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Dedication

There's a lot to be said about Rangers, especially the one I just found. He's a keeper and this story is dedicated to how he can take out a bad guy six different ways with just his hands. I have plenty of uses for his other parts.










About the Links

This story includes characters from previous novels. They are linked the first time they're referenced to the novels where the characters appeared and the events happened.





Preface

HE WAS SHOCKED when he felt his penis come to life. In spite of his name headlining several companies' letterhead and decorating too many buildings to count, he hadn’t gotten hard in the middle of the day in years. He’d almost forgotten what it felt like.

Damn, he was starting to drip!

Barry had no idea why his inept penis was acting on its own but he darned sure wasn’t going to waste the opportunity. He closed the door to his office, secreted himself in his private bathroom and jerked off like he did when he was a teenager. Only this time, he was a grown man. A rich one. No one would dare open his door and interrupt his pleasure, even if all he had to do it with were his own hands.

The bathroom was dark and he didn’t turn on the light. In spite of all his business successes, the idea of masturbating on a Tuesday afternoon embarrassed him but not nearly enough to make him stop. It had been too long. Since his divorce, he dated a few times but avoided taking any of those women into his bedroom suite, the room he hired an overpaid decorator to design to fit his new bachelor lifestyle.

Barry couldn’t get hard when the time was right. Heck, he couldn’t get hard at all. Rather than humiliate himself in bed, he dodged the situation now going on two years. Women thought he was a real catch – rich and single – but Barry knew he was flawed. Talking to a doctor got him offers of drugs that he didn’t want to take. After all, he owned the company that made one of them and he knew what went into them.

In the dark bathroom, he unzipped his pants and reached inside his white underwear to fondle his old friend. His hard old friend. The familiar feeling of his fingers wrapped around it and savoring how hard it was, well, it was a welcome memory and his hands knew what to do. That kind of muscle memory never goes away.

Barry was grunting in the shadowy bathroom, his fist pulling just enough to make him feel the way he missed so much. Horny. At my age, he thought and grinned while he stroked himself.

What Barry didn’t see was the woman in the reception area outside his office tapping buttons on a small box she removed from her purse. He never saw her press a lavender button and drag a slider up. He was so involved in jerking off, Barry never imagined his playtime was controlled by the buttons she pushed or where she positioned the slider. All he felt was the ecstasy running through his body when that magic moment happened. Just like it used to.

Barry felt it, that moment when he knew he was going to come. Damn, he thought, he’d pay anything to feel this way again, especially at the right time.

Barry dreamt of which woman – heck, all the women  he could have in his extravagantly decorated bedroom and finish inside them.

The woman in the foyer smiled. Then she pressed the dark purple button on the control box.

Barry’s secretary ran inside his office when she heard him scream.


A Note from Amity

I’D SPENT SO MUCH time and done such hard work for the premiere event, the auction in Amityworld, I was ready for some fun. My kind of fun.

My exclusive slaves fill my nights with breathtaking orgasms that feel like trips into my personal stratosphere. They’re so outstanding at serving me that many of my nights don’t end until the sun starts to rise over the tree line across the big field. But that doesn’t take care of my days. I was looking for something entertaining to fill them.

The stable was in excellent physical shape and my rental business was in a splendid financial condition. My rentables were generating peak fees and Jack, my stable manager, hadn’t reported an incident with them in months. The household girls were working hard every day after the lot of them spent a few hours in the punishment building when one or two of them slacked off. Discipline is most effective when the girls understand that all of my property, including the house girls, is the same to me. If one causes a problem, they all pay for it.

Even Nova, the personal female I bought at Red Rick’s place after the Memphis auction, was working out reasonably well. Her huge body, layers of fat and massive breasts amused me when she trotted across the small field or down the hallways in the main house. I was beginning to trust her to carry out my orders with less supervision. Nova did exactly what she was told – nothing more and absolutely nothing less. She was intimately acquainted with my single-tail and performed adequately enough to avoid additional sessions with it. Two were enough for her to get the point.

The garden was producing so many vegetables and berries that my stable was well-fed and my food bills were noticeably lower. The head chef produced tasty meals for me and my frequent guests and he made sure there were plenty of blueberries for me to stuff in my exclusives’ mouths so they could lick the juice off my fingers.

Even my morning muffins and scones were tasty.

Amityworld was fine. But I was antsy.

Last week when I was having coffee on the terrace and my stable was doing their exercises on the smaller field so I could watch their burgeoning muscles reflect the sunshine, Zayn, my exclusive Tantric guide, was licking my fingers each time I pushed more blueberries between his lips. Gage, my ex-POW exclusive with 10 magic fingers, was working on my toes. Even Juke, the new one I recently branded, learned enough from the Ancient Asian Tantric Master I bring in from time to time to grow his and Zayn’s skills, was beginning to pick up on my stress and knew exactly how to reduce it.

Nova crawled onto the terrace and asked if she could speak. I barely nodded. My toes were in their own heaven. My fingers were busy with blueberries and my exclusives’ tongues.

“Ms. Amity, your west-coast developers request your time.”

A slave, even a personal girl like Nova, takes a huge risk when she interrupts my exclusives’ serving me. The two developers I implanted with microchips in their perineums when I hired them to create new tools for the Parlors I held were also taking a risk asking for my time. But they had created an array of tools I commissioned, many of which were best sellers on my website, so giving them a few minutes might be worth my time.

“When?” I asked.

“They are on hold now,” Nova said.

“They can wait until I’m done.”

They indeed did wait patiently. An hour later, I clicked the button and they appeared on the big monitor in my office. I jolted their chips and after a chorus of screeches, they told me what they recently came up with. As an investor, I get the right of first refusal. If I like it a lot, no one else can have it. That’s what excellent lawyers are for.

What they had to show me was the answer to my quest for my daytime amusement. Actually, it was much more profound than that.


The Magic Wand


Chapter 1

Video call in Amity’s office

ROMAN AND JOSÉ’S faces filled the big monitor on my office wall. It had to be very early on the left coast so no one else was in their lab. I was surprised that the two tool developers I use were working before their own sun rose.

When the big A icon appeared on their screen, they knew I joined the call. They know better than to speak before I give them permission so they were paying quiet attention. The microchips I implanted in them are permanent. They’ve felt what I can do with the chips from just about anywhere. One look at their excited faces told me they’d come up with something new, something they designed with me in mind.

That’s the advantage of being an investor. A big investor. I get first dibs on everything they invent.

“What is it?” I asked.

When I ask a chipped boy a question, that’s his cue to answer. Most men I own have little to say that I want to hear so I enforce that rule – that they don’t talk – in their daily lives. When I do ask a question, they better answer quickly in as few words as possible. My time is valuable.

“Ms. Amity, we have your magic wand.”

That got my attention. Although my electric prods are effective tools to start or stop any slave’s behavior, they’re hardly magic. They sting when they’re set on low. Mine are locked on high.

“Two sentences. Tell me what it does.”

The boys looked at each other, trying to decide which could summarize their invention in two short sentences. They knew what would happen if they started chattering. José drew the short straw.

“It’s a wave conductor. It hardens muscles and soft tissue,” he said.

José was ready to grab his crotch if his answer didn’t satisfy me. Ramon snatched his hand away and pressed it on the table where I could see it. My developers aren’t stupid. They work in teams because they know I won’t jolt just one of them. Ramon was protecting himself.

I thought over what José said. I knew a little about wave therapy. It comes in types, like shockwaves – shear wave ultrasound and acoustic. It’s bio-electrical and is often used to heal muscle damage, something I saw them do at the VA once when I took Zayn to help veterans that suffer from invisible injuries. The side effect of those waves is that it increases blood circulation, one of the causes of what men like to call erectile dysfunction. In my world, we call that limp biscuits, with apologies to the band. Really, what did they expect with a name like that?

High frequency waves don’t have to actually touch a soft penis to impact it. That’s what Ramon mentioned months ago when I outlined a new prod I wanted them to design. I was looking for a tool that I didn’t have to sterilize between uses, one that didn't touch anything. My second wish list item was a prod that could affect, say, a lineup of limp biscuits at the same time. I called it my magic wand.

“Video?” I asked.

Surely they had run tests even if the wand was in the early stages of development. My west-coast boys never have a problem finding willing beta testers or even alphas. It’s something about where they advertise and the collection of unconventional personalities endemic to the sunny California landscape.

José nodded and started the video and I saw four men from the waist down. Four naked lower halves. My devs are smart. I couldn’t care less what was above their belts. Someone’s hand was holding a clunky-looking device toward the camera so I could see the controls. I smiled when I saw the buttons were shades of purple. There was a dial and a sliding lever. The four cocks in the background flopped between the test subjects’ legs.

“Tell me what I’m seeing,” I said.

Ramon took over the narration. “Four test subjects all over 50, the oldest is 68. All have non-medical erection failure.”

A few thoughts ran through my head. There are many men over 50 who can’t get it up when they want to or worse, when a woman wants it to be hard. That’s why I funded Control’s first study to build tools that produced erections on demand – women’s demands. They were selling like proverbial hotcakes. Most tools had to be used hands-on and attached to penises to work. Control put the men through the steps to erect when a bell rang. Hers were valid no-touch results.

Not everyone who wanted a man to get hard had time to send him through two months of training. That’s one of the issues I told Ramon and José to overcome.

The hand holding the device pressed the power button and turned the dial clockwise one click. The penises danced a little and I heard some moans. Something was happening inside those shafts.

When the hand turned the dial and pressed the second button, two penises stiffened noticeably. So did the groans. The next click had a visible impact on the shafts and groan volume. All four cocks reacted.

This was getting interesting. Aside from the device being unattractive, seeing four unresponsive cocks get a little hard and jiggle without touch was intriguing.

The next segment had only two soft penises and a different device. “We improved the look of the tool after each round,” Ramon said. A good thing they did. There was no way I’d use a device that looked like the first one. It wasn’t my style.

There were fewer buttons, only three on this version, and the slider and dial were replaced by a single multifunctional mechanism. That was definitely an improvement but only if I saw two cocks get hard.

“Watch this,” José said.

A finger on the on-screen hand holding the device pressed the middle button and turned the slider to medium. In seconds, both cocks pulsed and hardened. The test subjects’ unrehearsed surprise was apparent. And loud.

I was definitely interested. But the look of that device wouldn’t do. Not in my hand. Not in Amityworld. The worst I’ll tolerate is elegant. And it has to have purple buttons.

The next scene showed so many test subjects that the camera had to zoom out to get them all in the frame. I counted at least a dozen when Ramon explained the test.

“We got 15 men who wanted non-drug solutions. José spent weeks upgrading the device, specially how it looks. We know your standards and hope we got close to meeting them.”

They better do more than hope. I control their chips.

“Testers had a 90% reactivity rate on four separate tests at different times of day. When testing was done, they all wanted to buy the tool.”

Of course they did.

Ramon jumped in. “But we didn’t sell them to anyone. And we won’t.”

That’s for damned sure. That’s what lawyers are for.

The video zoomed in on the device. It was definitely improved. The electronics didn’t change but the overall design certainly did. It looked more sophisticated, almost stylish. It was smaller and had smart curves. And it was purple.

“We can make them in any color,” José said.

When he stopped yelping from the jolt I sent to his chip to remind him this was my prototype, he said, “Not without your permission, of course.”

Of course they wouldn’t.

The 15 pathetic cocks actually jumped when the finger on the video pressed the power button. I noticed it was set on medium high to reach all the penises in the lab. They were, save for one, hard in seconds. Ten seconds. The last one took all of 20 seconds.

I heard the test subjects moan. They were men who hadn’t had an erection in weeks or months and hadn’t enjoyed drug-free sex in years. A few were crying. The rest grabbed their shafts and masturbated like teenagers. Starving teenagers.

Then I saw the wand’s most interesting capability. The men jerking themselves off suddenly whined and whimpered almost in unison. The finger on the power button turned off the device and 15 penises got soft.

“Overnight one to me,” I said.

“FedEx picked it up an hour ago,” Ramon said.

I set his chip to the pleasure program. Ramon was still moaning when I clicked the monitor off.


Chapter 2

The Magic Wand in Amity’s office

WHEN THE DELIVERY arrived and the guard at the front gate trotted to the garage to hand over the package, I sent Nova to transport to fetch my new device. She ran to the garage and back again, her ample bosom and layers of fat jiggling with each step. I wasn’t sure if I was more amused by Nova’s obese body or the delivery guy’s reaction to her nakedness. The ex-Ranger that My Cop put at the entrance didn’t say a word. He likes getting paid.

Nova knelt outside my office door until I jolted her to wiggle through the small opening reserved for my property. Her three-times-a-day exercises were shaping her up but I warned Juke, my trainer-slave-turned-branded-exclusive, that the end result better keep her massive bosoms. I like my personal girls to jiggle when they run. Breasts included.

She worked her way through the door and knelt at my feet, her hands well in front of her and her forehead on the carpet. The box was in her outstretched hands.

I don’t open sealed boxes. I could break a nail.

Nova worked at it for a few minutes. Apparently asking for scissors was outside her knowledge sphere. When she finally got the tape off, the device was nestled inside lavender tissue paper. She held the box up like it contained a treasure.

When I used it the first time, I realized that it was truly a gem worthy of my investment in my west-coast boys’ company.

I jolted two chips, the chef and Emma. He squirmed through the door in seconds. Emma arrived a minute later. Not even my chefs or my doctor are excused from physical exercise. His belly was trimmer now, although he had a ways to go. The pink frilly apron was a nice touch. It matched the color of the toque on his bald head. Emma looked lovely in shimmery turquoise. Ever since her transition surgery almost three years ago, she does her exercises diligently so I will give her time in the dressing room that I fill to tantalize her. She says choosing her outfit each morning is the highlight of her day except if there are stopped up slaves’ colons in her medical unit. That’s her favorite treatment. She keeps a dozen enemas in the refrigerator just in case. She says cold ones work better.

“Did they drink all their morning water?” I asked the chef.

Even though his face was almost flat on the floor, he managed to reply the way he’d been trained. He bobbed his ass up and down the way my property is taught to say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

It’s the only answer they are allowed to give. Unless they have a good reason. A very good reason.

“Tell me what to expect,” I said to Emma.

Emma’s turquoise mini skirt barely covered her ass when she was standing but when she was on her knees with her hands stretched out in front of her, it hid nothing. She’s so proud of her new pussy, she loves to show it to everyone. Emma bounced her ass up and down. I lifted her chin with the toe of my boot and said, “Speak.”

“Ms. Amity, the ten in the stable you specified ate their dinners and drank the regular two glasses of water with their meal. They also were dosed in their first feeding protein shakes.”

That was part of what I asked. Not all of it.

“And?” I said. I hate asking twice for the answer I want.

Emma knew I wasn’t satisfied with her reply. Her ass stopped bobbing up and down. It was trembling. So was the rest of her.

“Ms. Amity, the drops of brown gel will connect the stable’s bodily feelings and their physical organs. Both will be intensified. Their sensations will shift from their penises to their brains. They will feel desire but will be unable to erect. It will be fairly intense.”

Fairly intense? I don’t work with ‘fairly’. I insist on very intense.

“That’s not good enough,” I said. By now, Emma’s whole body was trembling. “What do you have to make that stronger?”

Emma’s brain was working overtime trying to come up with not just an answer, but a one that would satisfy her owner. I do not drug my stable ordinarily but this was an important test. If she had something better, I’d consider it. I wasn’t sure if the small pharmacy in Medical had anything like that.

“If Ms. Amity approves, she could inject a fraction of a drop of the purple gel.”

Emma was referring to one of the gels the old man concocted for the Amityworld auction’s closing banquet. I had My Cop secretly arrange to bring the buyers’ personal males here and I used the new platinum gel on them after they were dosed with a drop of purple. Their owners were amazed with how the platinum let them feel what was going on inside their personal boys—what they were thinking, how firm their commitments were to their owners. They all wanted to buy it but some things are not for sale.

But it was the purple gel, the one that makes boys suggestible, that Emma mentioned. That color disrupts their bodily functions and opens their minds to whatever I tell them. When one of my boys gets purple gel injected in his ass, the only thing he can see or hear is me and he will do whatever I say. Even if it’s outrageous.

The old man used a little purple and a drop of the new platinum on Juke so I could verify – I could feel – his pledge to me that he’d keep my secrets safe. I made him an exclusive that day. All that was left for me to do was brand him.

The brown gel in the stable’s food would get them ready to test the wand. None of the ten I planned to use for the trial would ever be an exclusive, so there was no reason to waste platinum on them. Purple gel was the clear choice. I was ready to start.

“Nova, fetch #121. Emma, get an injector.”

Nova wriggled through the slave door to retrieve the biggest cock in my stable. Emma crept out to get a lube injector. If a dose of purple by itself could do the job, I had a solution. If it didn’t, Emma earned herself an hour in the punishment building.

The chef was next.

I tapped my foot in front of his nose. He was clearly uncomfortable being alone in my office with me. The chef created excellent menus for the auction a few months ago so I had no reason to punish him. Of course, I never need a reason to discipline a slave. Frequent reminders keep them in line. And I had a few minutes to kill until my girls returned with the stable boy and an injector. I hate wasting time.

“On the bench,” I said to the chef. He crawled across my office and climbed onto the bench, one of the new ones I had upgraded to twist in every direction and tilt to any angle I chose. Once his ankles and wrists were buckled tight, I lowered the waist bar to lock him in place. I didn’t need the chef pulling a muscle when he strained at the straps. After all, he had to make dinner tonight.

“No, you haven’t displeased me,” I said. “But you can always do better.”

He bounced his ass up and down as much as the waist bar allowed. He’d have been stupid not to agree. I do not buy stupid slaves.

I used a small brush to coat his asscheeks with tea oil so his ass would remember this lesson all afternoon. With that constant reminder, I anticipated a tastier-than-usual dinner tonight. His ass would tell him who owns him and what serving her only superior meals means. Before I could count to ten, his ass was bright red, including the tight space between his chubby thighs. He moaned a lot but at least he wasn’t crying. That didn’t start until my electric prod tapped his asscheeks. I keep it set on high.

I didn’t count the number of times I jolted his ass, the quantity wasn’t important. Hearing him shriek out his slave song was my goal. My favorite lessons are the ones that make my slaves warble.

Emma crawled through the slave door with an injector in her teeth. I ignored her until Nova showed up with #121. He was a big boy with an even bigger cock that I picked up at the Houston auction two years ago. I bought a bigger one from Red Rick on a side trip after the Memphis market but his cock was a quarter inch shorter than #121’s. It took #121 a few tries to get through the small door.

The boy really needed a two-digit number by now. I give them to the ones that I decide to keep and two years was enough time for me to make that decision. He was a frequent rental and the fees he generated paid for the cost to house and feed him as well as two others and more when I rented him to small weekend parties. Some of my clients arrange events for certain friends but most ask me to put together four or five masked clients and a cock that can stay hard for hours to ream them all. Several times.

There’s something peculiar about highly successful men getting fucked in their asses. They like it better when others see them getting used. They pay well for that fantasy in cold, hard real life.

I had the boy turn his ass toward me so I could inject him with a tiny bead of purple gel. Then I had him kneel up so I could lay my palm on his chest. He didn’t need an explanation and didn't get one. My boys know how to obey.

I closed my eyes and breathed the way the old man showed me.

#121 gasped. I could feel his submission. He sensed my ownership and it overwhelmed him.

“Soft,” I said. “Your cock will be soft today. No matter what, it will not get hard. If it does, I will cut off one of your testicles.”

Making sure slaves understand the consequences of disobedience is how I talk to my stable boys. Losing a testicle is a very clear outcome.

I unlocked his cock cage and opened the ring behind his balls. He stared at his penis like it was a long-lost friend. My stable is caged 24/7 and can erect only when it suits my purpose. I have them machine-milked three times a week to keep them in line. More often if they act up.

No matter how proud #121 was of his penis, the gel made him so receptive to me, he had nothing to fight with. Besides, he’d never struggle against an order. The stable knows what happened to the only one who did.

I play that video for them from time to time. Seconds after one lowlife backtalked me, my dog attacked him. Aussie threw him across the room and sat on his face, kicking his balls with his hind paw. The slave was promptly uncaged and dropped in a remote area with just enough cash for a bus ticket if he walked two miles to the nearest strip mall. In the rain. He was deleted from my records ten minutes later.

I already owned his property and assets. They were transferred when he signed my slave contract. That’s what lawyers like Caitlin are for.

I sent Emma and Nova out of my office leaving the chef on the bench, moaning from the tea oil. His song was my background music.

I turned on the magic wand and #121 squeaked when he felt the shockwave. He squealed while I toyed with him, desperate to get hard but petrified of what I’d do if he did.

That’s another reason I zapped the chef’s ass and between his thighs while #121 struggled with his competing urges and my orders. #121 was staring at what happened to slaves who disobey.

He never got hard. Not an inch.

Satisfied with the results, I jolted Jack to run the ten stable boys I selected to the training building. I looked out the window and saw the line of well-developed bodies running across the field, a testament to the physical training I impose on them.

They’re beautiful when they run.


Chapter 3

Ten slaves in the training building

THE TRAINING BUILDING is where my stable learns the skills they need to become productive rentals and perform the tasks I give them on time and accurately the first time. When the urge hits me, that building is where I practice with my single-tail whip and try out new devices my west-coast developers send. Depending on what it is, I may have them hand-deliver the new tools.

Watching beta testers on video is one thing. Having the boys who invented the gadgets feel what they can do is another.

The ten I chose for the wand experiment were from different categories. The numbers I give them determine where they fit on the rental list. It’s one reason I give the stable numbers instead of names. The other is that it’s easier for me to remember which is which with two-digit numbers tattooed on their right asscheeks. I keep them bald and hairless with very well developed bodies and they all tend to look the same to me. Numbers are a much easier way to tell them apart.

I chose one from each category plus two that had multiple talents for the trial. Only a few were old enough to match the 50+ age of the beta testers but I find that mature men make excellent stable stock. They know what they want – to be owned by me – and they are content to live as my property. They rarely give Jack any trouble and if they do, walking them past the shelf of jars with disobedient slaves’ testicles and a few penises improves their attitudes quickly. So does a trip to my punishment building.

Most of my rentables have more than one talent. The ones numbered in the 50s are the cross-dressers and they’re almost always singers. Clients like to have their penises lauded and the way they use them complimented. Loudly. The 50s train every day on the mechanical ass machine so I can hear them profess their admiration for a client’s size and skills. I put two of them on today’s list.

I also had Jack get two of the 20s, the big cocks. Size isn’t why I buy them. I look for sustainability. One of the most frequent rental requests I get is for a boy to ream a client all night along with appeals for one boy to fuck several asses in a line, one after another. There’s something about having other men see each other’s asses getting impaled. It turns them on.

My list included a mouth boy, two pain sluts, an ass boy, a role player and a pony. Half were close to or over 50. If the wand worked on most of them, even the younger ones, I had a winner. If it didn’t, the two west-coast boys would be on a plane that afternoon headed for my punishment building.

-=o=-

Jenna, the new small-breasted house girl, drove me to the training building. When she parked the golf cart, I clipped her nipples to remind her that I prefer females with large bosoms, the bigger, the better. She’s tall and stocky but those breasts? Hardly a C-cup, if my girls ever wore bras. I wasn’t sure she was a good fit with the other 11 girls I own. They all start at double-D and go up from there.

The ten test subjects were chained to bolts by rings on leather waist belts and stood against the curved wall so they could see me but not each other. I didn’t want them running around when I powered up the wand. I also didn’t want them looking at each other to see what kind of reactions the other boys had to the wand’s shockwaves. Their hands were zip-tied behind their backs. As I instructed, Jack had the 50s and 20s together with the older ones in the center.

I tapped the control box and opened their cages and they stared at their crotches in disbelief. It’s possible they thought I was expelling them but, in a minute, they’d know what they really were.

Lab rats.

It took Emma and two of my girls only a few minutes to inject them all with a half-drop of purple gel. When their eyes went blank and they sagged inside the waist belts, I gave them instructions.

“No erections. If your penis gets hard, I will put one of your balls in a jar on the shelf. When you feel your penis start to stiffen, make it soft.”

With their hands locked behind them, they wouldn’t be able to slap down any violations of my order. This was both a physical and mental test. It’s one of my simple pleasures to mind-fuck my boys.

I pressed the power button and set the dial to mild. Their faces told me what they were feeling.

Stimulation. They hadn’t felt that in months and some of the older ones for a year. The only feeling they get is three-times-a-week machine milking that takes less than two or three minutes per boy. This was definitely a novel feeling for them.

I saw cocks jump a bit but nothing more than that.

I turned the control to medium and looked for responses. There were plenty.

Every boy contorted his face, fighting to control his penis. That showed me they were struggling to obey my order not to erect when their bodies were urging them to get hard. The brown gel they drank with dinner last night did its work and the sensations shifted from their penises to their brains and back again like a ping pong ball. That was a winning combination for the young ones but a real boon for how I could put the older ones into their personal hell.

There was a more important reaction when I turned the setting to high and walked in front of the line of twitching cocks.

They all got hard. There was nothing they could do, no gel could prevent their animal urges from taking over. Their penises were reacting separately from their brains. There was no sexual stimulation or physical touching. It was like the ten penises were on automatic.

The wand was feeling more and more magical.

Ten slaves were almost in tears in fear of the penalty I promised for disobedience. They would have beat their erections into masses of soft flesh if I hadn’t zip-tied their hands. Several were shrieking in terror. The 20s were sobbing. The 80 was stomping his hooves on the floor. The 50s, the noisy ones, were screeching, then gasping for breath before screeching even louder.

It was an adorable sight. My experiment was a success. I had no use for the ten lab rats anymore, so I sent them back to work. I told Jack to snap their cages together and I would lock them before she sent them to their work schedule. One by one, I heard the click when the boys’ organs were sealed in their cages. Most of their tears stopped when ten slaves finally resigned themselves to their fates. I’m sure they were imagining new jars with their testicles that I’d add to the shelf.

“Not this time,” I said. “This is the only warning you’ll ever get.”

When I left the training building so Jenna could drive me back to the main house, my stable boys shouted the same thing.

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!”

Damned straight I do.


The Targets


Chapter 4

In a client’s office

WHEN I TRAVEL away from Amityworld, even just a few hours’ drive, I go with the protection My Cop begs me to keep at my side and if I decline, he sends them anyway. They're just harder to spot. My usual security is either My Cop or, if he has to work remotely, my dog Aussie. The Pet Shoppe gals gave me Aussie as a gift after I helped them prepare for a cross-country trip to buy dogs to train and sell at their shop. Aussie was meant to be an Australian cattle dog, according to Maeve’s inner voice. He was a trained attack dog when they bought him and Annalise taught him new skills when she worked him. After they delivered him, My Cop kept him for two weeks of higher-level skill training and unrelenting drills. I heard it was grueling.

Aussie is eye candy now. His ability to keep me safe is daunting. Just ask the one idiot who tried to invade my personal space in a private business meeting. I hear he’s still in physical therapy learning to walk without a cane.

I’d seen my wand work with ten of my stable boys but I wanted to see what it could do in the outside world. Much to his gleeful surprise, I had Nova set up a call with one of my clients whose office was a two-and-a-half hour drive from Amityworld. He was doubly taken aback when I told him I would see him in his office. He had a few rules to obey first if he wanted to see me.

There was no way he’d say no to any of them. That was a given.

Even though he had a sizable private office, I didn’t want his secretary in the foyer. Or anyone else. He was to put his phone on DND and turn off his electronics, including his computer, phone and watch. Then he was to make sure hallway cameras were off. He could tell his building security people whatever he wanted but those cameras better not be recording.

I could hear him writing down my rules. Missing even one meant he would be locked in my punishment building until I was done with him, however long that lesson took.

The weather that Wednesday morning was delightful. I woke up to sunshine and snacked on fresh-baked blueberry muffins and a latte on the terrace with Gage’s ten magical fingers entertaining my toes. Juke had learned a lot from Zayn, his Tantric guide, and he sucked blueberry juice from my fingers each time I stuffed a few in his mouth.

Nova was running around like a wild animal making sure all the preparations for my trip were in place. The limo was ready, my daytime bag packed with a few tools was in the car and my eunuch was waiting to take care of my bath and dress me. Aussie was on a video call with My Cop, receiving last-minute instructions and a stern warning that made the dog bark his understanding of the aftereffects if anything untoward happened to me.

Most of all, Nova was frantic that I was taking Jenna with me. She needed street clothes. Jenna is 5’11” and stocky. She’s the tallest female I own. Nova dashed from her duties to the wardrobe closet trying to find the perfect outfit that fit her and met my rules for taking a female in public. Modest, unmemorable.

The eunuch chose a black leather skirt and a red jacket to complement my gold lingerie. It attached my stockings to my gold lace garter belt and fit my heels on my feet. I have no need for ordinary panties but the pushup bra felt lovely.

The ride was uneventful. Aussie sat in the front seat next to the driver and tried not to pull at his shirt’s neck. He’s not used to wearing clothes and was grateful I didn’t insist on a tie. Even though he didn’t need it, My Cop insisted that Aussie was armed. That’s one reason I had the cameras turned off in the client’s building. There were more rules, mostly ensuring my privacy.

Aussie hopped out when the driver stopped in front of the building and looked around in all directions before he opened my door and helped me out of the limo. Jenna stayed one step behind him. He moved in front of me when I entered the lobby and informed the security guard I had an appointment with my client. The guard checked his notes and walked us to the elevator without demanding I sign in. Apparently, my client had taken care of that, too.

When we reached the top floor, the elevator doors whooshed open and I saw his empty outer office. Not a secretary or other worker was at their desks. The client was standing at the elevator doors and offered his elbow for the short walk to his private office. Aussie stayed one step behind me. Jenna was in last place in our small parade.

The client eyeballed Aussie, surprised he was coming with us. Lucky for him he didn’t say a word about it. I put Jenna in the foyer, on call in case any cleanup was needed.

His office was considerable with floor-to-ceiling windows that gave him a panoramic view of the city. But today, the blinds were closed, as were the ones that opened to his outer office. He locked and bolted the door behind me so we were absolutely alone. Just him, Aussie and me.

Aussie stripped in seconds. He’s much more comfortable that way. The client didn’t blink an eye. When Aussie got down on all fours, he figured out what Aussie was. His trembling gave it away.

I sat in his desk chair and had him stand in front of me. He was so nervous, he was sweating and shivering from his head to his toes but still hadn’t said a word. Clients know better than to bore me with useless chatter.

“Drop them,” I said.

He fumbled with his belt and tried to pull his pants down without unzipping them first. That didn’t work. He tore at the zipper and his cashmere slacks wound up around his ankles. He wasn’t wearing underwear. That’s one of my rules that goes without saying.

I put out my hand and he lifted himself on his toes to drop the cock cage he was wearing in my outstretched hand.

“How long?” I asked even though I knew the answer.

He looked for me to nod before he said, “Two weeks.”

What he didn’t know is I knew that already. The cages send a signal that tells me when it’s locked in place. I sent a small jolt into the sound in his penis and he gasped when I unlocked the device imprisoning his organs. The sides opened and the cage drooped from the ring behind his balls.

He stared at his crotch like he hadn’t seen his penis in months. I could see the hope on his face but like all men who try to predict what I’m going to do, his hope was misplaced. I spun my finger in the air and he turned around.

The small electronic spreader was in his ass. He once pleaded to be stretched to qualify to rent one of my 20s, the big cocks so the ass expander was his trainer. It self-lubricated and best of all, was rechargeable. I tugged it to make sure it was tight. He moaned when I widened it a half inch.

There was nothing for him to look at except his office wall. Aussie fetched my wand from my bag and brought it to me in his teeth. Without saying a word, I pressed the power button.

The client gulped when he felt the first wave.

Two weeks in a chastity cage is merely practice for my better clients. Some earn two months of confinement if they even hope to get their own hour of my time. Renting my boys is my clients’ favorite recreation but time with me is what they dream of having. They pay a price for my personal touch.

I upped the wand to medium. Aussie barked. I didn’t have to see it to know the client was getting hard. That’s what Aussie is for.

I pressed the client’s hands against his hips and he knew not to move them. Even if he was desperate to stroke himself, he knew what would happen if he did. He’d be stripped of his clothing and my cage, the expander ripped out of his ass and I’d lock him out of his office so when the staff returned, they’d see what he really was.

A dirty old man. And one of my repeat clients.

I’d be in the limo with Aussie on my way back to Amityworld and no one would ever know I was there.

He was groaning at the medium setting and I wondered what he’d do when I upped it to full power. Perhaps he’d sing a new song to me. I pressed the darkest purple button and waited.

Aussie barked. The cock was hard.

The client sang a loud melody with a refrain that sounded like, “Oh god oh god oh my god…”

That’s all I needed to hear. I powered off the wand and had Aussie return it to my bag. I was done with my test and with that client.

Before I left, I let him massage my feet. His tears wet his hands when he wiped his eyes. He was a good-looking 65-year-old especially after the muscle-building program my trainer put together for him. But in all the years he’s rented my boys, he’d gotten hard only a few times. I had the solution for that – and a new rental offering – for clients like him. They’re the most frequent and well-paying repeat renters.

They would beg to be force-erected and pay handsomely for the privilege. All of them would send thank-you gifts. They always do.


Chapter 5

In Amity’s office

NOVA’S TABLET WAS filled with the tasks I dictated to Jenna on the drive back to Amityworld. Aussie wasn’t thrilled to have clothes on again and a single jolt to his microchip told him to stop fidgeting. Jenna typed rapid-fire with each instruction I gave.

“Tell Nova to send the top four renters over the past year to my tablet right now,” I said.

Jenna tapped keys and stared at the screen. I wasn’t sure she was breathing. When the message binged, she finally exhaled and read the list.

“An elected official, a pharmaceutical CEO, an international business CFO and an IT Security Vice President.”

That was a good list. Not only were they recurring renters but they also had complex fantasies they were desperate to live out in real life in one of my rental cabins. The more complicated the fantasy, the higher the price.

There was something else they had in common. I saw on their applications and deduced from what they rented, that what they really wanted was a group event. They were thrilled at the possibility of paying for two or more mouth boys to be used by a group they begged me to arrange. If one role player could be their evil nurse, they requested three more men with the same fetish to be patients. Of course, that carried an upcharge.

But the biggest commonality among them was that the youngest was 62 and they all had trouble getting hard on demand. Or often. They were exactly who I wanted as the first customers of my new offering.

Group erections at the touch of a button and the twist of a dial.

“Have Nova send this message to all four of them. Your appointment at Amityworld is 10am Friday.”

Jenna looked quizzically at me and I nodded for her to speak.

“Does Ms. Amity require RSVPs?”

I almost laughed out loud. Those men would drop everything and have their staffs reschedule all their appointments and meetings when they saw my message. I know my clients.

I shook my head and Jenna sent the message. Three minutes later, Jenna said, “Nova sent the text.”

“You’re going to be busy tomorrow, busier than usual. You’ve been taught how to secure boys onto benches and stuff their organs into cages. I’ll decide whether or not to keep you in spite of your inadequate breasts when I see how well you learned those skills.”

Jenna gulped. She should know by now that I have no use for single-skill house girls. And if she ever expected a one-syllable name, a sign that she had pleased me for a long time, she better show me that she has skills I can use. If not, she’d be sold on a video call if I didn’t feel like waiting for the next auction.

While we drove, I had Jenna send assignments to my other girls. The house manager was to tell the chef there were four males arriving Friday and they would be fed in the rental cabins. They were not invited to the dining room. That told my head chef all he needed to know.

Jack was to inform #42 who designed the auction building that turned into eight cabins to combine two cabins to make a bigger space. He was also to test the suspension system to make sure it held four caged males safely.

The training manager’s task was to set up the main room in the cabin with four narrow wall cages that kept boys upright and unable to move. Then I listed which tools I wanted in easy reach in the cabin and in the building’s large display area with its beautiful dome roof.

Jenna didn’t stop typing for miles.

My last instruction was clear. “If any order is not completed to my satisfaction, everyone will be punished.”

I didn’t have to specify what the consequences would be. I owned them all. They knew what I would do because they’d suffered through it before. This time, they’d be close to right.

-=o=-

When we arrived and I had Jenna run back to the main house, shed her clothing and get started on her kitchen duties, Nova was galloping up the path to the transport garage. She was late. Her job is to be there before I arrive and take care of my bags. Aussie was already naked and on all fours. I held his leash as I started walking to the main house. There are times I prefer to walk but this wasn’t one of them. Nova should have had a golf cart waiting for me.

It might have been her first failure in months, but I’d never let it go unpunished. She knew it. Her face was a dead giveaway. Nova was terrified.

I was tired after the long ride and had two exclusives waiting for me at the door to my suite. I didn’t want to waste my special Amity time dealing with her right now in the punishment building. I chose another way. There’s all kinds of pain and this one would be new to Nova.

“Send Jenna to my suite. Take over her kitchen duties.”

Nova looked heartbroken. She is a personal girl and personals do not work in the kitchen. I’d drilled that into her for a year before she got it. She just learned that Ms. Amity giveth and Ms. Amity can taketh away whenever she wants.

She took my day bag, turned around and ran back to the main house. I walked Aussie the rest of the way. The weather was beautiful and I used the opportunity to talk to Amityworld. She and I speak to each other in our own way. It’s the best place. Anywhere. It's mine.

Zayn and Juke were kneeling at my suite’s door when the elevator doors opened. Jenna was in position on her knees, her arms spread out and her forehead on the floor. Of course, her miniature bosoms never touched the carpet. I put my heel on her backside and pushed her on the floor. That flattened her, small breasts and all.

The boys followed me inside and I closed the door, leaving Jenna in the foyer. She’d stay there until – and if – I needed anything. I had work for the boys to do.

Zayn showed Juke had to remove my clothing and send it to the eunuch to treat my leathers and hand-launder and iron the rest. I’d bathe after my exclusives gave me at least a few trips to my personal stratosphere. In Amityworld, it’s first things first. And they’re always mine.

The chef sent dinner to my suite. The house manager assigned Nova to deliver it and kneel outside until it was time to take the rolling cart back to the kitchen. I didn’t even pinch her mammoth breasts when I opened the door. Her head was bowed and I was sure she was crying. Her breasts are my amusement; ignoring them was like slapping her in the face.

When Thursday morning’s sun rose over the tree line, Nova was still on her knees outside my suite’s door. Last night I was busy with my exclusives and neglected to have her take the serving cart back to the kitchen. When one of my kitchen girls brought my coffee and blueberry scones, she handed the dinner trolley to Nova and the demoted personal girl slinked away.

I jolted my eunuch to take care of my bath and wardrobe. I sent my exclusives back to their cells to rest right after they did their morning exercises, ate their first feeding and finished their morning piss-and-shit duties. I had a big day ahead of me.

It occurred to me that with Nova being punished, I had no personal girl to take over her tasks. All I had was the new tall girl with tiny breasts. She’d have to do. She better rise to my expectations.

“You’re mine today,” I said.

Jenna was startled but she managed to crawl down the stairs and kneel outside the slave half-door to my office before the elevator arrived. I pushed her ass with my boot and her upper body landed on the floor on the other side of the door with the other half stuck in the small opening.

With four clients arriving in less than 24 hours, I had a lot to do in addition to overseeing my business.

“Make sure the limo arrives at the airport ten minutes before their planes land. Have the driver let only the naked ones into the limo. Have a girl run them to Medical when they get here. Tell Emma to do a basic exam and empty their colons. Then have a girl run them around the small field and over to the cabins. Have a cart waiting to drive me there.”

I pointed to the door, telling Jenna to get those orders sent out. She better have memorized all of them. I was in no mood for another failure by any of my property.

Once she crept into the closet-sized cubicle that Nova ordinarily uses, I had her close the door. It was easy to ignore her until I had something else for her to do.

I opened the stable spreadsheet and looked over the categories. To do a proper stress test of the magic wand, I needed a few scenarios to examine the four erection failures’ hardness when the shockwaves hit their reluctant penises. That meant I needed some stable boys to be my lab rats again.

First, I had to define the scenarios that would show what situations would be best for these four men to see if the erections I gave them would enhance their experience and at the same time, see if the wand could force recurring erections in a single day. I decided not to charge the clients very much for this experimental rental and if the wand didn’t live up to my expectations, I always had my single-tail to entertain them. The one with the red handle.

Then there were the mouth boys, the 30s, the best-trained suckers in my stable. Even if the clients couldn’t get it up, the mouth boys knew what to do to earn five stars on the post-rental survey.

I opened a new spreadsheet. One column for the event name, one for the category of boy needed, a third for tools and the last for which gel would work best for my unscientific investigation.

That’s when I stopped typing and stared at the screen. I thought about men that age, their particular fetishes and what they’d rented in the past. Although I was using them as guinea pigs, I wanted them to feel at least like sophisticated ones.

They’d all rented some of the 40s at one time or another. Powerful men enjoy the noises pain sluts make and especially love the loud ones. Why not make their first hour or two giving – and getting – some of that?

I typed “Electrical” in the first column. I had three more to go.

When I looked at the spreadsheet with their prior rentals, I wanted to see what else they’d used and if there were any commonalities. A big one jumped out at me.

Each had rented several of the 70s to act out certain roles to fulfill their fantasies. The fifth through tenth columns displayed what they wanted the 70s to portray. One was the same for all of them. They had a kink for police officers and strip searches. I typed “Arrest and Strip Search” in the second column of my new spreadsheet.

I needed one more. What peccadillo was similar in all four clients? I scanned the history spreadsheet until I found it.

There it was. The big cocks. They knew their own penises couldn’t match what I owned so they did mental 180-degree turns to get their own asses reamed by the biggest cocks in my stable. They just hadn’t had that experience as a group. That was about to change.

The third column had a name. Group Fuck.

After that, it was easy to fill in the details with the category of boys and the tools I wanted handy. I jolted Jenna and she dove into position at my feet.

“Tell Jack I want these boys and these tools in the cabins tonight,” I said and handed her a printout.

She was trembling at what I thought was a straightforward task I lifted her chin with the toe of my boot and said, “What?”

Jenna said, “Ms. Amity, I need to pee. Badly.”

Jenna was new but she had plenty of time to get used to the three-times-a-day piss-and-shit chances I give my slaves. She was actually begging to pee before sending my instructions to Jack. One thing I’ve learned by owning property for as long as I have is if I let one of them break a rule, they all feel they can, too.

But I’m not heartless.

“Send that to Jack first and then use the sandbox,” I said and pointed to the hallway. I’m not cruel. The sandbox is for emergencies or when I use a boy on a long-term project, like when #42 spent weeks in that cubicle designing the new auction building that turned into cabins. The project was too important to send him to the stable dorm at piss-and-shit time. That would interrupt his work.

Jenna crept back into her little cubicle and sent the message with pee running between her stocky legs, all 5’11” of her, into the pan she was standing on. I had it installed to deal with incontinent slaves.

Jenna spent the next few hours finishing the tasks I assigned her. She never asked to pee off-schedule again.


Chapter 6

In the rental cabins

MY CLIENTS KNOW what happens if they’re late. Gage sat in the limo’s front passenger seat to pick up my four guests. He had strict instructions to arrive 10 minutes after the fourth plane landed and leave five minutes later. It didn’t matter how many passengers were in the back seat. Rules matter.

Three renters were on time; in fact, they were early. I can only imagine how they browbeat their pilots to fly faster. The fourth cut it close but when the limo left the airport, four clients were sitting in the back seat.

They were naked, save for their cages and hoods covering their heads.

Even though Gage could have worn street clothes to the airport, he’s much more comfortable now without them. Each guest eyed him and when they noticed the brand on the bottom of his ball sac, they treated him with appropriate respect. They knew what he was – Ms. Amity’s exclusive.

It would have been a disaster for any of them to disobey Gage’s instructions. They’d be dropped naked onto the airport tarmac and left to their own devices along with the concomitant public relations nightmare.

As he was told, Gage climbed into the back seat for the ride.

The clients were silent when the limo started the two-hour trip. Ten minutes in, Gage turned on the recording I made for them.

“My boy will collect your cages.”

With that, I unlocked four cages remotely and the men stared at their crotches. Gage reached across their laps and wriggled the rings behind their testicles to remove them. Not one guest flinched when he twisted the rings and squeezed their cocks and balls to get the cages off. He dropped them into a bag and placed the bag under the seat.

Confidentiality is essential in Amityworld. Guests do not need to know who other guests are. Their singular focus is on me and what I tell them to do. Besides, they’d never share the identities of other renters. The blowback would be disastrous and my clients are men who have a lot to lose.

Once Gage stowed their cages, the recording restarted.

“You are the lucky clients who will take part in a brand new event at Amityworld. My gift to you is a day like none you’ve ever had or could even imagine.”

The backseat camera showed their nodding hoods. Their soft cocks shank even deeper between their legs.

“Which of you can rise to meet my challenge?”

That was it for verbal instructions. I didn’t care about the possible answers swirling in their brains. Most likely, they all wanted to shout, “Me! Me! Me!”

Two hours later, the green light flickered, telling me the limo had arrived in the transport garage. I turned on my monitor and saw four naked men wearing black hoods alongside Gage standing on the concrete floor. My girl pointed at them and led them to the Medical wing of the Intake building. They ran in a decent straight line. Gage smiled. He knew what Emma had in store for them.

I switched cameras to Medical. Emma chose to wear cobalt blue for a day with a foursome. Her miniskirt flared out from the crinoline slip and as usual, she eschewed panties. Her bosom was heftier with the new implants and looked enticing in the blue pushup bra. Her new breasts peeked out of the low-cut sequined top.  Stilettos finished her outfit.

When the camera focused, I saw four men bent over a long exam table and Emma’s gloved fingers lubricating their asses. She takes pride in her work, especially the refrigerated enemas. She says they work better when they’re cold.

Even though these clients had suffered through Emma’s medical exam each time they rented my stable, the experience is always unique. The pharmaceutical CEO moaned when Emma’s fingers reached deep inside him. Both the CFO and the COO panted. As usual, the elected official tried to hump Emma’s fingers. She remembered him and jammed three fingers inside. He was the most frequent renter of my 20s, the biggest cocks in my stable.

When Emma unclamped the enema hoses, they sang their chorus to me.

Emma didn’t have to remind them to start bouncing to spread the fluid throughout their colons. They bobbed up and down with gusto. She pressed corks in their anuses after yanking out the hoses, then walked out of the exam room.

The men were obviously startled. Their colons were full, their bowels starting to scream and they were alone. There was no one to tell them they were allowed to use the buckets. They didn’t dare expel their enemas without direct instruction. They knew what the consequences would be.

I watched three high-level business executives and one elected official’s faces fill with horror. I wondered which might want to edit his previous “Me! Me! Me!” answer. Probably all four of them.

When I sent Emma back in ten minutes later, she lined them up in a small circle around the buckets and told them to pull out the plug in the ass squatting to their right. Four gray-haired men didn’t squawk about the order; after all, their bowels were screaming too loudly. The COO went first and searched with his fingers for the CEO’s stopper. When he pulled it out, the CEO realized he couldn’t use the bucket until he released the one to his right. They all responded in line. Four relieved men crouched on metal buckets and emptied themselves. Loudly. There is something about older men and gas. That’s why I sent a girl in to hose them off. Better her than me.

After Emma finished her tests and declared them healthy enough, the girl ran them around the smaller field and left them at the door to cabins where I was waiting. Gage and #42 created a larger cabin by moving walls between two so I had plenty of room to test the magic wand on four soft penises hanging off bodies with empty colons.

When they saw me, they dropped to their knees and reached their hands out in front of them. I didn’t say a word until their foreheads rested on the floor.

“You rent the dreams you hunger for and I make them real. Today will be different. You will experience the reality I choose.”

The elected official’s ass bobbed up and down. He wasn’t just ready; he was raring to go. That wasn’t surprising. Men like him who are used to flaunting their personal power crave submitting to authority that is strong enough to overcome their own. They want to be told what to do. It’s even better when their obedience is enveloped in humiliation. The pharma CEO and the CFO nodded with their hips but the COO, the IT security manager, was shivering. And not from the cold.

I’d seen him using some of my stable when I walked the outer glass-walled ring of the cabins and watched the renters at work. The COO caught my eye. He had two of my 40s, a pair of pain sluts, strapped to short benches with their ankles locked to the tall rails and their asses hanging off the edge of the benches. Seeing him zap them from their toes to their asses with one electric prod in each hand revealed a kink I put on his spreadsheet to use the next time I had him here. That was today and it was one reason I keep renters’ prods' power on medium so they can't damage my boys.

On the other hand, the CEO’s long-time fetish was to be demeaned by a slave lower on the power totem pole than he was, which was just about everybody. He paid for two ass boys even though his own cock couldn’t get hard without drugs, which are forbidden in Amityworld. I saw him make one boy don a strap-on and ream my other ass boy while the CEO got on all fours and had the reamed boy fuck his ass. It was quite an entertaining fuck line, especially the CEO’s song. My 60s are trained to take any size cock or dildo. They’re also skilled in spearing a client.

The last time the CFO applied to rent, his request was grander than usual. He asked for two 20s and one of the 70s to role play a medical researcher. It wasn’t hard to imagine what he wanted: a full day of having the 70 compare his penis to the 20s and declare, contrary to fact, how big and thick his was. His fantasy meant uncaging a pair of 20s. That costs extra and he didn't say a word about paying the fee.

Late that afternoon, the CFO’s limp penis finally began to stir. When I bid them au revoir in the transport garage, I assured him he could come back and maybe that time he could get hard. He smiled hopefully. He was a perfect test subject for my new wand.

The intake forms all four completed told me what I was fairly sure of already. Not one of them had enjoyed a drug-free erection in months. In two cases, in years.

Their day was divided into three sessions that provided different ways for me to test the wand. They crawled behind me under the large domed oval that covered the display area for the auction. Now it was my ‘anything goes’ space.

Jack had four benches arranged in a circle so their heads met at the center. They climbed atop them and I secured the straps to make sure they couldn’t jerk around too much and hurt themselves. The new benches tilt in every direction, so their asses were raised high and their ankles spread wide apart. The only part of them I was interested in was completely available to me. And to my wand.

I focused on the four limp organs that drooped from their crotches.

My prod, which was not locked on medium, zapped their balls one at a time as I walked around the small circle. Each tap elicited a small groan but not one penis stiffened. My second circle was more direct. I ran the charged prod up and down the length of their shafts. I can do four tiny penises quickly. Nothing. Just a few groans.

On my third trip, I turned the wand on and set it to its lowest level. This time, the CEO’s cock jumped before I tapped it with the prod. Each penis reacted when I got near it and each zap drew a louder groan.

I traded the prod for electrical anal hooks. One of my girls lubed the elected official’s ass and I started with him while she greased up the rest. He was a humper yearning to be degraded, so I took care of both of his kinks at the same time.

The hook went in easily and clipped onto a handy raised bolt. The first shock I delivered made him yelp. When I upped the wand to medium, I saw surprise fill his face. He was getting hard. Not erection-worthy but definitely getting stiff.

When all four anal hooks were in place, I set them on a program to deliver random jolts while I walked around the circle testing the wand’s various levels. The result was four men beseeching me to make them harder. They didn’t care how I was doing it. They were desperate for more.

“What are you?” I asked.

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!” they bellowed back.

Ten minutes later, I turned off the hooks when four penises were moderately stiff. When I powered the wand down, they dropped their full body weight on the benches. That’s the sign of complete submission.

-=o=-

I planned the second session to mimic a situation that was unlikely to happen to my test subjects in their outside worlds and was, without a doubt, one they’d never imagined would befall them. Men like my clients run fantasies through their heads and plan how they would handle them. They don’t do well when unfathomable things happen in real life. They have to plan and prepare. I tolerate none of that.

Unthinkable things happen routinely in Amityworld.

Two of my 70s were outfitted in police uniforms replete with nightsticks and fake weapons. The hats on their bald heads were amusing but I didn’t think my clients would agree, especially when the scene unfolded. I left the center space and had a girl lead the men back to the double-sized cabin. She told them to get dressed and left them there, milling about, too humiliated to meet another man’s eyes.

They had a taste of a hard cock, if only for a few minutes and they were hungry to be stiff again. They were ravenous for their penises to feel that way again but in my world, men have to earn a meal as delicious as that.

My 70s memorized their roles and stomped into the cabin. “Get down!” they shouted.

The men hit the floor belly first. One cop kicked their legs apart and yelled, “Which of you bastards parked a dark blue Mercedes at the airfield outside DC?”

The elected official shook from his neck to his toes. The second officer stood between his legs and pressed his boot against his balls. “Is that yours?” he demanded.

The elected official nodded with his ass. Really. I had to keep from laughing out loud.

“It’s blocking emergency vehicles!” the first cop shouted as the second kicked his balls. I heard a heartfelt shriek.

They hauled him up by his shoulders and stood him where the other three could watch, thankful it wasn’t their car in the way.

“Hey! Is he hiding a weapon in his pants?” an officer yelled.

“Easy to find out,” the other said. They yanked open his slacks and let them fall around the official’s ankles. One manipulated his cock and the other his balls, as if he could hide a gun behind his small, limp penis.

His face turned red and he whimpered like a baby. When the first cop kicked him in the balls, he screamed out his song. The official was reduced to a piece of meat when the cops grilled him for 15 minutes. That’s when I turned on the wand.

The shrunken, beaten penis jiggled. Then it got harder.

In spite of his mortification, the client grinned. Like other elected officials, humiliation stimulated him. He didn’t know that my new wand was the culprit. That’s the tension I keep my clients in, begging to be debased because they think that makes them hard.

Like they say in Hollywood, keep them wanting more of what I was holding in my left hand.


Chapter 7

Cross-dressers in the cabin

BEFORE I RETURNED to the cabin building, I had my two 70s strip-search the other clients and arrest them by locking them in wall cages. Those cages are a mere 14-inches deep so their arms were pressed tightly against their sides and they couldn’t move or worse, fall. The front and back bars had round cutouts so their organs and asses were mine for the taking.

The best part is that the cages twist, turn and can be pulled away from the wall on a rotating bar. Which is exactly what I did.

You can’t have too many cross-dressers in your stable. They’re highly rentable if they can sing and they’ll command even higher fees if they can dance. All of mine are trained daily in both arts. The men who rent them are generally over 50 and that’s the group that suffers most often from lifeless penises. When they can manage to get hard, they are desperate to hear how big and thick they are and how the way they ram their cocks into my boys’ asses is worthy of an Olympic gold medal.

My boys memorize what clients want to hear but the real selling point is how sincere they sound when shouting compliments to the client. It’s even better when they exude passion.

“Oh god it’s HUGE!” is the first phrase they’re taught. They get a new list every few days. Most are effusive compliments and praise but the secret is making what they shout out sound sincere. Any boy can take a cock in his ass but only the great ones can sing their praises while they are dancing like a marshmallow on a stick over a campfire.

My 50s excel at that and their cross-dressing is a huge plus. My clients know they’re renting men but my rentables don’t have to look like males. The 50s wardrobe room turns them into whatever a client asks for or what I know they can’t even admit to themselves. There have been some doozies but my trainers can handle all varieties of fetishes that renters have. And because my 50s are so thrilled with the outfits, they hope to see that they’re rented out on their daily schedules. The ones who get whole weekends are even more excited because it means several trips to the wardrobe room.

Frequent rentals keep the 50s working hard at perfecting and adding to their skills. Getting rented for a entire weekend means they get multiple chances to change costumes and that's their bit of heaven.

With four clients locked in standing cages, I jolted Jack to send the 50s I selected across the field. I walked to the outer ring and watched them through the floor-to-ceiling windows.

They looked ridiculous running in stilettos and glitzy outfits.

It’s a good thing I have them practice walking and running in tall heels every day.

This was going to be the most intense test of the magic wand so far. Until now, I’d given them merely moderately stiff cocks. This time, I was interested in fuck-ready rigidness. Could these four older erection-less men fuck my 50s well enough to make them sing and dance?

Could a wand, even a magic one, make that happen?

Most men can masturbate to get hard. Not every man can sustain an erection and ream anything, not even a trained ass, no matter how much he wants to or how hard he tries. If this wand could turn these men into, well, fuckers again, I could charge higher prices.

Once word got out, the line would be out the door.

The caged men were familiar to me. I knew their kinks so I assigned one of the 50s to whet the clients’ appetites. Of course, they wouldn’t complain about what they were told to fuck if they could get their penises hard enough to fuck anything. But I appreciated the fees they paid so I chose a persona to tantalize each of them.

The COO got a cross-dresser in a leather skirt, fake breasts that poked out of a glittery demi bra, black stockings and tall black patent stilettos. The CEO’s secret boy fetish got him a leather-clad biker type wearing open-ass chaps with a codpiece. For the CFO, I ordered a doctor in a white lab coat with red sequined lingerie underneath, a nod to his company’s logo. The elected official’s kink was to be dominated and humiliated at the same time. He got a 50 dressed as a court justice, a reminder of the half-dozen laws he tried to pass that the courts struck down, most without full briefings. Under the robe, that 50 was dressed in hot pink crotchless panties in honor of the woman justice who laughed him out of court.

My 50s crawled in front of the cages and presented their asses to the clients. That’s when I turned on the wand. I set it almost on full.

It didn’t matter that they were locked in cages in a cabin. They had no interest in anything other than what was taking place in their penises.

They couldn’t even look down at their crotches. The cages kept them completely upright. But they felt it.

One after another, their cocks shot up and they moaned in joy. My 50s backed up and rammed their asses against the temporarily stiff organs and pressed backward until their asses were filled. They humped against the bars that prevented the clients from returning their thrusts. They sang odes of praise and danced their legs in delight.

I watched four clients soar into heaven. I heard them croon songs of ecstasy. I felt their frenzy.

That's when I ran my finger over the wand’s controls. One more click and they’d be at full power. It turned out that the caged clients didn’t need that setting. They were hard and drooling each time one of the 50s jammed his ass onto their cocks. They were finally erect and fucking their fetishes.

All under my watchful eyes.

The wand test was to see if men like these could sustain erections long enough to get close to ejaculation. I never promised them they’d finish. What I told them was clear.

“You will be in the reality I choose.”

Men understand what I tell them and nod with their asses. What they don’t fully comprehend is that I mean it.

When three of the four were literally pre-orgasm and the fourth seconds away, I turned the wand off. The four caged clients roared like bulls in heat, but their cocks wouldn’t comply. All four were soft as butter. Three were mushrooming back into their groins.

Then the whimpering started.

I sent the 50s back to the stable to clean their asses, undress and get back to the tasks on their schedules. It was time to feed the clients a late lunch before sending them back to the airport.

I unlocked the cages and they collapsed on the floor. The COO and CFO curled up in fetal balls. The CEO ground his face into the floor and wept. The elected official stared at me in disbelief. It took a while for them to collect themselves enough to hear my offer.

“What is it worth to you if I let you finish?”

As expected, they started yelling out numbers. Dollars. That’s how they think, that a high enough price will sway me. Like I always say, men who assume what I will do are always wrong.

“Not enough,” I said. “Remember what I am literally holding in my hand.”

The stared silently at my left hand, the one holding the wand. Finally, a voice said, “Whatever you want. That’s my bid.”

It didn’t surprise me who made the only offer I’d accept. Men who hold elected offices are familiar with expectations like mine.

“I will hold you to that. You stay where you are. The rest of you are leaving for the airport. I am sure you enjoyed your first taste of what will be a new opportunity on my rental application. It’s pricey but I’m certain I’ll see you again soon.”

One of my girls ran the dispirited men to the transport garage and under Gage’s supervision, they were driven to the airport. He unlocked their hoods after the limo parked and he doled out their clothing after they climbed out of the car. A few minutes of dashing to their planes naked with their arms full of their expensive slacks, shirts and shoes was my farewell. Their pilots had a new ‘would you believe it’ to share with their friends.

As for the Senator, I attached him to a mechanical penis tube and turned it on. While it compressed and sucked his spongy penis, I turned the wand back on. Full power.

Jenna drove me back to the main house in my golf cart. The song the Senator was squealing echoed across the field.


The Plan


Chapter 8

Putting the Plan Together

THE GREEN LIGHT tells me when a limo pulls into the garage. Sometimes I don’t need to see the light. I can sense his arrival.

My Cop was back in Amityworld. The place he belongs.

His career in what I call law enforcement is better left imprecise. With his experience in covert military and civilian operations, he’s said that if he told me details, he’d have to shoot me and he prefers things the way they are. When he’s in his remote world, most of the missions he carries out end well. But when he came back battered and scarred from one that didn’t, I kept him here for two months until he healed. His body was one thing. His fear that he was no longer good enough for me was another.

With the old man’s help, Gage, Juke and especially Zayn almost pulled him through it. I had to close the circle so he understood that I would keep him forever. No matter what.

Our connection has a powerful component that’s driven by sensation. I can sense when he’s near just like how I feel when something is wrong, the way I felt that day. When he wriggled his wide shoulders through the small slave door and knelt at my feet, I discovered that sensation works both ways.

I had a plan. Dangerous? I didn’t think so but My Cop certainly did. He wasn’t about to let me enact my plan alone. Aussie is a proven protector that My Cop trained for two grueling weeks and checks up on routinely. Aussie is a very good protector, just not as good as My Cop. No one is.

My Cop didn’t know exactly what my plan was but he was determined to go with me. He’ll obey anything I tell him to do except one thing. If he thinks it’s unsafe for me or if it puts me in danger, he always wins. I don’t argue anymore. Not much. This time it turned out to be a good idea. A very good idea.

He hadn’t heard about the magic wand although he was familiar with shear, acoustic and shock waves. They have plenty of uses, only some of which are for therapy. Erectile dysfunction, the term that appeals to men more than ‘limp penis’, is one of those. In his line of work, My Cop has witnessed shock waves harm people on purpose.

He was concerned about possible retaliation. Against me. My Cop would throw himself in front of a bus if I stepped into the street against a light. That wasn’t an outcome I wanted.

He asked for permission to speak. I ran my fingers through his light brown hair and he began.

“Ms. Amity, I made it through that damned torture because of you. Because the only thing that kept me alive was that I had to get back to you. I cannot…I will not…let you be put in jeopardy.”

He didn’t have to say that but I was glad he did. But he wasn’t done.

“Please let me be at your side. Please never try anything like this without me. I know I can’t be here all the time but I will turn heaven and earth to get here any time you meet privately with unknowns.”

A light bulb lit in my brain. He wasn’t worried about the wand and what I’d do with it in personal meetings with potential clients. What concerned him was my being alone in private offices of men he hadn’t yet checked out thoroughly.

That’s one small reason he’s My Cop, the only man I own that I let keep his hair. After what Zayn did for Big Mike’s sister and the traumatic trek it took him to regain his balance, I let Zayn’s head hair grow back but it’s no match for what’s on My Cop’s head. And in my fingers.

My last secret plan was a huge success. Big Mike’s almost catatonic sister responded to Zayn’s Tantric essence and, long story short, she is finally living the life that’s due her. Karly and Mike are a family again.

This plan was entirely different. It started out as a way to add quality clients to my rental list but I wanted only men of a certain level of influence who could afford my prices and obey my rules without balking. I thought about it for weeks and built a spreadsheet with columns for names, positions, locations, assets and kinks. Some were associated with my existing clients in their business lives. I thought a few select new ones deserved a chance to live out their dreams in real life. In my world.

Except for one thing. In My Cop’s view, each unknown was a potential threat.

If I took him with me, I had to figure out how to get him into their private offices. Secretly. A black hood over his head simply wouldn’t do in the city.

I held his head with my hands, looked in his eyes and decided that hooding him was the last thing I wanted to do. He’s eye candy. My eye candy. If anyone was going to wear a hood, it would be the unknown. All I had to work through was how I was going to get a rich, powerful man to agree to wear a black full-head hood.

“Ms. Amity, I’d die if I lost you.”

That sealed it. I had to find a way to make this work.

-=o=-

That evening, I had my exclusives join me for dinner in the smaller dining room. The chef prepared a lovely meal and the usual thick steak grilled medium rare for My Cop. The slave garden produced the vegetables and salads as well as the blueberries for dessert. The garden turned out to be a great idea. It lowered the food budget substantially and I have baskets of blueberries.

“What is a special meal for Ms. Amity without blueberry pie?” the chef said when he served dessert and spooned a huge dollop of whipped cream on mine. I set his chip to the pleasure program and he moaned for the full 30 seconds I let it run. He trotted back to the kitchen, his frilly pink apron bouncing with each step along with his permanent cock cage.

Juke, my newest exclusive that I hadn’t yet branded, spoke first. “Ms. Amity, I feel your aura. It’s different.”

Zayn was next. “Yes, Ms. Amity, I feel…apprehension.”

Gage, my ex-military former POW exclusive, looked baffled. Talk of auras and connections mystifies him, except when I injected his ass with a drop of platinum gel. He howled when I laid my fingers on his chest and pulled his essence out of him and drew into mine. Gage now has total understanding of his connection to me but more of mine to him. My ownership flows through him.

My Cop said nothing even when the others stared at him waiting for him to comment on my odd aura. He doesn’t talk much and never uses three words when two will do. They expected him to clear it up. Of course he had to know what was going on that caused the unusual force they felt. After all, he’s My Cop.

He put his fork on his plate and stared at the blueberry pie. Then he said, “Ms. Amity has a plan and there’s some danger in what she intends to do.”

Three of my exclusives jumped up and surrounded me. If it wasn’t so silly, it would have been touching. We were in the dining room with a guarded gate and cameras recording everywhere. Except in my suite.

“No, no one can hurt her here. I’m taking care of that.”

He put a guard at the gate and at least two stealthy types were patrolling the grounds. They were ex-Seals and former Rangers that My Cop arranged. I just never knew exactly where they were. My Cop said it was better that way.

“When Ms. Amity is offsite, she needs special protection.”

“Oh god, no, Ms. Amity, are you leaving?” Gage was borderline frantic. Juke held onto my chair with both hands and Zayn mumbled, “Please don’t break my connection. Not again. I can’t…I can’t…”

Dear goddess, My Cop just upset my entire household. I had to clear this up. The last thing I needed was a trio of off-balance exclusives. But I was touched to see and hear how much my ownership meant to them.

When something is off with even one of my exclusives, Amityworld feels disrupted. When three of them are in that state, it’s rocky. But when you add My Cop to the mix, it’s seismic.

I insist on a tranquil landscape.

“I have a new rental offering,” I said. “It’s clever and creative and it will generate significant revenue. That bodes well for my businesses but more for buying new stock, replacing equipment and of course, taking care of Amityworld.”

Three of them looked at me with curiosity filling their faces. My Cop laid his arm across his chest and was pulling at his chin with his other hand. That’s how he thinks. He won’t say anything until he drops his hand. He’d make a lousy poker player.

When his hand finally met his chest, he said, “Ms. Amity intends to visit unknowns in their offices. In the city.”

If they were curious before he spoke, they were mystified now. Until he said, “By herself.”

“Take me,” Gage said. “I can move Ms. Amity safely anywhere.”

“Please let me go with you. I can detect any evil intentions,” Juke pleaded.

Zayn said, “Let me go with you. I can sense anything that could be dangerous to you.”

Three begging exclusives and blueberry pie. With whipped cream. What more could I want?

My Cop silenced them with his eyes. They knelt around my chair and formed a group hug around my ankles. My Cop had the final word.

“Heaven and earth,” he said. “I’m going with you.”

That was the only time in all the years I’ve owned him that My Cop said anything that sounded like a demand. He’d kept me safe for years, arranged the security for the auction when 100 slaves for sale and 40 buyers and sellers spent a weekend here and managed the confidential transport of countless clients and a dozen-and-a-half of my friends’ exclusives for the auction finale. He had nothing to prove to me.

My feet were practically numb from how hard my three exclusives were holding onto my ankles. I had to say something, the only logical thing I could think of.

“My Cop is going with me. You all – and Aussie – will have roles.”

I started feeling my toes again when they finally let go. My Cop looked relieved but concerned for the same reason I felt that way, too. I had no idea how to explain his presence in the inner offices of global business executives, Congress critters and other celebrated men. Ones who were born to be owned.

By me.


Chapter 9

Spreadsheets in Amity’s office

NO SPREADSHEET I tried could generate the plan I needed to explain My Cop’s presence when I visited what he called the unknowns. I had a host of data about them compiled from deep background searches. I knew the men’s habits, where they traveled, all their residences, people they met with and who they interacted with regularly. I had all of that plus the details of the medical specialists they visited, a column filled with urologists. The last column, the one I called ‘kinks’, was spotty at best.

When I inspect merchandise for sale at an auction, I’m very good at finding out what I call their second talents. Those are the hidden predilections that make men rentable once I have those concealed talents developed. Like I did in Houston with the big engineer who was an obvious cross-dresser, the attorney who made a respectable role player, not to mention Juke with his nascent Tantric talents. Surely I could uncover those penchants in the kind of men who would make excellent clients.

Once they’ve felt what I offer, they become repeat customers. Recurring income is good for my bottom line.

The more I knew about the unknowns, the safer I was and the less I had to endure My Cop’s hovering worry.

I stared at the monitor and added a new column. Roles.

That was for My Cop. Who would he be in each private meeting? What was his purpose that I insisted he attend? Would the men I was testing be alarmed having another man – one as fearsome as My Cop – in the room?

Sometimes I have to remember that others see my exclusive slaves as men because I regard them as property. Valuable property, but property nonetheless.

Then there’s My Cop with his to-the-point phrases, his constant vigilance for potential danger and his carefully developed musculature. Every muscle. Would he intimidate potential clients simply by being My Cop?

All of that created a conundrum. I needed input from someone who saw things from my side as well as from an unknown’s point of view. There was only one logical choice so I jolted Zayn’s chip and he wriggled through the slave door minutes later.

“Here,” I said and pointed next to my chair. I held his fingers and explained my dilemma. “Who can I have My Cop pretend to be – believably – to influential business executives?”

“Ms. Amity, may I?” Zayn asked, reaching for my face, even though I brought him to my office to do exactly that. I nodded.

He laid his fingers on my temples and breathed evenly with his eyes closed. I hate to interrupt him when he’s meditating because when he’s done, he fills my nights with astonishing orgasms. When Zayn rested his forehead on mine, I knew it. I sensed it.

“Ms. Amity, a consultant. Psychological. No, financial.”

Damn, Zayn did it again. There are precious few wealthy men who don’t want to hear what a top-rate money guy thinks. Now all I had to do was get My Cop trained to talk about finances like he understood them.

“I can help him learn,” Zayn said.

That was twice in less than five minutes. Whatever I paid for Zayn in Sweden didn’t come close to approaching his value to me. Not in dollars or Kronas.

“Get started,” I said and zapped My Cop’s chip. I put the two of them in a small cubicle off my office and closed the door. “Don’t come out until he’s ready,” I said and filled in the ‘roles’ column on my spreadsheet with one phrase: financial consultant.

I was almost ready to go to town but I had one last chore. Now that Nova had finished her penance and I gave her back her position as my personal girl with the warning that a second infraction would get her sold, I sent her a message to put my eunuch in my suite to select at least three suitable outfits for business meetings. When I saw the eunuch’s cage send a signal from my suite, I knew that Nova didn’t waste a second getting it there.

I like to keep my house girls in a state of nervousness. They perform faster and more accurately when they know I’ll get rid of them if they break a rule or take too long to complete a task. It keeps them working hard and they finish in the time limit I put on their schedules.

It took 30 minutes to finish the spreadsheet. Zayn was busy with My Cop in the small cubicle so I rode the elevator to my suite to see what my eunuch, the one I call ‘it’, came up with. It’s not often I need to wear a business outfit. Coming up with three would certainly be challenging for it. It knows that’s not my problem. If it isn’t up to the task, it will get put on sale at the next auction. I get good prices for desexed ones I sell after they’re trained.

My suite looked like a whirlwind hit it. There were skirts hanging on the rod with jackets adjacent to them. Blouses mingled with lingerie so an imprudent combination, like dark lingerie with white tops, didn’t slip past its trained eye. Shoes were lined up on the floor and it was returning stilettos to the shoe closet, exchanging them for heels that were more suited to city life.

It was running from closet to closet, from accessories to lingerie drawers, rejiggering groupings. Given it has no genitals, I keep an electronic plug belted in its ass to get its attention. It has a microchip, of course, but this particular gelding has a very sensitive anus.

I jolted it and its arms full of clothing hit the floor. So did it.

“Show me,” I said. I didn’t have time for an emotional eunuch. I had two appointments in the city in the morning. I needed this settled right now.

It got up and crawled to the wardrobe area. The first outfit it pointed to was a black skirt, red silk jacket with a black top under it. The lingerie matched; so did the hose. The shoes it chose were a reasonable three inches. With pointy toes.

I nodded. It was OK but hardly creative or inventive. Maybe that was how businesswomen dressed in the city. “Next,” I said.

It crept to the display rod and held up a cobalt blue jacket with black silk slacks. The kicker was the vest. It was low-cut enough to be suggestive but not enough to be provocative. It was a decent selection for what I had planned. That got it a nod and it cheered up a bit.

The third outfit was different. Edgier. A deep purple demi coat over tight black slacks. What caught my eye were the tall black boots it paired with the demi coat. It got a second nod.

“Switch that red jacket for the eggplant cashmere and matching hose,” I said.

It ran to make the exchanges and when it was done, I had a cobalt blue option and two purple ones. There was no doubt about which I’d wear in the morning. Almost nothing makes me feel as powerful as purple. Except my leathers.

“Get My Cop street clothes,” I told him before I left the eunuch to put everything back where it belonged. “A fabulous jacket, no tie. He doesn’t need underwear.”

-=o=-

Zayn and My Cop were waiting for me when I returned to my office and opened the door to their cubicle. Zayn was almost smiling. My Cop shook his head side-to-side.

“Do people really listen to this stuff?” he asked.

“When it’s about money they do,” I said. His lips curled up and Zayn’s changed to a slight frown.

“You must sound sincere,” Zayn reminded him.

My Cop shrugged his big shoulders. That’s as far as he ever gets to giving in.

“Get Aussie ready. We leave at 8:00 on the dot.

“Roger that,” he said. “Oh-eight-hundred.”

I rolled my eyes and Zayn laughed. My Cop had no idea why we were amused. But when I jolted him and Zayn later that night to serve me one delightful trip after another into the stratosphere, whatever numbers he used for time didn’t matter. Not to me.

That’s why there are no clocks in my suite. My exclusives aren't done until I am.


In the City


Chapter 10

In Jonathan’s office

THIS TIME, NOVA had my day bag ready and waiting well before My Cop and I rode to the transport garage. I didn’t make him run this time. A sweaty financial consultant wasn’t the best look for him. We stopped at the front gate. My Cop has an instruction for the guard.

“You know what to do if my signal is late,” he said. It wasn’t a question but the guard replied anyway.

“Yes, sir. We’ll home in on your location with a ready team.”

A what? A ready team?

My Cop nodded at the sentry and closed the window. “Backup,” he said.

Armed, I assumed.

The two-hour ride was uneventful. I was eager to see if the magic wand could generate new clients and my first target, a venture capital investor, was being tracked so I knew he was still in his condo in the city. His big, penthouse level condo. All 12,000 square feet of it.

My limo stopped in front of his office building minutes before he arrived in his own stretch car. He eyeballed mine and raised his eyebrows. People with money are always curious about whether others have as much as they do. He wanted to know who was in the car.

I looked him over, comparing him to the photos my research team supplied. Same salt-and-pepper hair, same 6’2” decent body, same expensive clothes, but no photo could capture his eyes. They were absolutely blue. But I knew what the gossip columnists didn’t. He was wearing contact lenses.

My spreadsheet told me how many visits he’d had to a urologist in the past three years. He saw that doctor monthly. He wasn’t taking medication for any kind of infection, which told me it wasn’t for a URI. He had an unfilled prescription for an ED drug that was almost expired. That told me volumes more.

He got divorced five years ago and had no steady female friend. In fact, he had very few casual ones either. It wasn’t hard to figure him out. His penis failed him and he was too embarrassed to take a woman to his bed and have to take a little blue pill. That’s the thing about that medication. It gives a man a hard penis, all right, but that’s all he’s concerned with. He wants to hump and hump and hump; the woman’s pleasure be damned.

Just ask any gynecologist how often she hears from her patients that their husbands, partners or lovers bore them to death when they have sex. I blame it on the blue pill.

I turned the wand on low power when My Cop opened the limo’s door and offered me his arm. My target didn’t move, except for his head that turned in my direction. He felt the small shockwave the wand emitted and wanted to see if the woman in the car made him feel that way. I’m sure he was anticipating a blonde babe. He was about to learn that looks had very little to do with why his penis was twitching.

As I exited the back seat, I upped the wand’s power. The VC’s mouth actually fell open. I was under no delusion that he found my deep purple demi coat worth gaping at. It was time to see if Zayn’s tutoring worked.

“Jonathan!” I said loud enough to be heard on a busy city street. “We met at Antonio’s. Last year.”

I’d eaten at Antonio’s, a trendy bistro in an even trendier area outside Atlanta where Brielle picks up diners for an evening of using them for fun. Just not last year.

Men like Jonathan never admit they forgot someone they met. He approached me and I had to lay my hand on My Cop’s shoulder to keep him from blocking his path.

“Why yes!” he lied. “When I was meeting with the military.”

That was exactly what he was doing last time he was there. And it was exactly what I expected him to say. It was exactly what enabled what happened next.

“That was my group,” My Cop said. “The cost-benefit for the fighters' new weaponry. Especially the ROI.”

I had no idea if My Cop knew what he was talking about, but he said it so casually he sounded like he owned it. Instead of congratulating him, I turned the wand’s power up a notch.

Jonathan’s face revealed what I already knew. A hardening penis, one that all his money couldn’t buy, was responding under his expensive slacks. He took one step toward the building’s door, stopped and turned around.

“Do you have time to look over some financial estimates?” he asked.

My Cop nodded, turned toward Jonathan and said, “We have an hour before our meeting. We were going to get coffee.”

“How about now? I’ll have coffee delivered.”

I tried to make my face seem disinterested and said, “Can you get me a blueberry muffin?”

“I can get anything,” he said.

We rode the elevator to the top floor with him and were ushered into his private office. My Cop closed the door and said, “My work is classified.” At least that much was true.

Jonathan pressed a button on the wall and his office windows darkened. I’m sure the view outside the wall of windows was magnificent, but he darkened them too.

Money is one thing. Secrets about money is another.

My wand was set on medium when I took the seat across from him at the conference table. I pointed it at his crotch under the table. Each time I changed the setting, he jerked his shoulders. I put him through silent torture for 20 minutes while I listened to banal chatter about costs and return.

“It’s time for our meeting. We should go,” I said.

Jonathan didn’t know why his penis was getting hard. What he did know was it hadn’t happened in years and it started when I was sitting across the table from him.

My Cop and I stood up and when I put the wand back in my bag, Jonathan’s face fell when his penis did. He walked us to the door and I fingered the wand’s controls. He felt it.

“I’d like to see you again. Are you free for dinner tonight?”

I took his elbow and walked him across his wide office away from the door and My Cop. I was about to make him an offer he’d never refuse. I dialed his erection to almost full power, put my hands on his shoulders and pushed him down to his knees. He stared up at me, bliss filling his fake blue eyes.

“You want what only I can give you.” I pressed my leg against his erection and said, “How much is it worth to get hard whenever I let you?”

“Oh god, whatever you ask. I’ll pay it.”

Of course he would.

I handed him a preprinted card. “Log into this site. You’ll hear from me in a few days. One word of advice. Never, ever break any of my rules. You won’t like what happens to men who do.”

He kissed my hands. Well, more like he slobbered all over them.

My Cop and I left him on his knees in his dark office and rode the elevator to the main floor.

When I was back in the limo, I checked my tablet. Jonathan was filling in the detailed and intimate application I require of all my renters. It was easy to predict which categories he’d plead for when I let him visit. The 60s. My ass boys.


Chapter 11

In Chester’s chambers

THE NEXT APPOINTMENT I planned was with an older man named Chester. When the research team sent his summary, I didn’t expect much. With a name like Chester, what could he offer?

It turns out he offered a lot. All my clients have contacts that can be useful to me. A medical doctor in the southwest had a high school friend who turned out to have a high-level TSA position. That made my travel much easier when I flew without My Cop. I hate waiting in line, it’s undignified. Even one of the university presidents connected me to Control, who now runs Reckoning. She’s a leading researcher in the field of men’s erectile dysfunction. She’s also got the attitude that the real purpose of erections is to serve women who want to use them. She’s perfect for her job and is now producing men to order in less time. That’s good for our bottom line.

Not only did Chester have a plentiful list of contacts, but he also had influence over other men who, like him, had swaths of gray pubic hair surrounding ineffective penises. It was easy to see which had regular visits with urologists who never prescribed antibiotics, so I was pretty sure what they were there for. There’s an additional benefit to the older men Chester held sway over. They often had similar fantasies they were desperate to live out in real life. In a safe place, if one like that even existed.

If I invited even a few of them to Amityworld, I’d have to stock the stable with more 20s and 50s. The big cocks for their asses and the singing and dancing cross-dressers to admire their modest penises.

Chester was, without a doubt, a potential big spender for the right 70. It’s common among lawyers, especially judges, and even more so once they become justices. They crave giving up their complicated decision-making with results that can put people in jail. Or not. They have a thirst for ceding control and being told exactly what to do and being punished for under performing. Or misbehaving.

Chester’s wife passed away almost six years ago and he still lived in their big house in the suburbs. His position came with a driver, so he didn’t have to deal with the agony of commuting. It took two years before he donated her clothing to a charity and the kitchen still looked a lot like she left it. Chester was functionally impotent as long as he clung to his old habits.

The trick was to get past the court guards and into Chester’s private chambers. He was safe in there with armed security keeping out any threats. I didn’t target him to threaten him. I was offering everything he wanted. For the right price.

My Cop and I had lunch in the justices’ private dining room with one of my current clients. He assumed I was there to use him and was gobbling food so we’d finish eating and go to his private office where I would make him submit to my whims. You know what I say about men who assume what I’m going to do.

I’d give him my thanks later. He’s easy; all he needs is to be forced to crawl and lick my boots. That’s actually not one of my interests, so this time, he’d shine My Cop’s trendy urban wingtips with his mouth.

When Chester walked by our table, my client caught his attention for a few minutes of conversation that didn’t interest me. Then he introduced me to the justice.

“Chester, please meet my most important consultant,” he lied. As instructed, he didn’t use my name. “And her financial analyst. You wouldn’t believe the advice I just got for the price of lunch.”

Chester laughed. My Cop didn’t. I wore my best neutral look.

My client had one more line to deliver.

“You should talk to him about your holdings. There’s a new law that benefits the judicial level.”

Of course, that wasn’t true either. But Chester perked up and asked if we were free to meet with him after lunch. Of course we were free, but that’s not how it works. Not with me.

“I have a busy afternoon,” I said. “If you want to get together, it has to be now.”

That’s how it works with me. Men do not tell me when they’re available. They make time when I want it.

“I wasn’t really hungry,” Chester said. “We could meet in my chambers if that suits you.”

That suited me fine. I told my client I’d see him on my way out. He turned red and mumbled something about looking forward to it.

We rode in the private elevator reserved for justices to the fourth floor, one short of the top. Most workers were at lunch. Only a skeleton staff was at their desks and an armed guard sat outside Chester’s door. My Cop sized him up and shook his head. That was easy to interpret. This guy was no problem.

We walked inside and My Cop closed the door. There were three chairs, not counting the one behind his desk. I patted the one next to me and said, “Sit here so we can talk.”

He sat like a typical man with his knees spread. I knew he didn’t have evil intentions but that position is simply rude. I had a quick way to make him close his legs.

“What’s the new law?” Chester asked.

I turned to My Cop, the fictional financial advisor, and fingered the wand in my bag. It was getting late so I skipped the low setting and dialed it to medium.

Chester was struggling to focus on My Cop’s financial doublespeak while jiggling on the chair. He slapped his thighs together so fast I had to work hard to not laugh out loud. That would come, but not quite yet. I wasn’t done showing him who was in charge in his chambers.

“Do you have more questions?” I asked, trying not to let him know I was aware of what was taking place under his dress slacks inside his boxer shorts. Really, why do men bother with those things?

“Perhaps you have a business card and he can contact you later?” I pointed from Chester to My Cop.

“Yes, indeed,” he said and dragged himself behind his desk to fetch his card, one I had no use for because I already had his private email address and personal cellphone number.

I upped the power to medium high.

Chester almost fell on his desk and was desperate to rub his groin against the edge. That’s what happens when a middle-aged man’s penis finally behaves. He doesn’t care what he masturbates on. Or who’s watching.

I’d had enough of the financial foolishness.

“Would you like to use both hands?” I asked quietly and stared at his unblinking eyes.

He looked like a deer caught in headlights.

I walked around his desk, stood behind him and pushed his chest flat on the desk. He grunted a little but when I said my next sentence, he got utterly silent.

“It’s hard after so long because of me. I control your penis.”

Chester lifted his head just enough to look at My Cop, as if he would save the justice from his present situation. Instead, My Cop smirked and shook his head. He knew it was just a matter of time before Chester would plead from his knees for another erection.

“What is it worth to you for an hour of how you feel now?”

Chester hesitated. I pressed the power button and turned the wand off. He moaned. Out loud.

He managed to get out two words. “Oh god…”

I turned the wand on and let him feel what medium-high does. Chester groaned unintelligibly.

“I asked a question. I expect an answer.”

I let him hump his desk for a few minutes before grabbing his organs between his legs from between his legs.

“What’s is worth?” I said. As my lawyer advises, don’t ask questions you don’t already know the answer to.

“Whatever you want,” Chester grunted between gritted teeth.

That’s for damned sure. I dropped the card with the link and login for him to complete his rental application. I was particularly looking forward to seeing his video, the one he would submit with the application in which he’d confess his fetishes and fantasies.

I was done with Chester for now. He’d make a well-paying recurring client and if I knew my renters – and I do – there were plenty of 30s in the stable who could suck his hard cock for hours. Or for however many hours he rented one or more of my boys.


Chapter 12

On the city sidewalk

MY RESEARCH TEAM didn’t let me down. The two candidates they sent were champing at the bit for me to approve them as renters. The applications they filled out were clear. The VC and justice were grateful that I let them apply but the final decision, determining if they were the right fit to rent my stable and visit my world, was mine. Men are easy to control when they are well-schooled in the rules. My rules. The form they finish is extremely detailed and very personal. Their answers must be complete, no matter how delicate they are.

Every applicant sends a video where he’s told to bare his soul, spell out his fantasies no matter how lurid they think they are and tell me why I should allow them to be a small part of my world. Almost nothing surprises me anymore, including what fills men’s explicit dreams.

My stable is not allowed to keep secrets from me. The last boy who tried to hide a genital skin irritation because he knew what Emma would do to treat it, discovered what disobeying my rules means. Instead of two days in a black sheath set on moderate but painful compressions while the ointment did its job, he spent a week with it set on high. It’s the level Emma calls brutal. No boy has ever tried to hide a skin issue since they saw the electronic sheath’s impact on that boy’s crotch.

Clients may not keep secrets from me either. They learn up front that the more they reveal, the more intense I make their rental time. When they are still on the emotional high from their first visit, they spill their most private desires on the follow-up video calls I require. They’re bursting to tell me their secret fantasies because they know I will make them come true.

My Cop and I walked two blocks to where the limo was waiting. I took in the sounds and sights of the city and was doubly glad my next destination was Amityworld where I can talk to the trees, walk in the grass in the fields and smell the garden’s produce. Just for fun, I turned on the wand in my bag to see what it could do on the crowded sidewalk.

It hit My Cop first. Trapped in my permanent cock cage, his penis was fighting against its shackles. He stumbled briefly but caught himself, all the while staring at me with eyes pleading for me to point it somewhere else. Anywhere else. Just away from his crotch.

The power of the wand was indeed magical.

The sidewalk was filled with people scurrying to and from meetings, appointments, boring jobs and whatever their electronic calendars told them they had to do next. No one looked at one another; they were totally fixated on getting to the next place. When they got where they were going, they’d check their phones to see where their calendars demanded they hustle to next.

I have a lot more fun each morning on my terrace in Amityworld than they do scurrying to a month of meetings and appointments.

I’m not sure why I looked to my right, but something caught my eye. A man, an older one with gray streaks starting to sprout in his mustache and goatee, was leaning against a store window and cradling his groin with both hands. I slowed and tapped My Cop’s elbow. This was a unique opportunity to see a show without buying a ticket.

There was no question what the man wanted to do. He just had to find the gumption to do it brazenly on a city street. I turned so my bag pointed right at him. It took him a moment, but My Cop figured out that my wand was targeting his penis. I knew nothing about him or his ability to erect but I sensed that having a hard cock was a rather rare experience for him.

I’m usually right when it comes to men’s penises. I was happy to help him remember what it felt like if he put on a good enough show for me.

People crowded around him, forgetting for the moment where their calendars were directing them to go. It’s not often you see a chubby bearded man masturbating with two hands on a city street. He wasn’t dangerous. He wasn’t trying to force himself on anyone.

He was in his personal heaven. Until I turned the wand off.

The shriek he let out was pathetic. People moved away and went back to their calendar-dictated destinations. I couldn’t help it and I smiled at the power I held in my bag.

My grin seemed to upset the masturbator and he took two long strides toward me with anger flashing in his eyes. Maybe it came from the sudden end of his unabashed joy at feeling his limp penis perform. Maybe he was so embarrassed he needed to lash out. All I know is that he picked the wrong target.

No one gets within ten feet of me without an invitation. Not when my arm is wrapped in My Cop’s elbow.

His right leg swooped under the bearded man’s ankles and his ass hit the sidewalk with a painful thud. My Cop’s left foot landed on the downed man’s crotch and he said, “You picked the wrong lady.” Without another word, we ignored him and walked to the idling limo. My arm never left My Cop’s elbow.

On our drive back to Amityworld, I made him strip in the back seat and huddle around my feet. Walking in heels all day is tiring. While he attended to my toes in his mouth and on his bare chest, I ran the pleasure program in his chip.

He moaned for the entire two-hour drive and didn’t come up for air until we stopped at the front gate and the guard checked the car. He used an electronic gizmo to check the front seat as well as the trunk and a long-handled camera to see underneath. When the ex-Ranger got to the back seat, he saw My Cop serving me my third trip to my private stratosphere.

“Lucky bastard,” he grumbled and returned to his station.

It occurred to me that I might have an additional protection slave lurking at the front gate. I made a note to see if he might have a second talent that I could use. To rent.


Rental Cabins


Chapter 13

Readying the cabins

NOVA WAS clearly uncomfortable kneeling on the concrete floor in the transport garage. Having been demoted, albeit temporarily, from her status as my personal girl to just another house girl, I knew she’d been waiting there for a long time. If her knees were sore, that was her problem. It doesn’t matter which slave disobeys. Punishment is always quick and long-lasting. That produces the result I demand. Perfect obedience.

I had Mason waiting as well. When he led the crew that built the Parlor building, it was evident he wanted to be owned but with his aging mother needing care, he wasn’t ready. I made him a remote that I use from time to time and loaned him to Annalise and Maeve when they expanded the Pet Shoppe and again to Danica when her wealthy tech boy financed Destiny, her estate in Montana. I watched him get his reward when Annalise tied him spread-eagle to stakes in the ground and let the dogs have at him.

When the work on Destiny was done, I asked Mason how it looked. He said it was beautiful, just not as beautiful as Amityworld. That’s one reason I keep him around.

Following #42’s plans for the auction building, Mason’s crew constructed the building that housed one of the most memorable auctions my network has ever attended. I reward my slaves, even my remotes, when they excel. I had his mother moved to a lovely assisted living facility, so Mason’s time is becoming more and more mine. He still isn’t ready to be fulltime, but he’s an excellent 40. In fact, when he completed the punishment building’s upgrades, his ass was the first after My Cop to feel my whip in that facility. The whip with the red handle. It seemed an appropriate way for me to test the space and thank him at the same time.

I had a different job for him today and told him to report to my office in the cabin complex. I’m still amazed how they converted the huge space into separate cabins that generate regular rental income. Especially the retractable dome over the central area and the second one atop my office wing.

I own Amityworld. When I open that dome, I own the stars that shine over it.

My Cop was exhausted after our ride home so I sent him to his cell to rest right after he completed his evening physical fitness routine. I had three other exclusives to entertain me tonight and when I was done with them, My Cop knew I’d jolt his chip and put him in the small bed in my suite so when I dropped my right hand, I could comb his light brown hair with my fingers.

Having him there is better than warm milk or even a sleeping pill.

I had a lot to do before the two new renters could be assigned a cabin and a boy or two. My research team had already sent their background search results and My Cop approved the dossiers so I checked that off my list. First-time rentals can be complicated. The clients’ experiences have to be more than just memorable. I make them unforgettable, so extraordinary that they beg to rent again.

When I checked the schedule, four of the cabins were already booked for the weekend. I tentatively reserved two for the new renters. If they behaved properly when I contacted them, I’d have Nova finalize their time.

The huge body on the floor at my feet in my new office had her ass raised and her forehead on the floor. It was hard to ignore that much flesh, but I had several details to go over with Mason and #42, my space planner, first.

They were on their hands and knees in the middle of my office in the new building waiting for instructions.

“Two new renters,” I said.

Both asses bounced up and down.

“I have a new device. It uses shear- and shockwaves.” #42’s head raised only enough to look at me with questioning eyes.

“That’s why you’re here,” I said. “Will there be any conflicts with the electronics?

I nodded at #42 to give him permission to speak.

“Ms. Amity, acoustic waves run on frequencies. So do some of the building’s features.”

“Which will be impacted?” I asked.

#42 hesitated while he mulled over which cutting-edge systems he designed might be disrupted. I gave him time to build a full list.

“Two important ones. The infrared comm system and the voice-to-text mics in the inspection rooms. If Ms. Amity will allow me to test them, I can be sure.”

The inspection rooms, the spaces buyers use to check merchandise they are considering buying, used a speech-to-text system to tell my girls which tools they wanted for their exams. They started with “Ms. Amity” and then named the device, like, “Ms. Amity, I want a horsewhip.” That showed up on a monitor outside the doors so my girls could fetch what they needed.

After the auction, those rooms were turned into what I called reward spaces. When a slave pleased me beyond his required tasks, I could put one on a bench and run an ass-expander without having to stay and watch. The 60s, my best ass boys, loved their time in that room. One of the inspection rooms was now the 50s’ closet, the wardrobe and makeup room for my cross-dressers who were drooling over a shipment of large-size stilettos that was delivered last week.

One room had a door that led to the corral where the ponies train. The 80s trainer was thrilled that she didn’t have to run them all the way across the big field for their twice-daily workouts anymore.

If those rooms’ speech-to-text systems failed, I foresaw disruptions in the stable’s training schedule. I don’t rent untrained or poorly trained slaves to clients.

#42 saw my frown and said, “The systems are integrated with each other. If I can upgrade one, I can do both. They will work as you expect.”

All I heard was “if.”

“No. You will upgrade them. Right now.”

A slave knows when he’s dismissed. #42 crept across the floor to the server room, really a big closet. He never looked back. I’m sure he was concerned about what would happen to his ass if he failed. He ought to worry.

I turned to Mason and said, “Watch him. Report to me.”

The last thing on my task list for the new rentals was to open the big dome when the new men entered their cabins. When the sides of the dome retract, I feel like I own the sky over Amityworld. If #42 was successful with the two systems he was working on, I’d allow him to guide my hand to the big purple button that starts the motor.

If he failed, he’d be suspended from an overhead bar, watching the dome he designed open. I’d be there with my single-tail, the one with the red handle, in my left hand.

-=o=-

I never tell my boys what I am going to do next. It’s not their concern. The schedule tells them where to be and what to do and how long they have to do it. Most men, even the trained ones in my stable, get confused when they’re faced with options. They are better behaved and get more done when they have none.

Even regular renters never know what to expect but are sure that whatever they anticipated isn’t going to happen the way they imagined. They’re repeat clients because my plans defy prediction. When they leave, they always tap five stars on the tablets in the limo on their way to the airport. Their comments gush with praise.

First-time renters are a different story. They have no expectations except that they are being taken on a unique journey, one they run through their thoughts every day, but ones they never thought they'd live out in real life. Men like the two arriving tomorrow are always filled with fear underlying their high hopes. First-timers are required to be on an introductory video call with me the day before they land at the small airport and are taken, hooded and naked, for a two-hour drive in a darkened limo.

No one gets GPS coordinates for Amityworld.

I don’t reveal details. The call’s purpose is to let them know I have rules that must be followed and they won’t like what happens to the ones who don’t follow them to the nth degree.

Nova had them in front of their laptops with their cameras on when I sat at my desk and flicked on my monitors.

I could see them clearly. They saw a big A icon.


Chapter 14

The video call

JONATHAN WAS IN the left monitor, Chester the right. Their nervousness was overwhelming and they were trembling. That’s what exposing your darkest secrets does to men like this pair. Years of suffering limp penises demanded they overcome their fear because the only way they’d get hard again was literally in my hands.

Even if they tried to search online to learn more about me, they’d come up empty. My Cop sees to that. He has his ways.

They were walking into the unknown of their own free will. That’s the only kind of client I will have.

I don't have conversations with clients. It wastes the time I have to make sure they understand my rules and what will happen if they defy them. One thing is for sure. They won’t like what happens if they don't.

“Your cars will arrive within minutes of each other. My limo will pick you up at the airport.”

They were staring at the icon on their screens. No hello. No greeting. Small talk is unnecessary with men who have been keeping skeletons hidden most of their adult lives, secrets that are now recorded in my database. And displayed on my third monitor.

“Leave your electronics in your cars with your drives. Before you open the car door, be dressed in the outfits that are outside your front doors.”

Their surprise turned into shock. That’s the state I like my renters to be in, especially first timers.

“Obey every rule. Defy one and you will be dropped off wherever you happen to be facing at least a two-mile hike to the nearest phone. Do I make myself clear?”

Chester nodded. Jonathan said, “Yes, you do.”

It was time to teach them a fundamental rule. Men do not nod or speak unless I ask a question. Then every sentence starts with “Yes, Ms. Amity.” Nothing less is acceptable.

“Get on your hands and knees.”

If they were shocked at this point, they were dumbfounded now. Chester, like so many government employees, did as he was told. Jonathan, a typical rich venture capitalist, was wavering.

“Now!” I said.

Apparently, a hard penis was worth more to him than a little embarrassment.

“Bounce your asses up and down,” I said. While they pumped their hips I said, “That’s how you say, ‘Yes, Ms. Amity.’”

I saw them shivering while they bounced their backsides. That was the first time they’d heard my name. It didn’t surprise me they were a bit familiar with it. After all, I knew they’d bought and read my novels. They probably assumed they were fiction.

You know what happens when men assume about me. They’re always wrong.

“Stand up.” When they did, I said, “Hands and knees.”

Two men dropped to all fours on the floor. “Are you ready for your trip tomorrow?”

A pair of asses bounded up and down. They always do.

“Stand and strip.”

If either of them balked, there would be one less car pulling into the airport tomorrow. This was my last test to ensure they were worthy of what I planned for them. With the discount I offered for their first rental, they ought to be grateful for the opportunity. Thanking me doesn’t cut it. Only submission does.

Chester was naked except for his boxer shorts. His clothing was tossed in a pile on the floor. Jonathan was still stepping out of his slacks when I noticed he wasn’t wearing underwear. “All of it,” I said. Chester looked terrified but he inched his shorts down until they circled his ankles.

Both penises flopped from their groins. I was sure they were infuriated with their lifeless organs so to make sure their time here abounded with delight, I told them to take out their fury on the objects of their displeasure.

“Slap your sorry cock with your left hand.” I waited for what was going to happen. At this point in a new renter’s video interview, it always does.

Two half-hearted slaps.

“Harder!” I said. Unless they obeyed, I’d end the call right now.

This time, I heard the crack of palms against cocks.

“Now your right hand.” The second slaps were loud enough to fill my speakers.

They thought they were done. They were beginning to learn never to guess what I will do.

“Slap them. Hard. Until I tell you to stop.”

I looked at the tray of hot chai and blueberry scones Jenna delivered. Two men beat their hopeless organs while I noshed. The tea was spiced just right. The scones were delicious.

When I’d heard enough grunting, I stopped them and put them on their knees.

“You will be hard tomorrow during your rental appointment. Remember, Ms. Amity owns you and your penis.”

They dropped to all fours and bounced their asses up and down so hard they risked dislocating a hip.

Jonathan muttered, “Ms. Amity, please own my penis.”

Chester said, “Ms. Amity owns my penis.”

They’d be crooning the correct duet tomorrow;  the song all my property sings to me.


Chapter 15

In Emma's medical unit

THE TWO NEW clients were in the back seat of the limo. They were naked if you don’t count the thin gray jumpsuits Nova had delivered to their homes yesterday and flipflops on their feet. They didn’t need any more clothing than that to embark on the most exciting and rewarding day either had in the past few years.

Most men’s self-esteem comes from their successes whether in business or in Chester’s case, the judicial system. When their penises refuse to share their delight, men are miserable. That’s where I come in.

When the two renters left later today, they would be ecstatic. They always are, especially first-timers.

I could see and hear them while they rode with their heads bagged and the eye slits shut. They could hear only the AI-generated narration that sounded eerily like my voice. I started it 20 minutes into the first hour of the trip.

“Men do not speak unless I ask a question and then every sentence they utter starts with ‘Yes, Ms. Amity.’ Head nods are unacceptable.”

They didn’t move. They were going to very soon.

“Bouncing your asses up and down is how you say, ‘Yes, Ms. Amity.’ Do you understand?”

There had two options. They could bounce in their seats or they could get on their hands and knees and bounce correctly. When I give men options, I limit them because most men become incompetent when they have too many choices. Two possibilities is the maximum I give any man. More than that puzzles them and they waste time thinking about which they think I prefer. That’s the thing about rules like mine. They remove all doubt.

Chester, the obedient government employee, wriggled to the floor and got on all fours. Closing the hood’s eye slits kept Jonathan from mimicking what Chester did. My property has to obey on their own.

The VC bobbed on his ass on the seat. I stopped the recording and spoke to both of them although my words were directed at only one.

“Hands and knees!”

Jonathan froze when he realized his mistake. When I looked at the monitor after a few bites of the scone, both men were on all fours, bouncing their hips frantically. It’s never too soon to enforce rules.

I restarted the recording.

“When you arrive, follow every instruction you’re given. Fail to obey and you will be driven away and dropped off in a rural area to find your way home.” The recording paused for ten seconds and then it said, “Do you understand?”

I laughed when I saw how diligently they were jerking their hips up and down. Men do that even when a more moderate ass bob would do.

I let them ride in silence until the limo pulled into the transport garage. It wasn’t the last time they would be given directions to follow while they were here. Their experience had just begun.

My girl opened the back door and pulled out the two renters. She opened their hoods’ eye covers and pointed behind her. The men looked bewildered when a naked bald girl was telling them what to do. That stopped when she opened the side door, pointed behind her again and began trotting down the slaveway to the Medical side of the Intake building.

Jonathan followed her and Chester fell in line behind him. I imagine neither of them had run a quarter mile in years. They did that day.

No first-time guest, not even a renter, is excused from a simple medical exam. It’s for their own good. Even though I had their medical records, 30 minutes with Emma would be their welcome every time they begged to rent one or more of my boys. I don’t take chances with clients’ health or with my stable’s wellbeing.

Emma chose neon pink when she saw two new renters on her schedule. New clients mean one thing to her, they’d probably need one of her well-known refrigerated enemas. Repeat clients know they better take care of it themselves before they get on their planes. One treatment from Emma creates a lifelong memory.

The girl left them in the exam room by themselves until Emma was ready to make her entrance. The sight of a pink-clad woman doctor wearing a sparkling tutu and matching stilettos stopped them in their tracks. She unsnapped their jumpsuits and let them fall around their ankles. Proper exams for Emma mean patients are naked.

She listened to their hearts and measured their breathing, took their blood pressure and then told them to climb up on the exam table on their hands and knees. The tables are extra long so Emma can examine several at once. When the bunch I bought in Houston was delivered, she got three on a table at the same time.

The men were hesitant but knew my rules. She put them face-to-face so they could see and hear each other’s reactions. It’s not often that men like these feel gloved fingers lubricating their asses with someone else watching. They were sure to react.

They did. Loudly. Jonathan groaned each time Emma added a finger. Chester squeaked when Emma reached deep inside. She lubed them in every direction. Twice. Then she threaded the enema nozzles in, the big green ones this time, and opened the clamps. Frigid solution flowed into them.

That sent them close to what I call slave hysteria, but these weren’t ordinary slaves. I take care of my renters and make their visits special but no one can use my boys unless they make it through Medical. I turned on the speakers in Emma’s exam room and said, “Next time, you will take care of this at home. Do you understand?”

In spite of the humiliation of having their colons filled and being forced to watch another man’s embarrassment, they bounced their asses a tiny bit.

“Do you understand?” I said a second time. I despise having to repeat an instruction.

There is ass bouncing and there is proper ass bouncing. That was the lesson these two just learned.

Emma pulled the hoses out and inserted anal stoppers. She dislikes dripping asses scurrying across her exam room floor. If the two clients hadn’t been through enough so far today, there was one more task on their schedule before they would be run across the field to the cabins to live out their dreams.

Buckets. They had to empty themselves into metal buckets. I’d seen new slaves I’ve purchased do that many times but these were renters, the kind of men who couldn’t even imagine what they were going to be told to do next.

No matter, one thing was for sure. Later this afternoon, they’d plead to be allowed to rent more and more of my boys. But each time I let them visit, they would empty their colons before they boarded their planes or got in their limos. When I sent Chester and Jonathan back to the airport, they would go online and order a subscription for enemas from my website. After all, they would have such a memorable time today, they’d want to be ready whenever my girls sent them new rental openings. Once Jonathan tasted the thrill of his hard cock inside one or more of my 60s and Chester was sucked by my 30s, I predicted they’d sign up for weekly opportunities.

Heck, I might even let them choose a boy by number. If they were really good clients, they’d be allowed to fill out an inventory form to specify the type of boy and skills they wanted. I think of those forms as my clients' shopping lists.

Of course, rental fees are higher for custom orders.

Emma had them climb off the exam table and the medical P.A. I bought in Houston, the one My Cop learned had unreported combat experience which meant his work was covert, led them to the bucket room. He knew he was responsible for their aim and had to clean up any mishaps, so he wasn’t about to unplug them until their asses were situated properly on the metal buckets. He was bigger and stronger than both of them so there was little bickering about position.

In spite of their utter humiliation, #122 added to it. He spread their feet apart so he could reach between their legs to pull the stoppers out.

This part of Intake goes quickly. Men who aren’t used to enemas can’t control themselves once they get into the cabins, much less their sphincters.

I flicked off my monitor when both men started weeping from shame. I’ve seen it before. Many times.

Their next task, to run across the field to the cabins when their day would actually start, was much more interesting. I watched from the terrace while they ran.

They certainly didn’t look like elks running in the forest yet, but they would with proper training. That’s an added feature I gift to men who I let rent their fantasies. It’s hard work for them, but I enjoy eye candy as the backdrop of my morning coffee. And blueberry muffins.


Chapter 16

In the cabins

GAGE WAS TOILING at his workstation next to my office in the new building, checking inventory lists and barking orders into his headset to make sure all the clients had the tools they needed for their rental experiences. All eight cabins were full. The other renters’ sessions ran the gamut from typical mouth- and ass-boys all the way to a pair of ponies. There was a myriad of details for him to deal with. Gage, a former military officer who had moved battalions across land, sea and air, was in heaven. He drew arrows all over his touchscreens to show the unrented slaves where to transport the equipment.

Really. He called it transporting.

My space planner, #42, designed the auction building so afterwards it could be divided into rental cabins with a large oval central space covered by a huge dome that could be turned nicely into any situation I wanted. If I had, say, four clients sharing a role play weekend, the space easily became a classroom for the teacher fetishists, a medical office for the nurse kinksters or even a jail for police strip searches that culminated in clients locked behind bars under my role player’s complete control.

Of course, the price went up when additional stable boys and setup was required. Clients never balked at the cost.

I’m no longer surprised at how many clients desperate to rent want to be controlled. Absolutely and totally. To the point it’s no longer a fantasy they dream about because they can live it whenever I allow. What makes my rentals more desirable than others is exactly that.

Reality. They’re told clearly that two hours is for fun but if they want more intense and authentic experiences, they should empty their schedules and reserve an entire weekend. After two short visits, it’s what most do.

That’s why My Cop keeps a ready roster of security personnel and why I order dozens of full-face masks. Confidentiality and privacy come first. Today’s group needed a lot of it; there were too many recognizable faces.

I was hesitant when I saw the men on My Cop’s list were almost all ex-Rangers and former Seals. I wasn’t sure how they’d feel about what takes place behind the security gates at Amityworld. When he explained more about them, it made sense. They’d seen it all, they’d done it all and agreed with my underlying premise that it’s OK if it’s sane, safe, consensual and adult.

Besides, they’re in paid cash or in whatever currency they prefer. Dollar bills speak very loudly.

The former Ranger at the front gate caught my eye. So did the front of his pants when he saw My Cop finishing giving me my last orgasm on the way home from the city and muttered, “Lucky bastard.” I’d speak to My Cop after the renters left to see if he had the right stuff for me.

I’m usually right about these things.

The limos for the rest of the renters were due in transport within the hour. I had Jenna drive me across the field to the cabins and I walked the glass-walled perimeter for a final check. The way #42 designed it, I could see inside every cabin but the occupants’ side was mirrored. Clients love seeing themselves using my boys and being used by them.

Gage had a lot of equipment already delivered to each cabin. When he provided his report, what he called his sitrep, I thought I might have to buy more stable boys just to get everything in place on time. There were three empty cots in the stable dorm, so I had room for a few more.

Chester was in Cabin 1, Jonathan in Cabin 2. I put them next to each other so my wand could impact both of them at the same time. A cleverly built mesh window between the cabins was one of #42’s ingenious additions. It let renters hear – but not see – what was going on next door. I had him make sure shockwaves fed easily through the mesh. I didn’t need him to say anything. The look on his face and the number of times he tried to beat his caged cock to stop it from trying to erect was more than he could have expressed in words. Besides, I don’t think he could actually speak while the wand was powered on.

Given Chester’s impotence since his wife passed away, I assigned two mouth boys to his cabin even though one would probably satisfy him. They were waiting outside the cabin door for the signal to enter.

Outside the adjoining cabin, Jonathan’s ass boys were on their knees, practicing their sphincter exercises. It’s one thing to stick a cock in an ass; it’s another thing for that ass to grab it tightly. One of the rentals was a loud singer; the other a prolific dancer. Jonathan was in for a treat, especially since he would have his first drug-free erection in years.

They paid for two-hour sessions. If they amused me, I might give them an extra 30 minutes.

Two regular clients rented Cabin 3. They wanted to share #64, an ass boy I ordered from Reckoning. Control extracted him from outside Spokane, which is really in the middle of nowhere, so he was never missed. In his former life, he was a college biology professor in a school so remote my research team had a devil of time getting information. They sent a fake student applicant, a plain-looking woman, and the professor tried to get her into his bed on her first and only visit. That meshed with the rest of the sorry details Research collected. Reckoning had him in an underground rock-walled cell the next day. Eight weeks later, he was one of my best ass boys who could sing praises of the client’s penis and dance like it was the best reaming his ass had ever received, all very convincingly. That’s one reason Reckoning can charge such high fees for their merchandise.

That cabin needed little equipment beyond stocks to lock the boy in place so one client could have him from behind, the other from the front. Gage put several electronic plugs on a shelf. My rentable was on all fours outside their door with the portable anal expander running its final program before the client arrived.

Cabin 4 was the one #42 designed with an elegant bathroom specifically for renters with bathing fetishes. One of my best recurring renters reserved it for his monthly session with a sophisticated bubble bath, full-body hair removal and what he called dessert, full-body massage with a particular lotion. The boy I assigned was trained in all esthetic arts and Emma tutored him how to use an enema effectively. After the boy’s rounds of frigid enemas, he knew what to do. The client even specified which flavor he wanted.

The enema bag was in the cabin’s refrigerator.

The fifth cabin was designed for groups. There were four scheduled for it today. Each had requested I find three others for a full day of role play. They shared a fantasy and wanted to act it out with strangers who were men like themselves. Rich and powerful. And needy.

Those men had no trouble getting hard. What they wanted was to be forced to erect when a doctor or nurse demanded they get hard as part of a medical experiment. They’d be amazed to know that Control already did that in a series of two-month trials with men sent by their wives or spouses to overcome their erection reluctance. When she was finished with them, they got hard when their partners rang a bell.

I knew what was behind their request for a group. Those men were all penis focused. If they weren’t clients, they’d get high prices at an auction for their size and durability and would make perfect 20s in my stable. I couldn’t wait to see their reactions to the others’ extra-long shafts, especially when they saw #58’s even longer one. He was a valuable purchase, a high-quality role player with a huge organ.

I was curious to see if Cabin 6 was large enough for three renters who were sharing three of my 20s, slaves with enormous penises. #58 fit two of my categories, but the three they were getting were 20s because they had huge cocks that could stay hard for hours. If they softened, I always had my new magic wand to harden them up again.

The rentables were on their knees outside the cabin door waiting for me to unlock their cages. With their wrists zip-tied behind their backs, there would be no masturbation. The clients were repeats so I knew they’d never let the slaves ejaculate. They wanted them hard the entire time they paid for.

The equipment Gage had set up in Cabin 7 took the most work. Two renters who were pain sluts wanted two of my 40s who appreciated what only pain sluts do. There were two tilting benches, a pair of cock stocks and two sets of wrist cuffs hanging from an overhead bar. The tool shelf was filled with electric paddles, cock shock rings, prods locked on medium and an array of more typical toys like spiked wheels, slappers and irritating oils. There were no gags. Pain sluts, whether they’re clients or stable boys, love the screaming.

When I arrived outside Cabin 8, I appreciated #42’s design even more. The cabin’s inside door opened to the corral where the ponies train. Twice every day, they’re run around the perimeter and a long horsewhip keeps them at a fast pace. They run up the hills with saddles on their backs to make sure their legs are strong enough so when they’re fully outfitted with hooves and bits, a rider won’t fall off.

The ponies are trained to whinny to recordings sent into their earbuds so others aren’t disturbed. I’ve listened to them several times. They sound pretty realistic on the speakers in my office.

When I read the two clients’ requests, I had to laugh. They wanted to joust. That made my eunuch research proper costumes for the renters along with fake swords and realistic draping for the ponies. The clients didn’t care about the price. That’s the common thing about wealthy men’s fantasies. No cost is too high.

When I finished my walk around the cabins, I stopped in my office and grabbed Gage’s cock cage. I pressed a button on the control box on my belt and zapped the sound in his caged penis to tell him he’d done a fine job of deployment. That’s how I get his attention.

He yelped.

My Cop, stationed in front of the array of security monitors, smiled. Until I zapped his.


Chapter 17

Clients in the cabins

CHESTER AND JONATHAN were delivered to their cabins after they ran down the slaveway and across the big field. I watched them run on the monitor in my office. They weren’t elks yet, but they would be after their at-home physical training. They’d complete every repetition after they learned that’s the only way I'd let them schedule a future rental. The power of fulfilling their lifelong fantasies is so enormous, they’ll do whatever I tell them to without complaint.

My Cop monitored the limos’ arrival in the transport garage. Clients who rent regularly don’t object to running naked and hooded to the cabins because that’s the price they pay for what I dangle in front of them. Every client self-administered his own enema at home or on the plane. They sent video to prove it or they knew they'd be left naked on the tarmac.

The men ran across the field in a mostly straight line, each with a tag dangling from his cock with his cabin number. I opened the building door so they could run around the inside oval and my girl deposited them at their new homes for the next few hours or days. Once they were inside and donned the costumes left for them, they knew to press the button to let my rentables inside.

Except for Chester and Jonathan. They hadn’t been told about the button yet. I make it a habit to welcome new renters in person.

Jonathan’s rentals were ass boys for two hours and he had to decide how he wanted to use them. Did he want them dressed a certain way or simply naked? New renters are often overwhelmed with the choices, so I chose a leather vest and leather chaps with a codpiece for him so he could have a full experience. Nothing says power like leather. 

Two suckers were waiting at the door for Chester to let them in. His fantasy wasn’t about power. His two hours were about satisfying his own cock. I had a dressing gown waiting for him so he could pretend to be a kind of royalty, the opposite of a federal employee’s persona. The robe was red a color that would overcome his innate sense of being a tiny ship tossed by ocean waves. Maybe he’d redecorate his home after he left. Or move. He had to get past his wife’s death and live his life.

Sometimes my rentals are therapeutic.

The speakers in my office played full-bodied surround sound. The other renters were taking maximum advantage of their cabins, equipment and my stable. In Cabin 3, #64 was warbling his song. I heard soothing music from Cabin 4 along with the bathwater running. #58’s demanding tone had the four clients dropping their costume pants to inspect and measure their penises, calling the lengths aloud after subtracting almost an inch from each one.

The unmistakable sound of lubricating asses played from Cabin 6 where the big cocks were getting the renters ready. There was no mistaking Cabin 7. Pain sluts start screeching almost immediately and wouldn’t stop until they couldn’t get out one more shriek.

The renters in Cabin 8 were in full costume and oiling their ponies for the upcoming joust in the corral. Before they saddled them and rode to the competition, the horses were practicing by carrying them up the shorter mountain to get the full effect. My Cop kept an eye on them on the new outside camera. While they rode up the mountain, he shook his head side-to-side.

“The new camera is for the weekend’s security,” I said.

He put his arm across his broad chest and pulled at his chin with his right hand. When he dropped his hand, he said, “Maybe I should add two more of my guys for next week.”

I smiled and said, “That guard at the front gate.”

He looked at me with his steely dark eyes. I’ve accepted the security he insists upon to keep me safe in Amityworld. I also never comment about any of the men he arranges. They do the work, that’s all that matters. I try to ignore them but the one at the front gate caught my eye.

I didn’t ask a question so he had no permission to speak but his hand was still pulling at his chin. I wanted to know more about him.

“Tell me his story.”

He was pulling his chin harder. It was obvious he was trying to decide how much he could share. Every covert operative has a story. Or two. The good ones rarely talk about them. My Cop is one of the best.

“He’s a good man. An exceptional soldier. No one uninvited gets past him.”

Right. That’s his job. That’s his skill. That’s not what I wanted to know. 

“And?” I said.

He was practically pulling his chin off his face. I didn’t want to know what he couldn’t or shouldn’t tell me. What I wanted him to tell me was everything else about him.

“He’s solid. He’s spent a lot of time in SEA,” My Cop used the shorthand for Southeast Asia and dropped his hand to his chest. He knew what I wanted him to say. “Do you want a close look at him?”

“Would that be worth my time?” I asked.

“Ab-so-fucking-lutely,” he said.

“Have him in my office before dinner. I’ll take a look at him then.”

He said, “Have Zayn there.”

When My Cop uses three words instead of two, I know there’s a lot of meaning packed into those words. I jolted Nova and had her put it on Zayn’s schedule. And on My Cop’s.

-=o=-

Looking resplendent yet somewhat uncomfortable in the red dressing gown, Chester was relieved to see me. He stood up when I entered his cabin, his old-school way of showing respect to a woman. I rarely have long conversations with clients but this was a first-timer, a real newbie. Chester was the kind of man who had to be told what to do.

“Open the tie,” I said.

The red gown opened and I got my first full-body look at him. He wasn’t quite scrawny but he needed a lot of work. That wasn’t the immediate issue. His soft little penis was.

When I turned the wand on low, his eyes got big. When I danced it around his groin, he let out his first moan. When I upped the power to medium, he stared at his crotch like it belonged to someone else and it was on loan to him. When I turned it to medium-high, he was hard as a rock.

“Press the button,” I said, pointing to the door.

When the door opened, my two 30s crawled in. They were working their jaws, loosening them in preparation for hours of sucking. They drooled like dogs getting ready to gnaw meaty bones. Chester was wide-eyed as they crept in front of him. Their eyes were focused on his erection.

“Oh…oh…yesssss,” he hissed.

“Tell them what you want. Exactly what you want. Be clear. They’re yours for two hours.”

Chester’s eyes opened even wider and he said, “Can you make me feel good?”

That’s why I visit first-time renters. Clients don’t ask. They tell. They demand.

I handed him a printed card and said, “Read this out loud.”

He looked at the card and then at me. “Really? They’ll do this?”

“They do what they’re told. Think of them as your property. Objects for you to use.”

He thought for a moment and then barked out an order. I wasn’t surprised but I think he surprised himself.

“Boy, suck my hard cock! If you don’t make me moan, I’ll beat your worthless ass!”

When I left to visit Jonathan in the adjoining cabin, Chester was groaning at full volume. I didn’t need surround sound to hear my boys’ slurping his stiff penis.

-=o=-

I opened the door to Cabin 2 with the wand set at medium-high. Jonathan was clad in full leather regalia with the codpiece still laced shut. I didn’t need to open it to know the wand’s waves found his penis, too. It was the look on his face. Utter shock mingled with surprise.

He looked good in the leathers. I suppose he’d buy his own before the weekend was over.

“Feels good?” I asked.

He had trouble getting words out but managed to say, “Damned good. Damned good, Ma’am.”

The ‘Ma’am’ was a good try. “That’s ‘damned good, Ms. Amity’, I corrected him. In my world, that’s the only name my property or my clients are allowed to use. The whole ‘Mistress’ thing is for others. I find it tacky.

“Really good, Ms. Amity,” he said.

Jonathan didn’t know what to do next. He was so thrilled being erect, he forgot he prepaid for two of my ass boys.

“When you press that button, your tools will come in.”

Jonathan looked mystified when I said tools but a minute later, he seemed to get it. When he pressed the button, it was evident what the tools were – two of my 60s, the trained ass boys. One of them qualified as a singer. The other could sing and dance.

In spite of his wealth and influence, I was sure Jonathan had never experienced anything like my boys before. New clients need guidance and like Chester, a lot of encouragement.

A good ass boy can take any size penis. A better one can sing praises of the penis’s size and the quality of the client’s thrust. A great one can do all of that plus dance while his ass is being fucked. My 60s have to be great before I’ll rent them.

“Let’s see it,” I said.

Jonathan opened the codpiece. His fully-erect cock jumped out of his leathers. My 60s started singing odes to his erection.

“It’s huge! I’ve never seen one that big!”

“Do me first! Hard! As hard as you can!”

“They’re all yours,” I said and headed for the door. Before I opened it, Jonathan was grunting and thrusting into one ass after the other. Between joyful bellows, I heard him tell the asses he was poking, “I never want to come!”

Like I told you, my 60s are great.

I left the wand on almost full power so it pointed at the mesh window. Chester and Jonathan would stay hard for the full two hours. I sent Gage a note to have someone power it off when their time was up.

Give them a fabulous time but keep them wanting more.


Personal Protection


Chapter 18

Ranger time

MY STROLL ALONG the glass-walled walkway around the cabins showed eight compartments in various throes of joyful frenzy, replete with the noises that accompany male carnal pleasure. Each cabin was active the entire time they were rented. When their hours were up, the clients headed to the transport garage and Jenna drove me over there to say au revoir.

With my clients, I don’t say goodbye. They will all be back.

They were effusive with praise delivered happily from their knees, especially the ones from Cabin 5. They eyed each other enviously. For those four, size definitely mattered. The Cabin 6 trio sported their red splotches proudly. Pain sluts covet the marks electrical tools leave on their skin. But none were more animated than the jousters in Cabin 8. I didn’t know who won the tournament but the ponies galloped back to the stable dorm with their heads held high.

I sent them all to the limos but kept Chester and Jonathan for a few minutes before they were driven to the airport. Even though I watched them wallow in their erection bliss, I wanted them to tell me more about their experience and the lovely lunch my chef sent to their cabins.

As I expected, Jonathan went first. “I didn’t understand how much I missed it,” he said. “Doing it again was like living my dream. You didn’t just let me do it. You made me do it more and more. Harder and harder.”

Men have trouble saying the real words they mean. Their cocks, their fucking, their length – they call all of that ‘it’. I have no trouble with specific vocabulary. Native Americans teach us that knowing a man’s name is akin to owning him. That’s one reason I number my stable. Names are too hard to remember but I own them through and through.

“It’s my secret sauce,” I said and smiled. “I keep the recipe locked up.”

He grimaced at the truth. He could do ‘it’ again the next time he begged to rent one or more of my boys or whichever parts of them he wanted to use that day.

Chester blurted out, “I never thought that would happen to me!”

I wish men would use their words. I certainly have no problem saying them.

“When you visit my world, it doesn’t happen to you. You take what you want. You can have your wildest dreams in real life, for hours or even for days.”

I let that stew in their brains.

“Ms. Amity, when may I rent again?” Jonathan asked.

It was noteworthy that he used my name correctly and didn’t try to leverage his wealth. That would have gotten him a one-way ride to the middle of nowhere.

“When you’re in your limo, click the link in your private email account. A list of rentables and their talents will be there. A full list. With prices. If what you want interests me, I’ll consider it.”

“Yes, Ms. Amity, thank you Ms. Amity,” they both said like a cadet chorus.

I sent them to the last car and had Jenna drive me to my office. I smiled the entire way across the field.

-=o=-

Two exclusives were on their knees outside the slave door to my office when I arrived. The third, the clearly nervous front gate guard was bouncing on his toes. I keep My Cop masked when there are guests visiting. Even though he hired the gate guard, none of the arrangements were made in person.

I jolted Zayn and My Cop. They wriggled their big shoulders through the small door. Then I unlocked it so the guard could walk in. If I liked what I saw, it would be the last time he would enter my office on two feet.

When I pointed at the wall, Zayn and My Cop retreated to separate corners. I stood the guard in front of my chair while I took a good look at him. At least what I could see with all those pesky clothes he had on.

“First name?” I asked. I rarely want to know last names until I’m interested enough to run a background check.

“Tyler, Ma’am,” he said smartly. Oh, this one had a military background for damned sure. ‘Ma’am’ falls out of their mouths at the beginning or end of every sentence. Sometimes both. They don’t even have to think. It’s their normal.

“I am Ms. Amity,” I said. “Nothing else.”

Tyler nodded his head. I’d break him of that habit very soon.

“Ms. Amity,” he said unnecessarily. That was something else he had to learn. My boys speak only when I ask a question.

“Are you enjoying working for me?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Yes, Ma’am…I mean, yes, Ms. Amity.”

“You’re familiar with my…lifestyle.”

Tyler tilted his head toward the floor. Until I mentioned my lifestyle, he had no trouble meeting my eyes. It wasn’t surprising. It’s that thing men have about saying the right words out loud. Tyler had seen combat and faced danger. Surely, he could talk about my ‘lifestyle’ with me.

“Does it intrigue you?” I asked. I wasn’t letting him off without a reply to something that important.

“Um…kinda,” he said and followed it up quickly with “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

I could feel My Cop smiling under his mask. Zayn’s ass bobbed up and down a few inches. This boy was mine. He just didn’t know it yet.

“Let’s see exactly how much,” I said and beckoned Zayn. He crept to my left side and waited.

“He’s going to touch you. Your chest. Open your shirt.”

Tyler almost ripped the buttons off his shirt and what I saw was tasty. He’d do well with a proper physical fitness program, although what I was looking at right now was definitely interesting. If his penis even approximated the size of his shoulders and chest…

My reverie was interrupted by Zayn’s assessment. He looked at me for permission to speak. I nodded.

“Sincere. Lots of questions. And…Ms. Amity, he’s aroused.”

Damn! This was a fine-looking, well-built, highly-sexual possibility. Sure, I had an extra cot in the stable dorm, actually three of them, but why waste him there?

I wagged a finger at My Cop and he crept to my right leg where he belongs. “Didn’t you say I needed a head of security?”

I knew the answer already. Of course, he wanted me to get more protection when I traveled at times My Cop couldn’t be with me. I had Aussie, a fine attack dog, but after what happened to Brielle and Madison a few months ago, he was urging me to get one full time. My Cop had a detailed list of what he wanted in my personal protection. Military with battlefield experience. Weapons excellence. Hand-to-hand combat skills.

My Cop said, “He’ll do.” Two words were all he needed.

Tyler finally looked up and met my eyes. That was one more skill on My Cop’s list. Courage. He said repeatedly that anyone assigned to keeping me safe better have the balls to override my objections.

I wanted to see for myself if this solution to my protection problem had big enough balls.

Zayn sensed where I was going; My Cop knew it, too. The only person in the room who was clueless was Tyler.

“Do you have the balls to keep me safe when he can’t be here?” I asked and pointed at My Cop on his knees by my right leg.

“Yes, Ms. Amity, I do.”

I liked how he said it. No mushy scared slave tone. His words carried authentic pluck. I could feel it. Zayn confirmed it when he said only one word, “Genuine.”

My next statement was a challenge. If he couldn’t rise up to it, he was going back to the front gate. If he succeeded, I’d have a new head of security.

“Show them to me.”

His pants fell around his ankles in seconds. Tyler wasn’t wearing underwear.

I sent a task to Nova’s tablet. “Get an attic room ready. The one next to My Cop.”


Chapter 19

Training Tyler

WITH THE RENTERS gone and Tyler’s rather hefty balls leaving a lovely image in my thoughts, My Cop ran a deeper background check on him and his associates. And everyone he’d ever known or knew him.

Taking on a head of security was something I knew I had to do but neither the right time nor the right candidate had presented itself till now. Tyler was close to what I needed, according to My Cop, but I had to factor in what I wanted. My Cop stressed it had to be someone who knew all about security, was skilled in combat and understood how to prevent anyone from invading my personal space. What I wanted was all of that plus a body I liked looking at. If My Cop approved the former after testing him tomorrow, I was leaning toward the latter.

Bringing Tyler into the main house was like taking in an absolutely inexperienced applicant who wanted to be my slave. He had the stuff. Did he have the right attitude? Was he capable of pledging himself to me? To accepting – and craving – my ownership?

My Cop summarized his research the way he always does. Succinctly.

“Single. No close family. Highly decorated. Tough as nails. Well trained.”

That was as high a compliment as My Cop would give. He had one more word to share, one that piqued my interest.

“Bisexual.”

That surprised me. I rarely consider men’s gender preferences because my stable boys are trained to take care of all of them, no matter how unusual. I had no interest in a relationship with my head of security. He would be one more male I owned who would rarely be invited into my suite. His place was outside the door.

Except his first night. If his job was to keep me safe, he had to be familiar with how I spent my nights, who my exclusives are and what their job is. They provide my ultimate sexual pleasure. He had to understand what drives me and not overreact if he heard an unfamiliar commotion inside when he was guarding my door.

I’m told I can be noisy. It’s not a bug; it’s a feature.

My Cop sent one of his security detail to the front gate for the rest of the day. He’d have a new one there by morning. I hoped he looked as good as the one I was putting in the attic.

Caitlin would take care of the legal particulars when she joined me for lunch tomorrow. Stable slave or in-house protection, all my property signs a contract. Caitlin would be green with envy when she got a look at him. I had Nova remind the chef that whatever he came up with for dessert, there better be a big bowl of whipped cream on the table.

On the rare occasions I take in an in-house male, he goes through a different kind of Intake. He spends an hour with Zayn who hardly needs that much time to sense if he has a true heart. If Zayn feels a positive aura, the new one suffers through a few hours with Emma for a full physical evaluation, inside and out. If he passes, then he is sent to my main trainer to appraise his physical condition and set up his exercise program. Then he meets with my chef. Based on Emma’s recommendations, the chef prepares meals that meet his optimal diet. It will be full of home-grown vegetables, three helpings of protein every day and whatever additives I want to keep his colon clean.

The next week, he belongs to My Cop, who supervises his training. I’ve heard it can be brutal. Nothing less will do.

If he makes it that far, the new boy is all mine. What I dress him in, if anything, whether he keeps his head hair, how I want Esthetics to present him to me, and finally, 36 hours of intense rule training.

When he’s completed all of that, there’s one more thing I do. I arrange for my tattoo artist to etch his number on his right asscheek. Until I gift him a name, he is assigned a number. They tend to look the same so that's how I tell my property apart. When they are hairless and in top shape, it’s also an easy way for me to remember which category they are.

Only the best survive that kind of Intake and earn the right to spend a single night in my suite. One that usually doesn’t end until morning.

-=o=-

Tyler was laid out on the floor in his attic cell. He didn’t complain when he was told to strip and lay on his back with his legs spread. Had he protested, he’d be back at the front gate checking incoming limos, delivery trucks and guests. I suppose Tyler noticed he was the only man around me who was dressed, so he didn’t think being naked was so odd, certainly not in my world.

Zayn was in the corner in full meditation mode with his forehead against the wall. My Cop knelt behind my chair. Aussie was guarding the door. I listened with my eyes and watched with my ears like the old man taught me.

I felt Zayn’s intensity. My Cop’s concentration was palpable. Tyler looked calm but I couldn’t sense him. I tried harder to do what the old man advised. “See with your ears. Hear with your eyes.”

I closed my eyes and breathed the way the old man told me, in through my nose, out through my mouth. If I couldn’t sense Tyler, if his essence or his aura or whatever it was didn’t touch me even a little, I couldn’t have him close to me. Not even if he could take out a bad guy with his hands six different ways. My Cop assured me Tyler was perfectly capable of doing that.

Zayn knelt next to Tyler. I didn’t see him move there from the corner but I felt it. That’s my connection, the intense one I have with Zayn. It’s one-sided. I own it and I hold it for Zayn. If he needs to balance himself after a strenuous interaction, I give him some of it back. I know where Zayn is – I sense him – no matter where he is in Amityworld. If I couldn’t get an inkling of that with Tyler, he was going back to the front gate. Dressed.

Tyler grunted. I felt nothing.

Tyler groaned. I sensed Zayn’s concentration.

Tyler shuddered. I knew Zayn was fighting to connect with him.

Zayn took my right hand and pulled it close to his left, the one I sensed was touching Tyler somewhere. The room was silent when Zayn put my palm on Tyler’s belly. The front-gate guard growled out loud when my fingers inched toward his groin.

For a single moment, I heard his thoughts with my fingers. I’ve stopped trying to explain it and simply listened. With my fingers.

Ever since that time in what is now Tyler’s cell in the attic, when I want to drip a few ounces of Tyler’s essence back into him, all I have to do is grab his organs. The ones that are now permanently caged.

For the first few weeks, he’d kneel in front of me and beg silently for my touch. After that, the only time he needed it was after he put two mouthy boys on a city street in the hospital. I held his cage tightly the entire ride home and Tyler moaned for miles.

-=o=-

Tyler’s first 36 hours were filled with nonstop, rapid-fire assessments, physical and medical exams and rule training thrown at him one after another, all under the watchful eye of My Cop. When his Intake was done, I wanted him to see how things happened in my world. Simple things. Like dinner.

On special occasions, and even on some ordinary Tuesdays, I have my exclusives sit at the table in the small dining room with me. Those meals overjoy the chef who creates extraordinary menus that satisfy each exclusive’s diet. He hopes I’ll activate his chip’s pleasure program if the boys finish everything on their plates and Aussie licks his bowl clean.

They always do. Especially My Cop. A thick steak grilled medium rare is his sustenance. Well, for food.

Those dinners are the times my boys are allowed to talk freely to each other but more often to me. Tyler had been trained to speak only when asked a question or alert me to an emergency. I wanted to learn more about him, more than what was in the stack of files and videos the research team compiled.

Tyler looked around the table at my three naked exclusives and Juke, who I still had to brand. My Cop saw him check them out and said, “Less wash to do.”

I couldn’t hold back my grin.

“And I don’t have to blow my hair dry,” Gage said. That amused everyone except Tyler who didn’t know what to make of my hairless stable and exclusives, save for My Cop. I like his hair. Especially when it’s in  my fingers.

After chewing a big chunk of steak, My Cop said, “Tell Ms. Amity how you will keep her safe on her next trip to the city.”

My Cop knew I was planning a two-stop visit to potential clients next week when he had to work remotely. Although Aussie is a good dog, he’s uncomfortable when he has to wear clothes and walk on his hind legs for an entire day. It’s something the Pet Shoppe gals look for when they buy men to turn into dogs. Maeve’s inner voice tells her which were meant to walk on all fours. Aussie is one of them.

Tyler looked at me, as if asking for permission to speak. Actually, that pleased me. The rules training worked. Perhaps the gag in his mouth for a few days reinforced that particular rule.

“Go ahead,” My Cop said.

Tyler put his fork down and picked up his water glass, a sure sign of his nervousness. He needed something in his hands. Something that wasn’t a weapon.

“Ms. Amity, I’ve seen the map of your trip. There are some revisions I’m making.”

No one said a word. Slaves never override my plans except in the rarest of situations. My Cop looked away as if to say, “This is all yours, boy.”

I waited for Tyler’s next sentence. It would determine if he’d sleep in an attic cell or wind up back at the front gate.

“The order of your stops is wrong.”

Several cubic yards of air were inhaled by my exclusives. My Cop was counting beams in the ceiling. I stayed silent. If he didn’t have a damned good reason…

“Ms. Amity, two points. The time of day and traffic flow. If you do the uptown stop first, I can get into the CCTV cameras in the building to see about alternate routes if the traffic is heavy for the second meeting in midtown. Then I can hack into the array from the limo’s computer to choose the best route home. The limo has almost no access to the cameras uptown.”

Tyler gulped the entire glass of water. He was done and the rest was up to me.

“Sounds like a plan,” I said.

My Cop punched him in his shoulder with an implied ‘attaboy’. The room was quiet until Juke said, “Ms. Amity, may I?”

When Zayn asks that question, I know what he means. He wants to approach me – or someone near me – to get what I call a reading. But this was Juke. He sensed something in what Tyler said and felt my reaction to it. He wanted to feel it more closely. It’s how Juke learns. It’s all in touching the essence, he’s said many times.

I nodded. He walked over to Tyler who was sitting to my left and knelt between him and me. One of Juke’s hands was on Tyler’s shoulder and the other intertwined his fingers with mine. When he closed his eyes and breathed deeply and evenly, Zayn knelt behind Juke and laid his chest on his back.

I didn’t need the old man to explain it to me. Juke was absorbing two essences and Zayn was supplementing Juke’s strength with his own, like a reserve gas tank when a plane is low on fuel.

First I felt a tingle. Then a vibration. Tyler gasped.

A few minutes later, they took their seats and I looked at Juke. “Tell me,” I said.

“I felt the spark between you and him when you said it sounded like a plan,” he said. “It’s an honor to sense a new connection.”

I really had to find the time to brand him. This time, I’d have three exclusives on their knees watching. And my new head of security.


Uptown and Downtown


Chapter 20

Uptown for lunch

WE LEFT AMITYWORLD on time and headed for the uptown coffee shop that my newest potential client frequented on his way to his office. It wasn’t like he couldn’t send a staffer for it, he was more than sufficiently wealthy to hire all the gophers he could want. He ordered it by himself for a different reason.

It was the woman behind the counter.

His habit was to have her create a complicated latte, the kind of customer you hate to stand behind in line. It’s never ‘please use oat milk’. It’s more like ‘if there’s even a milky spoon stirring my latte, I could die’. The barista would dutifully rinse a long spoon and make his drink like she did every day. He paid by scanning his watch. Cash was so dirty. And a cashier would have to touch his credit card. The concept was too unclean.

Gilbert was perfect for his job. He hardly ever thought that being one of the hottest fashion designers was actual work. Styles, colors and draped fabric flew through his brain and he saw models – and millions of women – wearing his creations when he closed his eyes. As long as he didn’t have to touch any of them, he had reached the pinnacle of success.

Except for one thing. Gilbert was impotent.

Every doctor he saw said the same thing. There was no reason for his penis to be as unreactive as it was. Nothing medical. When they suggested he speak to a psychiatrist, Gilbert brushed them off. He would rather suffer with an inert penis than discover the cause of his problem. Men like Gilbert almost never speak to other people about their shortcomings.

His medical records were easy to uncover as was his penchant for neatness. If things weren’t in order or if his schedule was interrupted, Gilbert was at loose ends. That’s why he ordered the same coffee every morning from the same barista. And the same lunch.

I’d seen the inside of his office on video and it paralleled his lifestyle. The décor wasn’t modern or even close to cutting edge. Clunky traditional described it best. I was about to wreak havoc on Gilbert’s routine. After all, if my red-handled whip cured Gage of the psychological torment from his time as a POW, my magic wand could certainly fix Gilbert, at least for a while. He wasn’t the whip type.

The thing is, I wasn’t sure about Gilbert’s gender preferences. Prissy men are often tagged as gay, but neither sexy men nor alluring women made his penis hard. He wasn’t asexual either. His long list of medical consultations told me he was desperate for a solution. It’s just that he demanded an easy one.

That made Tyler’s work more complicated. Men like Gilbert aren’t a physical threat. They’re a little more difficult to make sure they don’t lapse into what I call slave hysteria. That’s counter-productive on a first meeting. It’s much more useful on the second.

My limo parked outside Gilbert’s regular restaurant just before the lunch crowd rolled in. Tyler and I sat at the table next to the one Gilbert always chose. When he sat in his favorite seat and the server took his order, Gilbert didn’t say ‘the usual’. He listed each item he wanted, how he wanted it prepared and warned the server if any remnants of milk touched his food, he might die. The server nodded and never wrote it on his pad. It was the same as yesterday and would be the same tomorrow.

I dropped my napkin on the floor next to Gilbert’s chair. Tyler searched the exits for potential threats then turned his chair sideways so he could launch himself at any danger. That’s My Cop’s usual position.

When I reached to collect my napkin, Gilbert turned toward me but never offered to pick it up. I’m sure he was reluctant to put his fingers on anything that touched the floor.

“Get me a clean one,” I said to the server at my table. “This napkin is filthy.”

That got Gilbert’s attention.

“I simply cannot have a soiled napkin,” I said. Gilbert’s eyes followed me when I reached into my bag for a packet of hand sanitizer. He nodded almost imperceptibly but I saw it. I offered a one to him.

“Your hands can’t be too clean,” I said. “Who knows what kind of microbes get on your hands in the city?”

He took the small package and laid it on the table. “Indeed,” Gilbert said.

I turned to Tyler. “Do you think the designer will have the uniform sketches ready tomorrow? It’s a huge order and I don’t want to have to drive all the way into the city again. It’s inefficient. And so unclean.”

That got Gilbert’s full attention. He was listening to a customer. Someone with money who wanted uniforms. Lots of uniforms. Custom-made uniforms.

Tyler said nothing. He was busy checking doors and windows.

“Really, two hundred is a tall order,” I said.

Gilbert was all ears. He ignored the food the server delivered and said, “Pardon me, Ma’am, perhaps I can help you.”

He was a fish on my hook. All I had to do was reel him in.

Tyler was ready with the smartphone I gave him in the limo. He held it out so Gilbert could scan the QR code and add my information to his contacts. Once he did, the app gave me access to his whereabouts and conversations. My Cop said it would self-destruct in 72 hours. If I didn’t want Gilbert as a long-term client, then I didn’t want him at all. If he became a worthwhile renter, he would give me access of his own free and very needy will.

We chatted and before Gilbert finished his egg white omelet, he invited me to his office to go over my custom uniform needs. I really didn’t need any; after all, my property is naked most of the time and dress uniforms for my girls consist only of leather straps.

I turned the magic wand on low and Gilbert’s eyes opened wide. So did Tyler’s. The wand has an omnidirectional reach. I tilted my bag and Tyler started searching the restaurant for danger again. Gilbert gripped the edge of his table.

We paid our bills and the three of us walked a few doorways to Gilbert’s building. The doorman opened the door. There’s no way Gilbert would touch the handle, not after he cleaned his hands with the sanitizer I gave him.

Once we were in his office and I had him close the shades to the reception area because my designs were confidential, it was just a matter of time before he begged me to allow him to rent one or more of my stable boys. He’d never want the 30s or 60s. Mouths and asses aren’t clean enough. Gilbert would find his delight with the 70s. There was no question he would rent the cabin with the luxurious bath and a role player who would tantalize him and disinfect him at the same time.

Tyler sat near the door occasionally peeking through the closed curtains into the reception area. I set the wand to medium. Gilbert was going to be easy and I had a stop to make in midtown so I skipped a level on the wand. When he excused himself to use his private bathroom, I turned it to high and waited for the noises to start.

“I give him 60 seconds,” I said to Tyler.

“If that long,” he said.

At 45 seconds, I turned off the wand.  A different noise, a much louder one, followed. It took a few minutes for the door to open. Gilbert looked disheveled. His pressed white shirt wasn’t fully tucked into his pants. I looked at my watch. It was time to wrap this up.

“Gil – I’ll call you Gil – that erection you just felt? I own it.”

He stared at me like a little boy caught with his hand, well, not in the cookie jar.

“You need proof?”

I turned the wand on high and took a step toward him. I felt Tyler tense when I reached for the waistband and opened Gilbert’s pants, then pulled the zipper down. They fell around his ankles to reveal his lingerie choice of the day, a bright pink thong. His cock was struggling to free its head from behind the sheer fabric.

I put a card on his desk and said, “This is a one-time login. If you don’t use it in 24 hours, it won’t work. Read what’s there and sign the contract. You can have that erection whenever I want you to get hard.”

With that, I upped the power all the way. Gilbert grabbed his penis and was still stroking it when I left his office. I didn’t have to look. His scream told me when I was out of range.

On the drive to midtown, I checked my tablet. Gilbert was feverishly filling out the detailed questionnaire. He already signed the contract.


Chapter 21

Midtown show

WE DROVE TOWARD midtown with Tyler studying the CCTV cameras, directing my driver to turn this way and that to avoid snarls. My Cop warned him I didn’t enjoy being stuck in traffic but he should be glad he wasn’t flying with me. At least this time. I’m not a fan of being off the ground in a metal container. I get a little edgy.

When we had to sit through a light change three times, I pointed the wand at Tyler’s crotch and after his head snapped away from the cameras he was monitoring to my day bag, he grimaced. Right at me. Well, at my bag.

“I own that, too,” I said.

Tyler wanted to protest that he had no trouble erecting on his own but thought better of it. I’d seen his penis in every state, from a soft little waggle to a fair-sized stiff rod all in the 36 hours he spent in Intake. That’s one of my criteria when I purchase new slaves. When I buy at auctions, I look for sexual males, ones that get hard or at least jiggle when I approach them. They’re much easier to train. When I own a boy’s cock, I own all of him. Caging a reactive penis is the first step to establishing my ownership. The more reactive a penis is, the more powerful the message.

We were headed to one of the few short, flat buildings in midtown. This was a different kind of client and I wanted to get a feel for him on his own turf. He’d purchased what used to be a factory a few years ago and had it remodeled into his residence and workplace. The research team reported that the renovation plans called for a rather interesting wing in the residential level. A lot of curious furniture was ordered along with two shipments of over-the-counter leather costumes.

Buying ready-made leather clothing isn’t what most of my friends do. I have my leather guy just outside Memphis so mine are all custom. It’s one of my eunuch’s jobs to explain what I want to him. Given that the leather guy is hard of hearing and refuses to wear ‘new-fangled’ hearing aids, it’s always a loud, repetitive conversation. When my eunuch reminded the leather guy that my order for the Amityworld auction had to be special, he growled, “Everything I make for Ms. Amity is special.”

Wyatt, the last new client candidate I was interested in, was an oddity. He was highly sexualized and enjoyed his kinky games but he didn’t take instruction well. That was evidenced by the schematics and photos the researchers sent. Bolts on the wall were at the wrong height and some weren’t screwed into beams. His punishment bench was an old model and it didn’t even have a belly lift. Worst of all was the suspension. I hope he had insurance.

What Wyatt needed was real world experience in a first-class environment like my rental cabins. Once he tasted that quality, he’d be back for more. Lots more.

He was only in his late 50s and Wyatt’s sizable fortune came from being an online personality. I gave him credit for seeing an opportunity and seizing it. His good looks didn’t hurt but it was his ability to combine elitism with a regular guy persona that made him a hit online. A well-paid hit.

He wasn’t a chef; rather, Wyatt was a food stylist. I had to interrogate my own chef to find out exactly what that was. After I forced him to watch Wyatt’s videos, he pleaded with me to whip him rather than make him suffer through any more of them. At a basic level, he said a food stylist is a person who arranges plates for cookbook photography. There’s a lot more to it than that, he explained, but fundamentally he decorates with food. Three-star restaurants seek his input and two-stars use him to get that third star. They want affluent diners’ social media posts to tag their eateries.

My chef explained there is tremendous potential for sponsorships for food stylists and that’s exactly what Wyatt’s taxes revealed. All I cared about was that Wyatt was wealthy and kinky. And that he was hiding a big secret behind his cheap leather chaps.

Wyatt hadn’t had an erection in two years. He’d seen doctors in the city and even overseas but none had a solution. One offered an implant but Wyatt rejected it outright. The little blue pill didn’t help. It conflicted with another medication he took so that wasn’t an option. After a year of psychological therapy, he was a little happier but just as soft. Wyatt kept any reference to his defective organ completely out of his online biographies and social media posts.

A limp penis didn’t fit his image.

I had Nova get tickets for one of his small shows, ones he called private gatherings, that were available only to certain fans but mostly to potential sponsors. I was cast as the owner of a company and Tyler was my social media guru. One of my web slaves created a fictitious site and generated enviable analytics. It took him only a morning to finish the façade. The site was unambiguous that I shunned personal publicity.

When Tyler and I were greeted at the door, one thing was clear. We were the only guests today, something My Cop took care of with his long reach. I intended to see the authentic Wyatt, not some performer putting on a show for a crowd. Not yet, at least. That time would come if I decided to let Wyatt rent one or more of my boys.

He was taller than I thought from the few minutes of video I watched and was definitely trim. The tight jeans were a giveaway but the feature that stood out most was his smile. It was dazzling. His orthodontist must be proud. But under his outward appearance was a surprisingly unconfident persona. I didn’t need to sense it. It was obvious when he kept looking over my shoulder for the rest of the audience to arrive.

I knew no one else was coming. Wyatt just figured it out.

“Well, glad you’re here!” he said with false bravado.

I had my retort ready. “You can do the best show in the world and even if no one comes, it’s still a great show.”

His half smile betrayed his self-doubt when he led us into the studio, a well-designed room with lighting he controlled from his work area and automated cameras that recorded everything so he could send it to video editors after the show. It felt a little eerie that besides our host, Tyler and I were the only people in this immense warehouse. That didn’t stop Tyler from checking every door and running a heat-seeking device to detect other possible bodies.

I told Wyatt it was a lighting gauge. I’m not sure that’s a real thing.

The show started with Wyatt describing why the dishes you use matter. The food can be delicious but if it’s served on an ordinary plate, well, that subtracts from the presentation. I don’t think My Cop cares what the dish looks like when there’s a thick steak grilled medium rare on it. I let him go on for a few minutes before I powered on the wand. We were alone so it was the perfect opportunity to play with him. Each time I adjusted the setting, he lost his train of thought. When I increased it, he stuttered. When I lowered it, he sounded deflated. When he started moving green beans around the lovely plate he was using to demonstrate, I set it to medium.

Wyatt was a mess and so was the show. Before he broke down completely, I rescued him from his misery.

“Having trouble concentrating?” I asked.

All he could think about was that he was failing in front of a wealthy potential sponsor. I was imagining how often he’d rent one of my boys. Probably a few at a time. He’d want one of the 70s dressed up in something provocative and a couple of 60s when the wand made him hard. But before I’d allow him in one of my rental cabins, I wanted to own more of him than just his unresponsive penis.

“I can make you hard when I want. And you can’t.”

First, he looked stunned. Then his real personality took over.

“Damn! DAMN! Who the hell do you think you are?”

Before Wyatt took one step from behind his mock kitchen, Tyler blocked him with his body which was certainly bigger and better developed than Wyatt’s. Tyler gave him a terse warning. “Don’t even think about it.”

Whatever bravado Wyatt thought he had melted away. He sat on a stool behind the table and dropped his head in his hands. Whipping clients into tears is one thing. Sobbing potential paying renters is another.

“Let’s see your secret rooms,” I said.

By now, Wyatt was well beyond trying to understand what was happening in his studio. I turned off the wand when he led us upstairs. It was safer than having him fall down the steps.

It was a big space even though the design was mediocre. An old model punishment bench, a few bolts on a wall and a single overhead bar were the main features. Tyler found a costume closet behind one door and a chest with a few percussion tools next to a makeup table. The room felt awkward, like he was aiming for his dream but  was way off base. I think that was the story of his recent life.

I saw a coiled up whip on a table in a corner. It wasn’t custom-made like mine and it was fairly heavy. I hefted it in my left hand.

However sorry his story was, I was holding the happy ending in my hand, not to mention what was in my bag. The wand was working nicely on medium.

“Be careful with that,” Wyatt warned me. Apparently, being in his secret space gave him back some of his swagger. His right hand was fondling his crotch.

I never reply to men who question my ability with a whip. I just swing it. Right over their heads.

The crack a quality whip makes runs through me. Like its owner, this one sounded pedestrian.

I fished a small crop out of the chest and had Wyatt hold it in his left fist and pressed his hand to his chest while the other kept caressing his hardening cock. The crop stood out about 10 inches until I swung the whip. That shortened it about four inches.

“DAMN!” Wyatt yelled.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” Tyler said.

“You can see a lot more after you log into this site and fill out the forms and sign the contract,” I said, dropping a card on the makeup table. “The link lasts until the sun sets.”

I left Wyatt with his mouth hanging open. Tyler and I returned to the limo and I was happy to be heading back to Amityworld. I’d had enough of the city.

-=o=-

We rode quietly until trees and fields surrounded the roads for the final hour of the drive. Tyler had the driver avoid at least two traffic issues in the city so the last 60 minutes were all mine.

When we pulled in the transport garage, Nova had been waiting at least 30 minutes so she wouldn’t be late. She took my bag and I took Tyler’s arm to walk across the field to the main house. It was getting dark and I was sure the chef had something delicious prepared for dinner. He’d serve it on the plates with the gold A icon like he did every day. Those plates are beautiful because they’re mine.


The Magic Wands


Chapter 22

A weekend in the cabins

TWO BUSY WEEKS later, eight cabins were rented for the entire weekend. I had my west-coast developers send enough wands to keep my clients, including the four new ones, at peak performance. Emma now knew everything in the literature about wave therapy to make sure the clients wouldn’t overdo it. Staying hard for 48 hours is unhealthy for most men.

I had her look into two scenarios. First, how long was it safe to keep a penis hard? Second, what were the odds that four of the renters, the impotent ones, might ejaculate? And if they did, how much time did they need before I pointed a wand at them again?

The answer to the first question was reasonable. They could have an hour of a hard penis and then had to change activities. An hour after that, I could make them hard again although I planned to provide other events to prolong their soft time. The second question was trickier.

Given that the four impotent clients had no medical reason their penises were perpetually soft, there was no danger to them if they finished. The determining factor was how many times they could get hard in a single night before the wand might not work at all. I had those answers, both from the applications they completed and their medical records. It was unanimous. Twice on their best nights. Once if they ejaculated.

Desperate men always tell me everything.

When I did my final walk around the glass hallway surrounding the cabins, I knew Gage had been hard at work drawing arrows on his monitors and making sure the right tools were in place. Every cabin was ready to go.

That Saturday morning, four ineffective penises and four prior renters were arriving in an hour by car and plane at the small airport. They’d fit, albeit a little cramped, in the back seat. This time, Tyler was in the limo to make sure they were hooded before they got out of their vehicles and to stow their clothes under the seat. Walking naked even for a short distance while holding their folded clothes is a good way to establish the hierarchy in my world.

They scrunched together and eyeballed each other through the hoods’ slits. From scrawny to muscular, it was quite an assortment of male flesh that filled the big monitor in my office. So did Tyler’s instructions that I had him memorize. That’s another efficient way of making clients understand my pecking order.

“Ms. Amity welcomes you for what will be an unforgettable weekend. Once you pass a simple medical exam, you will become the master of your cabin and everything and everyone in it.”

The four new clients didn’t see the returning renters wince under their hoods when Tyler said there would be a medical exam. They knew what was coming and smirked under their hoods at the uninitiated.

Tyler continued, “Your fantasies will be your reality.”

Eight heads nodded. Not one penis managed to get hard.

They rode in silence daydreaming about the next two days. When they were 30 minutes from the front gate, Tyler gave them their last instruction.

“Ms. Amity wants your time to be memorable. She has set up a contest and the winner receives an hour of her time. Privately.”

That got their attention. I didn’t have to warn Tyler not to share too much about the contest details which was easy because he didn’t know what they were. For their part, my eight guests were silently figuring out how to win.

That’s another thing about influential clients like mine. They don’t need to hear the rules. The only thing that matters is how they plan to win.

After the limo was checked at the front gate and pulled into the transport garage, my girl lined the guests up for a run down the slaveway to the Medical side of the Intake building. No one enters my world to use my boys without being checked by Emma.

She chose purple for her big day. To Emma, the prospect of eight enemas sent her into her happy place. The rhinestone stilettos were a nice touch.

Emma began her infamous medical exam gleefully. The four repeat renters protested that they had emptied their colons earlier. They didn’t want another dose of her frigid colonic.

With a smirk, Emma said, “Ms. Amity’s orders.”

The clients quieted down. Those three words were the difference between living out their dreams and being sent back to the airport. That’s how it works in my world.

I’d seen plenty of men shit into buckets. I was much more interested in the four new renters’ reactions that I would see on their faces. Men are incapable of hiding their indignation, even more so when it centers on their asses.

As I expected, Gilbert was the personification of what an affront to his dignity the enema was. He barely kept from vomiting when the icy liquid drained into him. Chester, who’d make a good submissive one day, tolerated it with barely a frown. Both Jonathan and Wyatt retreated into their hope that when their cocks got hard, they’d remember this as a brutal but necessary requirement to get what they wanted and paid for.

Eight bouncing asses made Emma smile.

The most enjoyable part was when it was time to send them to the buckets. They ran to the small room and the new renters were appalled when the repeaters squatted atop the pails. But when my girl started reaching between their legs to pull out ass the plugs, they got over their outrage fast. Degradation is a small price to pay for a weekend with a hard penis. Besides, their bowels were screaming.

When they were done, they ran behind my girl to the cabins and filed into their rooms. I saved one of the repeaters, the senator, for last. I had a plan for him.

I could see all of them on the big monitor in my new office in what was the auction building that #42 and Mason transformed into cabins. My office wing had a dome as its roof. The center area that the cabins surrounded was covered with an even bigger one. The best part is that they retracted. At night, the stars were mine.

Tyler was at the security camera array where My Cop usually works when there are visitors in the cabins. When they are full like they were that weekend, two drones mounted with recording devices circled the estate and sent what they saw and heard to Tyler’s station. I know there is a security team on the grounds that My Cop insists upon, but I almost never see them. Except that night after the auction when I turned off the alarm and walked across the big field to spend some time communicating with Amityworld.

I was exhausted and the fields, trees and garden talk to me.

Unfortunately, my little stroll triggered the all-estate alarm and every breathing piece of my property started searching for me. Zayn, Gage and My Cop closed in from three directions. The security detail was right behind them, weapons in hand.

They’re well-trained, My Cop said. I wasn’t supposed to see them. I also wasn’t supposed to venture out alone after dark, he reminded me.

I told Tyler to zoom in on the first cabin. The one with the venture capitalist.


Chapter 23

In Jonathan’s cabin

JONATHAN WAS DRESSED in the outfit that set the scene for his weekend adventure. He rented four of my boys. Two were 60s, ass boys, one was a 20 with the second biggest cock in the stable, and one 70, a role player. Jonathan’s dream was for a single-scenario weekend. Living inside his dream for almost 48 hours was the gift he bought himself.

He'd apparently been thinking about this scenario for a long time. The details he asked for couldn’t have come to him overnight. The role player had to look and sound like an evil nurse and he and the other boys were to be test subjects in a medical experiment. It wasn’t that unusual until he envisioned that the subjects would be put on display to other women who would critique the subjects’ reactions to the treatment.

The study was investigating how men reacted to different stimuli, specifically how they responded to other naked men, cock sucking and electrical charges. I didn’t need a psych degree to see what was behind his request. Jonathan was focused on his penis and wanted to show off his new ability to get hard, his years-long dream.

The interesting part was arranging women to watch. My friends enjoy a good show and don’t need much prompting to get involved. Jonathan had no idea what was in store for him.

His morning went very well. He wore a hospital gown, a small one, that tied in the back after he went through mock registration and had to strip for the experiment. So did the boys he rented. The evil nurse, one of my role players, was dressed in a tight white uniform with his fake cleavage peeking out of his tight camisole. The dress was short enough to show off the crotchless panties underneath.

Jonathan and my rented boys were taken through stripping together in front of the nurse, who then did a thorough penis exam. She measured them and reduced their sizes by an inch or more when she called the lengths out loud.

The nurse put the big cock behind Jonathan and had him ream his ass to measure his staying power. He didn’t last very long. The jolt I sent to his microchip reminded him that my boys do not ejaculate unless I want them to.

The day went on with one test after another until it was time for the finale. I had Gage turn on every monitor in Jonathan’s cabin to reveal the women I invited to watch. They were in top form. This part of the medical experiment wasn’t on Jonathan’s list but it certainly was on mine.

He asked for two ass boys. I could do much better than that. I sent five with specific instructions to keep him going as long as he could. When he finished with one ass, that boy scampered to the beginning of the line so the asses he had to ream never stopped.

Jonathan could see and hear my friends’ comments. They can be ruthless and they were. Incessantly. Their Mardi Gras masks were a nice touch.

With the wand on medium, Jonathan’s cock shot up. My friends were surprised and they’re never silent when they see something new.

“That’s a decent-sized cock,” Nell said.

Jonathan plunged it into the first ass boy and humped. His trip to heaven lasted until the next comment.

“I’ve seen bigger,” Skye said. “What matters is if he can do the whole line.”

He’d do the whole line as long as I kept the wand on medium. But that wasn’t my plan.

Jonathan reamed the next ass and threw his hips into the action.

“Looks like he hasn’t had a piece of ass in years,” Annika said all the way from Sweden.

She was right even though she didn’t know it. Jonathan was plunging as hard as he could. Over and over.

The Training Farm Mistress always had the fiercest critiques. “If he was any good, those asses would be singing by now.”

Like the other comments, what she said was fed into Jonathan’s earbuds. He started plugging the ass in front of him even harder. A single jolt to my boy’s chip was his cue.

The ass boy raised himself to his knees, then to his feet, all the while humping his ass against Jonathan’s cock. Jonathan was jubilant. My boy was working. He had a job to do.

He started singing.

“Oh god, it’s so big!” That was followed by “The BIGGEST! The HARDEST I’ve ever felt!”

The girls were giggling across the country and an ocean. They didn’t know Jonathan’s history and they didn’t care. When Jonathan poked the last ass in line, I raised the wand to its highest setting.

Jonathan went crazy. For all intents and purposes, he was no longer in my rental cabin. He had been elevated into his own version of nirvana. Not only did the prior ass boy keep singing and dancing, the rest joined in, all according to the script.

It was a chorus of praise, a slave ode to a remarkable penis.

When I’d heard and seen enough, I lowered the power setting and told Jonathan to rest. There would be more – a lot more – that evening. He stumbled into the bedroom and flopped on the bed with a huge smile across his face.

The girls and I chatted after Jack sent the ass boys back to the slave dorm to clean up and get back to work until they were on call again.

Annika asked the question I expected. “Why didn’t he finish? Most men, especially renters, isn’t that what they pay for?”

I wasn’t sure how much I wanted to share about my magic wand but she needed an answer.

“Wait until you see what’s going on in cabins 2 and 3,” I said.

Like they say in Hollywood, give them a great show but keep them asking for more.


Chapter 24

In Chester and Gilbert’s cabins

THE RENTERS IN cabins 2 and 3, Chester and Gilbert, were similar in a few ways. The main thing they shared were unresponsive penises. If you chatted with Chester on the street, you’d walk away calling him a wuss. The adjective you’d use for Gilbert would be prissy.

But they dealt with their impotence the same way. They had somewhat frank discussions with their physicians but refused psychological therapy. It was their fate, they both told themselves, to live celibate lives. What they needed was a different kind of treatment. The kind they could get from me.

When I read their rental applications, I wasn’t terribly surprised. They weren’t as inventive as the others but it was their first full weekend rental, so I spiced up their requests. Chester asked for suckers, the same kind of boys he used on his first visit. Gilbert wanted at least a big portion of his weekend to include bathing and esthetics, just like his earlier experience.

I wanted them to become repeat renters and I knew that a weekend of only having a cock sucked or being pampered in a jetted tub wasn’t the ticket. They’d get that, of course, right after they discovered why my cabins are booked weeks ahead.

It took only a few pages of my researchers’ background reports for me to understand what Chester was suffering from. He couldn’t move past his wife’s death and kept his home as a monument to her. On the other hand, Gilbert had never been married, let alone had a long-term girlfriend. Photos from his home showed me what I suspected. He was a cross-dresser but didn’t have the right network of players to get the full experience. He dressed up at home. He wore makeup at home. He bought what he thought were sexy outfits online. That was the easiest part to uncover with a simple credit card hack.

I put them in adjoining cabins because when #42 designed the building, he included ways to combine them when I wanted a bigger space. When they were sent into their cabins after their medical exam, they thought they were in private cabins. Until the 50s and 70s arrived.

Both cabins were stocked with closets filled with costumes, stiletto heels, thigh-high boots, a wall of accessories and drawers teeming with lingerie. Each makeup table was well-lighted and a row of wigs finished the décor. They were about to get the full experience. My 50s would turn into the personalities I instructed and then they’d dress the renters up according to the script.

That was their first day. On the second day, I had a surprise for them, one I invited my friends to watch.

Both Chester and Gilbert were treated to my 50s dressed as very sensual strippers who gyrated lewdly under the direction of one of the 70s, their leather-clad fictional Domme. Chester reveled for hours in a mock hearing with the 50s in orange prison jumpsuits, stripping and sucking his cock in hopes of being granted parole. Gilbert’s most memorable first-day session had him supervising several ‘young boys’ in a college gym class. When a boy failed to do his exercises properly, Gilbert mocked the size of his penis while proudly displaying his own stiff one. Each admonished boy was forced to suck his superior’s organ.

They both slept like babies that night. When the sun rose over the tree line, things changed.

Gilbert was bathed and waxed and sent naked to the wardrobe closet. One of my cross-dressers outfitted him in a maid’s costume, replete with black stilettos, full makeup and a blonde wig. Chester was rousted out of bed and depilated, especially around his hairy cock and balls. Then he was dressed in a similar maid’s outfit and the two stared open-mouthed at each other when I had Gage open the wall between the cabins.

With all that makeup and wigs, their own mothers couldn’t have recognized them.

There were monitors on every wall filled with my friends’ faces from across the country and this time, two oceans. I prepped them with the game’s rules and they were eager to play. They always are. It’s a Domme thing.

Two 70s played the role of the maids’ owners. The leather catsuits and thigh-high boots were a nice touch. So were the electric prods in their hands.

My role players knew their scripts and the two maids assumed subservient personas fairly quickly. I know my renters, too.

The first instruction was for each maid to get her supplies and scour the cabins’ toilets. On their knees. As an added touch, they were told to make them so clean, they could lick the rim. That’s exactly what they did after the ceramic glistened.

My friends’ giggling was the background music for what their owners told the maids was their breakfast. The sanitized toilets.

The second scene was even more intense. Chester was assigned to downsize a small room that held mementoes of a former resident. The room contained a few of his wife’s unnecessary belongings. He crawled from item to item and boxed them up, then deposited the boxes outside the cabin door to be taken to trash. While he worked, his cock jiggled from the intermittent power surges the wand sent.

When he was done, his owner inspected his penis and each time he touched it, I powered up the wand.

Meanwhile, Gilbert was in the cabin’s small kitchen, lapping up water from a dog’s bowl while his owner tapped the prod on his balls dangling between his legs. When he reacted to each shock, his face plunged deeper into the bowl.

The entire time Chester and Gilbert worked at their tasks, my friends commented on their prowess the way only they can do it.

Kiera said, “Oh, the little maid’s tongue is full of pee!”

Chester almost retched but rewashed the toilet rim.

“Maids should never have hairy testicles. We wax ours every week,” Sofie said while Mayleen nodded. “Maids should be waxed every Thursday.”

Chester now had a regular appointment to look forward to at home, one that got him out of his bland routine and into a new one.

The Germans laughed so hard each time Gilbert’s face landed in the water bowl, he tried to steel himself against another dunking but failed miserably each time the prod bit his balls.

Danica had a suggestion. “Put a leash on that maid and make her shit outside. Maids have to know their place.”

It was such a good idea that I told the role player through his ear buds to do that. Gage opened the cabin door and Gilbert, a leash looped snugly behind his testicles, was taken outdoors and walked on all fours across the field. We watched on the overhead camera.

The water he lapped up had the desired effect. Gilbert had no choice; his bowels spoke for him. When he was empty, his owner hosed him off and led him back to his cabin on a brisk trot.

Gilbert and Chester made excellent maids that day. Each time they were given a task, the wand stiffened their cocks until they realized how much they enjoyed being told what to do. The more demeaning the instruction, the stiffer I made them. When their morning session was done, the girls and I understood the same thing.

Someone told them what to do. They were given orders to obey. Their cocks jiggled a bit even when I turned off the wand and I had two new recurring renters.

When I talked to Gage later that day, he said, “Ms. Amity, your whip, the one with the red handle, cured me. I hope those men are as grateful to you as I am. More and more. Every day.”

That’s why my renters return to buy more hours and often full weekends. They know, each in their own way, how magical things are in Amityworld.


Chapter 25

In Wyatt’s cabin

WYATT HAD NO idea how life-changing his weekend in cabin 4 would be. I had an inkling that it would have a significant impact on him but even I was a little surprised how much it altered his future. Then again, it wouldn’t be the first time I redefined what was in store for a renter. That’s why Amityworld is such a special place.

There’s only one client I invite by himself for private time with me. His position and recognizability are too globally-known to take a chance that another client might identify him. His value to me is huge. Besides, he’s so much fun to use, the time I spend with him sates his never-ending needs at least for a time and touches my power so deeply, my exclusives know they’ll all be busy that night satisfying me when I’m done with him. They'll work until the sun rises just over the tree line.

That client is thrilled to give me whatever I want. Like his planes when I brought my guests’ exclusives secretly to the auction. And his contacts who can make things happen or go away, whichever I need that day. Not to mention the gifts he always sends.

When I first met him, he had pushed his needs so far down inside his brain that I had to force him to let them out. It’s the power of my single-tail when it’s in my left hand. Other than My Cop, he’s the only one who begs me to whip him more.

That’s what I saw happen in Wyatt’s cabin. The need he had denied for so long was on fire. If I were philosophical, I’d say that’s why I do what I do. The real answer is I do it because I enjoy it. It’s who I am.

Men like Wyatt who pretend to be male dominants but never let themselves actually dominate others in real life are some of the most frustrated men on the planet. When they’re wealthy and can buy whatever things they want, it’s even more infuriating. They don’t want paid submissives. They want real ones. The ones with true slaves’ hearts.

That’s what Wyatt rented for the weekend. Until he touched it, he didn’t understand what he was really seeking. I didn’t give him role players; no, I gave him authentic slaves. I turned his fantasy into the best reality money can buy.

Wyatt’s weekend didn’t include – or need – my friends’ comments. He spent 48 hours immersed in the genuine life of a dominant with a little help from a friend. A very special friend.

Big Mike runs the biggest Old Leather compound in the mountains. It’s where we built Summer Camp with four-week remedial sessions for slaves whose skills needed upgrading or were sent to learn a new talent their owners could then rent out. Mike had recently been reunited with his sister who was hospitalized for years with a kind of catatonia as a result of a brutal beating that stemmed from her mother’s drug addiction and failure to pay her supplier. I had a hand, a small one, in Karly’s recovery.

It was really all Zayn’s doing with his mysterious ways of sharing someone else’s essence. He feels what you are thinking, even if you’re not thinking straight for whatever reason.

I invited Mike for the weekend and had the chef prepare his favorite, a big steak grilled medium alongside something fried. He brought Karly and Zion, her companion dog, and I treated her to a full spa day and a few hours with my video boy to learn the basics of editing. Before Mike even warned me to make sure she was safe, I introduced him to Tyler. When Tyler escorted her to the Intake building where the esthetics girls work, she wrapped her arm in his elbow. Zion, her dog who was a camper in Annalise and Mave’s dog-training session, was constantly at her side.

Mike breathed a sigh of relief. “I have to know she’s OK,” he said.

“She’s safe here and she has Zion,” I said. “At some point, you’re going to have to let her live her life.”

“Damn, Amity! Doncha think I know that?” Mike’s sentences often start with ‘Damn, Amity!’ I’ve gotten used to it.

We headed over to the cabins and I reminded Mike what I wanted him to do while he drove the golf cart. To be himself. To show my renter what real dominants do. To use his real voice. To teach Wyatt how to let out what’s been roiling inside him for years.

Mike nodded the whole way across the field. His leather vest reflected the sun and his black boots looked like they’d been polished. That’s about all the dress-up Mike does.

I didn’t prepare Wyatt, other than to have him dressed in nothing but a skimpy black thong. If he was ever going to be able to flex his own dominance, he’d have to touch what submission was first. That was up to Mike.

When Mike barreled into cabin 4, Wyatt cringed in a corner. There’s a reason they call him Big Mike. It’s not just his size, although that’s part of it. No one ever thinks of disobeying him. If you don’t know him like I do, he’s definitely scary.

“Boy, when I walk in, get on your knees!” Mike bellowed. Wyatt hit the floor and looked up at Mike towering over him.

“Eyes! Floor!”

Wyatt dropped his face down. He was shuddering. Fear is a good place to keep your property. It teaches them what respect looks and feels like.

“Show me your ass!” Mike barked.

Wyatt crept in a circle, got on all fours and raised his hips. That wasn’t good enough for Mike. He planted a boot between his thighs and kicked left and right. Wyatt yelped and spread his legs like a puppy swatted with a rolled-up newspaper.

Mike lifted Wyatt by the thong’s waistband and yanked it down. He grabbed an injector and drove it into Wyatt, pressed the button and slid it in and out.

“When I want you, you better have that ass lubed. That’s the last time I ever do your job for you.”

Wyatt was trembling but managed to squeak out two words. “Yes, sir.”

Mike smiled at the camera where he knew I was watching. Every boy Mike keeps calls him sir. They’d never dare use his name.

He fingered a medium-sized electric plug and shoved it into Wyatt’s ass. It went in easily, almost too easily.

“You fuck yourself, don’t you?” Mike barked. “From now on, I fuck you!”

Mike yanked out the plug and opened his jeans. I’d seen his cock before and it fits his name. Big Mike. I couldn’t wait to see and hear Wyatt’s reaction to having that in his ass. In deference to the situation, Mike used a condom and pressed the tip against Wyatt’s anus. He pushed it in a bit, then out, then in deeper. That went on for a few minutes. I knew what Mike was doing.

He was playing with him, like Wyatt was his toy. Mike’s face told me he was having fun. It’s the least I could do for a good friend.

That went on until Mike got serious.

He plunged his stiff cock all the way into Wyatt, wrapped his huge arms around his belly and lifted him to his feet. Mike fucked him like he was a rag doll with Wyatt’s arms and legs flailing in the air.

Wyatt’s cock was hard as a rock, thanks to the wand’s medium setting. Mike didn’t know about Wyatt’s impotence or my wand. All he saw was a hard cock begging for Mike to use it. Humping behind Wyatt, Mike grabbed Wyatt’s cock and ran his fist up and down the length. Over and over.

They growled at the same time.

I had my first client ejaculation of the weekend, all from the dial I was turning in my office.

-=o=-

After Mike, Karly and I had a late dinner in the small dining room, she went upstairs with Zion for the night. Her dog guarded her door even though Tyler had every alarm set and Karly was wearing the watch Mike had made for her that let him know where she was. For now, it was the right thing to do. My Cop’s detail, the almost-invisible security team, kept an eye on her coordinates.

After Karly went upstairs, Mike and I plotted Wyatt’s second day.

“How many boys do you want?” I asked.

“Give me three at first. Then I’ll want new ones in a couple of hours. You got any good pain sluts?”

This is Amityworld. Of course I have pain sluts. “How many?”

“All of them,” Mike said. His grin told me what he was plotting. It was going to be a Mike-sized show.

That night, I didn’t summon my exclusives to serve me in my suite. I had Mike and gave him the gift I’m the only one who knows he craves. The one he wants only if the whip is in my left hand. I made sure Tyler told the team they’d hear a lot of noise that night. When I told my dog, Aussie, he barked his approval.

It was a very noisy night. Much later, Mike slept like a baby.

The next day, Wyatt was dressed by one of my cross-dressers in all-black from his vest to his heavy black boots. The leather chaps were an extra touch. Mike led him through every step, roared instructions and made Wyatt duplicate his tone. The three ass boys I sent weren’t rehearsed. Their trembling was real. Wyatt fucked all three, thanks to the wand, and then Mike signaled for the pain sluts.

All seven of them ran to the cabin. When Mike felt Wyatt discovered his groove, he drove back to the main house. We watched the monitors in my office with Mike nodding occasionally at Wyatt’s technique.

My latte and blueberry scones rarely tasted as good as they did that day.

-=o=-

Late that afternoon, the four new renters were assembled in the transport garage with the regulars. They wore nothing but big smiles.

The other four clients whose weekends were spent in cabins 5-8, were pleading to be allowed to rent time again. The new renters joined in and eight men’s begging from their knees filled the garage.

“Check the website when you board your planes and limos. If your fantasies interest me, you may be allowed to return.”

Eight men’s pent-up dreams had been released from their self-imposed prisons. I was sure the videos they would send in a few hours would be confessions of their most private desires and they’d plead to live them in my cabins.

None of them would ever quibble about the price. My magic wands are invaluable. And they’re not for sale.


Epilogue

KARLY HAD A great time on her visit even though Mike thought her new hairdo and makeup made her look too attractive. When they left on his motorcycle, I whispered under his helmet that she was beautiful even before the makeover and I wasn’t the only person who would notice how pretty she was. He snorted, revved his bike and took off for his mountain.

I had Tyler sent to the terrace along the back of the main house for a post-event account, what Gage and My Cop call a sitrep. He handled security well for eight renters in addition to Mike and Karly and her dog. There had to be something, a few details, that needed improving. Tyler arrived on the terrace a little sweaty and out of breath an indication the new exercise program my trainer put together for him was obviously challenging. My favorite part was seeing him running naked across the big field in the early morning and then under the late afternoon sunshine. Running was developing his leg muscles. He was turning into my eye candy when I had coffee and fresh-baked blueberry muffins on the terrace.

Tyler seemed comfortable on his knees, like it was a natural place for him to be. Since no one I owned wore clothes, his nakedness didn’t embarrass him. He wore it as a mark of pride, that he and his body were good enough for me.

“Tell me,” I said.

“Ms. Amity, this has been a helluva few weeks.”

That was for damned sure. I had a new permanent head of security who just oversaw a weekend with eight renters along with Mike and Karly. And her dog.

“I hope you approve of my work. I’d like to keep my job.”

I pushed a few blueberries between his lips, just to see what he’d do. Tyler opened his mouth and sucked them in along with my fingers. I left them there while he drooled blue juice on my hand. So far, so good.

“If you stay, you will live according to my rules.”

He nodded, then remembered his training. Tyler got down on all fours and bounced his ass up and down, managing to keep his head high enough so my fingers stayed in his mouth. Flexibility like that is an asset in the men I own.

“I know everything about you. Your strengths. Your weaknesses. What you are afraid of. I’ll use all of them. I’ll push you past where you think you can go.”

His ass bounced up and down, harder this time.

I grabbed his decent-sized penis and pulled his face close to mine. “This is mine.” I looked at his face for any trace of fear. I can see it loud and clear in a new slave’s eyes.

Tyler wasn’t afraid. I sensed his resoluteness. There was one thing I needed to know beyond his decision to be owned. I had to touch his heart to be sure it was authentic. I had to know his was a true slave’s heart and he wasn’t wallowing in a temporary kinky fetish. There’s one way for me to be certain about that.

“Will you suffer for me?”

Tyler wrapped his naked body around my ankles and said, “With all my heart. And every other part of me.”

Blueberry juice drooled down his chin. He still had my fingers in his mouth.

-=o=-

After my eunuch performed my bath, I had it dress me in my leathers. Tyler was going to suffer in the training building and tonight, with the rest of my exclusives gathered in the punishment building, he’d learn what real agony was. Suffering for me is genuine only when it’s offered by a slave’s true heart.

It’s my rule. Pain must have a purpose. My purpose.

I decided to brand Juke tonight.

-=o=-

I had Jenna drive the golf cart across the big field to the training building. After #42’s upgrades, it was one of my favorite places to discipline slaves but more than that, it’s the perfect place to break new ones. Like those miscreants who put the Circus Mistress in the hospital and took almost a year from her life while she recuperated. My Cop had them delivered after one of my clients, a judge, revoked their parole and offered them a choice between rehabilitation Amity-style or federal prison. It wasn’t really a choice and I fixed three of them. The fourth backslid and I finished him off in Memphis with a drop of gold gel, then gave him to the Circus Mistress as her slave for the rest of his miserable life.

The training building isn’t the biggest one on the estate. It’s compact after #42's updates. There is space to suspend at least four slaves and there are narrow cages along a wall to hold them until I want to use one or two. The equipment racks spin so I can keep two or three times the number of tools in the same space. The racks are wired so the electric ones are always charged.

The center of the main room is where I do my best work.

Whether a slave is on a bench or hanging from an overhead bar, I have more than enough room to swing my red-handled single-tail. When a slave leaves that building, he is changed. Any remnants of his ego are erased. His body is scarred but not his mind. It’s restructured. He knows who owns him in his true slave's heart.

When I take on a new one like Tyler, that session is private between him and me. I don’t need a girl to strap him on a bench or suspend him from a bar. I am the only one who does that. It’s one more way he learns that he is my property.

Tyler ran behind the cart and kept the chain taut that attached him to the bolt on the bumper. I watched him run, his head up and proud, his legs churning to keep up. If a potential slave fails to run like that, his testicles wind up in a jar with the others I’ve taken. My stable marches past that shelf every morning as a reminder of how I treat failure.

When the cart stopped, I had Jenna unhook Tyler’s penis ring from the bumper and he crawled inside, a single step behind me. That would be his place for as long as I would own him.

I put him in the middle of the room while I opened the temperature-controlled case where my whips are stored. That was another of #42’s improvements that gave my custom whips the respect they deserve.

The red handle felt perfect in my left hand. I glanced at Tyler. His whole body was following every move I made, not just his eyes. When men try to predict what I am going to do, they’re usually wrong. Tyler wasn’t wrong this time. He knew.

I had him cuff his own wrists and ankles, then attached the hooks that hung from the suspension bar. A button on the control box on my belt raised him several inches off the floor. I walked around him, taking in every muscle, every inch of skin, every part of his superb body. My hands explored his legs, inside and out, then his belly and chest. My fingers ran along his asscheeks and between his thighs. Each time I touched him, Tyler moaned.

It was the first time he sang his song to me. It wouldn’t be the last.

I was beyond wanting to hear him sing. I needed him to scream.

The first crack of my whip in the air made him shudder. The second landed on his calf. The third on his thigh. Each time my whip kissed his skin, Tyler grunted. That wasn’t enough for me.

Two crisscross strokes striped his ass and when I walked around his dangling body, I saw it. Tyler’s eyes were wide open. He wasn’t afraid. He met my challenge and didn’t let fear take over. My best slaves aren’t scared of me or my whip. They want to feel it. The power – my power – is what they need to feel to complete their submission to me.

The pain? The good ones know it isn’t about pain. They’re proud to wear my marks because being owned by me is where they are safe. If they fall off the ledge, they know I will protect them. That’s my promise to the men I own. Just ask Zayn or Gage. Or My Cop.

Tyler’s back was my next target. Stroke after stroke, I decorated him from his shoulders to his toes. His eyes were still open and he was singing his song. I wanted more. I wanted to hear him scream.

That’s what penises are for. I threaded a sound into his stiff shaft and aimed my whip at the bulb that stuck out a few inches. Two practice swings made him tremble but he never closed his eyes. He craved my ownership and I needed him to scream out his true heart.

I swung one more time.

Tyler screamed like a banshee until he looked down and saw the tip of the sound on the floor. The rest was still inside his erect penis.

He never shut his eyes.


Chapter 26

Branding Juke

RIGHT ON TIME, the green light lit up to tell me a car arrived in the transport garage. I didn’t need the light to know he was back. I can sense when he returns to Amityworld. My Cop was mine for two weeks before he had to return to his remote work. I had plans for every hour of those weeks. Especially later tonight.

I bought Juke to be my secret keeper. That role is critical to me and to my clients. Juke is learning to be a Tantric guide under Zayn’s tutelage but what I use him for the most is to make sure my clients’ confidentiality is safe. My Cop handles getting them here physically and Gage puts them where I want after they arrive. Juke is the conduit between my research team and me. He knows who my clients are, where they live and how to contact them. I won’t share that kind of information with Nova, not that she has anyone to tell.

It's not about today. It’s always about tomorrow.

The slave I choose to share my clients’ secrets knows I will never sell him or send him away. It’s a lifetime commitment. The last one now lives in a facility where many of us send our slaves when they are too old or ill to stay in our stables. Or when they know too much.

The last one I sent there suffers from such profound dementia he rarely speaks but he’s comfortable and is treated well. Once in a while, I have a staffer whip him. It makes him smile.

I take care of all my exclusives, especially my secret keeper. Juke’s mother doesn’t know who he is anymore so I arranged to move her into a lovely memory care facility. He visits her from time to time and sits silently next to her, holding her hand and communicating in a way Zayn taught him. When he returns, he begs for a moment of my time, hugs my ankles and thanks me for taking care of her. That’s a small reason he's my secret keeper.

The biggest reason I will keep him forever is that I know his true heart. I connected with him first through Zayn but now I have my own bond with Juke’s essence. It’s hard to explain. It’s something I see with my ears and hear with my eyes. That’s how the old man, the Asian Tantric guide who steers Zayn deeper into the spiritual realm, describes it.

I’ve owned Juke for more than a year. It was time to brand him and make him my fourth exclusive.

My Cop led Zayn and Gage on a run across the big field to the punishment building. My exclusives are exquisite when they run; they look as magnificent as elks pounding their hooves in the forest. All I tell them is when to be where I want them. I rarely tell my property what’s in store. The only thing they need to know is where and when. Whatever happens there is entirely up to me.

I rode across the field with Juke attached to the cart, grinding his legs as fast as he could to keep up. It would be a shame if he lagged or fell and I took one of his testicles to teach him the consequences of failure. Those organs would be put in another jar on the shelf and Juke would become just one more gelding. That’s why I had the trainer fine-tune his fitness exercises to focus on his legs.

Jack was adjusting the flame heating my branding iron when I arrived with Juke crawling one step behind me. My exclusives were in place on their knees waiting for instructions. Jack finished and left. Branding is personal; it’s between my slave and me. My exclusives learn two things when they watch. First, I choose who I want to be my exclusives. Second, they better serve me well because new ones are always available.

Juke took his place when I pointed at the bench. He climbed onto it and grabbed the handles. I locked his wrists and ankles then wrapped the belly bar over his hips and tightened it. With his legs spread and his ball sac hanging free, he was almost ready.

The drop of black gel I injected in his ass was developed by the old man for this occasion. The last step before I brand a boy is to rid him of every thought, every apprehension, everything he senses. It conquers all his fears but most importantly fills him with the need for ownership; not just anyone’s. Mine. A boy with a drop of black gel in his ass can’t think or worry. The only presence he can sense is me and he will do anything I tell him to. I don’t use it very often but the old man concocted it with branding in mind.

When the gel hit him, Juke collapsed his full body weight on the bench. His eyes were blank until I stepped in front of his face and said, “Bark like a dog.”

Juke barked until I told him to stop. Otherwise, he would have continued barking even when the hot iron kissed his balls.

“What are you?” I asked.

“Ms. Amity owns me,” he growled.

“WHO ARE YOU?” I said.

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!” Juke’s shout echoed throughout the building. My branded exclusives bounced their hips up and down in agreement.

“When I bought you, your heart told me you were my secret keeper. I trust you to keep my secrets safe. For the rest of your life, you will never disclose even one of them. Not to anyone. Not ever. Are you up to that task?”

Juke didn’t hesitate.

“I will DIE before I will betray Ms. Amity!”

I picked up the red-hot iron, the one with the big A on the end, and pressed it onto Juke’s ball sac. While it seared his flesh, he kept shouting, “I WILL DIE BEFORE I BETRAY MS. AMITY!!”

The rest of Juke’s life was set. He knew the rule that was his alone. My exclusives began the chant.

“Ms. Amity owns me,” they sang over and over while I sprayed ointment on Juke’s brand.

Later that evening, I’d have all of them, my four-pack of exclusives, in my suite. Branding nights are like that. They charge me up and it takes all of them to satisfy me. I keep newly-branded boys close for the first 24 hours.

I glanced at the punishment building’s entrance and saw Tyler, naked and at attention, where I put him. I wasn’t worried about security, not with My Cop’s detail lurking in the shadows. I wanted him there to see, hear and smell his future. I’d have Emma chip him tomorrow.

He didn't close his eyes when I locked his organs in my new cock cage.
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