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Dedication

True friends aren’t the women who make your problems go away. They are the women who won’t disappear when you’re facing problems.







About the links in this story

There are characters and events in this story that refer to prior novels. The first time they are mentioned, they are linked to the books at Amazon where they first appeared.
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Preface

“THE GAME IS ON,” a severe woman’s voice said clearly through his speakers.

Almost frozen sitting at his desk that Sunday night, Liam dropped his head into his hands. Either he was losing his mind or someone pretty sophisticated had hacked his computer. That was the second time today he’d heard that same woman’s voice coming from his laptop. The first time? He ignored it; he thought it was one those annoying popup ads. Twice in only a few minutes couldn’t be a coincidence.

Liam pressed the three-key combination a friend told him about, CTRL+ALT+DEL, to see what was running in the background. The list was three screens long and most of what he saw made no sense to him. Liam was nearly frantic. Had he been duped into clicking into a malware site? Was his laptop infected?

He had no idea what to do, so Liam stared at the screen. Then he started closing programs and when he got to the last one in the list, he heard her voice again.

“That won’t help,” she said.

Panic shot from Liam’s toes toward his gut. If the voice could tell what he was doing on his computer in his own apartment, then whoever hacked him probably already had access to his data. All his files. Oh god, he thought, all my pictures. And videos. The ones on my hard drive and the ones I hid in cloud backup. If she was going to blackmail him, she had everything she could want.

That wasn’t the worst of it.

What was even more worrisome for Liam was that she probably knew how much money he had in his bank accounts. He paid bills that morning online like he always did on Sundays. Liam started to sweat when he thought about his savings account and his IRA. He wasn’t rich, but he set up automatic transfers when he got paid electronically. Did she know about those accounts, too?

The voice said, “Don’t worry, Liam. It’s not about money.”

“FUCK!” he shouted even though there was no one there to hear his frustration. He was alone and closing in on hysteria.

He took a deep breath.

Wait, what did she say? It’s not about money? What the hell does a hacker want if not money? Blackmail is always about money.

“Don’t curse,” the voice said harshly.

Liam stood up so fast, he knocked over the almost-empty cup and coffee drizzled across his desk, saturated his yellow lined pad and drooled down into his pencil drawer.

“SHIT!” he yelled again even though no one could hear him. Liam pulled tissues out of the box he kept for spring and fall allergy seasons and tried to sop up the mess.

“I told you not to curse,” the voice said more sternly this time.

Liam threw the tissues into the wastebasket, plopped on the swivel chair he got on sale at a big box store and held his head in his hands. He hadn’t cried in years but sobs were threatening to escape from deep in his throat.

“You disobeyed me, Liam,” the voice said. “You are  undisciplined. I am expert at teaching men how to do as they are told.”

Liam stared at the screen through his wet eyes. It was too much. He couldn’t take any more of this torture. He was exhausted, confused and had no idea what to do. And his pants were wet from the remnants of the coffee.

“What do you want?” he asked the mysterious voice emanating from the laptop’s speakers. He was careful not to use four-letter words even though he had several on the tip of his tongue.

“That’s for me to know,” the voice said. “Go clean up and return to your computer. Don’t keep me waiting.”

No you won’t, Liam thought and held his finger on the power button. Eight seconds should get her out of his system, he thought.

Like the other men whose keyboards she controlled, Liam was wrong.


A Note from Amity

WE ALL DEPEND on our computers and our other electronic devices  too much. A day without Internet, heck, even an hour without connectivity can feel like a nightmare. Although some of my property has strictly limited sites they are allowed to visit for the work I have them do for my businesses, they learn to live happily within the limits I impose. After all, clicking absentmindedly from one website to another or worse, doom scrolling, interrupts the work I assign my boys. Men without direction waste too much time. Especially my remotes, the ones I call upon from time to time for special jobs.

Too many men click link after link and soon enough, their laptop turns into a malware factory. Or worse, it becomes part of a botnet.

The easiest way for me to prevent that in men I own is simple. I disable Internet access for my stable. On those rare occasions they need to connect, there are carefully culled IPs they can visit. That means my house manager can put in a food order at a prearranged time and day of the week. Even one of my exclusives, like My Cop who needs to review after-action reports, can download them before he arrives. When he is in his attic cell, he’s too busy to waste time on the web. His time is spent where it matters to me. In my suite. Taking care of me.

When a male — no matter if he’s 25, 35, 45, 55 or up — dawdles online, he’s bound to get into trouble. Web browsing is a waste of his time when he should be attending to a woman or preparing himself to take care of her. That’s what men do best, especially after I break and train them.

The problem with most men is that they don’t realize what they should be doing, which is why so many of them are disorganized and live in disarray. They achieve nothing worthwhile. They’re listless, without direction and their lives are pointless.

Someone has to teach the men I identify as possible remotes how to focus their muddled lives and do what men should do. Most often that means imposing strict rules for them to follow and keeping them on a precise schedule so they get their assignments done, quickly and accurately. Men thrive when they’re tightly controlled and powerful women, like me, know how to control them.

That’s why I locate and train men I want to be my remote slaves. My research team sends background reports and videos of candidates whose skills match what I need and then the rest is easy. It starts with making them see they are slaves to their technology. Then I wean them off that and guide them into their real mission. Slavery. To me.

Of course, I don’t have time to take control over every interesting nominee’s keyboard that my research team unearths, so I engaged a young Domme with a lot of potential to do the first round for me. Kiera had just about recovered from an unfortunate incident with a pair of obnoxious online purchases who threatened her and doing this job for me would give her valuable insights about what makes the kind of remote slave I choose to use. And what disqualifies the rest.

What does she get out of it? Her own vetted remote slave. As my gift.

When Kiera evaluates a candidate that appears useful and sends in her report, that’s when I take over. Completely. I give her control of that boy’s keyboard and speakers, his phone and all his electronics. When I take charge, I own not only his hardware but everywhere he goes and everything he does, whether it’s where he lives, works or plays. A remote slave needs to know he’s under constant observation and is allowed to do only what I permit. Nothing more. Absolutely nothing less.

I keep my exclusive slaves, the ones that are allowed and obligated to take care of my sensual pleasures, in the main house attic. They have their own cells and everything they need. Currently, I keep Zayn, my Tantric guide; Gage, the ex-POW with magic fingers; Juke, my new secret keeper; and My Cop. He defies categorization.

The stable dorm is almost full. I bought a few new ones recently at the Memphis slave market,  on a side trip to Red Rick’s well-populated shipping compound in the mountains and a pair I picked up at the auction at Amityworld, so almost every cot is filled with an exhausted slave every night. My newest business, renting slaves to my elite clients, is doing much better than expected. I don’t need to purchase any more in-house girls. The dozen I have work full days so the house is always shipshape. Given the second rentable talents of the merchandise I bought and how much they earn when clients pay to use them, I’ve gotten multiple requests from friends who want skilled men for their own business interests but aren’t sure where to find high-quality ones. Some don’t have the resources to do the level of background research and testing that I can and do. Besides, hunting them down and taking control of them is something I enjoy.

That presented an opportunity. Why not screen potential remotes for my friends? They are happy to pay for my time and I won’t have a glut of new slaves to integrate into my stable. Or buy new cots. All I need is a list of my friends’ requirements for a remote so I can locate ones with the skills they want and have the young Domme screen them. Once Kiera is done, I take over to see if they have what it really takes to please my friends.

It was a win-win proposition. There was no travel, very little expense and the promise of a lot of fun. For me.

I had five detailed orders for specific types of remotes. Kiera visited Amityworld for a trial run and once she perfected her methods, I had my surveillance team set up her takeover of their keyboards, monitors, mice, electronic locks and speakers. Pretty much all of their lives.

I watched the recordings she sent and had to smile. Kiera had not only recovered. She had grown into the Domme I knew was lurking behind her fear.

Things don’t always turn out the way you expect. This was one of those times.

Join our keyboard control sessions and see what happened to the first five Kiera recommended out of a pool of eight. If you are working at your laptop and hear a voice say, “The game is on,” welcome to your once-in-a-lifetime trip to Amityworld.

If you’re good enough for me.


The Sales Manager


Chapter 1

Liam’s Passage

LIAM BOOTED UP his laptop early Monday morning, hoping the mysterious voice that hacked into his system last night was gone. Before he opened his email, he pressed the three keys to bring up a list of what was running in the background. This time, he searched Google for each program he saw and they all seemed to be trusted Windows processes.

Got her! Liam thought and took a big sip of coffee with a satisfied smile.

He opened his email program and was surprised there were no new messages. That was very odd, especially on a Monday morning. Then he checked his calendar to remind himself of the two appointments he knew were on today’s schedule.

The meetings were gone. In fact, his calendar for the entire week was empty. Next week’s schedule was there, so was last week. But this week? Every day on the calendar had a white background, even though he color-coded his appointments carefully. Then Liam saw a gray bar running across the entire week, Monday through Friday. All it said was “Personal Time.”

What the hell? Liam was stunned. He didn’t put in for personal time, but there it was on his calendar. He tried to double-click the week-long appointment, but it wouldn’t open. Instead, an unexpected message popped up on his screen.

“Insufficient permissions to edit this appointment.”

At first, he was shocked. Then Liam felt anger rise in his throat. Even though he was alone in his apartment, he talked to his computer as if it could hear what he said.

“Did you fuck with my schedule? You won’t get away with it. I’ll call the office and straighten this out.”

Liam reached for his cellphone and pressed the home button. Nothing. It didn’t light up, there was no facial recognition screen. Not even a screen of numbers to enter his password. Figuring he forgot to charge it last night, Liam reached for the white cord to plug it in.

The cord was gone. He stomped into the bedroom to get the one he kept on his night table. That one was gone, too. He ran to the kitchen and pulled almost everything out of the junk drawer. That one was gone as well.

“FUCK!” he shouted to no one.

Except the one person who was listening to everything he said and watching everything he did when he was anywhere in his apartment, the place Liam was going to spend all of his time for the next several days. Until the voice was done with him.

Liam grabbed his car keys to drive to the store to replace his missing charging cords. He typed his code into the keypad on the wall next to his apartment door’s electronic lock and pulled the handle. It didn’t budge.

“What the hell?” Liam muttered as he yanked the handle over and over again. “Damned electronic locks!” He typed his code in again. And again. Nothing.

He wracked his brain, trying to remember the emergency code. They told it to him when they upgraded all the doors in the building and urged him to write it down, but Liam knew he could remember five digits. Until right now. His memory was blank. He stood at the door and pressed one series of buttons after another but the door stayed shut. He pounded on the solid metal security door and yelled for help, but all he managed to do was hurt his fist.

Living on the 14th floor took care of any other escape route.

Liam looked around his fully-electronic apartment, the one he was so proud he could finally afford, and groaned. He couldn’t call for help. He couldn’t even get out of his apartment.

How the hell could he send a message without a phone?

His computer! He could contact a friend — send email — leave a Facebook or Instagram message. Someone would see it and send help. Maybe the fire department could break down the door. Liam sat at his desk and opened a browser. He typed “St. Louis fire department” and pressed enter.

The message stunned him. “No Internet Connection.” Not even a 404 page. No web site he tried would load.

Liam put his head in his hands and moaned. His legs were trembling and his eyes were wet with tears. He was alone and trapped. And growing more frightened every second.




-=o=-




When Kiera saw him sitting at his computer on the verge of panic, she remembered what Ms. Amity told her about putting a boy in the right state of mind before trying to assess whether or not he’d fit the requirements for the first Domme’s order for a remote slave.

Break them first, Ms. Amity said.

Liam looked pretty broken to her.

She was sitting in the new leather swivel chair she splurged on when Ms. Amity asked her to do what she called the first round of reviews of boys the research team identified. An IT team Ms. Amity sent installed monitors and speakers so Kiera had a full view and excellent audio of this boy’s apartment. From what she saw, he was pretty much hers for the rest of the week.

No time like the present, Kiera thought.

“You’re mine,” she said into her new headset’s microphone.

Liam’s head shot up out of his hands and he screamed at his computer. “Who the HELL are you? What the FUCK do you want?”

Kiera smirked and said, “Do not curse. Do not speak until I ask you a question.”

For the next few minutes, Liam screeched at the top of his lungs and spewed his fury at his laptop’s screen. Had he been able to see the woman watching him, Liam would have known she muted his mic and didn’t hear a word he said. Kiera had no interest in his pitiful display. She had more important things to do.

Kiera reread the Domme’s list of requirements for the remote she wanted to buy. She wanted one she didn’t have to feed and house, who would be available whenever she required his services. She had to have one with an engaging voice, someone who was good at sales, had some expertise with certain software and a virgin ass. Kiera chuckled at the last must-have.

Her price just went up with that condition.

The research team put the probability of his ass being unused at 98%. He scored 95% for the more mundane requirements.

When Liam stopped ranting, Kiera was all set to break him.


Chapter 2

Breaking Liam

LIAM’S HEAD WAS in his hands while he sat at his desk and fumed. He was shaking in anger from his toes to his forehead. Kiera learned that to really test a boy’s ability to submit, she should give him his first command when he’s under a decent amount of stress. He’d have to overcome his resistance, of course, but also move past his rage. If a boy could do that, he was worth a second look.

“Stand up,” Kiera said.

Liam’s mouth fell open and he stared at the screen. He collected himself enough to demand, “Who are you?”

“Stand up,” she repeated.

Liam thought it over for a minute. If I sit here and ask again, she’ll tell me to stand up. If I stand up, maybe I’ll get an answer. Liam pushed his chair back and stood.

“Good boy,” she said.

Liam wanted to scream that he wasn’t a damned boy. He was a man. A grown man. The sales manager of a national company. He had responsibilities. He was important.

But the way she said good boy unnerved him and oddly calmed him down. Liam hoped he could use that feeling to get more information out of her. He’d outsmart her. Do what she said and get enough hints in return to figure out who the bitch was. And then hunt her down and make her pay.

“Sit,” she said. This time, he sat without arguing.

“Stand,” she said. Liam sucked a gulp of air but he obeyed.

After the tenth repetition, Liam said, “When do I get to ask you a question?”

Kiera recalled the advice Ms. Amity had given her when a boy under evaluation asked a question. It didn’t matter what the question was. The only thing that mattered was that he risked asking.

“You just did,” Kiera said. “That’s one.”

“How many do I get?” he asked.

“That’s two,” Kiera said.

Liam pressed his lips together. He decided not to ask another question even though he had no idea how many he was allowed. He stared at the screen and waited for the voice to say something. Anything. Maybe she’d say good boy again if he did what she said. He liked the way she said it.

Instead of issuing an order, Kiera ignored him and read two emails on her second monitor and replied to one. When he had waited silently long enough, she spoke to him.

“Take off your shirt,” she said.

Liam sputtered, “No! I will not take off my shirt!”

Her time with Ms. Amity readied her for a predictable bout of defiance like this. A boy was allowed one instance, but not two. “Own him,” Ms. Amity said. “The sooner he accepts that he is owned, the easier it will be for you to break him.”

“Take off your shirt,” she said, “and put on the one under your desk.”

Liam pushed back in his chair and looked at his feet. There was a package right where she said it would be. How the hell did that get there?

He reached for it, opened the seal on the package and pulled out black fabric. When he shook it out, he was mystified but held it in front of the laptop’s camera.

“Put it on,” she said.

Liam’s outrage turned into surprised wonder. She commandeered his computer, his internet connection, the lock on his door and his phone and somehow she got this black shirt under his desk. He began to feel weak, like whoever she was, she was smarter and more devious than he could hope to outsmart. Maybe changing his shirt wasn’t the worst idea, given his limited choices.

He wrestled his shirt off over his head and pulled the black one on. It had no sleeves. Or shoulders. It was a long piece of black fabric that wrapped around his chest with obvious indentations for his nipples and closed with a strip of Velcro. He pressed it shut.

“Good boy,” Kiera said.

There was something in the way she said good boy that soothed Liam’s anger a little bit more. He couldn’t explain it, but he could feel it. His legs stopped shaking.

“Stand,” she said. Liam did as he was told. The shirt was hardly a real shirt, but maybe she’d say good boy again if he did what she said. He liked the way those two words sounded when she said them.

Kiera pressed a button on the control panel the IT firm installed in her office. Liam stared at his chest when he felt the indentations covering his nipples start to shift. They got tighter. Very tight. He couldn’t help it and yelped from the pain.

“What are you doing to me?” he growled.

“That’s three,” Kiera said calmly.

Liam bit his lip. He’d wasted a third question and still didn’t know how many more she would let him have.

“Sit,” she said. Liam took his seat and stared at the monitor, waiting for her next direction.

“Pants.”

Liam sucked a gulp of air. She was telling him to strip in front of the camera. Oh god, he thought, I have no underwear on. I haven’t taken a shower yet. If she told him to kick himself, he would have. Hard.

His nipples were being tormented and he was just ordered to get naked in front of a one-way camera. He started to rip off the black thing she made him put on when he heard her say, “It doesn’t come off.”

What? A shirt that doesn’t come off? What the hell kind of shirt doesn’t come off?

Liam tugged the black cloth and felt it adhere to his skin. If he pulled harder, he would rip the skin right off his chest. He bowed his head. She outsmarted him again.

“Pants.”

When he stood up to drop his sweatpants that would show her he was naked underneath, his nipples felt like they were going to explode. While he shrieked, she said, “I didn’t tell you to stand.”

Liam dropped into his chair in defeat. “Good boy,” she said.

He stopped shrieking when the pain in his nipples eased. If he did what she said, exactly what she said, maybe she’d say good boy again. It was eerie. He liked the way it sounded when she said it. Liam stared at the screen, hoping she’d tell him what to do so he could do it and she’d say those two words again.

In her office, Kiera nodded to herself. Ms. Amity was right. Breaking men is easy once your own them.

“Pants,” she said.

Liam snuggled out of his sweatpants, pulled them down to his ankles and kicked them off. Kiera didn’t need him to show her he complied. She knew it. She sensed it before she saw it. Almost done with this round, she thought. This will be quick.

“Under your chair,” she said.

Liam spread his legs and reached under his chair. Sure enough, there was a big envelope taped underneath. He pulled it off the chair bottom and held the package it up to the camera.

“Put it on,” Kiera said.

When Liam opened the envelope, he tugged out a tiny pair of shorts. Hardly shorts, he thought, more like little underpants. But there was something attached inside them. Something hard and round. When he contorted his legs through the holes and drew them up to his hips, he realized what they were. Rings. Three of them. No one had to tell him what was supposed to go into those rings.

The voice was silent. He’d been given an instruction and it was up to Liam to obey it. He considered his options. His nipples were still sore and he didn’t want more of that pain. But putting his cock and balls into those rings? Little black panties?

A sudden nipple pinch made the decision for him. A few minutes later, he was naked except for a black excuse for a shirt and the tiniest black underpants he’d ever seen. The back didn’t even reach halfway up the crack in his ass.

He mashed his penis and testicles through the tight rings. A part of Liam was terrified about what the rings might do to his cock and balls. What she would do to them.

Another part of him, a much bigger part, was desperate to hear her say good boy again. He took a big sip of coffee to steady his nerves.

Hundreds of miles away, Kiera smiled. Keep drinking that coffee, she said to herself. That’s a good boy.


The Web Developer


Chapter 3

Nolan’s Passage

“THE GAME IS ON,” the voice on Nolan’s computer said for the second time in five minutes.

It was early that Monday morning when Nolan booted up his system and noticed right away that something was off. He couldn’t put his finger on what it was until he tried to open his front door and pick up yesterday’s mail that he forgot to get last night from the hallway lock boxes.

It had to be those darned IT guys but Nolan had to admit it was a pretty good practical joke. He didn’t know how they pulled it off on his fairly complicated computer setup, but darn if they hadn’t hacked into his electronic door lock and even his home system. They were probably trying to teach him a lesson. They were always harping about his fancy monitors and expensive keyboard and hassling him about his repeated refusal to use two-factor authentication.

Nolan was sitting in his leather swivel chair again after finally giving in and standing up when the woman’s voice told him to. Then she told him to sit. The way she said good boy when he did what she told him to do made him feel kind of odd. He’d never heard AI generate anything that sounded as, well, comforting as the female voice saying those two words.

“Enough, guys. That’s enough. I’ll set up 2FA this afternoon. Now release the lock on the door. I haven’t even taken a shower yet and I have to run to the store for a power cord for my phone.”

“Sit,” the voice said.

Nolan hated practical jokes and he’d played along for as long as he was going to. His inbox was empty, his calendar stripped for the week and he had no Internet connection. It was more than he could stand.

“Release the damned lock!” he yelled at the screen.

“Stand,” the voice said.

Nolan screamed at the useless computer. “I am NOT going to stand up again. Cut it out!”

“Do as you are told,” Kiera said sternly.

Nolan took a deep breath, then hoisted his big body out of the chair. “This is the last damned time I’m doing this,” he fumed.

When he was on his feet as instructed, the voice said, “Good boy.”

Nolan’s anger faded a little when he heard her say those two words. There was something he couldn’t put his finger on but he desperately wanted to figure out how the IT department did it so he could use that voice on the next website he was scheduled to build. Until he saw it was erased from his schedule. Just like everything else for the upcoming week. They were all replaced by a single week-long block marked for personal time. Time that Nolan didn’t ask for.

Worse, his phone had no charge. Served him right for insisting on an Android instead of the iPhones that everyone else in the office had. But where the heck were his power cords? He had a box full of cords of every size and type of connector and not one power cord for his phone. There should have been at least one or two extras.

Nolan realized he was still standing at his desk when he heard the voice tell him to sit. Sitting was better than standing, so he plopped onto the chair.

“Good boy,” the voice said and his annoyance faded a little bit more.

Kiera saw his shoulders sag and knew he was almost ready for the next step. The big one. The step that would tell her if he would be a useful remote or one of the rejects she’d toss in the trash. Ms. Amity called the worthwhile ones ‘useful.’ Kiera was beginning to understand why she used that term. The Domme’s order she was evaluating this boy for was a detailed list of skills for a web developer. A full-stack type. Skills with languages this boy could program with his eyes closed. One who had little or no outside life so he’d be available whenever she had a job for him. Kiera smiled when she read the last bullet point on the list.

A penis worth caging.

It was time to take a look at that part of him so she could evaluate the buyer’s last requirement. The boy’s hard drive had a protected directory — at least he thought it was protected — but Kiera had full access, thanks to Ms. Amity’s surveillance team. This boy was a submissive whether or not he was familiar with the term. In fact, he might make a fairly decent fulltime slave, an option the Domme checked on the request form and noted, “If the penis was decent.” All Kiera had to do was make the boy want to show her if his penis was worth the price of a cock cage.

“Under your chair,” she said.

Just like the St. Louis sales manager Kiera broke earlier, Nolan fished the package from its hiding place and opened the seal. He held up the tiny black panties and felt the rings sewn inside.

“What the hell?” Nolan said while his fingers fondled the sheer fabric.

“Put it on,” she said and sat back in her new chair to watch her second boy of the morning cross the threshold. She knew he would obey her instruction. He knew he would, too, but Nolan had to take that step by himself. Because he wanted to. Because he had to.

Two thoughts filled Nolan’s head at the same time. This wasn’t a practical joke from the guys at the office. And he loved the feel of the soft black fabric in his fingers. It’d feel even better when he put it on. Nice and snug on his tight ass.

It was early and he was alone, save for the voice invading his ears. Nolan decided this whole scenario was too sophisticated for the clowns he had to work with. That left him only one choice.

Either Nolan was dreaming or this was very real.


Chapter 4

Breaking Nolan

AFTER A FEW BRIEF directives from Kiera, Nolan was naked except for the sheer black panties that ended several inches below his crack and barely covered his nicely-toned ass.

He squeezed one testicle through a ring and the voice said, “Good boy.” The odd way she said it persuaded Nolan to work the second one through the opposite ring even faster. When she said good boy again, he didn’t hesitate to jam his penis through the slightly larger ring in the middle.

She said good boy again when he was done. That was three times he heard it and Nolan felt a little silly but surprisingly calm until she gave him his next instruction. What she wanted him to do startled him.

“Solve the problem.”

Nolan looked around his home office and didn’t see any problems that needed solving. Until he looked at his monitors. One display flickered and then revealed a screen full of code. He sipped coffee while he read through the steps and stopped when he saw where the problem was. It was tricky. A newbie would never have noticed it. But Nolan wasn’t new at this. He began editing the code, correcting what was there and adding two lines to escape a loop. When he was done, he typed in his signature after he commented-out old code and two lines of incorrect documentation.

Kiera said, “Good boy.”

Nolan felt warm all over. It was the way she said it. She stressed the boy and not the good.

“One more,” she said.

Nolan studied the screen and realized this one wasn’t going to be that easy. He had to read it a few times before he saw two competing calls. He commented one out, documented and signed it then sat back, expecting to hear her say those two words again.

Instead, a sharp jolt bit his crotch. Nolan yelped and his hands aimed for his penis and testicles to rub the pain away.

She shocked him again.

“WHAT THE FUCK?” he screeched.

“You missed one,” Kiera said.

Nolan took a gulp of coffee, put his hands back on the keyboard and scrolled down. Sure enough, there was a section with another not-so-obvious mistake.

No good boy for that fix. Instead, she said, “Do it accurately the first time.”

It went on like that for an hour. After he fixed the code, he was presented with a series of tests, each with the same instruction. “Fix the problem.”

He forgot he was mostly naked, sitting in front of his own camera and being directed by an unseen woman to fix what she told him to repair. Nolan did well with most of her challenges but didn’t hear her say good boy after any of the ones he fixed. When she was done presenting screens filled with code with increasingly complicated problems, she shocked him again.

Nolan bent forward, trying to shield his organs from more jolts.

Kiera was having none of that. “Straighten up!”

Nolan heard her menacing tone and sat up straight. His aching crotch would have to wait.

“Stand,” the voice said.

Rather than suffer another shockwave, Nolan stood up.

“Drop it,” she said.

Nolan knew what she wanted him to drop. The only thing he was wearing. The little black panties. She wanted him stark naked in front of his own camera. Blackmail screenshots, he thought. Worse, sext video. He knew what was in his bank accounts down to the decimal point. He’d been laid off once during the pandemic so he kept a year’s worth of living expense in a cash account. Nolan trembled when he imagined seeing a blank bank statement next month.

But he was more desperate for her to say those two words and there was only one way he could hear them. Nolan had to do what he was instructed to do. He folded the panties down with the inside rings still imprisoning his penis and balls.

Kiera zoomed the camera in on his crotch. The Domme’s order specified a penis ‘worth caging’ so this was her opportunity to see if his was suitable or merely pedestrian. A five or six inch shaft wouldn’t cut it. Not for this Domme. Kiera had inspected a lot of penises at auctions, markets, online sales and with her own small but growing stable. She didn’t need a ruler, but Ms. Amity told her to use one. It would be better, she said, to make the boy measure his own length. Men always lie about their penis size to their partners and even to themselves. Ms. Amity was clear. Make the boy prove it in front of you.

“Ruler,” she said.

Nolan reached across his desk for the foot-long metal ruler in his pencil cup. He knew where she was going and it terrified him.

“Measure,” she said.

His hands were damp with sweat. So was the rest of him, he felt it when it dribbled down his back and into his ass crack. His confused brain didn’t help him this time and he was growing desperate to hear her say good boy again. Nolan jammed the end of the ruler into his crotch and laid his penis on the stick.

“Eyes up!” Kiera said.

Nolan did as he was told. He couldn’t see the ruler or his penis, just the blank monitor screens.

“Ruler down,” she said. Nolan put it back in the pencil jar. “Only six-and-a-half. Disappointing.”

No good boy this time either. Nolan vowed to search the kink stores for penis expanders just to hear her say those two words again. He didn’t need to bother. The tools she wanted him to use this week were arriving in today’s mail. Once he put them on, they weren’t coming off. Not until Kiera opened the locks remotely.

For the rest of the morning and well into the afternoon, Kiera played a recording of her instructions, interrupting it only to untangle Nolan when he got twisted up or landed on the floor. Time was money, Ms. Amity always said. Kiera had three more boys on her schedule to start evaluating today.

Men do well when you put them on autopilot with taped instructions that run in a loop, so Kiera glanced at her monitor from time to time to see how well this one was doing with what the recording ordered. It didn’t matter that it was the same recording she’d use on all the candidates on her list.

The only thing that mattered was that, just like Nolan, they obeyed. And did it accurately. The first time.


The Landscaper


Chapter 5

Brady’s Passage

“THE GAME IS ON,” Kiera said to her next candidate while she double-checked the order form Ms. Amity’s friend sent for a remote boy she wanted to purchase.

“Must landscape the grounds.” Kiera read through the rest of the list of must-haves. The skills this Domme wanted made a lengthy bulleted list. When orders were as specific as this one, it made the research team’s work much easier. They knew exactly what they were looking for and could reject misfits out-of-hand.

The research team found a Louisiana boy whose fulltime job was working as a municipal maintenance supervisor for the parks surrounding Shreveport. His name was Brady, the report said. Kiera thought that buying a remote slave to keep your grass green and bushes trimmed was out of the ordinary for a pricey remote. Surely a Domme would want a live-in to do those chores. When she read the last line of the order form, she saw a note in the open-text space on the form.

“May keep him if he’s good enough,” the Domme wrote.

Kiera got it. Evaluating this boy meant she had to see not only if he could produce a satisfactory plan to landscape her grounds. If he was good enough, he’d eventually be shipped to her estate to join her stable of slaves. That meant Kiera had to decide if Brady was skilled enough to build plans remotely that would satisfy her and also find out if he was the kind of slave this Domme wanted to spend time training and fitting him in with the rest of what she owned.

In a situation like this, a potential live-in, having a second talent in addition to gardening was important. Having a talent a Domme’s clients would pay to use makes a slave rentable. Ms. Amity reminded her of the value of renting slaves during her visit where she learned critical video inspection skills.

They have to be fed and housed, Ms. Amity reminded her.

Kiera had to jolt Brady four times in an hour before he understood what he had to do in order to avoid more electric shocks to his balls. And his penis. Government employees are like that, Kiera was warned. Just like all government workers, from groundkeepers like Brady all the way to elected senators, representatives and certain higher-ups in federal or state systems, they were the same. It was especially apparent with the ones she practiced on at Ms. Amity’s Parlor.

They obey almost naturally once you tell government types what they may and may not do. They flourish with clear instructions, firm rules and rigorous time limits. Jolting their penises or balls simply makes them learn your rules faster.

Once she had Brady naked except for the little black panties jailing his penis and testicles, she knew two important things about him. Typical of most municipal employees, Brady followed every instruction once he realized he was trapped in his small apartment and had no way to call for help. The second was the eight-inch penis that hung from his crotch. Soft.

She began Brady’s first test.

“Fill out the form,” she said.

The form was a spring order for lawn care and other greenery. What treatments did he recommend for this not-so-fictitious estate? Below the chemical treatment checkboxes was a short open-text comment area where Brady was to prove his expertise by noting when, where and how to use each item he checked. The research team told her this was an easy run-through. They’d be surprised if he got any of the questions wrong. Kiera wasn’t interested as much in right or wrong answers as she was in the time it took him to complete the form and if his answers were unambiguous. No Domme want’s a wishy-washy slave. Kiera had met the Domme who ordered him first in Memphis and then at the auction extravaganza in Amityworld. She was always very detailed. You could almost hear bullet points when she spoke.

Brady leaned toward his laptop and scrolled through the form without checking a single box. To Kiera, that was a positive sign. He wanted to see the whole project before he clicked even one item. But Brady would need one piece of information before he — or anyone in charge of her grounds — could fill it out correctly.

Kiera’s real motive was to see if he had the sense and the temerity to ask for that critical piece of information. A trained slave does not speak unless asked a question so she waited until he had read the entire form to see what he would say. Or if he stayed properly silent.

Brady didn’t say a word while he scrolled back to the top of the form. Or for the next two minutes. The jolts to his organs were fresh in his memory.

“Have everything you need?” she asked.

“No,” he said in a meek whisper.

Kiera grinned. She had him where she wanted in less than an hour. His single-word response to her question was all that a proper slave would ever be allowed. Just like lawyers tell their clients, answer only what you’re asked.

“What do you need?” she asked, even though she knew what it was. Filling out the form was secondary. It was the question and his answer that would make Kiera elevate him to the next level. Or send him to the trash heap.

“Where is it?” he asked, using as few words as possible to get the information he needed. It confirmed what Kiera saw on his hard drive and in his bedroom. Pictures. Typical fetish-driven photos of women in shiny black catsuits holding whips and naked men on their knees cowering on their knees in front of them.

Real Dommes don’t wear catsuits. Authentic Dommes can swing a whip no matter what they’re wearing. Besides, you can’t pee easily in a catsuit. They’re uncomfortable.

Kiera showed him a screen with the general geography of the estate. Brady finished the form in minutes once he knew the weather patterns for that area. She read his notes on her monitor while he typed. Whole sentences, numbered lists for the sequence to use each one and a strong recommendation to keep an eye on the possibility of mold, given the extended rainy season in that area each spring.

Just one more test, Kiera thought.

A picture gallery of dominant women scrolled across Brady’s screen. He stared at them open-mouthed. The ring around his cock sent the message to Kiera’s monitor that she expected. Brady was getting stiffer by the minute until his penis was fully hard. And dripping.

“Get into position,” Kiera said. She didn’t tell him what position or what he had to do once he got there. She didn’t have to.

Brady got on all fours on the floor and raised his ass to the camera. He’d seen men in that position many times before in the pictures he saved and the videos he masturbated to in bed. Or at his desk. Where he masturbated didn’t matter to Brady.

“Good boy,” Kiera said.

Her words made Brady feel warm all over. He hoped she’d still be there after he peed. His bladder was screaming after the two cups of coffee he drank before her voice came through his speakers. When she let him go to the bathroom. If she let him go.

Kiera saw his cock twitching on her monitor. She was familiar with his morning routine before she first spoke to him. He exercised, made strong coffee and drank two mugs of it while he watered and tended to his indoor plants. Then he straightened up his bedroom and made his bed. It was obvious there hadn’t been a woman in his bed for a long time.

When Kiera had him stand up, he bounced like a child who needed to pee. The ring’s sensors confirmed it and Kiera knew he’d never ask permission. She also knew that he’d be put on a piss-and-shit schedule that most owners require their slaves to obey to the minute. After all, the time it takes a boy to pee, he’s not working and earning his keep.

Like Ms. Amity said, “Can you imagine a client who paid for a rental for three hours and had to wait for the boy to pee?”

No, Kiera couldn’t imagine that at all. It was unthinkable to have a client pause a dream scene he paid for. That’s why Dommes keep their stables on strict timetables.

Kiera pretended to ignore Brady’s plight. She planned to take him past his edge and force him to cross to the other side. Her side. Like the others, he would submit. It wasn’t a question of if he would. It was simply a matter of when.

Kiera had two more potential remotes on her list. It was time to finish breaking Brady.


Chapter 6

Breaking Brady

“OWN THE PENIS and you own the man,” Ms. Amity told Kiera when she visited Amityworld to learn how to evaluate remotes to determine if they were suitable for her friends’ orders. After observing Ms. Amity work with her own remotes, Kiera copied and tweaked her techniques to create her own method to break the boys she was given to evaluate.

It was all about the penis, Ms. Amity said. She told Kiera and then illustrated that before men submit to your authority and realize they want to be told by a powerful woman what to do and when to do it, you have to take control of their penises. Most men keep their kink-driven carnal desires hidden. They push them into a box in a corner of their brains and tie the boxes up, sometimes with very thick rope. Those urges are sealed away but not quite denied. All it takes to own a man is to take total power over that one organ. The rest will follow. It always does.

Testicles are helpful but they are secondary to the penis, Ms. Amity stressed.

Kiera could tell that Brady was a closet submissive after looking through his reading material, the magazines in his bedroom and especially the photos and videos on his hard drive. Having seen him pleasure himself and knowing what he masturbated to, Kiera had everything she needed to break him.

Breaking a man means unknotting those tied-up kinks  and letting him taste them in his real world until he realizes it can become his reality. It’s not a case of giving in. It’s a profound letting go.

Brady was standing in the middle of that world, bouncing on his toes, desperate to pee. He was torn between running to the toilet and fearing what the ring jailing his penis would do if he did. The recent jolts he suffered were so painful, they made him screech out loud. He didn’t want another one.

His bladder was screeching, too. Loudly. Brady was trapped between two contradictory inborn needs, one to obey the woman’s order to remain where he was. The other was to rush down the hall to the toilet. On his feet behind his desk chair and whimpering in frustration, Brady was literally standing at a crossroads. If he took one path, he was afraid the woman’s voice he wanted so badly to say good boy again would disappear. His electronic door lock would probably be released and he’d get demerits on his work record for missing most of a day of work when the personal time disappeared from his calendar like it had never been there.

The other road would change his life forever. That path was scary and tantalizing at the same time. He had to choose which one to take right now.

Brady could almost hear his pain-in-the-ass boss dressing him down for missing a day of work without giving him notice. That feeling was quickly replaced by the captivating voice he was desperate to say those two words again. If anyone asked him why he picked one road over another, he wouldn’t be able to explain it. Not in words. Like most men, it was in his genes.

His body, specifically his penis, told him what he wanted for years was within reach. It told him what he had to do.

Brady stood at his desk and tried to keep his bladder from doing what nature was threatening. He failed. Brady peed down his legs. Hot urine drizzled between his toes. Mortification enveloped him like a tight fist.

The voice said, “Good boy.”

In spite of his utter humiliation, Brady smiled.

For the rest of the day and the four that followed, Brady’s week was scheduled from the time the voice woke him up until it told him to go to bed. He was issued one task after another to finish on his computer and on his feet. The woman’s voice told him when and what he was allowed to eat, which exercises he was to complete, what he was permitted to wear — only the skimpy black panties — and when he was permitted and required to piss or shit.

When his apartment door opened for exactly five seconds, he dragged in the package that inexplicably appeared each morning for the next four days. It contained his daily food and coffee allotment down to the water bottles and tools he had to keep on his desk so they were handy when the voice told him to use them.

Brady ran miles in place. He never went anywhere when he ran; he didn't move from where he started. She told him running was important and that was enough for him to do the exercise while the rings surrounding his testicles were attached to his bedroom’s door knob by a short chain. There was something Brady felt that was more important than running. It was those two words she said when he was done. When she told him he was done.

Good boy.

By the third day, Brady actually wept when he heard her say that phrase. By the end of the week, he was sobbing.

On her last day with him before Ms. Amity took over, Kiera wanted to cement his submission so she could hand over an fully-broken remote candidate to Ms. Amity.

If the boy was acceptable to her, she’d say what Kiera was eager to hear.

“Good girl.”

Those two words made Kiera grin from ear-to-ear.


The Insurance Adjuster


Chapter 7

Connor’s Passage

“THE GAME IS ON,” a voice said. Connor looked around the room, didn't see anyone and went back to work.

Must be my Spotify app acting up again, he thought.

Connor liked working from home even if they made him spend one day a week in the office sitting through time-consuming meetings with the junior adjusters. After eight years with the firm, Connor was the go-to expert on the most complicated insurance cases, ones that were destined to head to court. Connor’s company hired the law firm that was well known for winning case after case, regardless of their merits. He was their star witness.

When Connor was done testifying, the lawyers for the people suing usually asked the judge for a break to consult with their clients and try to get them a decent settlement. They rarely succeeded. Connor’s track record for beating sham cases that asked for damages in the millions was upwards of 90% when he was on the stand. At work, he was respected by the junior staffers and fawned over by the executives. He didn't have to schlep to the coffee shop and he never paid for his own coffee. His underlings got his order right every time. Except for the one he fired over the oat milk fiasco.

Connor was up early that Monday morning facing a week filled with meetings ahead of him. Appointments with a green background were court cases. Yellow meant pre-trial meetings with lawyers. Orange were settlement conferences. Connor’s life was color-coded.

Except this morning. When he looked at his calendar, every day showed the same drab gray background instead of his colorful meetings and appointments. Gray meant downtime. Unscheduled hours. That’s when he could get his hair cut or head to the gym. When Connor saw that every appointment that week had been deleted and clicking his mouse produced the same error message repeatedly about his lack of permissions to edit it, he grabbed his cellphone and held his finger over the speed dial key for his secretary. It didn’t matter how early it was. She worked for him and her time was his.

Before calling her, he checked the same website he visited every morning to see the value of his stock portfolio. He looked at it first thing each morning and if it didn’t make him happy, his broker was next on his list to call and harangue.

The site refused to load. The dreaded message showed up instead. “No internet connection.” Damn, not again, he fumed.

With no internet, Connor powered down his laptop. He’d come back to it when his Internet connection was restored. Damned waste of time, he seethed.

He looked at his phone and pressed the call icon. Nothing. The phone didn’t even light up, let alone place the call. Piece of shit, he mumbled and tossed the phone on the floor. At least he could read the paper, the local one he paid to have delivered to his condo’s front door by 6:00 a.m. every weekday. The electronic keypad for the door didn’t beep when he tapped in code and the door stayed locked. Five tries, each attempt more frantic than the previous, got him nothing but a solidly locked door.

Connor was past angry and was growing more incensed every minute. His schedule disappeared. He had no internet. His phone was broken. Now the damned door lock.

“Shit!” he yelled even though no one could hear — and no one cared about — his frustration.

The coffee pot in the kitchen dinged. At least that was working, Connor thought.

He trudged back to his computer desk again with his coffee to try to read his email and browse the local paper’s website to see what was probably in the paper stuck outside his door. The door that refused to open. Then he’d get in touch with the management company that handled the building repairs. He hoped they read the grievances he routinely submitted filled with complaints about their lousy service first thing this morning. How long they took. How much it cost. How it wasn’t done to his liking.

The management company saw all of them. They just stopped responding to him the same day he filed his complaints. They knew he calmed down a week or two later so it became their habit to wait him out.

Connor drank a big gulp of hot coffee and put his mug on the round trivet on the left side of his desk blotter. That cup, the one he used every morning and washed right after he read his morning email, had to be on that side. If the cleaning people moved it to the righthand side after they cleaned his office, he let out a string of curses at their incompetence. Then he moved the trivet to where it belonged. Even if he didn’t have a mug to put on it at the time.

He shook the wireless mouse connected to his laptop to bring up the home screen. Every night, Connor closed all the programs so in the morning he would see an uncluttered desktop. There were hardly any icons or saved files or even shortcuts on it. Connor liked the home screen neat and free from distractions. Like it looked the day he was issued the computer. And when he turned it in for a better one, a year later.

Even the IT people remarked about how well-organized he kept the desktop.

Connor didn’t take that as a compliment. It was simply how it was supposed to be.

He clicked the Outlook icon on the taskbar and waited for the program to open. He emptied his inbox last night so only new mail would there. That’s how he liked his mornings. He thought ‘inbox zero’ was a term coined with him in mind.

When it loaded, his inbox was empty. Just like he left it last night.

Connor pinged Google to test his Internet connection. It was refused. He did some Google searches, received a few skimpy results but Google refused his ping. Odd, Connor thought. He closed Outlook, counted to ten and opened it again.

His inbox was still empty. So was his week’s schedule.

Connor’s swagger turned into bewilderment. There had to be a mistake. A lot of mistakes. Or worse. He’d been hacked.

Connor dropped his head into his hands and for the first time he could remember, he didn’t know what to do. Call the IT people? His damned phone didn’t work. Drive to the office? He couldn’t get out of his condo. Scream his damned head off? No one would hear him through the soundproofed walls.

He couldn’t help himself. Connor began to shiver.

“The game is on,” the mysterious voice said again.

He snapped his head up and looked around the room so fast it made him dizzy. No one was there. He was alone and was afraid he might be losing his mind.

He heard the voice again. “Be afraid.”

That was easy to do. He was afraid. Downright scared.

“Who the hell are you?” he asked the empty room.

“Stand up,” was her only response. Kiera learned well. Women like her have no obligation to reply to men like him.

Connor was outraged. “I will NOT stand up!” he shouted. Even though it made no sense, he heard himself arguing with a machine.

“Stand,” the voice said.

Connor considered his options. Sitting was getting him nowhere. If he stood up, he was giving in to the damned woman who was ordering him to get off his chair. If he didn’t do what she said, he would be a prisoner in his own home. For as long as she kept him there.

He stood up. She said, “Good boy.”

In spite of his fury, there was something about the way she said those two words that took his anger down a notch. He couldn’t put his finger on it but there was something, an inflection, a nuance in her tone that pierced his ballooning rage.

“Sit,” the voice said.

Connor sighed and sat in his executive swivel chair.

Please say it again, he thought even though he couldn’t comprehend why he wanted to hear her say those words. He just did.

“Stand,” she ordered.

Connor stood at his desk. Five sit-stands later, he got his reward.

“Good boy.”

For the next ten minutes, Connor stood, bent over, spread his legs and took off his sweatshirt. Sometimes he heard good boy and each time he did, he tried to figure out what he did to earn those words so he could do it again.

Kiera watched his cockiness defer to her pointless orders. He was almost too easy, just like Ms. Amity said men like him were. The bigger their egos, the faster they submit. This one proved her right.

Two good boy comments later, Connor was naked with his penis and testicles secured in rings in the black panties that barely covered his ass. Kiera had to shock him twice before making him take the next step.

Keep drinking that coffee, Kiera chuckled to herself. He’d be hers before 10 a.m., a new personal record.


Chapter 8

Breaking Connor

CONNOR TOOK ANOTHER sip of coffee, unaware that Kiera was studying him. She could see him from the waist up and what the camera showed on her monitors wasn’t too bad. He obviously worked out. His upper body was in decent shape and he kept his chest hairless. The Domme who put in an order for his insurance skills would be pleased if he met her other requirements.

The buyer was specific that she wanted one in good physical shape and Kiera noticed that she checked the ‘no fat boys’ box on the form. Kiera would have to look at him from every angle before she could upload her notes and videos to Ms. Amity. The surveillance team had cameras that gave her a 360-degree view of him and his condo, one level under the penthouse in his building.

“Stand,” she said.

Conner plunked his coffee cup on the trivet and got to his feet as quickly as he could. Maybe she’d say those words again, he hoped.

“Step right,” Kiera instructed.

Each time she told him to step this way or that, Connor leapt into position. When he was in the middle of the room, he heard it. The words that mystified him but felt, well, heartening.

“Good boy.”

That short phrase resonated inside him. It started in his toes and worked its way slowly to his forehead. He felt warm, a different kind of warmth. Not like being outside on a hot day. No, it was internal, an oddly comforting feeling.

Keep drinking that coffee, Kiera chuckled.

She had him turn around slowly so she could check the box that guaranteed he wasn’t a fat boy, then told him to pull his asscheeks apart so she could take a cursory look. Ms. Amity was clear about damaged anuses. She’d have none of them. She’d look much deeper into his rectum if he met the other criteria the Domme ordered. Ms. Amity always did.

Kiera had him do the required penis length measurement with the laser ruler on his desk. Insurance adjusters always have electronic toys to assess accidents or property damage. Connor’s was a high-end model. It was undoubtedly the first time he’d used it this way.

Connor was in his element. He loved his tools, especially the laser ruler. Kiera said, “Length.” Connor pressed the button and a red light flashed on the floor.

“Stupid boy,” Kiera said.

Connor’s face fell. The worst part was that he had to agree with her. He was stupid. Pointing the laser from his crotch to his cock’s tip was the wrong direction. She — whoever she was — didn’t want to know what he senselessly measured, the length from his crotch to the floor.

The shock she sent to the penis ring stunned him so much, Connor wound up on the floor moaning in pain and contorting in utter humiliation.

Kiera didn’t speak until he stopped grunting. She knew that men don’t hear your orders when they’re making loud noises like Connor was doing. To drive her point home, she waited until he got back on his feet and stumbled to the middle of the room. Exactly where she told him to stand.

Men and their penises, Kiera snickered.

His expression was priceless. Connor looked like a little boy caught with his fingers in the cookie jar. The rings he’d wear for the rest of this week would teach him a lot about where his fingers were allowed to go. And where they were not.

Connor turned the laser rule around and measured his soft cock length in the correct direction this time. He held the digital readout toward the camera without even looking at. He couldn’t suffer another jolt like she just gave his cock and he was determined to do whatever she said. He’d do it right. The first time. Maybe she’d say those words again, the ones he longed to hear. If he did what she told him to do, if he did it right, if he did it right the first time, maybe she’d say them again.

Kiera offered silent kudos to Ms. Amity’s surveillance team, especially how they spiked his coffee with a half-drop of the gel the Ancient Tantric Master, the one who called himself the old man, concocted. She could break men’s overly-inflated egos without it but the additive got a big thumbs up.

“Turn around slowly,” she said.

Connor spent hours at the gym working and sweating to overcome his body’s flaws, the ones he saw in the full-length mirrors that surrounded him in the gym. If he saw belly flab, he did an extra 50 sit-ups. A jiggling thigh made him run on the treadmill for an hour. He was never done. His body had to be perfect and it wasn’t. Not yet. He knew the woman watching him would see every defect, every shortcoming he hadn’t fixed as soon as he obeyed her instruction to show all sides of himself to her.

He was getting more desperate to hear the two words again and he was frightened she’d withhold them when she saw all his imperfections. He started to turn and was stunned when she stopped him halfway.

His ass faced the camera. Exactly what Kiera wanted to see. Close up.

Connor tried to remember if he’d done the gluteal exercises his over-priced trainer recommended. Damn, I didn’t do them last week, he berated himself.

Kiera turned a dial and zoomed in before telling him to bend over. Connor was confused but the lilt in her voice when she said those two words overtook his bewilderment. Do it right, do it right the first time, he reminded himself. Connor bent and touched his toes. If anyone asked him later why he did that, he wouldn’t be able to explain because none of was happening that morning in his condo made any sense.

“Spread your cheeks,” the voice said.

Connor’s heart sank. He had a tight runner’s ass but he’d never thought at all about what it looked like inside. But those words! He had to hear them at least one more time before she sneered at his ass and left him forever.

He pulled his asscheeks apart and spread his legs so she had a full view. Nothing. She didn’t say anything for what felt like forever.

“One finger,” the voice said.

Connor urged himself to do what she said, but she didn’t tell him what to do with his finger. Rub it on the outside? Measure something? His eyes filled with tears, he was that frantic to do what she wanted. To do exactly what she told him to do. To do it right. The first time.

He pressed one finger between his cheeks when it hit him. He knew what the voice wanted. Something he’d never done before and was terrified to do for the first time in front of a one-way camera. But those words. He wanted her to say those words.

Hurry, he told himself. Do it now!

Connor jabbed his index finger into his anus and moaned. Kiera recognized the sound of a virgin ass being invaded. It gave her one more box to check on the form.

Now that she could check the penis length and virgin ass boxes on the form, Kiera began her appraisal of Connor’s knowledge of the insurance details the client listed. Sure, he could hold his own on the witness stand, but going to court was the opposite of what the buyer wanted. She required confidential protection from lawsuits in addition to a complete evaluation of her current business and homeowner’s policies with recommendations to lower her costs without sacrificing coverage.

It was a tall order. A candidate had to be on top of current law related to her diverse businesses and protect her at all costs. A remote slave was a logical choice to fill that need. Kiera’s main concern was if this boy was the right choice to meet this particular Domme’s purchase order.

Silence often says more than words ever can, Ms. Amity told her. Kiera said nothing and watched the bent-over boy’s face. His tears amused her.

Connor was beside himself with fear that she lost interest in him. Why else would she withhold those words? It had to mean his ass disappointed her. He’d work harder to make his body better, every day, if only she’d let him make that promise to her out loud. On camera.

“Do your assignment,” the voice said.

Still bent in half with his finger in his ass, Connor turned toward the laptop and saw a needs assessment on the screen. He knew that form, he’d supervised hundreds of them that his underlings researched and filled out.

“You have 30 minutes,” she said.

Connor ran to the chair and started typing. He didn’t even ask to wash his finger, that would take too much time. She gave him only a half hour and he was burning with need to finish it. If he did it fast, did it right the first time, that would be the way she’d say those words again.

He took a big gulp of coffee and went to work.

Kiera smirked at his intensity and laughed out loud each time he took another sip.

Four down, Kiera thought. Only one to go.


The Lawyer


Chapter 9

Keon’s Passage

“THE GAME IS ON,” a woman’s voice said through the portable speaker connected to Keon’s laptop.

Keon shook his head. Must be the new Windows intro song, he thought.

Like every Sunday night, Keon opened his laptop to review his schedule for the upcoming week. It was the last thing he did at night, right before snuggling between the new satin sheets the cleaning lady put on his king-size bed. He couldn’t wait to burrow into the soft satin and pull the thick down comforter up to his neck. That way, no one could see what he was doing under the covers.

Most of all, Keon wanted watch his special videos on the new 70-inch TV he splurged on for his bedroom. His sanctuary. The place he could indulge in the things he could never admit to anyone how much he enjoyed. Not even to himself.

Cradling a cup of steaming decaf mocha coffee with a dollop of whipped cream, his evening treat, Keon tapped his fingers on his desk until the laptop screen had a nondescript blue background and his desktop icons appeared. He clicked the mail program to see how his week was shaping up and if his secretary added any new appointments. Keon was looking for a red icon, the one that told him it was an emergency. Like every Sunday night, he hoped there weren’t too many. He almost couldn’t recall when his inbox didn’t have at least one red icon.

Keon crossed his fingers and looked at the list. There weren’t any. No red exclamation points. In fact, there were no emails at all in his inbox.

What the hell? he thought. He clicked send/receive to update the folder. Twice. Nothing. His inbox remained empty. He sipped coffee and stared at the blank folder, waiting for it to magically refresh. But nothing showed up.

Must be a technical glitch. Or they’re working on the system again. Keon really wanted to slide between the sheets for his end-of-week carnal delights but had to check his appointments before he could pleasure himself under the new black satin.

No appointments either. Just like his email.

Instead of the expected meetings and consultations, there was only a long gray bar that said, ‘Personal time.’ OK, Keon mused, it has to be the IT people updating the system on the weekend. At least that made sense. He’d check again in the morning. Surely they’d be done by then. Keon closed Outlook and was about shut-down his laptop when he heard it.

“The game is on,” a woman’s voice said.

Twice can’t be the Windows intro, Keon thought.

Keon looked behind him, didn’t see anyone, then moved the pointer toward the power button. He took a swig of decaf, trying to steady his nerves. That’s when he heard the voice again.

“Good boy,” the voice said.

Keep drinking that coffee, Kiera thought and grinned.

“What the fuck?” Keon muttered. The microphones  installed throughout his condo picked up his voice clearly. Kiera chuckled at his exasperation.

“Stand,” she said.

Keon pounded his fist on the desk so hard his hand hurt. If this was a game the IT department was playing, it wasn’t funny. He picked up his cell phone to call the office and give them a piece of his mind. The phone’s screen was dark, like it had been turned off. He pressed and held the power button to restart it. Twice.

How could his phone lose its charge so fast? Damn, Keon groused, new phones are too damned expensive. Maybe he could plug this one in and at least call the office. He headed for the kitchen where he kept a charging cord on the counter but it wasn’t there. Draining the coffee  and nearly throwing the empty cup into the sink, he stomped into the bedroom to use the charger next to his bed. Keon was stunned when he saw it was gone, too.

“DAMNIT!” he shouted to no one except the mysterious voice who could hear everything he said and see everything he did.

That’s when he heard the voice again, that same woman’s voice he heard minutes ago only this time it was coming from his brand-new TV’s speakers. He had turned it on to warm up before the laptop misadventure but hadn’t logged into any of his favorite streaming channels yet. Keon was beyond confused. He was downright furious.

“Sit,” the voice said.

Keon was inches away from detonating in anger. He tromped around the bed, looked under it and saw nothing. After searching his entire condo for a phone cord, he pulled on a t-shirt, grabbed his car key fob with the intention of looking for an all-right store. His fingers tapped his code into the electronic lock and… nothing. Keon entered the code again and again but the same thing happened. The steel door in his ultra-modern condo building was locked tight.

Insanity, Keon thought. This is the definition of insanity.

Tossing the useless fob on his desk, Keon wound up back in the bedroom. Exasperated, he sat on the end of the king-sized bed and held his head in his hands.

“Stand,” the voice said.

Lawyers don’t cry, Keon whispered to himself even though every cell in his body wanted to sob. Whatever or whoever hacked his computer and the new smart TV was going to pay. He’d sue them. That’s what lawyers do and he knew how to do that. He just needed more details, a way to get the IT geniuses to trace the intruder, so he stood up as the voice instructed. He’d engage the trespasser and get details that the security people could use to trace the hacker. He didn’t see another choice, given the hopeless situation he was mired in.

“Good boy,” the voice said.

Keon heard her say those two words and his mind reeled. He suddenly realized that he couldn’t have anyone from security comb through the videos and streaming channels he paid for. They’d find out what he did in his bedroom and his reputation would be ruined. No, no security team for this intrusion. He’d have to do it himself.

The voice said, “Sit.”

After sucking in a deep breath, Keon sat on the edge of the bed. The voice said it again. “Good boy.” They tone of her voice made him feel odd. Keon looked up at the TV that filled the wall, the one he could see clearly when he was under the new black satin sheets on his king-size bed.

What did she say? Good boy?

A chill ran down his chest and landed in his belly, almost the same feeling he loved so much right before he turned on his favorite streaming channel. The tingle in his crotch. The need to grab his penis and keep it hard for as long as he could. It overwhelmed his unthinking brain and his hand, as if directed by itself, wrapped around his cock.

“Bad boy,” the voice said.

Her tone brought back echoes of his mother who used to peek in on him when he said he was going to bed early. She caught him too many times to count and pulled his fingers off their target, all the while telling him what a bad boy he was. Then she’d tell everyone she knew what he did in bed.

It hit him like a flash of lightning. If the woman behind that voice knew what he was doing, it meant she could see him. Keon inched his hands under his hips to keep his fingers from doing what he urgently wanted to do. Rub himself until he came and groaned in relief. But he couldn’t. Not now. Not while she was watching.

Keon whimpered in defeat. He was cut off from the world with only this woman’s voice to talk to. He needed to know more about her and there was only one way to find it out.

“Who are you?” Keon asked.

“Take off your shirt,” Kiera said.

She knew that Dommes like her don’t bother answering men’s questions. Not responding to men accomplished two things, Ms. Amity told her. You already had what you wanted to know and the boy stops asking questions when he realizes you aren’t going to reply. It’s all about control and that leads to ownership, Ms. Amity said time after time.

Keon couldn’t explain why he complied with her demand to take off his shirt, but he did it anyway. The shirt landed on the carpet and he sat obediently still wearing nothing but gray gym shorts that covered but couldn’t hide his straining cock. Shit, he thought, it’s probably dripping by now.

“Stand up,” she said.

Once he was on his feet, the voice said, “Drop your shorts.”

The research team’s summary put Keon in the small penis category and it was verified by what Kiera saw. A tiny little shaft that couldn’t have been a tad over 5-inches soft and grew to barely 6-inches when it was hard. Like it was trying to do now.

“Slap it,” Kiera said sternly.

Keon’s jaw dropped and he shut his eyes tight. How the hell did this woman know what his mother forced him to do when he got stiff? The memories of smacking himself harder and harder while his mother counted roiled in his gut. She called it her way of spanking him.

His open hand knew what to do. Muscle memory doesn’t fade.

Several slaps and loud grunts later, his little penis softened and retreated into his mushroom sac. Just like it always did, trying to hide from the woman who tortured it. And him.

Kiera saw it disappear and she had just one last thing to say. “Good boy.”

Keon wept like he did right after his mother smirked at his soft little penis and walked away. But it felt different this time the minute she said good boy.

It felt right.


Chapter 10

Breaking Keon

THIS LITTLE LAWYER will be easy to break, Kiera thought. It was a good thing, too. The attorney she was assigned was the last of the original eight on her list to evaluate before recommending any of the candidates to Ms. Amity for her personal review. There was no reason for Kiera to waste Ms. Amity’s time with unsuitable contenders for the Dommes’ purchase orders for remotes. After eight keyboard takeovers, Kiera found four decent ones. If the lawyer she was observing was really worth Ms. Amity’s time, she’d have five to recommend. Not a bad total for her first assessment.

All Kiera had to do at this point was take Keon through one or two exercises to make sure he had the legal skills on the order form. The buyer wanted a contract specialist who could protect her and her property from pesky lawsuits and other legal problems. Several women in her network mentioned their upgraded slave contracts on their group video calls. They were crowing about a Parlor they attended that forced them to rethink how they took in new men. In Ms. Amity’s workshop, they learned about clauses that applied specifically to remote slaves. This buyer wanted revised contracts that not only protected her but also enriched her lifestyle.

Lawyers provide valuable service. Ones you can rent generate income.

Kiera’s task was to make sure this attorney with the small penis was the right fit for that buyer. After all, why should Ms. Amity spend time with a tiny penis if the rest of his body along with his skills didn’t meet the buyer’s expectations?

If Keon thought he was going to snuggle between satin sheets after slapping his penis back into its normal mushroom state, he was wrong. That was another of Ms. Amity’s lessons. Men who assume what she is going to do are always wrong. It was a lesson Kiera took to heart. And to her microphone.

Keon stood in front of the big TV on the wall dutifully slapping his penis with tears of embarrassment running down his cheeks. Kiera watched him from every angle in the 360-degree view the cameras gave her and put a standard contract on the TV screen. If the lawyer couldn’t meet the challenge and dictate at least five stipulations into the agreement without consulting legal books, she’d be done with him and terminate the connection. He’d never hear her say good boy again and by morning, every trace of the surveillance equipment would be gone. All he had to do was drink a few more sips of coffee and he’d sleep soundly through the night. In the morning, he’d swear it was the most realistic dream he’d ever had.

“You will dictate critical additions to this contract so the owner is as immune as possible from lawsuits.”

Keon stared at the TV screen as Kiera pressed the down arrow when she decided he had enough time to read each section. At the end, she scrolled back to the top.

“Now,” she said.

His stricken penis pushed out of his mind, Keon delivered eight clauses that should be added to the agreement. The contract didn’t indicate it was about a woman and the men she owned. The research team shrouded it in language appropriate for a company developing cutting-edge intellectual property. What the buyer specified she wanted wasn’t just a lawyer. She wanted a cutthroat one. A merciless one. One that was downright mean and pulled out all stops to protect her interests.

Keon’s first addition added terms the researchers told her to look for. Perpetuity. Safe harmless. Excluded from royalties. Keon hit every phrase by the time he delivered the first two additions.

He’ll do, Kiera thought. All that was left for her to do was finish him off.

“Good boy,” she said.

Keon’s tearful face beamed.

“Get the package under your pillow.”

He didn’t wonder nor did he ask how it got there. Keon ran to the bed and threw the pillows onto the carpet while he searched for the gift he was sure she put there specially for him. He held it in his hands like it was a treasure.

“Open it,” she said.

When he tore the package open and saw the tiny black silk panties with three sewn-in rings, Keon longed for her to tell him to put it on. He was so excited, he bounced on his toes waiting impatiently for her to tell him what to do.

When her order finally came, he pulled the tiny black panties up his legs and threaded his shrunken penis and testicles through the rings. He was hoping she would tell him to model it for her. He would spin around slowly so she could see how little of his ass it covered.

Most of all, Keon wanted to hear her say those two words one more time.

Instead, Kiera jolted him three times, one shock per ring. Then she did it again while he screeched at full volume.

Ms. Amity was right again, Kiera thought. Men who assume what she is going to do are always wrong.


The Interviews


Chapter 11

Preparation

KIERA TYPED NOTES into the evaluation forms, one for each interview she conducted with the eight candidates. The first three went quickly. Rejecting men came naturally to her now that she had the benefit of Ms. Amity’s Parlor and a year of experience discarding men who didn’t meet her standards.

The form was well organized and easy to complete. The first radio button asked for a simple yes or no. Recommend? A ‘no’ reply had only one more question.

Biggest failure?

That was easy to fill out because Kiera had a lot to say about them. The young CPA didn’t have the accounting skills to handle the buyer’s online businesses. Kiera noted he might be useful in a year or two when he had more experience. He’d make himself happy masturbating to videos that he watched at least four night a week. The second one, an architect, wasn’t imaginative as a space planner. His skills were ordinary. So was his penis. The third was a toss-up. The buyer wanted a security expert to lock down her internal network and make her files safe from hack attempts. He might have had the skills, but Kiera had to check the ‘fat boy’ box and wished there was one that said, ‘lard boy.’ No buyer would spend money on that.

But when she clicked yes to the ‘recommend?’ question, a new set of questions appeared. They were straightforward. Kiera checked them all in minutes.




Penis length. Small, medium or large.

Physical condition. Scrawny, fit or fat boy.

Compliant. Submissive, agreeable or argumentative.

Reactivity. Nonsexual, sexual or over-sexed.




It was the last one that gave her pause.

Would you buy him? Yes or no.

She hovered her finger above the screen and held it there while she thought about what was really behind that question. Kiera had approached each assignee from the buyer’s point of view. Was this the right remote for that Domme? Now she was being asked if he was the right remote for herself.

Ms. Amity never asked a question just to ask. She always had a point, a hidden meaning behind it and your answer always told her more than you thought you were revealing. Kiera tried to think like her mentor. Like Ms. Amity.

Kiera had a conversation with herself.

Will he respond immediately when I give him a task? Can he do exactly what I need quickly and correctly?

Those two were easy to answer. Too easy. It couldn’t be what Ms. Amity’s question was really looking for. Then it came to her.

Is this male good enough for me?

Kiera smiled and tapped the first radio button, the one that said yes. The five finalists’ evaluations were ready to upload and if Ms. Amity agreed with her appraisals, they were going for the ride of their lives. In the back of one of Red Rick’s trucks.

When she finished the forms, Kiera had her primary male slave, the one who was kneeling at her boots, fetch her a cup of hot chai, her new favorite tea. She hovered the mouse over the upload button and sipped from the steaming cup.

It’s now or never, she thought.

Kiera tapped the button. Her set of remote reviews for Ms. Amity was done and she hoped Ms. Amity approved them so she could do more. But there were two slaves in Kiera’s training building across the meadow from her office. Her estate and her property needed her attention. Especially the asses of the two slaves who had been dangling from an overhead bar while she put the finishing touches on the forms. It was time to do the same to their backsides.




-=o=-




Across the country, Nova’s tablet beeped, alerting her that the documents she was told to expect had been uploaded. That’s all she was allowed to know and her instructions were to signal her owner when the forms were available. She trotted down the hallway, got down on all fours and waited for the jolt in her chip to give her permission to enter Ms. Amity’s office through the half door designated for her owner’s property.

Nova knew someone was in the office with her owner but she wasn’t privy to who it was, much less what they were discussing. Ms. Amity’s business was not in her purview and Nova was so happy with her living conditions, being owned by someone as well-known and respected as Ms. Amity, she dared not even let herself speculate who it might be. All she knew was a limo arrived in the transport garage that morning and the guest was not sent to Intake for the medical exam Ms. Amity requires of the property she buys as well as for all new visitors. Whoever it was, Ms. Amity trusted them.

Nova worked constantly to be good enough so her owner would trust and depend on her. She was beyond faithful and longed to be the highest order of personal female Ms. Amity could rely on without questioning whether or not she’d do exactly what she was told. Right now. And get it right the first time. She’d do more than she was told but never less. Nova waited patiently on all fours to be summoned inside. That was her place and her big body filled it completely.

What Nova couldn’t hear was the discussion taking place inside the office. Or who Ms. Amity was talking to. She’d find out when the electronic chip zapped her pussy to tell her to crawl into her owner’s office right now. It didn’t matter where Nova was or what she was doing. When her owner summoned her, that was the only thing that mattered. Nova didn’t walk when that happened. She ran.

When the jolt hit, Nova grunted, pushed the door open with her bald head and wriggled her big body through the opening. She didn’t look up to see who was there. Nova knew her place was in the proper position at her owner’s feet. She crawled to her spot, reached her arms out and dropped her forehead to the floor. Whatever Ms. Amity summoned her to do would be revealed when her owner saw fit.

While her breasts were smashed on the floor by her own massive body weight, Nova heard two women’s voices talking about something that sounded like legalese to her, nothing she could understand and certainly not her business. She caught snippets of their conversation.

“The contract is air-tight,” one woman said.

The other woman added, “Five are ready for signatures.”

Ms. Amity didn’t say much. Nova was careful not to make a sound that would interrupt her owner’s important meeting. Finally, she heard her owner’s voice. It was always eerily comforting.

“First, I’ll have them on video. If any are worthwhile, I’ll have them shipped here. Before they step foot on my property, contracts must be executed.”

One of the women said, “We’ll take care of that and get a signed copy to you and one to us for our files.”

Nova didn’t see Ms. Amity nod nor did she see her sign the five sets of paper. After a while, she heard her owner’s order.

“My girl will take you to the transport area. The limo is waiting.”

There was no question in Nova’s mind that was her instruction. She crawled toward the slave door and wriggled her huge body through it. The two women opened the full door and followed her down the slaveway to the garage. When they were settled and the limo pulled out of the garage, Nova’s chip stung her pussy again, the signal to report to her owner’s office. She ran up the slaveway and resumed her all-fours position at the door. The entry signal jolted her pussy and it was all she could do to crawl inside without grunting.

Nova knew what happened to Ms. Amity’s property that made unnecessary noise. She’d spent enough time in the punishment building when Ms. Amity corrected her mistakes that Nova now managed to swallow the chip’s pain. However much it hurt, it was a lot less excruciating than what she endured at the tip of Ms. Amity’s single-tail. The one with the red handle.

Her owner wasted no time issuing her personal female’s tasks. She expected Nova to memorize them.

“Contact surveillance and tell them to schedule five video calls with the numbers on your tablet. Make sure those appointments do not conflict with the rest of my schedule.”

Nova bounced her ass up and down, the way she was taught to say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.” It was one of the first things she learned during the two agonizing weeks of her own Intake. The trainer made her bob her ass repeatedly until she was sure Nova did it correctly.

“Get My Cop’s upcoming calendar. Signal him to be here on the date I want him. Use the code that tells him he’ll be here for five days.”

Nova’s big ass bobbed up and down again. Months ago, she would have started crawling toward the door, assuming she’d been dismissed. She knew better now. A lot better. The steel-tipped clips she had to wear on her hairless pussy lips for a week taught her that lesson. No slave moves until Ms. Amity tells them to.

Nova was glad she waited. Her owner had one more for task for her to do.

“Tell Jack to have five cages in the Intake anteroom the day before My Cop arrives.”

Nova’s ass moved up and down almost on its own. It was the only answer she would ever give her owner.

“Get to it.”

Nova nodded with her ass one more time and crawled to the slave door, her huge breast’s nipples dragging across the carpet. She was beaming with pride inside that her owner trusted her enough to issue three important instructions and was confident her personal girl would do them exactly as ordered. Nova counted that it had taken at least four seasons to develop that trust. Nova almost never saw a calendar so the only way she could measure time was when the seasons changed. Ms. Amity told her that neither her house girls nor her stable had any use for that information when their days were fully scheduled down to the minute. It made sense to Nova. The only thing she needed to know was what Ms. Amity told her to do.

Once she crawled into the hallway, Nova ran to her cubicle, her huge breasts and layers of belly fat bounding with each step. Running was easier for her now, thanks to the fitness program her owner was gracious enough to make her do three times every day. She could run longer distances now without gasping for air. That helped her get her work done more quickly.

Nova began her tasks in the order they were given. The researchers had the video call links ready and once Nova aligned them with Ms. Amity’s schedule, that task was done. Contacting the male everyone in her owner’s household knew as Ms. Amity’s Cop always made her tense. He was very special to her owner. He was the only one of her holdings she allowed to have hair on his head and that put him on a different, higher level than the rest of them. Nova read the dates on his schedule and was relieved they weren’t crossed out. She changed the colors to deep purple, Ms. Amity’s favorite, so he knew what days she expected him here.

Nova entered the note about cages to Jack, then closed her tablet and trotted down the slaveway to the stable dorm to tell her in person. The last thing Nova needed was for Jack not to see the task on her tablet. If that happened, both of them would wind up in the punishment building at the tip of Ms. Amity’s single-tail. The one with the red handle.

When she arrived at the dorm, Jack was finishing the stable’s three-times-a-week milking. The last six were attached to compression tubes that sucked the contents into the container. Nova heard their moans turn into groans and saw their hips hump. Once. The final half-dozen were done.

Nova knew Ms. Amity’s stable is never allowed to erect. It’s why her owner kept the males in cock cages. She thought the milking machine was a brilliant solution to typical male angst when they are forbidden to erect.

Jack had the entire stable line up for their third fitness training of the day. The room’s speaker told them to start the first exercise. They began counting out their jumping jacks and Jack turned to Nova.

“Five cages? Is Ms. Amity adding to her stable?”

Nova shook her head side-to-side. “Ms. Amity does not share that information with her personal girl.” Nova had taken to thinking about herself as Ms. Amity’s personal girl, not what her name used to be. Not even as Nova, the name her owner gave her when she bought her. She was property and proud to serve as her personal girl. Especially because it was Ms. Amity.

There wasn’t a household girl anywhere who didn’t aspire to be in the very household Nova woke up in before the sun rose over the tree line every morning.

Jack nodded. When she needed details, they would be given to her. They always were.

The speaker told the stable to begin doing their squat thrusts. Every male dropped to his hands and knees while the speaker counted the repetitions and they counted out loud along with the generated voice. Nova knew her own fitness training would start before her third feeding, so she trotted back to her place in the main house to wait for a summons while she performed the tasks that kept appearing on her tablet. Day or night, it didn’t matter. Nova took care of them immediately.

When she saw the list that her owner entered while she was updating Jack in the stable dorm, she got to work.

The first one was to gather the tools Ms. Amity wanted in the training building. Five suspension cages, five temporary cock cages, five black eyeless hoods and five anal expanders.

All Nova knew was five bodies were going to be shipped to her owner. They were lucky, she thought. Amityworld was the best place on earth to be allowed to live.


Chapter 12

Performance

HER OWNER’S VIDEO call was going to start in 15 minutes and Nova was in a frenzy making sure everything Ms. Amity needed was ready. She double-checked the steeping chai, the silverware, the napkin folded in a ring and the plate of snacks the chef baked that morning. Every item was in the proper place on a silver tray. Nova reminded the new kitchen girl where to place the tray when she delivered it. Kitchen girls serve food and clean it up, Ms. Amity told Nova. Her personal girl does not.

It was that simple. Everyone in the main house knew her job and not one wanted to be demoted to stable toilet cleanup duty so they all worked tirelessly to please their owner. They hoped that maybe one day they’d earn a single-syllable name, the mark of Ms. Amity’s approval they wore with pride. Girls with short names were almost never expelled. Except one who tried to get too close to one of Ms. Amity’s exclusives. They all remembered the day it happened. The girl dared to touch her owner’s exclusive. The one she calls My Cop.

No one knew what became of her but she was gone in minutes. Rumor had it she was dropped off on a highway miles from any town wearing only a gray jumpsuit with just enough cash for a bus ticket. A ticket to somewhere. Every trace of her was deleted from the main house and from everyone’s lips. A few days later, no one remembered much about her. A new girl was given her cot the next week. It was like the former girl had never been there.

Fresh out of Intake, the new girl was assigned to deliver Ms. Amity’s tea for the video call. She was nervous, bouncing on her toes, while Nova did her fourth check of the silver tray’s settings.

“Remember, one jolt is your summons. Stand outside Ms. Amity’s office door until it opens. Be absolutely silent. Put the tray where I showed you on the sketch. Then crawl out through the slave door. Do you understand?”

The girl nodded.

Nova raised her voice. “DO YOU UNDERSTAND?”

In Ms. Amity’s presence, slaves speak only when she asks them a direct question. Head nods are not permitted and that will earn a slave an immediate trip to the punishment building.

The girl answered meekly, “Yes, I understand.”

“You understand WHAT?” Nova demanded.

“I understand, Nova.”

When the girl doubled over and grabbed her pussy, Nova pulled her hands away. “Never touch yourself,” Nova cautioned her. “You will learn to appreciate that Ms. Amity even bothers to summon you and you have the privilege of serving her. Now hurry!”

The girl lifted the tray and walked quickly toward the hall that led to her owner’s office wing. Just as Nova predicted, the door opened a minute later and she carried the silver tray inside. She didn’t dare look at her owner; instead, she searched for the table Nova showed her on the drawing. When the tray was in place, she dropped to all fours to crawl out through the small slave door. She managed only a few steps when she heard Ms. Amity ask a question.

“Name?”

Oh god, the girl thought. She’s asking me. Do I turn around? Stand up? Answer with my ass pointing to my owner? She was trembling and mumbled her reply.

“Jenna, Ms. Amity.”

Silence. Jenna was almost in a panic. Did she answer correctly? Did her ass insult her owner?

“Stand up. I want to take a look at you.”

Jenna stood up, her back still to her owner. She recalled the warning every house girl gave her when she arrived. “Do only what you are told to do. Nothing more. Absolutely nothing less.

“Turn toward me.”

Jenna spun around but kept her eyes on the carpet. She was too frightened to even glance at her owner. All 5’10” of her lanky frame was shaking. Her nipples were hard.

Her owner beckoned her closer with one finger and when Jenna was in arm’s reach, her owner pinched both of her nipples. She didn’t let go even when Jenna moaned. When Jenna felt her owner’s shoe tap between her ankles, she knew what to do and spread her legs. That was drilled into her during the two trying weeks when she was put through Intake and learned her owner’s rules.

She could feel her still-sore pussy from her owner’s summons and when her owner pressed a long-handled vibrator between her hairless lips, Jenna groaned. Each time the vibrator tapped into her, Jenna groaned louder. When she was purchased a few weeks ago, her former owner sent her to shipping with a final comment.

“Ms. Amity likes your song,” she said.

Jenna was singing her song loudly when the vibrator pressed on her clitoris for what felt like forever to the new girl. She closed her eyes and warbled the song that many new girls sing. That’s one of the big reasons her new owner bought her, she recalled being told. For her song. The other reason was Jenna’s esthetician’s license. She made a good waxer for her owner’s purchases and every-other-day follow-ups for the existing ones.

Jenna’s song ended when the vibrator was removed and she opened her eyes, expecting to be dismissed.

“You’ll do,” her owner said.

It wasn’t a question so Jenna stayed silent even though all she wanted to do was comfort her stinging pussy. But she knew the consequences of touching herself so she grabbed her wrists behind her back.

“I am expecting five temporary males. You will depilate them from the neck down.”

Still no question was asked, so Jenna pressed her lips together to keep from saying anything. She had been taught arduously for two weeks how her owner’s property replies. With their asses.

“Small bosoms,” her owner said. Jenna blushed at the critique. Her former owner assessed them the same way. Tiny breasts, she wrote on her summary when she was put up for sale.

“Get back to work.”

Jenna dropped to all fours and crawled to the slave door. Once she was in the office wing’s long hallway, she stood up and ran back to the kitchen where Nova was waiting.

“Did you displease her?” Nova demanded.

Jenna was almost in tears. “No, Nova, I did everything right, exactly the way you taught me. Except one thing. My breasts aren’t good enough for Ms. Amity.”

Nova looked at her own massive bosom and knew her owner almost always bought personals and house females who had breasts that bobbled up and down when they ran. Or touched the floor when they were on their hands and knees.

Nova decided then and there not to get close to this girl. She wasn’t going to be in her owner’s household very long.


Inspection


Chapter 13

Amity’s Office

THE VIDEO CALL started right on time. I turned on my monitor and saw five men in a checkerboard on the ultra-wide screen that took up a large part of one wall. They were arranged exactly as Kiera told them to be. Standing at attention in the middle of the room, naked and in four cases, shaking nervously. Dealing with semi-broken men is an everyday occurrence in my world. I’d seen men lined up and trembling like this before. Several times.

I looked them over and pressed the ‘all’ button on the mic control. “Turn around slowly,” I said.

Five men rotated. Two stopped after one turn but three kept circling until I said, “Stop.”

Video inspection calls are a timesaving way for me to decide which of Kiera’s recommendations merited in-person evaluation, one that would take most of two days of my time. Even though the ones on the big screen would eventually belong to other Dommes to serve as their remotes, I insist on having finalists on site, a key to the way I make my ultimate decision whether or not to sell them to my friends. Men promise many things with their mouths but only the ones with true slaves’ hearts are good enough for the powerful women in my network.

There was no reason to have all five shipped here and take up my time for 48 hours unless they were the right quality. Video inspections tell me which I want to examine in person. And which I don’t.

“Hands up, legs apart,” I said. Five men raised their arms toward the ceiling. Five semi-stiff penises dangled from their crotches. I compared what I was looking at to the notes on Kiera’s evaluation forms to see how well she did. Her measurements seemed to be fairly accurate.

I had to laugh when I saw Keon’s tiny mushroom next to Liam’s seven inches. Although none of my own stable’s penises are allowed to erect, some of my friends enjoy watching their boys get hard, then slapping them back to their appropriate soft state. Many use canes or short whips instead of hand slaps. No matter which tools they choose, they all create long-lasting memories. Then there are those of us who prefer electric prods. I keep mine set on high.

“Bend over,” I said.

Four of the five bent almost in half with their feet spread. One, the insurance adjuster, pressed his ankles together, a telltale sign of a virgin ass. A single Domme’s order form specified she wanted an unused anus, one I found easy to isolate with a few simple tests. I didn’t even have to look at Kiera’s notes to know which it was.

“Pull your cheeks apart,” I said and watched the monitor closely. Inexperienced asses are easy to pick out. Virginity is exposed at the end of a man’s index finger. When all five backsides were on camera, I told them to dip their finger into the coffee cup that Kiera instructed them to have ready, then into their asses.

Men who make good remotes obey instructions without hesitation. Four did exactly that. Connor’s scrunched up face told me he had never fingered his ass before. In fact, he probably never had anything in it, a fact Kiera confirmed when she read his medical records. No proctologists. His last full medical exam was two years ago. I pressed the ‘select’ button and tapped four speakers. Connor’s was muted.

“Jab in and out deep and hard,” I told the four with their index fingers in their asses. While they reamed themselves, I muted them and turned my attention to the virgin.

“A good boy obeys,” I said.

Connor’s face softened when he heard me say good boy. He couldn’t explain why it comforted him or why he was so desperate to do what I said. It wasn’t the same voice he heard before but when I said it, those two words had an even bigger impact. I'd have Nova slip a few hundred-dollar bills into the old man's kit next time he visited. That gel saved me a lot of time.

“Put it in your ass,” I said.

Connor pressed his finger barely an inch inside and looked up as if he could see the woman issuing instructions to him. He anticipated my affirmation. You know what I say about men who assume.

“Deeper,” I said.

Connor sucked in deep breath, set his jaw and pushed his finger into his ass.

At least he got to the first knuckle. Good, but not good enough.

“All the way,” I said firmly.

Connor closed his eyes, lowered his head and jammed his whole finger into his ass.

“Good boy,” I said.

Tears dripped down Connor’s face. I left him there and switched the speakers so Connor was now the only one muted.

“Three steps forward,” I said.

I did not tell them to straighten up on purpose. Only to take three steps. Of course it was an awkward position but that was the meat of the test. Would they show me strict obedience to the order I gave? Slaves should never over-think my instructions. They do exactly what I tell them to do, no more and absolutely no less.

Four bent-over men wriggled themselves forward, their fingers still jabbing their asses. I turned the dial to ‘all’ again.

“Hands high, stand up.” The five men complied and were ready for my next instruction.

“Wag your tail,” I said.

The looks on their faces were priceless. I rarely think of my possessions as men. They are my property and have no egos or even traces of narcissism. If I tell them they are dogs, they drop to all fours and bark like my dog, Aussie. These five men were about to learn that lesson.

I paid close attention to Brady’s eight-inch penis to determine if he was the typical type of male who was so proud of his penis length that he would put on a show for me. Longer penises do that all the time in gym locker rooms, mostly to belittle their counterparts. There’s none of that in my stable, what with every slave permanently locked in a cock cage except for three-time-a-week shifts on the milking machine.

Three men’s hips humped and thrust trying to make their organs dance for the anonymous voice on their speakers. One bounced his knees up and down. I ignored them and focused on the landscaper’s eight inches. When Brady bent his knees slightly and jerked up fast, the shaft smacked his belly.

He’d obviously done this before to entertain himself and he thought he was impressing me. I almost sighed, but he didn’t follow my instruction. Wag your tail, I said. Not slap. Misbehavior combined with unacceptable machismo isn’t tolerated in Amityworld. If he was going to be a useful remote slave, Brady had to learn what submission really meant. When I break a slave of that kind of penis arrogance, it’s a painful and long-lasting lesson.

I switched the speakers to mute all of them except the landscaper so they continued wagging as ordered. That instruction was clear and easy to follow. If Brady learned the lesson I was about to give him, he might still have a chance to be delivered to the transport garage for in-person review. If he failed, that would be the last he’d hear from me and he would probably search his computer frantically for months to hear me say good boy again. They would never come from me. This was his make-or-break chance. His only one.

“Wrap the blue neoprene around the shaft. Press it closed.” Brady reached for the blue fabric on his desk, part of the tools that were delivered early that morning to all five men with instructions to place each innocuous-looking item on his desk. Brady circled it around his shaft, stretched it tight to make it overlap and pressed the Velcro closed. It fit very snugly, a size based on Kiera’s measurements. I chose a medium for Brady. Everyone else received a small.

“Hands behind your back,” I said. Brady gripped his wrists and stared straight ahead. I could almost read his mind. He was imagining I was impressed with his cock and was going to have him showcase it for me. Like I always say, men who assume what I am going to do are always wrong.

So was Brady.

My west-coast developers’ beta tests of this simple blue device caused the loudest screeches I’d heard recently outside of my punishment building. It’s a nasty little devil that delivers. Every time. I always gauge a new boy’s pain threshold and the blue wrap gives me the information I want. With my remote controls, I don’t have to pay much attention to men when their penises are in it. It's programmed and runs automatically.

There were three buttons on my controller. I pressed the first one. My devs made them all shades of purple without my having to specify the color. It could be what the chips I had implanted in their perineums do if I’m displeased. Whatever the reason, Brady’s screech was worth the cost.

According to the beta testers, Brady’s penis felt like it was on fire. He screeched until I pressed the second darker purple button. During the tests, the devs called it compression. The test subjects called it torture. Brady’s screech turned into one shriek after another when the blue neoprene contracted and crushed the penis he was so proud of into a mass of flattened flesh. I still had one button left. I pressed the dark purple one. Once.

The agonized noises Brady had been making, the ones no one could hear except me, took on a new tone. And a new volume. He flat-out screamed his fool head off, impressing no one. Especially not me. If he ever spent time in my world, he’d learn how to stifle noises like that. Or I could rent him out to my clients who enjoy a loud show.

When I ended the session, Brady dropped to his knees and sobbed. I had only two words for him.

“Good boy.”

It seemed to calm him and he struggled to his feet, the position I had him assume before teaching him the lesson he earned and needed. He used up his only chance to prove his obedience and if he failed again, I’d have Jack remove one of the cots in Intake.

I was fairly sure which of the five on screen I’d have shipped here for a closer look but I always do one final test to weed out the riffraff. My standards are mine and I won’t waste my time with potential remotes who can’t meet them. My tests may be brutal, but they work.

I told them to stand up straight and face forward. Fingers were pulled out of asses, feet set shoulder-width apart and faces stared at nothing except their own apartments’ walls. Seeing them respond to fast, often contradictory orders tells me what I want to know. Only high-quality men can complete my tests without falling apart or devolving into slave hysteria. It’s the difference between a true slave’s heart and wannabees who picture a leather-clad woman masturbating them to orgasm. That’s their fantasy. It isn’t even close to my reality.

I issued rapid-fire instructions.

“On your knees. Slap the penis twice. Stand up. Get on all fours. Spread your cheeks. Wag your tail.”

By now, the men on the checkerboard were panting from the contortions I put them through. I was just getting warmed up.

“Wrap the black item around your shaft.”

Five men in cities around the country were about to take a giant step toward being allowed to visit Amityworld.


Chapter 14

Final Exam

THE CAMERAS ZOOMED in to show five penises encased in black neoprene and sealed by a heavy-duty Velcro strip. The out-of-breath potential remotes’ thoughts were fully focused on their shafts, pushing the memories of the recent stances I put them through only minutes earlier out of their minds. That’s how you have to treat your property. Wipe their minds of anything else so their attention is wholly on you and what you tell them to do.

A little fear helps. A lot of fear is what most men need.

The blue wrap I used on Brady was just a trainer. The control box for the black wraps had four buttons ranging from blue to red with a green button off to the side. It didn’t take a genius to figure out what each button produced. When these nasty tools went on sale on my private website, buyers would be able to use them with only a simple set of instructions. Dommes don’t bother to read how-to manuals. They eschew documentation even more.

I pressed the blue button and watched the faces on the screen. During inspections, penises have little interest for me. Faces tell me what I want to know.

Every jaw dropped. According to the post-test surveys, the subjects said the blue level was everything from weird to uncomfortable to kind of painful. It wasn’t a level I would use very often, but I was sure some of the visitors to my website enjoyed inflicting mild discomfort on their property. Including the blue button was purely a financial decision.

The yellow button was next. Five faces morphed from surprise into scowls of pain. According to the test subjects, yellow felt like an uncomfortable compression that traveled up and down the length of their shafts. I took that to mean their cocks were being squeezed in an ongoing series of squashes that went from the tip to their crotches and back again. Over and over. I heard some grunts but no serious shrieking. So far, so good. I still had five candidates in the running.

I pressed the orange button next. The test subjects described this level as an unrelenting sequence of aching clutches that pushed any hope they’d be allowed to ejaculate out of their minds. That pretty much sums it up. It’s the same response I get from my stable when a boy’s crotch chafes and Emma, my transitioned doctor, recommends removing his cage temporarily until the condition heals. Using the black neoprene, I can make sure the rash improves and still keep a boy erection-free while it mends. No wonder my stable tries to hide their skin problems. They know Emma will wrap the black device around their cocks and keep them in the yellow level until their skin is back to normal.

I lock them back into their cages in front of the rest of the stable. It’s good for them to see a boy’s relief when the black device comes off. They learn that cock cages are better. At least they can see their squashed-up penises. Sort of.

That’s one reason Emma examines my stable twice weekly. Slaves are not allowed to have secrets. Trying to hide a medical issue from me is a guaranteed trip to the punishment building.

The screen showed me how well each potential remote dealt with pain. Of course, the ones I ship here will suffer more intense pain but there’s no reason to pay for shipping if they’re going to wash out. Five men grit their teeth, sucked in deep breaths and tried their best to remain in the position I told them to assume.

They started grunting. I heard their collective slave song for the first time.

Most women I know enjoy hearing slaves sing their songs. Every slave has a unique melody he croons to his owner and we buy the ones whose songs we like best. I’m not partial to screamers, but my clients who rent my boys and use them in the new rental cabins I built after the Amityworld auction often ask for loud ones. It makes financial sense to own a few screamers. Clients will pay almost anything to live out their dreams in real life. They want to hear an ode to their size and ability from the ass they’re using. Screamers do that well.

The grimaces on my monitor created the backdrop for their chorus. Three were in obvious pain and one’s face was nearly blank from shock. It was the fifth one that intrigued me.

Brady, the Shreveport lawyer with the eight-inch cock, caught my attention. While four men bobbed up and down and grunted trying to cope with the pain, Brady’s hips began to move forward and back in tempo with the squeezing his penis was undergoing. He wasn’t quite humping. Not yet. But he would.

As soon as I pressed the red button.

When it comes to penises, I’m an expert. I’m almost never wrong and I wasn’t this time.

After five minutes at the orange level, I held my finger on the red button and switched from the ‘all’ setting to individuals so I could see each reaction to what they were about to feel one at a time. Five screaming men on my monitor makes it a little more difficult to assess them. Screaming men are distracting.

Liam was first. I guessed he’d be one of the loudest ones. Salesmen, particularly sales managers, are responsive to a host of stimuli. I’ve owned a few and they all admitted that closing a sale aroused them sexually. They got hard when contracts were signed. When I pressed the red button and the spikes bit into Liam’s cock, he let out a squeal that no one heard except me. Each time the sharp plastic barbs chomped his penis, he did it again. Now that I could put Liam in the right category, I moved onto Nolan.

Visually, he was a borderline fat boy. Some Dommes want that kind of male if their skills meet their needs. If I buy a fat one, the three-times-a-day exercise regimen all my property follows usually trims him into something worth looking at in less than six weeks. I keep one fat boy for a particular client who rents him weekly. But the rest of my stable? They’re my eye candy.

Nolan’s skill was in web development and just looking at him, I could tell what his second talent was. A boy’s first talent is the skill you want to buy. A second talent is what makes him rentable. Even though the buyer pre-ordered an online geek, if things worked out the way they often do, Nolan might join her stable full time. I wanted to see if my guess was correct. When it comes to hidden second talents, I usually guess right.

I tapped Nolan’s red button and what I expected to happen started quickly. He screeched when the plastic points nipped his shaft each time the compression reached the tip. He bounced up and down so hard, he landed on his knees, still screeching. No doubt about it. You can’t have too many pain sluts. I left him in the red level, shrieking his slave song, and turned my attention to Connor.

Kiera noted Connor most likely had the virgin ass the interested Domme demanded and added that he had a few OCD tendencies. Aside from his need to put household objects like his coffee cup in a certain place and move it a few inches to get it just right, he was a body eccentric. Connor spent hours in the gym in front of full-length mirrors looking at his own physique. She said he wasn’t prissy, just peculiar about his body. Even though engineers make the best cross-dressers, this insurance auditor had all the telltale signs of one. If he made it through my final test without lapsing into hysterics, I’d have one of my trainers try him out for the talent I was sure he had. It just needed to be facilitated.

If Nolan had that talent, it would be a perk for the buyer. Many owners have their remotes shipped to their estates for a week or two of training at least once a year, more if the boy needs it. On-site training keeps them in line and in a few cases, can turn them into one of your live-ins. It’s an inexpensive way to add to your stable.

I tapped Connor’s red button.

Like the others, Connor’s face twisted into a grimace, his jaw dropped and he let out a loud howl of pain. After each compression, he wailed when the teeth bit into him. So far, he was fairly ordinary. Two spike bites later, I saw it.

Connor started to dance.

He stepped this way and that, stomping harder when the spikes did their work. He bent his knees and kicked his legs while he growled like a bear in heat. When the teeth retracted, he scurried to the center of the room, the last place I put him.

I knew I was right. With the correct training, his buyer might choose to keep him full time. Renting cross-dressers who can sing is lucrative. Dancers earn much higher fees.

While Connor sang and danced, my finger tapped Keon’s red button. After enduring the blue neoprene wrap’s mashing his little penis into a flat mass of flesh, he was the one I gave 50/50 odds of passing my final test. My research team itemized the videos he hid on his hard drive and watched at night under his satin sheets. The ones he masturbated to. Every video revealed his kink.

Keon was desperate for a powerful woman to force him to submit to every craving he could imagine. It wasn’t so much about the objects — he wasn’t a foot or breast fetishist — it was all about being forced to perform for a strong woman. His grandest dreams put him in front of an audience, better if it was filled with women who ridiculed his tiny penis.

Once a powerful woman made that his reality, Keon’s rentability potential would skyrocket.

When the spikes sank into his little shaft, the look of surprise that filled his face made me laugh. His machinations, though, were authentic. He was readier than any man could be to taste what he yearned for. I toyed with him through the speakers after increasing the compression speed and the spikes’ frequency.

“Run in a circle,” I said.

The boy — it was impossible to think of him as a man any more — galloped around the room, yelling in pain but secretly thrilled to be ordered to do the unthinkable. He better never play poker. His tell is obvious.

“On all fours,” I said. Keon dropped to his hands and knees.

“Bark,” I said. He let out passable woofs, not as good as my Aussie dog’s yaps but a little practice would fix that.

“Stand up. Hands high.”

That’s when I saw him transform into the total submissive he longed to be. Keon humped the air in cadence with the spikes bite and wailed out his song.

It took only 30 minutes to break all five of them.

While the spikes and compressions drove them close to what I call slave hysteria, I gave them their last instructions.

“I’ve cleared your calendars. You’re taking a trip in two hours. You don’t need to pack.”

By dinnertime, the extraction teams I contracted from Reckoning had them hooded and on two of my clients’ private planes where they’d land later at a private airport for a six-hour drive to my front gates. Red Rick’s truck was ready to haul them on the last and longest leg of their journey.

I alerted Nova to expect five males in the transport garage before midnight. She’d stay up as long as it took to run them down the slaveway to Intake for medical exams before they were processed through a modified Intake.

When my brunch guests left late tomorrow morning, I would have five new remotes to evaluate and train.

Another typical Tuesday in Amityworld.


Intake


Chapter 15

Emma’s Enemas

NOTHING MAKES EMMA happier than a stopped-up male colon that needs emptying. By Tuesday morning, she would have five. When she saw the exams on her schedule, Emma spent a few extra minutes choosing her outfit for that special morning. A day like that called for neon pink.

When Jenna, the small-breasted house girl, delivered my morning coffee and fresh-baked blueberry muffins, I had her turn on the wall monitor in my suite so I could see how the overnight delivery unfolded. It wasn’t important enough for me to stay up late last night to watch when the truck arrived in real time. I was awake well into the night, but I was busy. Zayn, my Tantric exclusive, was serving me orgasms all night. I stopped counting at four. When I was finally satisfied, I had him curl up in a little bed on the floor so when I dropped my left arm over the edge of my bed, he was under my hand.

That’s why I record what comes and goes in the transport garage.

I sipped coffee and fed Zayn blueberries. He sucked my fingers after each bite while I watched the replay of last night’s delivery. Shipping my purchases to the transport garage usually goes smoothly. After all, what I usually buy are trained slaves, albeit ones that need to learn my rules.

Remotes are an entirely different matter.

It's one thing to break men by taking keyboard control and owning every piece of electronic equipment in their lives. But controlling keyboards, speakers, phones and door locks goes only so far. Reality hits many remotes very hard.

Red Rick’s shipping service is expert at hauling merchandise all over the country and across oceans. But men who will, at least for now, live in their own homes under their owners’ watchful eyes, have to be handled differently. Kept caged in a truck with only a water bottle and a pee tube tends to overwhelm them. That’s why I opted for mild sedatives and paid a little extra for individual cages. It was worth not having five panic-stricken men uncrated in the garage.

I watched the video of the shippers unlocking their cages and saw five hooded brand-new remotes wobble unsteadily on the concrete floor. They were almost naked except for the tiny black panties I had them wear for the ride, the ones that imprisoned their penises and testicles in training rings. They needed temporary cock cages while they were guests here and there’s only one person who locks cock cages on slaves of any type in my world. I would tend to that chore when Emma finished their medical exams and after they were sent through a couple of hours of Intake where they’d learn my essential rules.

It's not worth my time to deal with new males of any kind until they are taught — and know the consequences of disobeying — my rules.

Nova and a house girl buckled leather belts around their bellies and zip-tied them together by the belts’ rings. It was too soon to expect them to run to the Medical side of the Intake building in any semblance of a straight line. After months of her own fitness work, Nova actually managed to make them trot at a decent clip and she wasn’t gasping for air after each step. The house girl was last in line and had to cane the ass in front of her only twice to make sure he didn’t lag or worse, trip.

When a slave in a running line falls, the entire line goes down.

Once they were dropped off in Emma’s exam room, Nova unbuckled their belts and I watched five hooded men tremble. When Emma pranced in wearing her neon pink frills, their fear turned into near-panic. They couldn't see her and didn’t know who it was or what that person was going to do to them. But I knew her plan.

She had five virgin slaves’ colons to empty. Emma was in paradise.

Zayn was slurping blueberry juice off my fingers intensely. It made a lovely background melody for what promised to be a riveting show. Breaking slaves on video is enjoyable. Watching it happen in Emma’s exam room is a delight.

Emma arranged the hooded men in a line with their backs against a long exam table, one that fit multiple Intake exams. She listened to their heartbeats and breathing, took their blood pressure and noted that all were a little high but within the normal range given their situation. She was saving the best for last.

“Turn around. Bend over.”

Still hooded and blind, they had no idea what was coming. I sipped coffee and pushed two berries into Zayn’s mouth. I left my fingers there while he covered them with juice with his tongue.

Emma kicked their ankles apart with her hot pink high heels and one by one, yanked their little black panties down. To Emma, the sight of five naked backsides was better than a trip to an art museum. Five pristine asses, at least one likely a virgin, were hers. She donned a glove and lubricated them one after another. The sound of Emma ripping off one glove to snap on a new one made them so tense she had to massage their anuses to get the job done. Her fingers drove the lube in until they disappeared. When she got to the last two, Emma lubed one with her left hand and the other with her right.

Watching Emma’s joy lubing two at a time made me chuckle.

From under their hoods, the new remotes grunted out their song to the fingers in their asses. Emma couldn’t have been happier. Even I had to laugh.

Zayn was busy with my fingers and the blueberries. But I could feel his positive energy flow into my hand.

Emma hung five enema bags from an overhead bar and inserted the gray nozzles, the long ones, like a pro. All that was left for her to do was unclamp the bags and five asses would be filled with Emma’s famous refrigerated enemas.

Cold ones work faster, she says.

My coffee was delicious. Zayn’s tongue was working overtime. His aura was, well, compelling.

Emma unclamped the hoses in rapid succession. Seconds later, their grunts turned into full-out groans when the icy liquid filled their colons. I was sure that not even one of them had an experience like this one since perhaps childhood. If ever. Hooded bodies shuddered. At least two peed down their legs. Emma looked at the floor and then at the leakers disdainfully and shook her head.

I picked up a small handful of blueberries and pressed them against Zayn’s lips. He sucked them into his mouth along with my fingers. He was ravenous this morning for what only I can feed him.

Four minutes later, their colons were filled.

Emma looked at the empty bags and in almost a single motion, pulled the nozzles out and replaced them with hard rubber plugs. Inexperienced men’s asses tend to dribble and Emma was having none of that on her medical unit’s white tile floor. Especially because of the next order she gave them.

“Bounce your ass up and down,” she said.

I sat up a bit to see which of the five temporary visitors would comply and which might squabble with her. The first one who argued with anyone in my world, as I told them before the shippers picked them up, would be deposited on a rural highway with only enough cash for a bus ticket that he could buy after he hiked a few miles to a phone. Being invited to my world is a privilege. It comes with consequences.

It wasn’t hard to match names to bodies even with their heads covered with black hoods. Brady had the longest penis and Keon’s was the tiniest. Connor was in the best shape, Nolan was the fat boy and then there was Liam. He was the screamer.

When enough time was up although perhaps she added a bit for fun, Emma dragged them with two hands full of penises to the line of buckets in the shower room. She wasn’t having any spillage on her white tiles. She yanked out the plugs and pushed the remotes down by their shoulders until five backsides were planted atop metal buckets. On her way out of the shower room, she almost danced back to her exam room.

I’d seen new boys fill buckets many times and this group was sure to be typical. They had been mostly broken on video, flown to a private airstrip and summarily shipped in cages for hours until they were unpacked, forced to run, given cursory medical exams and filled with ice-cold enemas. All in less than 12 hours. They were confused but most of all, they were physically and mentally exhausted.

They had one more step to climb before they were sent to Intake for a few hours to learn my rules.

Remotes rarely run into each other in real life. They live in different cities and work in unrelated fields. They never interact; after all, they belong to different owners. The only time they would ever see each another would be the two days they were here.

One of my house girls held her nose when she walked into the shower room and untied their hoods.

Five mortified men looked at each other, squatting and shitting into buckets. Their faces were priceless. But when each of them realized he was in the same position as the others, it was hilarious. First enemas always are.

I finished my coffee, scooped up a handful of berries and stuffed them all into Zayn’s mouth. Blue juice drooled from the corners of his lips and he sucked my fingers like he hadn’t been fed for days.

The sun had barely risen so I figured there was plenty of time before the remotes were done with Intake and Zayn was ravenous to satisfy me.

When I was done, I had my eunuch, the one I call ‘it,’ perform my bath, it didn’t blink while it sponged blue juice off every inch of my skin.


Chapter 16

The Rules

THE FIVE REMOTE candidates were set to be my guinea pigs for a new and updated way to send men through Intake. Ordinarily, I have house girls wax off their body hair and I shave their heads to culminate their submission. It’s the first time new slaves, including remotes, meet me in person. I prefer that initial meeting happens when they are drained, depleted of their egos and any lingering sense of self-importance or remnants of their former individuality are gone.

I decided to test a new system with this bunch.

It takes at least two-to-three of my girls to put new additions to my stable through the rules of living as my property. With five in this shipment, I’d probably have my house manager assign at least three girls, one to teach them rules and policies, one or two to make sure they’re being attentive and one to correct misbehavior. There had to be a way to cut down on the time my girls weren’t attending to their regular duties in the main house but not sacrifice the training’s effectiveness.

Why not use AI?

Danica was very happy to lend me her tech slave, the one she named Jonah, for a few days to set it up. He was more than excited for a return visit to Amityworld, especially after his first time here when he learned how to be just one of her slaves even though it was his goal and his money that built her dream, the estate she calls Destiny. After all, the microchip implanted in his perineum is one of mine and I never share them with other Dommes. Except this one. Danica was so appreciative of my help in growing Destiny and teaching him his lower place in her life as she added more to her stable, she sent him the next day.

He is one of those Silicon Valley tech types, exactly what I needed.

When he arrived and went through a modified version of Intake although he did not skip Emma’s medical exam, I put him on the stable schedule like the others. On his first visit, he thrived living as just another slave for the four weeks I kept him. After two weeks, he learned that being in my control and having his schedule defined down to the minute was what he needed to feel fulfilled. From exercise to feeding to shit-and-piss time, for the first time he felt secure. He had a purpose.

I summoned Jonah with a jolt to his chip and he galloped to the slave door to my office. When I saw him struggle to fit his newly developed upper body through the small opening, I knew Danica was requiring physical fitness for her stable, as I suggested. She sent a note with him that said, “How about those shoulders?”

I had a lot of questions. Jonah had answers. More than that, Jonah had invested in an AI startup so I wasn’t facing typical AI snobbery about specific words or phrases. Or body parts. All it took was one text after he created my account to turn off the filters. When I patted his bald scalp, I felt him shiver. When he was in my stable, even on loan, pleasing me was the only thing he aspired to do. Quaking like he did when I touched him told me how much he was driven to make me happy, however he could. He’d met my red-handled whip, so he had good reason to meet and exceed my demands that day. He had felt the consequences.

Of course, I knew that whip and his ass would interact later that afternoon and when I was done, he’d shiver again but for an entirely different reason. That whip in my left hand was his sustenance. Jonah needed to be fed every day.

Once my web boy finished the content and it was entered into the AI tool, I had a script to take new boys at least part of the way into their never-ending instruction in my rules and requirements. Best of all, it took only one girl to handle new slave Intake. That gave two of my house girls three hours back to tend to their main house duties.

The way the AI tool sounded like my voice was remarkable. My whip would encourage Danica’s boy to make sure that voice was never used by anyone else.

The five remotes in Intake were my lab rats. I made Danica’s tech boy the sixth. If anything went wrong, he’d feel it firsthand and my single-tail and his ass would be intimately reacquainted.

The remotes and Jonah were alone in a small room. They were naked and were shocked by Jonah’s bald head, hairless body and his locked cock cage. Connor couldn’t stop looking at Jonah’s physique and I could tell he was trying to estimate how many hours Jonah spent in the gym perfecting his muscles. Later that afternoon, Connor would know exactly what it took to look that good.

They didn’t talk to each other, most likely out of fear coupled with a heavy dose of humiliation. Slaves are not allowed to have secrets, either from me or from each other, because to me, they are all the same. They’re my property. Their only distinguishing marks are the numbers I have tattooed on their right asscheeks. It’s much easier for me than trying to remember names.

Jonah’s right cheek bore two digits. A lovely 55. That’s what I named him the month I kept him before Danica gave him a name when Destiny was finished. My tattoo was permanently etched on his ass to remind him what he was. A woman’s possession. My possession.

After ten minutes of eyeing each other, the speakers filled the room with the AI voice. Nolan looked around to see where the voice was coming from but didn’t see anyone. He whimpered when he heard its first instruction.

“On your knees,” it said.

Jonah hit the floor in seconds. The new remotes stared at him, looked at each other, shrugged and fell into position. Danica’s boy was one ploy in my leather bag of tricks that saved a lot of time. I trained him and his owner tweaked his behaviors but above all else, he was obedient. Using him meant I didn’t need a girl to reinforce my orders or kick a new boy’s knees out from under him to do to what he was told.

When the five remotes joined Jonah on their knees, the voice gave its next instruction.

“Stretch your arms out. Hands on the floor. Forehead between them.”

In seconds, Jonah was almost flat on his belly. There was another round of gaping at each other before the new boys assumed the proper position. The voice issued its next command.

“Stand,” it said.

Jonah jumped to his feet. The other boys followed, although this time they didn’t look at each other. They saw Jonah’s obedience, then did exactly what he did.

The AI voice repeated the instructions in order at least ten times before my girl said, “Next.” It was the only word she was allowed to say during this AI-rule-training exercise.

“Position,” the voice said.

Jonah knew what to do. He dropped to his knees, reached out with his arms and planted his forehead on the floor. The goal of this part of rules training would force the remotes to associate one word with the proper slave position. It took a dozen tries before they all got it and they’d hear that single word repeated frequently during their two-day stay. In the future, whenever they heard ‘position’ or, for the remotes, saw it in their texts, they’d assume that stance. It didn’t matter where they were or what they were doing, they knew what they had to do. And they would do it. They’d felt the consequences.

For the next three hours, the AI voice took them through the rules they had to obey when they were allowed into my world. By second feeding time, they were worn out physically from repeated practice in how to run across the fields, not walk, where they were told to go; how to be silent unless asked a question; and in what direction to look, specifically not at each other to figure out what a command meant.

Every slave must know what to do even if he’s alone. Like most remotes will be.

After they were fed a nutrient-filled meal that each famished remote gulped down, it was time to learn how their new schedule worked and what time limits really meant.

And what consequences are in my world.


Chapter 17

The Schedule

AFTER SPRINTING DOWN the slaveway to the dorm across the field from the main house, my girl had the five candidates delivered to the dorm’s waiting room. The first thing the remotes heard was a loud buzzer and they saw six men get up from a row of small toilets and head toward the connected open shower room. Not one of the six toilet users bothered to look at the remotes. Whoever they were, they were unimportant. My stable slaves had bigger things on their minds. They were the last six to finish their second daily piss-and-shit session and were eager to get hosed off and return to their work.

They knew what would happen if they didn’t finish on time or get their tasks done correctly. Their asses were much more important to them than a gaggle of hairy men.

For their part, the remotes’ faces told me they were stunned with the other men’s appearance. The first thing they noticed was that they were all bald, just like Jonah was when they saw him after their hoods were removed in Intake. The remotes were even more surprised when they saw that my stable slaves were also hairless from the top of their bald heads to their toes.

Then they saw the toilets.

My stable is allowed to use the tiny toilets three times a day in rotating three-minute shifts. When the buzzer sounds, they head to the shower room to have their asses hosed off and the next six sit and empty themselves. I think three opportunities every day is a fairly generous allotment. Some of my friends give their property only two.

Jack was overseeing toileting that day and pointed at the five remotes and then at the small commodes. The newcomers were shocked that they had to piss and shit together, in plain view of each other and my stable manager, the woman who was ordering them to sit down. I had Jonah sent to my office to tweak some AI settings so they couldn’t look to him for an example.

Remotes have to know what to do all by themselves.

All new boys chafe at their first toileting and these remotes were no exception. But they always adapt, most often within the first 24-48 hours. The alternative, leaking asses or dribbling penises, is an effective teacher. So is the business end of my electric prod.

Keon was bouncing on his toes, a clear sign he was desperate to pee. Liam and Nolan stared at their own feet. Brady’s mouth dropped open when he saw Jack’s finger point at the toilets.

Connor caught my attention. Even though he worked hard to refine his body, his penis was fairly tiny and stuffing it between his thighs to piss into a tiny toilet meant he was going to pee on himself, at least between his legs. He was as close to panicking as I’d seen in a new slave recently.

That space — the small gap between fear and panic — is where I keep new additions to my stable. Once they cross that chasm, they learn to obey without thinking. Without fear. Because they know what is on the other side is their safe place.

That place is Amityworld.

Jack took the prod off her belt and pressed it on Brady’s ass. I think she chose him to be her example because the shaft hanging from his crotch was the longest of the bunch. Brady screeched as much from pain as from surprise. It didn’t matter. The only thing that mattered was that he walked to the first toilet, sat down and emptied his bladder. And everything else.

The prod did exactly what it was intended to do. Brady took the first seat.

The rest of the remotes followed his lead. When the buzzer sounded, Jack pointed to the shower room and tapped the prod against each boy’s crotch. They got the message and ran to the shower room door. All except Brady.

He wasn’t done. Looking at his face, Jack knew what his problem was. It’s the face new boys wear while they’re getting used to the piss-and-shit schedule. He was straining his bowels and passing gas. Finishing in the time limit I give them is what keeps my stable on task and avoids disruptions that I do not tolerate. If Jack has to report an incident to me, she knows I will hold her responsible. This boy was going to get up and run to the shower room no matter what. The alternative frightened her too much.

She drove the prod between Brady’s thighs and held it against his testicles, a location I assumed based on the sound he made. It was loud, halfway between a growl and a shriek. She didn’t let go until he was on his feet. Brady stumbled toward the shower room with tears running down his face and thin brown liquid dribbling down his legs.

Five new remotes were hosed off with a cold spray and ran back to the Intake building. This time, they ran in a much straighter line. I needed only one house girl to handle them.
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The remotes followed the schedule that afternoon with multiple rounds of rule training along with constant repetitions of what they learned that morning. They were given test tasks in their fields with strict time limits to complete them. Then they underwent their first real physical fitness exercises with the AI voice instructing them to do ten pushups, ten jumping jacks, ten squat thrusts and ended with ten minutes of running in place. I had my lead trainer watch so she could finalize their at-home three-times-daily regimens to develop their bodies to please their new owners.

No one wants a scrawny remote, let alone a fat one.

After their third feeding, physical training and last piss-and-shit time, it was time to put them to bed early so I could enjoy dinner and the rest of my night. My evening called for Gage, one of my exclusives, to satisfy me with his ten magic fingers until I was done. Gage’s military career made him well-suited to work at all hours and even throughout the night. That’s what it takes to satisfy me.

There was one chore I had to take care of with the remotes before I could enjoy myself.

Hair.

I keep my slaves hairless. It creates a sense of equality among them by stripping away any leftover egos or drops of narcissism along with their head hair. When men’s hair is shaved off, especially what grows on their heads, they feel doubly naked. It’s often an upsetting experience and sobbing slaves are frequently the result. When I bald them, a big chunk of their identities is removed as well. In my experience, that’s the best way to keep men you own. They understand that they are your possessions and they know who owns them.

That’s why I shave their heads myself.

When Jenna and another of my girls had them strapped onto the new benches that rotated and tilted in every direction, they waxed them from their toes to their necks. Only one, Liam the screamer, had to be gagged. After they were depilated and oiled, I walked into Esthetics. The first thing I say to all new merchandise is a simple sentence.

“I own you.”

They could hardly have been more nervous before I spoke but after they heard that they were merely property to me, they trembled so hard they strained against their bonds just like most new boys do when they get their first glimpse of the woman who selected them, shipped them far from their homes and delivered them into a mind-boggling situation. Establishing ownership takes time for boys to internalize their new reality, which is one reason Intake is so important.

What they went through that day taught them they were owned. Physically.

Physical ownership isn’t even half of what I was going to have over them. Shifting their self-concepts from regarding themselves as men with careers to ones who may do — and think — only what I allow is the much bigger aspect of ownership. My ownership.

I had that night and one more day to make it clear to each of them. It started with the electric razor in my hand.

The way I take the psychological ownership of one male slave is directly between him and me. He is kept alone and every step of his Intake is regulated. By the time he meets me in person, after he’s learned and obeys my rules and is physically reduced to a naked mass of hairless flesh, he is usually shattered mentally. That’s when I fill him with the correct mindset that makes him a useful piece of my stable.

When there are five like there were in this batch, men who will be shipped to their homes under the ownership of the women who contracted to buy them, I use different methods. Yes, their thinking processes had already been altered — especially how they thought of themselves — but groups tend to play off each other. If one resists and others see him do it, the whole group’s Intake process is interrupted. That’s something I will not allow.

It's simple. Fix the noisiest one first. Make the others watch. That fixes them all.

In this case, it wasn’t Brady who resisted like he did on the toilet. Jack took care of what was left of Brady’s defiance with her prod. I suspected it would be Connor, the prissy insurance adjuster from Pittsburgh, but when I watched him throw himself completely into the physical fitness training, I knew it wasn’t going to be him. Liam and Nolan were noisy but screamers rarely rebel. Most often, they’re pain sluts and a session in my punishment building is all it takes to straighten them out. Screamers are usually the first to submit.

That left Keon, the lawyer whose hard drives held gigabytes of videos that told Kiera, first, then me, everything we needed to know about him. With a mere 5-inch cock that grew to only 6-inches when hard, he had to harbor some resentment toward the powerful women he fantasized about submitting to in his marathon porn-watching sessions. The evenings that culminated in mediocre ejaculations. Kiera watched him masturbate a few nights before she took control of his keyboard and sent me a clip that included her hilarious laughter when Keon gave himself what would turn out to be its last orgasm. Keon was a three-stroke-and-done type.

In matters of ownership, I’m routinely right. I was this time, too.

Keon’s head was going to be the first to be shaved. The others would watch and listen to what I predicted would be loud protestations, all of which would get him nothing. That’s what I wanted the others to see, how useless it is to even think about defying what I had in store for them today. And for the rest of their lives.

I nodded at the house girl and she tilted all the benches so the others could see the main event.

Humiliated men are the easiest to break and eventually own. I estimated no more than ten minutes before Keon begged me to shave his head.

I grabbed his little shaft and had the AI play in a voice that was programmed to be a derisive tone.

“What a small penis! It’s much tinier than the others. It’s so little, it’s hard to grab. It’s hard to imagine that penis belongs to a full-grown man.”

Keon whimpered while the others stared open-mouthed at my fist full of his little shaft.

The voice continued. “Women must laugh when they see it. Do you hide it when you’re in the gym? It’s a miniature compared to the rest. No wonder you jerk off to porn videos at night. That penis can’t possibly satisfy anything except your own hand.”

Keon was in tears from the AI’s haranguing his negligible organ that I swatted away with a look of disgust. He didn’t defend his penis; I left him nothing to defend it with.

One more step and he’d beg.

“Penises get longer when male hormones don’t have to grow hair on their heads. It can grow almost an inch. When body hair is removed, it’s more than that.”

Penis length is the basic aspect of men’s pride. Getting more of it is what drives them to do anything to get a longer cock. Or they lie.

Keon looked at me and then at the razor in my hand. “Shave it off! All of it! Please shave my head!”

Eight minutes, well within my estimate.

I flipped the bench over so he could watch tufts of his hair fall on the floor. My first stroke was right down the middle and huge clumps wafted to the white tile. Keon sobbed when he saw it but kept pleading to make his whole head bald. He was pathetic, but his begging made a lasting impression on the other remotes.

Like I said, fix one and make the others watch. It fixes them all.

Before the second stroke, I heard a chorus of pleading from the others. They were all the same.

“Shave my head!”

“Get rid of my hair next!”

“Please, please do me!”

It was all I could do not to laugh. Jenna giggled. Her little breasts barely moved at all.

The AI voice said, “There are other factors that foster penis growth in adult males. They include strenuous exercise, a nutritious diet and a strict schedule. Research shows that virgin anuses are impediments to penis growth.”

Jonah just earned an additional half hour with my red-handled single-tail. He’d sing his song for me every time my whip met his ass.

Before I left, I said two words to them. "Good boys."

They smiled.


Assignments


Chapter 18

Working

THE REMOTES FELL asleep as soon as they were put to bed, just as I expected after the day they had. After being uncrated in the garage, sent through Medical, Intake, waxing, physical fitness, feeding, piss-and-shit sessions and culminating in shaving their heads, they were exhausted. Not one complained about having to sleep on small cots or in the same room.

Morning comes early to my estate and everyone allowed to live on it. The stable dorm has no windows so morning is, as far as my property is concerned, whenever I tell them their day starts. They don’t need to know the time or day of the week. Their only focus is the schedule, the tasks on their work stations and finishing their assignments accurately when time is up. I don’t tolerate unplanned schedule changes unless I’m the one making them.

The temporary remotes needed to learn that lesson, that their lives were no longer in their control. When their new owners send a task, it doesn’t matter what time it is, much less what day. Their new mission is to respond immediately to their owner’s demand. That’s what their first night in Amityworld would teach them.

I let them sleep for two hours while I enjoyed dinner before I had Jack wake them the way she does the main stable with a loud buzzer and bright overhead lights. She rousted them out of bed and said, “Position!” Very loudly.

Their faces were hilarious.

When Liam open his mouth to protest, Jack shoved a gag in it. Five weary men dropped to the floor.

The AI voice on the speaker started their fitness routine and I watched five bleary-eyed men do pushups, jumping jacks, squat thrusts and ten minutes of running in place. While they ran, the voice announced what their tasks were that day. And how much time they had to complete them.

They ran down the slaveway in a fairly straight line to the dorm to perform their piss-and-shit session before trotting in a line to the training building to start working. Each was given a task issued by their new owners that my web boy posted on the internal network. None of my property has Internet access, except on rare occasions, like when My Cop has to get certain information for developing situations. Even that need is decreasing. When he’s here, he says he wants to be all here.

That’s one small reason he’s My Cop. There are many more.

The remotes were given instructions and knew what to do. Food and sleep, they were learning, were secondary to completing their assignments. What they didn’t yet know was the price they’d pay for failure. I expected at least one would find out what that cost was. Whichever it was, he’d find out in an hour and the others would learn by watching. One hour was their time limit.

They were all probably desperate for coffee. They got none. That’s how it works with remote slaves. Finishing their tasks doesn’t just come first. It precedes everything.

After reading the screens of instructions, five naked, bald men focused on the monitors. Their fingers were on the keyboards, ones that I controlled.

Nolan was given a sketch to turn into an ecommerce web page with two new hand-held whips his owner just put on sale.

Brady’s buyer wanted a design for flowering greenery on both sides of her inherited mansion’s front doors.

Liam had to develop a one-page marketing brochure for prospective clients to schedule time with his new owner, a professional Domme.

Connor’s package included photos of a Domme’s punishment room and he was told to develop an insurance policy with medical and negligence riders.

Keon’s buyer demanded an appendix to her slave contract that handled the transfer of a slave’s assets and property to her company.

They had an hour. I thought that was plenty of time.

For the rest of my world, it was late. Gage was on his knees at my bedside when I shut off the monitor and told him to remind me to turn it on again in an hour. His fingers worked their magic for 59 minutes and I wasn’t done when he stopped. But running an estate like mine and with five remotes working nonstop across the field in the training building, I have to tend to business even at inconvenient times. Like this one.

My personal attorney agreed to review their results even if it was the middle of the night. I think Caitlin enjoys working for me a little too much, but she is as effective as she is enthusiastic about the work I give her. Like being the auctioneer when I hosted my network’s weekend slave sale a few months ago. She was a natural.

She showed up on my monitor that night in a split screen with a view of the remotes and after a few pleasantries, gave her assessment of their work. Caitlin is terse and to the point. Like My Cop, she doesn’t use three words when two will do.

“The web page works but could use a second call-to-action. The front garden needs more annuals. The cover sheet is adequate but the link should be customized. The insurance policy is standard and has one good new restriction.”

That took care of four. I had a feeling the fifth was going to be different. My inner voice is usually right about things like that.

“That appendix is missing two big clauses.”

Caitlin knew I didn’t care what those clauses were. What mattered was she thought they were very important and Keon omitted them. When this exercise was repeated in a few hours, Keon was going to have trouble sitting on his bench at the computer.

I thanked Caitlin and told her to get some sleep. She laughed, sipped a glass of wine and said, “I doubt sleep is on my agenda tonight. This is much more fun.”

I jolted Nova, my personal female who is on call 24/7, and told her to invite Caitlin to an upcoming rehab session where two friends were sending four of their difficult slaves to me to have their behavior modified. They agreed that I could use any means I saw fit, which is a requirement for any repair session I decide to do. That’s an example of what a good lawyer makes sure is in your contracts.

Keon’s biggest mistake wasn’t the omissions from the appendix. It was interrupting my evening with Gage’s magic fingers.

I sent Gage back to his cell in the attic after he dressed me. On his way to the stairs, I told him to tell Aussie I was going to the punishment building to take care of an issue with a new boy. When My Cop has to work in his real life, he trained Aussie to be my protection. My pet dog is always ready to take over. The last — the only — slave that ever dared to backtalk me is still undergoing physical therapy. Aussie pulled a muscle from throwing the miscreant across the room. Emma was delighted to treat my dog. I believe an enema was involved. A cold one.

Aussie’s treats are the pulses I send into his penis via the sound attached to his cock cage. He barks when I turn it on. Aussie is a good dog.

Jenna was assigned to drive the golf cart to the punishment building and Aussie ran on his two hind legs behind us. It’s good exercise for him to run vertically from time to time. When I arrived, Keon was strapped on a bench, his ass high. The other four remotes were in position behind where I was going to stand to deliver the correction that Keon earned. Aussie was at attention on all fours to my right.

Punishment works best on new slaves when they admit to their error and then feel the consequences so they never to do a sloppy job again. Having an audience watch, especially untrained slaves, what is likely in their futures is a tried-and-true way to show them why doing their work quickly and accurately is the only acceptable result. And their best option.

Keep them in fear of outcomes. That’s how men perform the way they should. The way I demand.

The single-tail in my left hand is the best teacher.

“Your work was below par.” Aussie woofed his agreement.

Keon’s ass nodded. He knew that his contract didn’t meet my standards. It wasn’t good enough. Not for my criteria. Not for me.

“Two critical clauses were missing,” I said. Aussie snarled.

Keon’s ass bobbed up and down but I wasn’t satisfied that motion was connecting to his brain. One mistake is all a potential remote gets before I have him dropped off on a rural road facing a two-mile trek to a pay phone.

“You will never overlook important clauses again.” Aussie barked.

I was tired of seeing his ass bobble so I let my whip speak for me. The red handle felt perfect in my fist. Because this was the first time his ass would feel a whip’s kiss, I cracked it inches above his head and watched him tremble from his bald scalp to his toes. I felt the fear in the remotes behind me. They knew what was coming next.

The only thing Keon could do was shiver. That’s how I want my slaves. They don’t need to know what I will do next. Some try to predict but they’re always wrong.

The first swing caught his right asscheek and left a lovely red stripe. He screeched; the others gasped. Taking a virgin ass is one of life’s little pleasures. I swung again.

Keon shrieked. The boys behind me groaned in sympathy but more from their silent delight it wasn’t their ass on the bench. They learned a lesson about their new lives. The task your owner gives you is the most important thing you have to do. You do it quickly and accurately. Nothing less. Failure carries consequences. Painful ones.

A few strokes later, Keon was in full slave hysteria, a temporary condition many new acquisitions experience. That state, well beyond panic, is good for them. It teaches them that my rules are the only thing that matters.

Keon was past being able to scream. All he could manage were a few grunts interspersed with gasps for air. I know when a boy has reached his limit and I rarely whip them into unconsciousness. The ass at the business end of my whip had taken all it could, so I threw it over the kneeling boys’ upraised backsides and said, “Obey my rules. Or face the consequences.”

Aussie barked louder this time. Like I said, he’s a good dog.

Their asses bobbed up and down hard and fast. They took my warning to heart, vowing that my whip would never be used on them.

Their jiggling asscheeks told me a lot more. They just submitted to my ownership, perhaps out of fear, but submission is my goal.

They’d been in Amityworld less than 24 hours and I owned them.

I had Emma tend to Keon’s striped asscheeks and Jenna drove me back to the main house with Aussie never more than two steps behind. The stars shined brightly as we crossed the big field. There had to be at least a few hours before the sun rose.

I jolted Gage who was waiting for me outside my suite when I stepped off the elevator. I had use for his magic fingers. All ten of them.


Chapter 19

Shattering

AFTER I GAVE them two more hours of sleep, I had Jack arouse the five remotes for their next test to see if they could meet my standards before I would certify them as ready to be handed off to their new owners. It was a simple process. Jack turned on all the lights and the almost-deafening buzzer until they were on their feet, ready for the next round of calisthenics. This time, the AI voice upped their reps to 12 for each exercise. That would increase every other day when they were shipped home. In three weeks, each remote would be in good enough shape to finish those sessions and avoid the shocks I would sent to their temporary cock cages when they didn’t.

They were definitely groggy. Not knowing what time or even what day it is can be unsettling to new slaves. They’d get used to it because details like time aren’t important when an owner gives her remote a job to do. The only thing that matters is that he stops what he is doing and laser focuses on her task.

There is only one acceptable outcome. Fast and accurate work.

By this point in a regular slave’s Intake process, he will either accept the role I give him or he will squawk like a chicken with its head cut off. That’s not the body part I take from disobedient slaves and the sooner they know it, the faster they submit. Once remotes accept their subservience to me, it’s much easier to transfer them to their new owners.

That’s what the shelf of glass jars is for.

From time to time, a piece of my property needs a stricter and longer-lasting lesson than he gets from my single-tail on his ass. It’s a good way to underline to my property that I do not threaten. I follow through.

Each jar is labelled with the number of the slave who used to own that testicle. Only four are the lifelong home of penises, three of which used to belong to my eunuchs. One is from the bastard who hurt my friend years ago when, trying to salvage his own political career, he outed her with malicious stories. I believe what he did led to her untimely death. When I saw him for sale in Sweden, I bought him on the spot. I kept him for two years and made his life hell every day until I got an offer from a mysterious Asian buyer with a penchant to have his own gelding. My only restriction on the sale was that I never wanted to hear from or about the bastard again.

His penis and balls fill the fourth jar.

I made sure the new remotes saw those jars before they started their run across the field to the training building. No one had to tell them what they were. They saw each one clearly.

When they sat in front of training computers this time to tackle new tasks, their asses were filled with custom plugs. Emma had their inserts fitted during her initial medical exams and she was ecstatic to put them in place. She wore silver lamé for the occasion.

I watched from the wings. I’ve seen many first plug insertions and they’re enjoyable but asses don’t hold much interest for me. I prefer to see their faces and hear their grunts. It’s an amusing interlude from the business of running my estate.

With Jenna at her side learning the technique, Nova strapped the remotes on benches with their legs spread and hips raised. Their hands gripped handles and their wrists were locked to bolts so they couldn’t move and possibly hurt themselves when they wrenched from Emma’s carefully honed insertion technique. Many new boys react intensely the first time a plug is driven into them. Some spasm. Others try to kick. Once in a while, I get a humper.

Humpers wind up numbered with the rest of the ass boys. They’re very profitable rentals.

When they were strapped down and Emma’s gloved fingers coated their rectums with lube, the AI voice issued instructions.

“Plugs produce faster work. Put your plug in your ass when you are given an assignment. Keep your ass lubricated so you are ready to complete your owner’s orders. There are no exceptions. There are consequences.”

I’m sure they were all thinking about the glass jars they saw before they ran to the training building. They would either obey that rule or one of their testicles would be added to the display. Men work harder when their options are clearly defined.

“Do you understand?”

Five asses bobbed up and down. I nodded at Emma to start. Her smirk told me she was champing at the bit.

The first ass in line belonged to Nolan. I made him first because he was the second boy Kiera broke. By the time she finished with Liam, her first, she gained confidence and improved her technique. Nolan’s face would show me the result. I wanted to see just how compliant he was. How he responded would tell me a lot about Kiera’s evaluation skills.

Emma held the plug’s tip between his cheeks and pressed it in only a few inches before pulling it out and looking in my direction. She wanted to be sure I saw Nolan’s face before the insert disappeared into his rectum. Emma is a fine doctor and an even better female slave.

I nodded and Emma drove the plug in so only the hilt stuck out. For new boys, there are two holes in the base to tie strips that attach to belly belts to keep the plugs in tight. Men who aren’t used to being plugged tend to work the inserts out — sometimes unconsciously — and the belts make sure that doesn’t happen.

It can take a few weeks before a slave learns how to clamp his asscheeks around a plug. My slave trainer assigns new slaves creative exercises to develop those muscles. The remotes would start ass-tightening practice an hour after Rick’s truck picked them up in the transport garage. Why waste their travel time when AI recordings can tell them what to do through earbuds?

There’s no downtime for slaves. They should be working every hour of every day.

Nolan gasped. The other remotes who were facing forward had no idea what made Nolan react like that but down deep, I’m sure they could guess. By now, being locked on benches with lubricated asses meant only one thing. Unless a slave was stupid. And my research team knows how I feel about stupid slaves.

Stupid slaves have no place in my world.

While Nova showed Jenna how to belt Nolan, Emma tended to the next ass and stepped between Keon’s spread legs. Keon spent much of his adult life searching for a powerful woman to make him do degrading things and debase him. If that woman made Keon perform in front of other women, even better. When a man like that meets a woman like Emma, his dreams take on a very real meaning. Especially when that woman has a custom-fitted plug in her hand.

She looked in my direction for my nod that said, “Go ahead.”

Keon’s ass was still striped from my single-tail and his whimpering started before she got the plug in even an inch. Reality is quite different from the porn videos Keon masturbated to in bed. The sound he made was between a grunt and a growl as Emma pressed it deeper inside. Something like, “Uh … uh … god … uh” escaped his lips.

The smile on Emma’s face was priceless.

While Nova watched Jenna belting him, Emma held Liam’s plug against his anus. She cocked her head to the side for a peek at his 7-inch dangling cock before inserting him. She gave him no warning and plunged it in matter-of-factly. Apparently Liam’s didn’t hold much interest for Emma. Just another male ass.

That left Brady because I was sure Emma wanted to do Connor last. There’s something about prissy boys that captures Emma’s interest so she saves them for the big finale. Brady had the longest penis of the bunch, one Emma measured repeatedly during his Intake physical. She has a habit of calling out penis length after she subtracts an inch or so.

Like I said, seeing their faces tells me more about their submission than almost anything else. Brady’s face was comical.

During the medical exam, Brady wanted to correct Emma’s measurement. Badly. But he knew what happened to talkative slaves and he was desperate for that not to be his fate. Brady gritted his teeth and accepted the insult about his cock, one Emma commented was “Smaller than expected.”

I’m sure he was frowning under the black hood.

Emma toyed with the plug and Brady’s ass. In an inch, then out. She must have done it four or five times before she drove it all the way in. Brady was going to need a gag when the remotes were put on the anal stretchers so he didn’t grind his teeth into little nubs. Dental work for slaves is expensive.

It was Connor’s turn, the last empty ass in the line. Kiera was sure he had a brand-new ass and she knows how much I enjoy deflowering virgin asses. They’re challenging to predict exactly how they’ll react when the first real-feeling cock fills them. Connor was proud of his body — it was nowhere near the level I keep my slaves in — so erasing his pride was one of my goals.

I can tell the moment a man’s pride is fully demolished. I see it all over his face. Some cry, a few moan but the most common reaction is to drop their full body weight on the bench. All their urge to fight is destroyed. Resistance disappears. That’s when I take full possession.

Destroying a male empties him. I refill him with my ownership.

When Emma shoved the plug in with a single grand flourish, Connor’s mouth opened wide. So did his eyes. He made no noise, not even typical slave grunts or groans. Instead, every muscle in his body tensed and strained against the straps locking him to the bench. A few seconds later, he expelled two lungs full of air and slumped onto the training bench. Not some of him. All of him. His body and his thoughts.

Connor was broken. One hundred percent of him was mine. Or whomever I sold him to.

When I was done, the other four would share that mindset. And five new remotes could be handed off to their new owners.


Chapter 20

Stretching

JUST LIKE PAIN, plugging slaves, even remotes, has a purpose. It’s not simply to denigrate them and teach them that I have the power to put plugs in their asses, although that kind of degradation is part of how I break slaves. The goal of plugging slaves is bigger than that.

My friends want to buy merchandise they can rent. They have clients all over the country, men who travel on business and for pleasure. If a client visits a city where you own a remote, then entertaining that client is an excellent source of rental income. With a few tricks to maintain confidentiality, it’s a lucrative side business.

It fits my rules. It’s cheap, easy and convenient.

My  research team had no trouble matching the buyers’ client locations with cities where remotes lived and easily mapped clients’ trips with airports and highways. There were several intersections that meant remotes could be offered to clients when they were away from home.

All I had to do was train the remotes how to serve them. That’s why slaves’ second talents are so valuable.

A two-day stay in my world would hardly produce top-quality rentals, but instilling the basics doesn’t take that long. The most frequently-requested rental category is for a boy’s ass to ream and training remotes to do that doesn’t require a lot of practice. If a new owner was lucky, her remote might turn out to be a singer or a dancer, although dancers are rarer. Singers are easier to produce.

Once they are used to wearing plugs and spending time on the stretching machines, the five remotes could take a wide range of penis sizes and shapes. The fact that they’d groan or growl while the client used them was actually a selling point. Some clients are older and can get hard only once a night. Sticking their penises into tight asses keeps them hard longer and delivers a more than satisfying experience. One they’ll pay for each time their travel took them to those areas.

You just don’t want any anal tearing. That makes a boy useless and most Dommes I know will drop them like, well, damaged goods. That’s why I insist new owners have lube delivered monthly. More if they’re rented frequently. My website offers that subscription service on the home page.

The second audition test, the one where they had to solve a second situation typical to what their owners might assign, was really just busywork to make sure they were sitting while plugged. I had Caitlin review their work again and this time, I didn’t need to whip any asses for egregious errors. They were learning to be fast and accurate the first time. It’s the outcome I anticipated after the whipping session. Watching can engender as much fear as my whip’s kiss does to an actual ass.

I had breakfast on the terrace while they toiled at their assignments. Gage’s magic fingers, lips and tongue massaged my toes and feet while I stuffed raspberries between his lips each time he came up for air. When Nova signaled the remotes were done, I had them run around the small field so I could see their bodies in motion.

They were definitely not elks. Not yet.

With her breasts and layers of fat bobbing, Nova ran them back into the building and deposited them in front of the stretching machines. I used to use the mechanical machines to make my stable’s asses more pliable so they could take bigger cocks, but since my west-coast developers came up with wearable stretchers that I can control by Bluetooth, I don’t use them as often. Except when I have a short-term delivery with tight asses. Like these five.

They were locked on benches when I arrived with their asses lined up with the one-armed machines. Lube injectors were sticking out of their asses so I knew they were ready. Emma had their inserts in a medical waste bag, ready for sterilizing. She nodded to tell me there were no problems.

Emma thrives with any appreciation I show her. This time, I pulled down her silver lame top and pinched her nipples. Her breasts are developing nicely and she’s proud of them. When I squeeze them, she coos at the pain.

I had Jenna remove the lube injectors and stood in front of the line to reinforce their acceptance of who owned them. It wasn’t the AI voice this time. It was mine.

“I own you,” I said.

Their asses bobbed up and down as much as the straps allowed.

“Who owns you?” I asked. There is only one answer to that question and the five new remotes sang in unison.

“Ms. Amity owns me.”

“From your bald heads to your toes, I own you. Who owns you?”

They replied louder this time. “MS. AMITY OWNS ME!”

Just two words. "Good boys."

They all smiled.

I pointed at Jack to start the stretching machines and sat in the chair Jenna dragged next to me. I had her kneel on my left so I could pinch her nipples to remind her how small-breasted she was. Aussie was on my right. But as much as I like to watch virgin asses being stretched, there was a reason I sat where they could see me.

It was time for them to learn another of my rules. There are no erections unless I order one. Chastity isn’t merely a policy among my possessions. It’s their way of life. Of course, owners can’t control erections when men live all over the country, so my cock cages are the tools they use when they buy remotes I trained. My developers went through several models before I was satisfied. The guinea pigs were from Control’s erection-on-demand study so I could watch every beta test and hear them bellow like bulls.

The result was a plastic device that didn’t set off metal detectors and included a pee hole I controlled, along with a telescoping sound and temperature regulators. Everything those devices did could be managed by a small box that could be programmed individually or, if you owned several, as a group. They’re truly a marvel of engineering excellence and extensive testing.

There are two keys to the cages. I keep one in my desk drawer. The other is always attached to my belt.

While the stretchers worked on their asses, I kept an eye on the monitors to see if any plugs were meeting resistance. After 30 minutes of unimpeded thrusts, I turned the dial to widen and lengthen the devices. That created a new round of groaning, especially from Keon, whose asscheeks would wear my stripes for a few more days. Brady, Nolan and Liam didn’t complain much anymore and that would end completely after their first day-long sphincter practice sessions when I shipped them home.

It was Conner whose readouts were the most interesting. It showed clear pressure changes, an infrequent result when used on a new ass. It comes from only one source.

Connor was humping the mechanical plug in his ass.

His face confirmed it. Each time the plug drove deeper inside, Connor set his jaw and flicked his hips the few inches the straps allowed. When drool fell from the corners of his mouth, I knew what Kiera suspected was true. Connor was a true ass boy.

If he could learn to sing, I could charge his new owner a higher fee for the additional talent. He was in a perfect place to be trained to do just that.

I lifted his chin with my boot so his eyes met mine.

“Big?” I said.

Connor nodded against my boot but nods aren’t a song.

“How big?” I asked.

“VERY big,” he rasped.

He was close to singing but had a ways to go before the insurance executive would break into the song I wanted to hear.

“HOW big?”

Connor took a deep breath and growled, “Really big. Enormous. Hard as a rock. Big and thick!”

He was one note short of singing an ass-boy song. Even though he sounded believable, he had to add a big dose of passion into his words. Clients adore impassioned compliments to their ordinary penises and will pay more if the ass boy praises their technique. For some reason, men want to hear how well they fuck, even if they’re reaming another man’s ass. They believe their penises deserve odes of praise. They will pay handsomely to hear them sing.

I pressed a button on Connor’s stretcher to drive it in deeper, then turned the dial to send it a little left and right on each stroke. He responded like most ass virgins do. Connor was electrified, especially his hips.

Kiera didn’t misjudge him. She underestimated him.

While the machine did its work, I rested my finger on the button and when he tried to raise his shoulders to drive his hips deeper, I pressed it.

He bellowed like a bull fucking a cow in heat. Mint oil will do that.

“HOW big?” I said directly into his face.

“Oh god, so big! It’s HUGE! I can feel it in my throat. It’s so stiff! So HARD! Please, PLEASE make it harder!”

The video of Connor’s virgin stretching session raised his price a little higher and I knew his new owner would be delighted to pay it. With his Pittsburgh location, he was near a major airport and highways so renting him every weekend would be easy.

Not to mention weekday business trips.


Chapter 21

Cock Cages

TWO HOURS OF machine stretching taught the remotes how to maintain supple anuses after they were shipped home. It was the beginning of preparing them to be rented to clients by their new owners. It also corroborated Kiera’s initial evaluation of Connor as a rentable ass boy and confirmed what I suspected about the others.

I had two pain sluts, one of which was also a mouth boy; an electric reactor; and one who wanted to be debased every minute of every day. If their new owners ever took them in full time, they had second — and a few third — rentable talents. I don’t always get this much ability with groups of men I put through a two-day introduction to life in my world.

Kiera did a fine job.

Before they were loaded onto Rick’s delivery trucks, I expected to find at least one more talent in each of them. Discovering two would be the whipped cream on my blueberry cobbler.

One advantage of my new benches is that they tilt and rotate 360-degrees. With the stretchers still reaming their asses and their legs spread, I flipped them on their backs. It was time for me to take final ownership while their asses were being expanded.

That position made it easy to have a girl show Jenna how to stuff their organs into cock cages. She’d learn up close and very personally. When she was done, I sent the girls back to their duties. The next part was all mine.

I’m the only one who locks slaves’ cages. It’s the final step of total ownership.

I had the AI voice tell them my rules. “From now on, you must earn an erection. Points are awarded if you work fast and accurately. Listen carefully.”

Men respond best when they are held in a tight grip. My grip. These five will forego their wasteful pastimes to earn points on my scale. They will record their work dutifully on the protected website I require them to use so their owners can have minute-by-minute real-time reports of their behavior. The carrot is the erection they think they will be granted when they amass enough points.

But men who assume what I am going to do are always wrong. After a while, their goal — to be allowed to erect — will fade away and these five, like all the others, will focus on earning more points, even if there is no reward. It's simple behavior modification. Like rats in a maze running madly to make a bell ring, even after the cheese is removed.

On their backs with their legs spread, strapped to solid wood benches with the anal expanders at work, they tried to memorize the scoring system.

“One point per morning, afternoon and nighttime fitness routines and piss-and-shit sessions. Two points for each task that meets your owner’s approval. Three points for each daily three-mile run. Repeat after me. Fitness, piss-and-shit, tasks, run.”

Except for Brady, four repeated the list. It was likely his sobbing was preventing him from following the instructions. My electric prod kissed his testicles each time he failed to repeat the list. My prod’s jolt is an efficient teacher so by the fourth tap, he recited the list. It was a far better choice than having one of his organs wind up in a glass jar.

The voice had them repeat the list several times until I was satisfied they memorized it. What it didn’t tell them was how many points they had to earn to be given an erection. Nor did it mention ejaculation. They’d find out soon enough that wasn’t included.

Each time I clicked a cage closed to lock it, I told each remote the same thing and asked the same question.

“I own you. What are you?”

The answer each yelled out at the top of his lungs was identical.

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!”

I sent them to the small field to do their fitness routines under the supervision of my scariest physical trainer. Jack supervised them, occasionally convincing them they could do more than ten repetitions with the prod in her right hand. It was set on medium.

I watched from the terrace while I sipped coffee and noshed on blueberry muffins with Gage’s ten fingers working their magic all the way to my knees.
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I felt it start in my toes and float toward my thighs like a swollen river after a big storm. Gage sensed it and threw himself into giving me an even better orgasm. I heard the remotes counting when my trainer slave barked out reps. Barely. My attention was fully focused on my need. Nothing interferes with my pleasure.

Except one thing.

It’s not something I can describe in words. It’s a feeling, a sensation that never fails. My inner voice isn’t just talking to me. It’s shouting.

A limo just pulled into the transport garage. It wasn’t a scheduled delivery and there is only one visitor who is allowed through the front gates without an appointment. Not one of my house girls or the guard at the gate would ever challenge his arrival.

My Cop was here without sending a message first. In the next few minutes, he was either going to be on his knees begging to serve me or there was a problem.

I knew which it was. My inner voice told me.

I pushed Gage away and ignored the muffins and coffee. I jolted Zayn and Juke who were kneeling at my suite’s foyer door when I arrived a few minutes later. Aussie was in full protection mode, baring his teeth and ready to attack any threat.

Inside, My Cop was on his knees with his arms stretched in front of him and his forehead on the floor. Whatever brought him here had to be serious because what he hungers for — the food that kept him alive when he was taken prisoner and tortured — is at the end of my single-tail. The one with the red handle.

He wasn’t pleading for that. With his high-level law enforcement position along with his covert work, whatever it was, only he could share it.

I sat in the upholstered chair and beckoned him with my finger.

“Tell me,” I said.


Endings


Chapter 22

My Cop

“THERE’S BEEN AN incident,” he said. “I think I have it under control.”

He thinks? THINKS? My Cop doesn’t think he has something under control. He knows. Or it’s not under control. I gripped the arms of the chair and wrapped my feet around his hips to pull him closer between my legs. Every muscle in his body was tense. I reached under his belly to trace the big A branded on the bottom of his ball sac.

He didn’t need more encouragement than that.

“Your friends have been injured.”

Oh, god. Not again. Three years ago, Nell called from Houston to tell me about the Slave Circus Mistress being attacked by four invitees to one of her salons. Our all-network call decided that I would rehabilitate the four bastards who hurt her. My Cop, along with a client who is a judge, had them arrested on outstanding warrants and offered them a choice. Two weeks of rehab or a stint in federal prison.

Guess which one they chose?

I invited a few trusted friends to help with their punishment. But their last day was spent with me. And my single-tail. The one with the black handle. Three never misbehaved again, especially after I had chips implanted in their perineums and showed them what they could do. The fourth one backslid and I fixed him forever at the Memphis auction.

I didn’t want to go through that again but I would if someone dared hurt one of my friends.

All that flashed through my mind in seconds. I heard My Cop groan. He was between my legs and desperate for me to feed him but something more important had to be taken care of first. He had to tell me the details. What, when, where and the big one. Who.

It was killing him to tell me bad news. But it was more important that he did.

That’s when it hit me. He didn’t say one of my friends. He said, friends. Plural. My inner voice was shrieking and my legs gripped him tighter.

“Tell me,” I said. The level of tension in the few inches between us was growing by the second.

He took a deep breath and said, “They were in the airport, leaving for Europe. There was a gunman.”

I think I sucked all the air in the room but my legs never let go.

“Early reports indicated five shots. I’ve confirmed there were four. Two women were hit, so was a TSA worker but his injury is superficial.”

Two women. Two of my friends. I felt like I couldn’t breathe.

“Security took down the shooter. He will never hold a gun again.”

That meant only one thing. They took him out. In My Cop’s lingo, taking someone out means one thing. I felt my head nod.

But there was more.

“I’m so sorry, Ms. Amity, I never wanted to have to tell you something like this. Oh god, I’m so damned sorry.”

Time was standing still. There was nothing, no one else in the world except My Cop and what he was going to say next. I didn’t want to hear it. I wanted him to get back in the limo and pretend this never happened, that he wasn’t between my legs and I wasn’t desperate to hear his next sentence.

But this was real. He had to tell me the rest and I had to hear it.

“Only one survived.”

I grabbed his head and held on for dear life. My face was pressed against his light brown hair and I knew even more strongly that letting him keep his head hair was the right decision.

Dommes like me don’t cry. Except that’s what I was doing.

“I’m so sorry. Ms. Brielle is in the hospital. Ms. Madison… “

He didn’t have to finish that sentence. I knew.
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Twenty minutes and most of a box of tissues later, I convened our all-network call. The big monitor in my office showed a checkerboard of women and two men who were apprehensive about an unexpected text telling them to join the call, especially a text whose first word was ‘urgent.’

I looked at my monitor. Every face was grim. I wasn’t going to be able to change how they felt with anything I had to say. For the first time I could remember, I didn’t know what to say.

My Cop was masked and on his knees next to my right hand. He was going to have to supply details for what I expected to be dozens of questions.

My friends — Brielle’s and Madison’s friends — were antsy for me to start.

“I don’t have good news,” I said. If it was possible, they looked even grimmer. “Brielle and Madison…” I almost choked on her name, “were at the airport and there was a…” I had no words. Nothing was coming out of my mouth.

I heard a reassuring word.

“It’s OK, Amity,” the Training Farm Mistress said. “It’s OK. Take your time.”

My Cop took my hand and asked, “May I?”

It was all I could do to nod. They heard his voice from coast to coast and across an ocean.

“Ms. Amity asked me to tell you there was a gunman at the airport. Four shots were fired. Ms. Brielle is in the hospital in surgery. Ms. Madison did not survive.”

When he said that, I wasn’t the only one on the call whose hands were filled with tissues. After the shock sunk in, the questions started.

“Did she suffer?” Nell wanted to know. My Cop shook his head side-to-side. “At least for that,” Nell said and wiped her eyes.

“Is the bastard in custody?” the Training Farm Mistress demanded. My Cop nodded and then said, “He will never hurt anyone again.”

Heads bobbed up and down. Justice takes many forms.

I was worried about Kiera’s reaction. She was almost fully recovered from two scoundrels who tried to attack her a year ago and this kind of tragedy could set her back.

“Kiera,” I said, “are you OK?”

“Ms. Amity, I didn’t know Madison like everyone else on the call. I bought a slave from her at your auction. She was a lovely lady and I’m glad I got to know her, even just a little.”

A voice boomed over the speakers. “Why the HELL didn’t they have bodyguards?” Big Mike was outraged. It didn’t matter if what he said made any sense. He had to vent his anger.

My Cop nodded and said, “Ms. Amity has her dog if I can’t be with her. If any of you wants protection, Ms. Annalise and Ms. Maeve sell very good guard dogs at the Femdom Pet Shoppe. That’s where Ms. Amity got Aussie.”

Maeve was too worked up to speak, so her partner, Annalise, spoke for both of them.

“We have several for sale,” she said. “Please remember that Ms. Amity’s Aussie was well-schooled before we gave him to her and her exclusive trained him after that.”

The Memphis Dommes went next. “How is Brielle? What’s the prognosis? Will she be OK?”

My information was an hour old. My Cop’s was much newer.

“Ms. Brielle took one in the shoulder and was hit by shrapnel when the third bullet split the counter. Her surgeons report that the shoulder wound is treatable but the shrapnel hit her leg. Very close to an artery. She lost a lot of blood. She should be moved to ICU in two-to-three hours.”

“I’m going to donate blood,” I said. “So is every piece of property I own.”

The heads on the monitor agreed it was the right thing to do. It was the only thing we could even think of doing.

“Goddamned guns in the hands of criminals…” Rick didn’t have to finish his sentence. He was preaching to the choir.

Maeve collected herself enough to ask, “What can we do to help? Madison has a big estate and a sizeable stable. Surely we can do something.” She paused to correct herself. “…had a sizeable…”

My Cop held my hand tighter when I said, “I’m sending my lawyer to meet with hers…to meet with Madison’s attorney. She has an up-to-date will and has provided for her property. I know because my lawyer, Caitlin, helped her write it.”

“I’m thankful for that,” Skye said. “That’s something I need to do. We all need to do.”

“One small thing," I said. "There are five remote candidates in my training building. One was supposed to be Madison’s. She ordered him and I was going to send her video when this happened. I’m not sure right now what to do with him.”

Then an amazing thing happened. Ten members of our network said the same thing. “I’ll buy him.”

That’s one small reason I adore my friends. There are many more.

My office was eerily silent. We all had the facts and knew what we had to do. Until the Slave Circus Mistress asked, “When is the memorial service? Will there be a service?”

My tears made it hard to talk, but I made my last promise to my decades-old friend. “There will be a memorial. I will arrange it and send you the date and time. Look in your private email accounts for details. Everyone who wants to can participate.”

My Cop raised his head and asked if he could speak to the group. I ran my fingers through his light brown hair, one way I grant permission but only to him.

“Ms. Madison’s personal life will not be shared. I will see to that. I promise you I will make sure Ms. Madison’s memory will not be besmirched.”

That is one more reason — one I didn’t realize until that moment — he’s My Cop.


Chapter 23

Remembering

AFTER THAT CALL, I was physically exhausted and emotionally drained. My eyes were red, eye makeup streaked my face and the last thing I wanted to do was deal with the five remotes who finished their final piss-and-shit session, were fed and underwent their last exercise routine. Rick’s trucks would arrive soon to take them back to their homes where they would start their new lives as other women’s property.

But ignoring them is not how things work in Amityworld. I had to deal with the remotes.

After I had them run across the field from their small room off the Intake building to the transport garage, I walked all the way there with My Cop. Aussie was on all fours and his leash was in my fist. I didn’t have much to say, but My Cop did. When that happens, you know it’s an unusual day.

“Ms. Amity, I am bringing in a detail 24/7 until I am satisfied there is no danger to you.”

Part of me wanted to tell him to cancel those armed ex-Seals and former Rangers, that I didn’t need protection, that no one would dare get through the guard at the gate and enter my world to hurt me. Another part of me thought his plan was sound. Then a third part, my inner voice, reminded me there was nothing I could do about it. Even if I told him to cancel the detail, he’d send them anyway. They’d just be harder to spot.

Situations like this replace the ordinary with the extraordinary. I did the only thing I could. I nodded.

“The overhead camera from the auction? It’s now recording again.”

My little voice said that was a good idea, too.

I held his elbow and we walked silently across the wet grass. It must have rained during the video call, Mother Nature’s way of weeping for my friend.

“When she can travel, perhaps Ms. Brielle can stay here. With you. With Emma.”

My little voice had no objection to that idea either. My Cop knew how well Emma took care of him when he returned from that damned covert mission that left him bruised and battered.

“I’ll send a plane when the doctors release her.”

I nodded again. If I tried to speak, I knew I’d start sobbing.

We reached the transport garage so he took his place on my right side and Aussie crawled to my left. Each remote wore a locked cock cage and carried a small bag with his at-home equipment. Plenty of lubrication, a training dildo and a flash key with instructions on how to use them. They had a link, username and password to record their completed tasks for their new owners to review. They knew what they had to do to get points to earn an erection. They knew the list by heart.

“You have been here 48 hours,” I said. “Probably the longest two days of your lives.”

They nodded with their asses from their knees.

“Your new lives start now.” I pressed the button on the control box on my belt and five men screeched in pain. It was the last time they’d sing their song together for me.

“That’s a sample of what the cock cages can do. From anywhere. Obey the instructions you’re given. There are consequences if you do not.”

They wanted to rub their aching penises and testicles but knew my rules about touching themselves. Besides, the prod on my belt was clearly visible. Mine is always set to high.

“What are you?” I asked.

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!” they shouted to a man.

When Rick’s packers caged them up in the truck and left through the main gates, I felt a huge sense of relief wash over me. I knew I wasn’t done with them, that the first few hours after they walked through their own front doors were critical, and I still had a job to do with them. Well, someone had to.

I summoned Nova and told her to get Kiera on a video call. Before that day, I’d never have delegated something like this to another Domme. But this was different and I trusted Kiera. I hope she trusted herself.

It turned out to be a good resolution to the insane situation. Kiera was already connected to their cameras and audio and still controlled their electronics. It was fairly easy to get her ready to take the five new remotes through their first-day orientation.

When I watched the recordings, I knew I made the right choice. A few days later, their new owners transferred payment to my account. Not one gave her new remote less than a five-star rating.




-=o=-




Two Weeks Later

MADISON’S MEMORIAL WAS difficult for all of us but I made sure it was absolutely elegant, just like she was. I held it at her estate outside Atlanta so her stable and house girls could express their grief. After their part of service was finished, they were taken to Red Rick’s trucks to be shipped to their new owners. Madison left it up to her friends to decide which they wanted but was clear that every one of them had to be rehomed.

A few went to New Orleans and Memphis; two were perfect for the Pet Shoppe; four went up north to the Training Farm and three were destined to become animal acts in the Slave Circus. The house girls were divvied up among Kiera, Naomi and Neve. The ones no one had immediate use for were snapped up by Red Rick who assured us he could sell them to proper owners.

That left one male slave without an owner. I reread Madison’s will, the part where she specified what she wanted for her special slaves. This boy was one of them. And he was distraught.

Sad slaves are almost worthless. They pose a big challenge to their new owners. It’s hard enough to integrate new slaves into your stable without disrupting the stable’s routine and it’s almost impossible to bring in a sad boy without complications. They’re unrentable until they get over their melancholy and that’s simply a drain on the stable’s daily schedule. Sad boys still need to be fed and housed and they don’t bring in rental fees to offset your costs.

The last of Rick’s trucks was leaving and I was faced with the final piece of Madison’s property that had nowhere to go. I didn’t see a choice so I had My Cop run his background to make sure there were no secrets that would be a problem. Or a security issue.

My Cop’s text was, like him, to the point.

“Marine. Seen combat. Let Zayn have at him.”

That’s exactly what I did.


Epilogue

KIERA WAS CERTAINLY up to the task I gave her. She handled five separate keyboard takeovers, which is what I call the total electronic ownership of remote slaves. She put each one through his paces every day for two weeks, from enemas to exercise, and jolted the sounds in their cages when they deserved correction. Which was frequently.

I had Nova contact the buyers, the women who put in orders for those remotes so Kiera could give them access to their computers, cameras, microphones and door locks. In a week or so, I’d have my IT people disable Kiera’s and my access except for the backdoor I keep for just-in-case scenarios. The recent events reinforced my decision to keep an emergency entry to remotes I sold.

During the next few weeks, one of my video boys put together a highlight reel so I could see and hear how the remotes were complying with the tasks their owners issued. They fell into two categories.

The first was less important to me, simply performing what they were told do quickly and accurately. I expect nothing less than that from men I train. They knew the consequences, especially when their monitors filled with images of the jars of testicles and penises I keep as a reminder for new slaves. The women who bought them were pleased with their remotes’ work and used their faraway controls to correct certain behaviors, like Keon’s attempt to load his videos on his bedroom TV. His owner sent a drop of oil into his ass via the overnight expander he put in an hour before bedtime. After he ran around the room screeching in pain, I jolted his cage. Just to remind him what consequences feel like.

Connor’s new owner paid extra for the singing ass-boy and wasted no time renting him to clients on business trips. She sent two videos. The first was a VP of a medium-sized business whose kink for ass-boys made him one of her regular renters. She sent a little frilly outfit for Connor to wear for the two-hour rental. She unlocked the door for a few seconds and the client’s face told me how delighted he was with what he saw. It wasn’t just the red frills that excited him. It was Connor’s raised ass and spread legs waiting for him. He stripped in record time and didn’t stop poking Connor’s ass for the full two hours.

When Connor started to sing, the client went wild. His owner texted me to see if I would teach the ass boy how to danc.  Flamboyantly.

Brady’s owner tasked him to work after his daytime shift was done. He was told to draw scale models of the landscaping for her estate. She wanted a garden that would feed her stable and an outdoor obstacle course for training. That meant weeks of work that started when he came home from his regular job, and lasted until late at night until she told him to go to bed. Being kept busy from morning till bedtime was exactly the kind of control Brady needed. Like most men, he thrived when he didn’t have to make decisions and was held to a strict timetable.

His owner knew Brady was a pain slut, a mouth boy to boot. His first at-home rental was a two-fer, two clients using him at the same time. When one stepped on his cock cage and ground it into the floor, the other got sucked until they traded places. Even though Brady had an 8-inch penis, it was locked up tight in a cage. Brady was working feverishly to amass points toward an erection, but had no idea how many points were needed. It was his desperation to feel hard again that made him such a lucrative rental.

The clients who rented Nolan paid extra for a box of electric tools to use on him. I made sure his owner locked the prods on medium and the tools in the box were popular with her clients. They made Nolan sing so loudly I was glad Kiera had him soundproof his apartment.

Their favorite way to use him was to hog-tie him bent backwards on his knees with his wrists and ankles locked behind him. In addition to his groin being highly reactive to electrical stimulation, his nipples turned out to be his trigger. Clients figured that out in minutes.

Liam was a pure pain slut. Only his owner’s long-term clients were allowed to use whips on him with the understanding they would not draw blood. Two rentals later, Liam worked his day job from his knees. There was no way he could sit on an ass that striped.

The woman who bought Keon was thrilled with her purchase. His need to submit grew deeper every time she sent him instructions to write a contract, polish up existing ones or whatever she needed at the moment. He never knew when she would take over his electronics and he was on constant alert for her signal. All she had to do was jolt the sound in his cock cage. For fun, she made him degrade himself with simple things like little frilly panties when he had a medical appointment or a black bra under a white shirt at work.

Renting Keon was profitable. His owner’s clients enjoyed making him do a provocative strip show and reaming his ass when Keon begged convincingly enough. One client was a spanker who turned Keon into a little boy. A misbehaving little boy.

All in all, the remotes worked out well for their owners. I transferred a big share of their payments to Kiera’s account. She deserved it.

As the weeks wore on, I still felt the loss but focused on Brielle after My Cop had her flown to Amityworld. My house girls knew what to do, especially after last year when My Cop was beaten savagely and needed a month to recover physically. Emma saw Brielle regularly and one house girl or another was with her all day and Jenna stayed with her all night. It was a slow process but months later, Brielle wanted to go home.

After Emma’s medical approval, my network sent some of their girls to open her Maison, stock the pantry and show Brielle’s cook what to prepare and taught her girl how to take care of her. Nashville Ned loaned her a nurse with no time limit although he reminded us that he deals in only first-quality merchandise. The day My Cop had two former Seals accompany her on a private flight home meant Amityworld was all mine again.

It felt empty.

I hadn’t summoned an exclusive at night for weeks. Zayn was desperate to be jolted not to serve me orgasms all night; instead, he wanted to absorb what was upsetting me and make it float away. Juke asked if I wanted to send for the old man, the ancient Asian Tantric master who works with him and Zayn to extend their innate talents. The thought of tea and blueberry scones while the old man read my thoughts was overwhelming. I didn’t want to be picked apart.

I didn’t want to feel better.

I kept Gage’s magic fingers busy turning the building I had built for the auction into eight private cabins with Mason, my remote construction manager, and #42, my space planner boy who designed it. I watched them move walls from the terrace with my morning coffee but I hadn’t visited the site in a long time.

I couldn’t remember the last time I ate a blueberry.

My Cop was on assignment outside U.S. borders so he couldn’t contact me through our private messaging system very often. We managed to connect once or twice but he couldn’t tell me what he was doing and I wasn’t doing much of anything worth talking about. They were short conversations.

Jack and my sales girl filled rental orders and every session earned five stars. From the outside, Amityworld looked just fine.

Inside, I certainly wasn’t.

One Friday morning, I saw an indicator light that told me a limo arrived in the transport garage. I wasn’t expecting anyone that day. I’d met with Caitlin several times to update my long-term plans and make sure Madison’s estate was handled properly. There were no medical specialists arriving for Brielle anymore. A food delivery was taken care of two days ago, so that wasn’t it.

I held my breath and flicked on the garage camera to see who it was, silently hoping it wasn’t My Cop with awful news again.

I didn’t think I could be surprised anymore but I was. Shocked is a better word.


Chapter 24

Friends

THE FIRST TO emerge from the limo was the Mistress from the Training Farm, followed by Nell, Annalise and Maeve. The last one out of the back seat was Big Mike in his black denim and huge leather boots.

Then the front passenger door opened. My Cop stepped out and looked up at the camera where he knew I was watching. I was almost dumbfounded that my little voice didn’t tell me he was here. In fact, I hadn’t felt or sensed anything like I usually do for two months but when I saw him, I missed that feeling. I missed not sensing where Zayn was or my little voice telling me if My Cop was OK or in trouble. I wanted it back.

Damnit, I’m Amity! I get what I want. I just didn't know how to get it back.

We settled around the table in the smaller dining room. My girls were tickled to serve tea and finger foods to guests again, treats the chef was overjoyed to prepare. I hadn’t had guests for lunch or dinner in weeks. This time, no one ate much but we talked for a long time. Well, they talked. I listened.

My Cop was under the table waiting to be fed berries and lick my fingers clean. My fingers were busy combing through his light brown hair.

My friends were there to support me but I wasn’t in the mood to be supported. My Cop was ravenous for what only I can feed him with my single-tail but other than some practice swings, the red-handled whip stayed in its case in the training building. Everyone was worried about me except one of us.

Me.

They talked for a long time. They told me what I already knew, that I wasn’t myself, that my network was concerned about me, that they weren’t whole without Amity. It was a lovely, caring intervention that wasn’t working. Until Big Mike opened his mouth.

“Damnit, Amity, where the HELL did you go?”

My Cop tensed under my hand. Near my left leg, Aussie shifted into protection mode. No one raises his voice to my dog’s owner in her own dining room. But this was different.

Annalise, always to the point, said, “We need you back.” Maeve nodded and wrapped her arm around Mike’s shoulders. Nell stared at me with caring eyes.

Oh god, they were feeling sorry for me.

At least the Training Farm Mistress doesn’t do pity. She acts.

“Dog! Fetch the herb boy!”

Aussie was torn between staying at my side and obeying her order. My property knows that a command from my friends is the same as one from me, but Aussie wouldn’t leave until My Cop thundered, “GIT!”

Zayn appeared minutes later, his face filled with anxiety. I reached toward him to trace the big A branded on the bottom of his ball sac, the way the old man showed me to help Zayn regain his balance.

For the first time ever, Zayn blocked my hand.

Aussie bared his teeth and snarled. Big Mike stood up. My Cop dashed out from under the table and stood at my side daring anyone to get an inch closer to me. Annalise, Maeve and Nell stared open-mouthed at the scene.

Not the Mistress from up north.

Ignoring me, she directed her question to Zayn. “Can you help her?”

Zayn looked at me for permission to speak. I barely nodded.

“Only if Ms. Amity allows me to,” he said.

The Mistress was having none of that. “Damn, Amity! Take him upstairs. Now!”

I couldn’t form words much less get up from the chair. My legs felt numb, much like my heart. For the first time since Madison’s death, I realized what was wrong. I was incredibly sad. My heart was broken. The bastard who killed her was dead. I had no one to punish, no one to take out my anger on and I don’t whip my property out of anger. I save that for the guilty party and he was, thankfully, gone.

I had no one whose ass would relieve my anger.

My Cop didn’t wait for permission this time. He took my arm and helped me up. Zayn followed us to the elevator. When I arrived at my suite, I was surprised at who was waiting at the door. Gage and Juke were on their knees, one on each side of the old man.

The old man rested his fingers on my forehead and pulled them away quickly, like a little kid touching a stove to see if it’s hot and finding out that it is.

“Much pain,” he said. “More sadness.”

My exclusives were silent. There was nothing for them to say. The old man did the talking.

“Will you let us help?”

He didn’t say let me help. He definitely said us. My exclusives, my pet dog and the old man.

I could have said no and Gage, Juke, Zayn and My Cop would have obeyed. Aussie might have barked. But I was so damned tired of being miserable and I missed the spark that makes me who I am so much, I nodded. My Cop kept my arm in his and we walked inside. Aussie crawled behind us.
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I don’t know how long we were in my suite. It had to have been hours because when we emerged, it was dark outside. I can’t remember exactly what happened or who did what, but I recall one moment. One particular moment because it was something I had never felt before. Oh, I’ve had lots of memorable moments, orgasms that sent me into the stratosphere; the feeling of Zayn’s totality flow into me; intuiting Gage’s raw gratefulness when I cured his POW-caused years of impotence; sensing My Cop’s fear that he wasn’t good enough for me after he was tortured and reassuring him he would always be My Cop. Forever.

This wasn’t one of those times. What flowed through me was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. Those other moments? They were between one of my exclusives and me. This time it was all of them added together. And me.

My boys were there with the old man and Aussie. But I felt alone. I remember that isolation clearly.

Gage’s fingers were intertwined with my toes. Juke’s forehead was on my shoulder. Aussie was at my feet ready to protect me from harm. The old man and Zayn dabbed herbs on my temples.

That’s when it happened. I started to tremble. There was a battle going on inside me and I was losing.

I felt all of them shake and tried to make them stop but my power, the thing that is my essence, wasn’t strong enough. I kept fighting to calm them but I had nothing left to fight with.

Until My Cop took my hands in his.

I don’t know how long it lasted. All I know is when it was over, when they stopped shuddering and I felt, well, relaxed, stars filled the night sky. I opened my eyes and saw the old man.

He was smiling.

My exclusives backed off when the old man pointed them away. All except My Cop. The old man could have shouted or carried on, but he wasn’t going to let go of my hands. Not until he was sure I was all right.

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


Chapter 25

Amityworld

MY DAYS HAVE been much better since my friends insisted I do what I should have done on my own. It proved something to me that I knew but didn’t appreciate as much as I should have.

Being back to normal — Amityworld normal — is the right place for me.

I adore my friends. They care about me as much as I care about them. This time, more.

Every afternoon since that Friday, Zayn comes to my office or wherever I am and interrupts what I’m doing to spend a few minutes absorbing any stress or counter-productive feelings I have and guides them away. He brings Juke from time to time to show him what to feel and how to work with it.

Zayn calls my essence uncommon. I think that’s an apt term.

Just the other day, I sensed Zayn minutes before I saw him. That night, I fed My Cop a five-course feast. The red handle felt perfect in my left hand and landed exactly where I aimed. When I was done, he crept to my feet, hugged my ankles and asked to speak.

I nodded.

He said, “I will never let go.”

I combed my fingers through his light brown hair and hugged his head. I’ll never let go of him either.

Late that night, with My Cop curled up in his little bed under my right hand and sleeping soundly, instead of going to bed, I threw on a robe, turned off the kitchen door alarm and went outside. The sky was perfectly clear. The stars looked like diamonds. I walked around the small field and sat on a bench near the tree line. I wanted to talk to Amityworld, chat with the grass and the trees and the berries growing in the garden. I missed her. I think she missed me, too.

That’s when the estate siren went off.

Every light in every building went on. The stable poured out of the dorm and broke into pairs that set off in every direction. Gage charged outside pressing his palm on his earbud, obviously getting directions from the head of security. When he’s in my world, that’s My Cop.

It was almost funny. Almost. But I didn’t have my remote control on my belt because I wasn’t wearing a belt. I wasn’t sure if I should head back to the main house or wait to be found, even though I wasn’t lost. Not anymore. But My Cop had armed security in place. I’d had enough of guns recently and couldn’t cope with another incident.

I sat on the cast iron bench and waited until I felt it. It came at me from every direction. My inner voice told me they were near.

Zayn was nearby. My Cop was closing in from a different direction. Gage was stalking me from a third. I felt all of them more strongly than I ever sensed them before.

That’s when it happened.

A tidal wave of sensation flooded into me. I didn’t know what to call it until I did.

It was my power. It was surging through me.

It was a magnificent feeling that started in my toes and was working its way north when they saw me. Behind the three of them were armed guards pointing their weapons at me. My Cop called them off, cancelled the search and 15 minutes later, Amityworld was quiet again.

My boys were relieved and bordering on livid but would never complain or tell me what I did was dangerous. Or stupid. It was both and I knew it the second the siren went off.

The thing is, I didn’t care. I do what I want to do. That’s who I am.

“Let’s go back to the house,” Gage said.

I didn’t get up. I beckoned Zayn and traced the brand on his balls and when I got to the crossbar in the big A, he was trembling. He said, “I couldn’t sense you. If I lost the connection…” He didn’t have to finish the thought. I won’t let it happen. Not again.

My Cop didn’t have to say a word. His striped ass forgotten, he knelt at my feet and buried his head in my lap.

That’s when the magic happened. The fire in my toes burned upward and I wanted to fly into the night sky. Every inch of my skin was aflame and for the first time in what felt like forever, my power was mine again. They would damned well give me the orgasms I wanted. Right here. Right now.

“Turn off the overhead camera,” I told the head in my lap. He mumbled an order into his headset.

I owned the night sky and every star in it. Just like I own Juke, Gage, Zayn and My Cop. I own Amityworld. And everything and everyone in it. Down to my pet dog.

That night lasted till the sun began to peek over the tree line. I woke up in my bed with my exclusives surrounding me. It was the first time I’d slept through the night in months.

I summoned my eunuch to prepare my leathers. The chef sent up breakfast and I ate all of it on the terrace that overlooked the most beautiful fields in the world.

The blueberries were delicious. The whipped cream was a luscious touch.

Having four naked men at my feet made my coffee taste even sweeter.

My red-handled single-tail felt perfect in my left hand.
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