things that could do that much damage on this place I loved so much? We communed for a long time until I made my decision. Amityworld agreed with me. My inner voice confirmed it.

“Tasers. Rubber bullets.”

My Cop nodded. Amityworld smiled.
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That evening was the first dinner all my exclusives could attend and sit upright on chairs since that dreadful night. They were subdued, waiting to see if anything had changed. If they’d changed. If I had. Something had to have changed after all of that horror.

We all felt it. Things did change.

My Cop’s black-clad almost faceless team was everywhere, securing Amityworld and everyone in it. My Cop was finalizing his plans to increase security at some of my friends’ estates all over the country. I had the spreadsheet finished for a special Parlor for my friends right here to show and tell them what happened and how to implement what My Cop recommended from Gage’s assessments of their properties and what Zayn and Juke intuited from serving them during the auction. Tyler was being trained so he could be sent to supervise the installation of the new systems at my friends’ estates.

Tyler's training is another story, one I'll tell someday.

A whole lot was changing in Amityworld.

But one thing will never change. Not here. Not in my world.

Sometimes, all I have to do is feel the grass under my feet to put things into the proper perspective. Mine.

“I haven’t had a decent orgasm in two weeks,” I said and looked at them one by one.

Tyler was shocked. Gage grinned. Zayn smirked. Aussie giggled into his water bowl. Juke stared at me. My Cop’s left arm was across his chest and he was pulling at his chin with his right hand. He was thinking. Hard.

“We’re upgrading Amityworld’s security. It needs testing. Which of you thinks he can take me to a place that sets off the new noise alarms?”

“What happens to the losers?” Tyler asked. Not a bad question for only his second meal at the table with my exclusives and me.

“What do you think?” I said. It’s my rule. Don’t answer men’s questions. Ask them one instead.

Gage said, “If it means your single-tail, I want to go first. As long as it’s the one with the red handle.”

Zayn reached for Juke’s leg under the table and shook his head. “He’s not up to it. I’m at full strength.”

Juke actually looked hurt until Zayn broke out laughing. That got his dander up. “I can do it on one leg. Heck, I can do it better than him on my knees.”

Tyler’s face told me he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. I threw down a challenge that my boys couldn’t resist. Tyler didn’t know what went on in my suite when the door was closed and Aussie would attack anyone who tried to find out. If Tyler hadn’t guessed by now, there was little hope for him but his smile told me he knew. I had a lot of hope—and firm plans—for him.

Then the last one figured it out.

My Cop dropped his right hand and pierced a hunk of steak with his fork. Waving the medium rare meat in the air, he said, “I’ll wait until the rest of you fail. I know where all the buttons are.”

I let his double entendre float in the air. I turned to Aussie and said, “Fetch my red-handled whip!”

My exclusives stared at each other, then at me.

Keep them guessing. Keep them wanting more.
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