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Dedication

Women own the power to transform. Only a few of us are born to ready to use it. This story is dedicated to one woman – my new friend – who isn’t afraid to use hers.

About the Links

This story draws on characters and situations from previous novels. The first time they are mentioned, they're linked to the books at Amazon. Free sample chapters and more are at Amityworld.com and AHMedia.net.




The Series

Take a trip back to the Mistress's Academy we first visited in Debbie's Gift. Travel with Amity to the Mistress's Academy where she turns men into perfect sex slaves and see what those two powerful women can do with and to the right men. And what they do to the ones who aren't.

Only the Best for Sale is the first in the three-part series of one man's journey, from his first encounter with Amity to how she came to own him and worked to rescue him. Read the story as it unfolds in order: Only the Best for Sale (Part 1), Things Aren’t Just Things (Part 2) and The Platinum Net (Part 3).


Prologue

LOAD AFTER LOAD, boys were unpacked from trucks in the parking lot at the base of Mike’s mountain. They were loaners, sent to work on the build. When they were done, they would be shipped back to their owners. For the weeks they spent on his mountain, Mike owned them.

One loaner was different. The boy Mike borrowed to see to all the preparations for the three-day Solstice party was, in Mike’s opinion, perfect. He handled every job and every detail without a single complaint from his 30 brothers or from the two dozen hard-to-please women guests Mike invited. From pampering them with towel warmers and jetted tubs in their cottages to making sure every meal met their picky tastes, that boy made it all happen. And he looked pretty appetizing, too.

It figures, Mike thought. He was one of Amity’s exclusives.

Mike tried to buy him and was met with a resounding no. “You can’t afford him,” she said. What she really meant was, “Not on your life.” At the time, Mike chuckled. But after auditioning a dozen boys, he was no closer to finding one that approached that boy’s skills.

Or what he looked like.

That was typical of her exclusives, Mike thought. Those shoulders that can’t fit in regular shirts, their hairless chests and arms so muscular they could lift just about anything. And those legs! Mike’s brothers, almost 30 of them, would drool over a boy that looked like him. Heck, they’d do more than drool. One like him wouldn’t get much sleep when he got passed around their cabins at night.

No, he couldn’t have that one. He had to find his own. That’s why he made that offer at the Solstice closing banquet. Now that his sister was recovering from 10 years in a psychiatric hospital from a kind of catatonia, Mike was ready to invest the profits from the Summer Camp he agreed to let the women build on one side of his mountain. He’d been banking that money so his sister had a nest egg if anything happened to him, but his financial advisor encouraged him to do something with some of it. Something he’d enjoy. Karly was set for the rest of her life. Mike, he said, should enjoy his own.

Except for Karly, there was nothing Mike loved more than his mountain and his brothers, so he decided to invest in them. After Solstice, his mountain had new buildings, reliable electricity, plenty of bandwidth, recycled water from the lake and solar panels on every roof with some kind of batteries Amity’s planner boy – she called him Gage – installed. The men's cabins were fine. The women’s cottages were downright elegant. The Summer Camp facilities were used only two or three seasons a year so Mike had those at his disposal, too.

He had the money, the land, the buildings and most of all, dozens and dozens of friends who were eager to return and have fun like they did at Solstice. What Mike needed fit two big categories.

He wasn’t sure what kind of event he wanted to host. It had to be something that would entice his brothers to bike there from all over the country. So special that they couldn’t get one like it closer to their homes. An event that would draw the women’s interest enough that they’d travel to his mountain. It had to be more than special. It had to be one-of-a-kind.

Mike’s second issue had to be solved first. He needed a boy to handle what Amity’s boy called deployment. A boy who could make sure every detail was taken care of, every building, cabin and cottage was fully stocked and most of all, put it together so everyone would leave with a smile.

The morning after Mike rejected the last boy he tried out for the job, he sat as his desk alone in his office with his head in his hands. Not one boy his friends sent to audition came even close to what Amity’s boy did almost naturally. The offer Mike made at Solstice was if he chose your boy, you’d get to use his mountain and all its facilities free of charge. Almost a dozen of his brothers and at least ten Dommes sent possibilities. 

Mike’s dilemma was clear.

He had to keep his promise; after all, he was Big Mike and Big Mike keeps his word. It left him only one choice. It was the last thing he wanted to do but he was out of options.

Mike tapped the icon Amity’s boy installed on his laptop. When he saw the big “A” fill his screen, a voice said, “Yes?”

Mike took a deep breath and said, “I need to talk to her.”

The voice said, “Hold on.”

That’s exactly what Mike did. For ten minutes. Of silence.


Amity’s Note

MIKE’S CALL CAME at an inconvenient time. Jenna knew better than to interrupt me when I had Tyler in my office with My Cop on video through a VPN he called “highly secure.” Even though I adore Big Mike, my head of onsite security and My Cop came first. Mike was lucky I was almost done with them.

Ever since Mike begged to feel my whip, first at Summer Camp and again at Solstice, our relationship has grown. And changed. It didn’t get better—it transformed. We’re more than best friends now. I own a small piece of him that he gave me willingly and in return, I treasure the trust he has in me. He knows I’ll keep that piece of him safe. Whatever it takes.

Besides, ten minutes wasn’t so long for any man to be on hold. After connecting, the program Gage installed gave me the option of turning on his camera. When I saw him holding his head in his hands, I finished with Tyler and My Cop at FedEx speed.

Tyler thought I summoned him to discuss new responsibilities I was giving him, but My Cop knew my real motive. Quinn was going to begin two weeks learning how to work with herds at the Training Farm and he’d return to take over as stable manager. The new house manager Control built for me at Reckoning was completing two weeks of Intake learning my rules and expectations. That meant Tyler had to oversee two new boys, one who had key responsibilities in my world and one that posed another set of challenges for Tyler. It was a bigender that switched from boy to girl on cue.

Tyler just finished an exhausting week of one-on-one training with My Cop. Sleep doesn’t matter when there’s risk to avoid, My Cop says. In fact, he preferred Tyler being nearly exhausted. That’s when your gut takes over, he said, adding that Tyler’s drills when he was a Ranger taught him how to do his job even when he was worn out. He usually chooses former Rangers for his team when he does his remote work, the job he never talks about. He said if he told me details, he’d have to shoot me and he prefers things the way they are.

Tyler assumed I was going to dismiss him for a few hours to his attic cell to get some rest. When men assume what I’m going to do, they’re usually wrong. Tyler was wrong this time, too.

His night belonged to me.

I sent him to Emma for a medical checkup to see to the scrapes, cuts and a bruises he sustained during his week with My Cop. I told her to keep him there for an hour before sending him to his cell. By then, the sun would have begun to set over the tree line at the edge of the big field. It was a perfect time for him to run him across the grounds where he was scheduled to receive my permanent mark, the brand he’d wear forever on the bottom of his scrotum.

He'd earned it. I had four exclusives, each with a beautiful “A” that I could trace with my finger through the small opening in their gold chastity cages. Tyler wasn’t ever going to be an exclusive, but he was special. He’d proved himself time after time keeping me safe. Even My Cop agreed. He deserved a perpetual reminder of who owned him.

That night, Tyler would meet my branding iron.

The last thing My Cop said before we ended the call was, “I’ll be there as soon as I can. The only place I want to be is next to you in the morning.”

He’s the only man who will ever wake up next to me. That's where he belongs.

I stared at the dark screen for a few minutes, then remembered Mike was on hold.

I unmuted my mic, saw his face and said, “Mike, what’s wrong?”

I didn’t expect the rant that followed.


Mike’s Tirade


Chapter 1 

The What and Why

MIKE STARTED TALKING a mile a minute and didn’t stop until he ranted for what sounded like a verbal marathon. He didn't stop until he was done or he simply ran out of gas. When he stopped raging, he put his head in his hands and groaned. I wasn’t sure what the problem was, but if he brought it to me, it must have been serious.

I learned how to get information out of My Cop. I pulled out my interrogation techniques and asked questions. The right kind of questions. Ones that have one or two word answers.

He’d rambled on about events, all kinds of events, mostly for his brothers but he mentioned women—he called them gals a few times—would like enough to schlep to his mountain. It was hard not to laugh when schlep fell out of his mouth through his bushy beard.

“Mike, who is the event for?” I asked.

“Damn, Amity,” he said. “All of them. Some of them. Depends on the event.”

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

Mike was planning not one but a host of events. That was the what. So far so good. My next question was to figure out the why. I knew the where. With Mike, where is always his mountain.

“Are the events to celebrate things like we did at Solstice? Or something else?” If I could narrow it down to a kind of experience, I’d get a little closer to coming up with any kind of solution.

Mike raised his head and looked at the camera. “I’m investing in my mountain and my friends. They’re my family. I want them here having fun. Everyone’s still talking about the Solstice party. Especially the way it ended.”

It was starting to make sense. Mike didn’t want to throw another party. He wanted a meaningful experience that his friends — his family — would enjoy. But it was more than that. I needed him to say it. Out loud.

“It’s good to have family around, isn’t it?” I said. It wasn’t really a question but I knew that he knew the answer. All Mike had to do was put it into words.

“Damned straight it is! Now that Karly’s getting so much better, I feel… well… kind of happy when she’s happy and she’s happy when there are people around. Good people. My people. Even some of your people.”

I let the “even some of your people” go this time for one reason. It was Big Mike and he sounded lonely. For a guy who’d lived with guilt over his sister’s illness, something he hid from his brothers for a decade, he was rediscovering what family was. Given he and Karly were all that was left of his family, his friends and mine  took their place.

The thing was, Mike wasn’t responsible for Karly’s illness. His drug addict mother reneged on a dealer who beat up Mike’s big sister as retribution. His parents were divorced and Mike was court-ordered to live with his useless father so he wasn’t there to protect her. He tried to attack the dealer later and got two broken arms for his effort. That and ten years of guilt.

When I brought Zayn to meet Karly in the hospital right after the doctors told Mike she was acting differently and he should visit, we saw magic happen. I don’t know if it was Zayn’s Tantric abilities or if it was going to happen anyway, but Karly spoke her first words in ten years. She said, “I am Karly” and Mike broke down in tears. She’s still got a hill to climb but she’s thriving on Mike’s mountain.

“Let’s make a list,” I said. “Call out your ideas and we’ll write them down. Then we can make sense out of them. Which one comes first. Like, who gets invited. How’s that sound?”

Mike stared at the screen and nodded.

I jolted my new house manager who was now responding to the two names I gave him instead of boy and girl that I had been using. He crawled through the half-door into my office and waited for instructions.

“Memorize this list,” I said.

Mike rattled off his ideas rapid fire. The bigender Control built for me at Reckoning was moving his lips, repeating each of Mike’s ideas and committing them to memory. I hadn’t called him either Hayden or Raven so he was in what I call neutral. Idling.

When Mike was done, I sent the house manager to a workstation in the hallway to put them on a spreadsheet. Mike whined, “You have the best people taking care of things for you. Damn, Amity, I need something like that.”

I knew where that was going. Mike had been trying out office boys for months and apparently hadn’t found one he wanted to keep. In one respect, I caused the problem when I loaned him Gage before the Solstice party. He saw what Gage could do and that became his gold standard. There are precious few men who can come close to Gage’s level of expertise. When he was in the military, Gage moved troops over continents and across oceans. Those skills stuck with him. His favorite word is deployment.

But before dealing with that, Mike had to winnow down the myriad of ideas he just suggested to one or two he could host on his mountain with all the new facilities he’d built for Summer Camp and the overwhelmingly successful Solstice party. Once I could figure out which he was leaning toward, then I could go through my stable to see which boy I’d consider letting him borrow. Or keep.

I put my house manager’s spreadsheet on the screen. “Which two are your favorites?” I asked. I kept it to two because giving men more than two options confuses them.

Mike scanned the screen. In typical Mike fashion, he wanted all of them but I said he had to pick only two. Men like Mike, heck, most men, follow my rules.

“I like the rally,” he said. “My brothers love showing off their bikes.”

I’m sure that was true, but I didn’t care to spend my time at a motorcycle show. Nor would any of my friends make the trek to his mountain for something like that. “What’s second?” I asked.

Mike’s eyes moved left, right, up and down the screen before he made a final choice. Then he surprised me.

“What if we combined two of them? Like, I’d love to host an auction. It’d never be as good as yours, but it’s been a while since I bought decent boys and I have room in their house. I made it bigger for Solstice, then got rid of most of the junk Rick sent. So I’ve got empty space and lots of new buildings that need crews.”

That made sense. His brothers and my network would definitely attend an auction. The upcoming yearly mass sale would get rid of everyone’s dregs so they’d be in the market for higher-quality merchandise. Just when I was going to mark the auction as the winner, Mike suggested something that gave me pause.

“Damn, Amity, why not combine it with some demos? No, that’s not what I mean. Not like how good you are with a whip. More like how you get your boys into such good shape. Like how Maeve knows what breed of dog what she buys was supposed to be. Like how that woman from up north turns men into farm animals. How does that sound?”

It actually sounded pretty strange, and there was one thing Mike hadn’t accounted for yet.

“Maybe my friends might enjoy some of that,” I said. “But what about your brothers? What would they show off?”

Mike smiled for the first time during our call. “That’s easy. I can think of a few they’d be thrilled with. Like a shooting contest. Y’know, which cock shoots the farthest. And maybe one where we pit our boys against your gal friends’ boys. How about a food fight? We could slather the losers with, I don’t know, whatever we feel like and then my brothers could… y’know… hose ‘em off? Whaddya think?”

I thought that sounded almost ridiculous but I didn’t say that out loud. What I did say put Mike’s plan in motion.

“Keep your rally. Pick a date for the auction. First things first. It needs a name.”

Mike’s smile faded. “I can do that. But I still need the right boy to manage it all.”

Of course he did. And I knew where to get one.


Chapter 2 

That Night

RIGHT AFTER OUR call, I checked with Emma to make sure Tyler passed his medical exam so he was sturdy enough for me to brand him with a permanent "A" under his balls. As a rule, I only brand my exclusives but Tyler was a special case. I had his number tattooed on his right asscheek so he knew I was keeping him. There are no other boys with numbers in the teens. That told him and my stable that Tyler was above them on my rating scale.

He was special enough to have tasted my single-tail whip, the one with the red handle that I save for exceptional occasions. He’d proven his loyalty and his talents time after time. My Cop trusted him and that’s enough for me. Of course, giving him a hard time is one of My Cop’s favorite pastimes. My Cop's got a few he enjoys, but his favorite is in my suite when he’s hanging over a waist bar with my whip kissing his cheeks. The one with the red handle. My Cop is that special.

Branding a boy is usually a private time between the boy and me and my other exclusives. When I add one to their ranks, they have to work together. That’s why I have them watch. It builds camaraderie so on nights I summon them to my suite to take me on trips above the stars that shine brilliantly above my world, they work as a team. It makes my nights even better when they use their talents and don’t hesitate to let the others use theirs. The only thing that matters to them and to me is that my nights are unforgettable.

Having them watch me brand Tyler or any exclusive builds coordination and collaboration. This time, they’d be on their knees with their eyes focused on my branding iron but I’d be one short. There was no way My Cop could be there. Not that night. Not even for the next few weeks. I didn’t know what he was doing, but I felt — I sensed — it was different. And that meant it was likely dangerous.

I put that chore on Gage’s plate. He crawled into my office from his workstation in the hallway and waited for me to give him an order. I lifted his chin with my finger so he had to look in my eyes. Ever since I brought him back from Ruth’s penitentiary where he showed her how to rehabilitate prisoners and extract real atonement from them, I could see — more like feel — his aura. It glows when he’s with me and it gets brighter when I touch him.

I summarized what I wanted him to do because with most men, complicated instructions confuse them.

“Something is happening tonight and My Cop can’t be here. I want him here, one way or another. Get him here.”

Gage stared at me. I could almost feel how helpless he felt; he’d never been tasked with tracking My Cop down before. But he was determined to do what I said. It wasn’t just one challenge. I gave him two. The first was the nearly impossible job to get My Cop here. Somehow. The other was his lifelong duty, to do everything and anything in his power to please me. Gage believed that letting me down — failing — was out of the question.

“Can you do it?” I asked. 

My boys rarely speak unless I ask them a question or it’s one of those nights I have them in the dining room for dinner. Then they’re free to chatter away. Otherwise, the last thing I want to hear is male babbling. That’s why learning how to talk to me is a big part of the Intake process for my new purchases. They spend two weeks learning my rules before I put them in the stable dorm. An important lesson they learn is that bobbing their asses means, “Yes, Ms. Amity.” They’re not allowed to say no.

Gage’s hips nodded for him. I wasn’t sure how or even if he could do it, but I knew he would do everything possible to make it happen. Somehow. I sent him back to his workstation with a dollop of whipped cream atop his task list. “If you get him here, I’ll have you tonight.”

I didn’t have to see it. I felt Gage’s aura glow. Brightly.

He’d been working on his tongue skills since I challenged him to be half as good as Juke. When I tell Gage he’s not as good as another exclusive, he throws himself into not just meeting but surpassing my expectations. His tongue was getting better, given my recent nights, but he had more to prove to me. A lot more.

I was pretty sure that after he solved the first predicament I gave him, he’d spend the rest of the day exercising his tongue.

The rest of my afternoon was busy. It took an hour-and-a-half to check my new bigender’s work overseeing my house girls. When I had him check their numbers, the tattoos inside their labia that have to be matched to the inventory list twice a day, I added an extra layer. My girls are given monthly, forced orgasms when Emma uses a vibrator to make sure they’re still capable. It’s a noisy time because Emma knows how to get them done efficiently. She works her way down one row, gets them on edge, then does the same to the second row. On her way back to the first, she finishes them. Then she does the second row.

There’s a fair bit of grunting. But after some stupid dark-web miscreants tried to harm me, My Cop insisted I make sure only what I owned was in the house.

Once the girls are on their backs with their legs raised and ankles attached to vertical bars, I expect my house manager to match each number to the inventory. He’d been doing it for two weeks so he should have it memorized by now. That’s what I wanted to check.

To make it a bit more difficult, I added a twist. This time he’d do the inspection as a girl. He’d been Hayden all day; I thought it would be fun for him to switch. Control did a lot of work adding a vagina and a working clitoris. She encouraged me to switch the personas frequently for the first few months to reinforce it. I’d been using his new names for weeks. That’s what she recommended for my other bigender. That one is Rocky or it turns into Cherry when I use that name. He is permanently marked with a #77 tattooed on his right cheek. Clients love renting him. They never argue about price.

I gave the house manager a simple instruction. “Raven, match their numbers.”

None of my house girls saw the transformation, not in their position on their backs staring at the ceiling. But I did.

Hayden disappeared. Even his voice changed into a sultry tone. His shoulders drooped a little but the biggest change was in his lower half. Her lower half.

Raven pranced from house girl to house girl, used her fingers to spread their lips and called out their numbers without having to look at the list. So far, so good. But there was one more layer to my test.

“Pick one to taste you. Make it a good one.”

She looked at me with absolute glee. Control said that when he changed into the female persona, her vagina would be starving for attention. She was right.

After looking at the two rows of spread legs, she pointed to one of my kitchen girls, the biggest of the lot. I like my girls to have big bosoms; actually, massive ones. This girl would’ve needed an F or G cup if I ever let her wear a bra.

“You’ve got 60 seconds,” I said.

She squatted over the girl’s face and snuggled against her mouth. My girls don’t need instructions. She knew what to do. And she did it well, based on the Raven’s squeals.

At 55 seconds, I said, “Hayden, get them back to work.”

The transformation was immediate. So were his groans.

-=o=-

It was dark when I took Zayn, Juke and Gage to the out-building where Quinn had everything ready. It was his first time preparing for a branding, so Gage kept an eye on how he set up the room. I summoned Tyler last. He ran behind the electric cart across the small field and around the big one until we stopped at the door. Tyler is becoming more beautiful when he runs. Not quite like Gage who looks like an elk running through the forest with his head high and chest out. But he’s getting there.

Tyler knows he has to check every building before he can give me the all clear to go inside. My Cop has drilled that into him so much, it’s not a question. Or an option. When it comes to my safety, My Cop doesn’t have to say or else anymore. When I sent Gage inside to check, Tyler started protesting. My boys never contradict anything I say unless it has to do with protecting me. In that case, they are allowed — they have to — speak up. That includes arguing.

When Gage emerged with the all clear, three exclusives were grinning at Tyler’s outburst. They knew what was going to happen. Tyler was too busy ranting about safety to figure it out.

My exclusives pulled him inside and dropped him on his knees next to the bench. They took their places near the far wall, knelt and waited for Tyler to undergo what they did when it was their turn. They weren’t laughing now. The smell of the hot iron triggered their memories. The pain was a small thing. They knew the brand proved how much they meant to me.

To a man, they knew Tyler would feel that way too. In a few days. When the pain subsided.

I pointed to the bench. Tyler’s jaw dropped but he climbed on it without a word. Once I locked his ankles and wrists and fastened the belly bar, he closed his eyes and dropped his head.

He knew.

A drop of the old man’s purple gel delivered by an anal injector was the first step. It’s fascinating to watch it work. Their bodies relax so much, they drop their full weight on the bench. Then their eyes search for something to focus on because their brains empty of worries and thoughts. The only person I let them see in that state is me. They’re empty vessels that I fill with what I want them to be.

Mine. Completely, totally, one-hundred percent mine.

I walked around the bench and stopped where he was looking up at me. I lifted his chin to make him see and hear what he was going to be from now on. The gel emptied him. I filled him.

My words defined the rest of his life. For as long as I kept him.

“You have served me well. You will serve me even better. More. Beyond what you think you can do. Every minute of every day and night, you are my protector. Nothing and no one can keep you from doing your job — keeping me safe.”

His focus on what I was saying was so intense, drool dripped down his chin.

“You fear nothing. Except me.”

He tried to bob his ass up and down but he was locked too tightly to move. Strapping them down was one of the old man’s better suggestions.

I issued his final instructions. “In return, I will keep you safe and when you earn a reward, you will beg to be the vessel to satisfy anyone and everyone I give you to. But when the sun goes down and when it rises over the tree line, I own you. Forever. As long as you please and protect me.”

Tyler closed his eyes, gulped and steadied himself for what he knew was coming. My three exclusives on the far wall did the same thing.

Quinn handed me the hot iron and I sent him out of the room. His job was done. He could listen from the anteroom but he hadn’t earned the right to witness a branding. His day would come but that wasn’t today. I was fully immersed in the now.

So was Tyler.

The room was silent. That would change when the red-hot “A” kissed what was dangling between his spread legs.

I heard the familiar sizzle. It always makes me smile. Then Tyler screamed the words, the only words that fit the occasion.

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!” he shrieked over and over. He was joined by the three kneeling against the far wall. They sang their song long after I replaced the iron on the heater.

That’s when I heard a voice fill the room’s speakers.

“Ms. Amity owns me.” 

My Cop was there, one way or another. Exactly what I told Gage to do. The impossible was music to my ears.

-=o=-

I kept Tyler in my suite’s foyer that night and had Emma check on him from time to time. She said he was a little dazed, but fully cognizant of his surroundings. A little ointment and air would help it heal so he’d be at full strength in a couple of days. While Gage spent the night proving his tongue was nearly as talented as Juke’s, Tyler moaned from his burning scrotum but even more from being forced to hear but not see my reactions to Gage’s new skill.

Both went on all night. The stars I saw under me shined brilliantly over Amityworld.


Chapter 3 

Finding the Who

THE SECOND PROBLEM Mike faced was finding an office boy who came close to Gage’s level and depth of skills that Mike had seen twice. The Summer Camp build was close to perfect. The Solstice event was even better. Mike had big ideas but without a boy with Gage’s talents, he’d never be able to pull off his dreams.

If I had one in my stable, I’d consider giving him to Mike in exchange for free use of his mountain. My spreadsheet came up blank. There’s only one Gage.

But there was a place I could get one built. It would take a couple of weeks but that was the price Mike would have to pay.

I kept Tyler with me that day. After a branding with a dose of purple gel, the old man cautioned me to keep an eye on the boy. Keep him close, he said. The gel empties him and he needs — he longs — to be filled. In the old man’s words, “He yearns for your presence inside and out.”

Tyler’s eyes never left me no matter where I went. Whether I walked across my office or checked on the house manager, Tyler was one step behind me. I needed some space and he needed something to do. I had the perfect job.

“Tell Gage to get Control on video,” I said.

Tyler blinked a few times, steadied himself and crawled to the hallway where Gage was at his workstation. She was on my monitor in minutes. I didn’t have to look to know Tyler was on his knees next to my chair. I wrapped my legs around him while I spoke to Control.

When I was done, I wasn’t sure Tyler would even remember the conversation. I put in an order for a Reckoning build, not for me. For Mike.

“Control, I need a boy with very specific skills,” I said.

She smiled. “I love your orders. They’re always so precise and detailed. Makes my job easier. Tell me what you want.”

“I want an ex-military type who excels at logistics. Command experience. Expert planning and follow-through. Knowledge of every part of construction from solar energy to housing amenities.”

Control nodded and asked, “Is that it?”

“Hardly,” I said. “It’d be better if he was gay. Sensual. Great body, meaty penis and an insatiable appetite.”

Control’s smile faded a little but I wasn’t done.

“One more thing. Absolutely, totally sexually reactive. He’s going to be passed around.”

Control looked straight at the camera but I think she was really staring through it. I gave her an intricate, multi-layered order and when I said that I wanted it as soon as possible, she had a big task in front of her. She’d never failed to fill an order and wasn’t about to let this be her first.

That’s why she’s Control.

“I have to get to work,” she said. “Research isn’t going to get any sleep for a few days. I’ll be back to you directly.”

I knew she would find what I wanted. And when she was done with him, he’d be perfect. Her products always are.

I ended the call and released Tyler from my legs. He was free to move, to crawl away but he didn’t. Not an inch. Even though he was doing the job I branded him to do, I couldn’t have him glued to me all the time.

“I’m safe here,” I said, pointing to the carpet a few feet away.

Tyler still didn’t move.

I dragged him a few feet away and said, “Here!” When I walked back to my desk, he crept back to me.

There was only one solution to the problem and he wedged himself through the slave half-door a minute later.

“Ms. Amity, I sensed your stress,” Zayn said.

Zayn usually visits in the afternoon to absorb any anxiety that found its way back into me. He’s been doing that for months because of what happened after my friends were victims of an airport shooting and Madison didn’t survive. Never seeing her again so overwhelmed me, it took my friends, my exclusives and the old man to set me back on course. Since then, Zayn makes sure I’m not reverting to that state with late-day visits. I cherish it as a few minutes of total relaxation in my afternoons.

Now I can remember Madison fondly. But Zayn felt my stress from wherever he was and was determined to put a stop to it. When he saw my foot on Tyler’s head, pinning him to the carpet where I told him to stay, his concern morphed into understanding. That’s the advantage of Zayn’s ability to know what I’m thinking without my having to say it in words.

Zayn laid his hands on Tyler’s bald head, moved my foot gently to the floor and pointed to my chair. I said, “Fix this,” and sat at my desk.

He bobbed his ass up and down to say “Yes, Ms. Amity,” silently while holding Tyler in place with his palm on his head. When it comes to power, I’m very good at using it. Zayn’s power is a different kind. I’m only beginning to understand it. I definitely appreciate it.

A few minutes later, Zayn said, “His essence was out of control.”

I was glad to hear him say “was.”

“This will take some work,” Zayn added.

That surprised me and I was concerned that perhaps I had damaged Tyler by branding him. Maybe he wasn’t ready.

“Ms. Amity, he is not damaged and you did not injure him. You released him. His mandala. What he has kept locked inside him every minute he is near you. I need to separate his Kriya from his Charya.”

Even if I didn’t understand what that meant, I felt Zayn’s urgency when he didn’t wait for my permission to start.

“Should I send for the old man?” I asked.

Zayn shook his head. “Now that he wears your mark, only I can do this.”

The old man cautioned me that one day, Zayn’s power would overtake his own. He was so grateful for being allowed to guide someone with Zayn’s potential, he eschewed being paid. That’s why I always had Nova, my former personal girl, and now Jenna, stuff a few hundred-dollar bills in his pack when he visits.

I watched Zayn do what he does. He worked in silence punctuated by a few of Tyler’s grunts. Then I sensed something odd.

It felt like ripping. Tearing pieces of Tyler apart; pieces that had stuck to each other without glue; pieces I branded together the day before. It was hard to watch and worse to hear. Whatever Zayn was doing was painful and in my world, there’s a rule about pain.

Pain must have a purpose. That purpose is always mine.

I reached for Tyler’s chest and pressed my palm flat against it. The old man once showed me how to feel my connection to Zayn that way. It worked then. I didn’t know if it would now.

Zayn took a deep breath and grabbed Tyler’s arms before he fell flat on the floor. His eyes were closed when he said, “It’s done.”

I pulled Tyler up and laid his head in my lap. He was breathing normally. Finally. He shook his arms, grabbed the sides of my chair and worked himself to his knees.

I held his face in my hands. His wet face. I’d never seen him cry before and he wasn’t a bit embarrassed that he was sobbing in my hands.

Zayn had his forehead against the wall the way he meditates. Tyler looked up at me and said, “That was something!”

It certainly was something. I just didn’t know what that something was. Behind his back, Zayn was spinning his hand in the air. I knew what that meant. Let him talk.

“Tell me,” I said.

Tyler talked in snippets. “Ms. Amity, you made me so happy… to wear that A… your A… forever. I’ve wanted that for so long. The others… they have one and… and… I did everything I could to get one. Anything…everything…then you gave it to me. I felt like… like nothing, nobody could stop me. Keeping you safe… I’d lay down my life…”

He dropped his head in my lap again and I held it tight. I knew there was more because Zayn’s finger was still circling in the air.

“Tell me the rest,” I said.

“There’s so much danger… so much evil… so much I swear I will damned well do anything… everything if anyone ever…”

He didn’t have to finish that sentence. Zayn dropped his hand. Tyler confirmed what I believed about him. It’s why I branded him.

It wasn’t words talking. It was his true slave’s heart.

-=o=-

Late that night, I woke up alone in bed with a familiar feeling. I didn’t have to see the green light that tells me a car pulled into the transport garage. There’s only one person they’ll let in without an appointment. 

My Cop was here.

I opened the door to my suite before he got there. He walked in without a word, stripped and carried me to the bed. He had something to say that had to be shared in person. Nothing Gage could set up would do.

“I’ll spend time with Tyler later. This is where I want to be right now.”

With his arms wrapped around me, he was where I wanted him to be.

He didn’t let go all night. Or in the morning.


Chapter 4 

Mike’s Boy

WHILE MY COP worked with Tyler that morning, Jenna notified me that I had an incoming call. From “Ms. Control,” she said. She’d never dare call her Grace like I do, but ‘Ms. Control’ always makes me laugh. It’d been two days since I put in my order and I was concerned that she was going to admit defeat and tell me what I wanted  wasn’t available. That would be the worst case scenario.

I should have known not to underestimate Control’s research team.

She launched right in. “Amity, you won’t believe this. In fact, I find it hard to believe, but they found not one but two — count ‘em, two! — that fit your order. I want to show you a few clips so you can choose the one you want.”

Gage made a useful footstool while I watched the spliced-together videos. Control narrated what was on the screen.

“The first one is on the young side. He’s only 39 but with a good mix of experience. An academy grad, rose quickly in the ranks, then got riffed out when they went after the gays. A really stupid move, if you ask me. Look at him. Look what they threw away.”

He was certainly something to look at. The best word I could come up with was strapping. There was an air about him when he walked, more like marched, from his apartment to work. Typical military. A mile and a half is nothing to them.

“Watch this,” Control said. “See what he does at work? He’s had the job a year and tackles it every day like he’s making critical decisions. His coworkers can’t stand him. He sets too high a bar they can’t meet. But he’s relatively unknown outside the mass of cubicles he works in.”

Control was right about his coworkers’ disdain. I could see it on their faces.

“There’s more. If you can believe it, his military job was logistics.”

That was almost too good to be true. So far, he seemed perfect. There had to be a catch so I asked, “What’s wrong with him?”

Control grinned. “Before I answer that, look at this. He goes to the gym every weeknight, works out alone. No friends. No relationships. Look at his eyes. See what he’s looking at?”

That was obvious, too. I specified a gay boy and that’s what was on my screen. He was looking at, no, he was staring at men’s bodies. Not their faces. Much lower down.

“He’s got almost no family. None that talks to him, anyway. It’s the gay thing. Deep south.”

His family had to be as stupid as the military that riffed him out. I wondered how a mother and father could produce someone that looked like him, who could do exactly what I wanted, was an academy graduate and then shun him. That boy deserved to be appreciated. Big Mike would drool over him.

“What’s wrong with him?” I asked again. Gage let out an oomph when I kicked my boots on his back. I hate asking twice.

Control nodded and said, “I was getting to that. He’s got one flaw, one I can fix if he’s the one you want. It’s not a big deal, I can get it resolved in the first week. It’s his gag reflex.”

I couldn’t help myself and broke out laughing. A boy who met all my criteria but couldn’t suck a cock without gagging was just too ironic. I didn’t think Mike would appreciate having his boy upchuck when Mike shoved his pride and joy into his mouth.

“Show me the other one,” I said.

Control tapped her keyboard and the next video started. Compared to the first, this boy wasn’t much to look at. Not very tall, he’d need a lot of work to build the kind of muscles that would satisfy Big Mike. Body shape aside, he had a decent face.

“What’s he got?” I asked.

As I watched the screen shift from him eating breakfast at a diner to driving to work, he hardly ever looked at anyone. He seemed focused on whatever he was doing at the time. A boy like that was easy to extract. No one would miss him.

“See what he does? He wrote software to keep track of deliveries and people. The company does shipping across the country and a couple of oceans. Things weren’t getting there on time and that led to a bunch of workers sitting around doing nothing. So he meets and even surpasses that requirement. But there’s more. Watch this.” Control stopped talking when the next scene filled my screen.

“How’d you get that footage?” I asked.

She laughed. “That’s why I pay Research so much.”

The massage therapist — if you can call him that — almost filled the screen. He was so well built, I thought about having Control extract him and send him to me. She disabused me of that idea quickly.

“The boy schedules a massage every day after work with this guy. He’s got a huge following, booked for months. Sorry, you can’t have him. But keep an eye on the boy. You’re going to love this.”

When I saw it, I gave Control a couple of points for surprising me. The boy stripped while the masseuse watched. The moment he dropped his pants, I knew why Control was so enthused about him.

That cock would put a few of my 20s to shame.

It was obvious he wasn’t there to get a massage, pay for it and go home. He paid for it first and it wasn't going on his credit card.

I heard the masseuse grunt as the boy reamed him for what had to be ten minutes. His penis wasn’t only massive, he could sustain it. Big Mike would go out of his mind handing that boy around to his brothers. Heck, they’d fight to get a night with him.

Control managed to fill my order and hand me a conundrum at the same time. I wasn’t sure which boy would suit Big Mike’s expectations better. He needed one with logistics skills, of course, but he had seen Gage’s uncanny judgement and how he solved Mike’s problems from what to feed women to deploying everything in ever-changing situations. And then there was the other half.

Big Mike’s other needs. More specifically, his wants.

I told Control to run both videos again. This time, I had Gage watch. I’d loaned him to Mike twice. He’d surely have an opinion which boy was the better option.

When the two clips were over, I muted my microphone and asked, “Which one should I buy for Mike?”

He stuck his chest out with pride that I wanted his opinion. He had the kind of answer only Gage would give.

“If he approves, buy both. Mr. Mike will be thrilled. And he will owe you a favor. A big favor.”

The “he” Gage was referring to was My Cop and his in-depth background checks. My boys will never use his name. I own that, too.

“Get Tyler,” I said. “I want backgrounds on both of them.”

Gage ran the whole way across the field with his head high, chest out and legs pumping. I told him to sprint because I like watching him run. Ten minutes later, he had Tyler, who’d been working under My Cop, racing behind him. My Cop gave them a 10-second head start and beat them both to my office.

Tyler looked relaxed. Whatever My Cop did with him seemed to have worked.

“Get histories on these two,” I said, handing him printouts from what Control uploaded. Tyler ran to his workstation and I sent Gage to oversee what he was doing.

My Cop kneeled at my feet. He had something to say and wouldn’t until I asked. He snuggled his face between my thighs as if daring me to concentrate when there was only a mere layer of leather between his face and what was underneath. No matter how much they practice, neither Gage nor Juke could ever match the raw sensuality My Cop brings to me every time I put him there.

I could feel the moans that escaped his lips but first things first. That includes my branded boys. All of them.

“Tell me,” I said.

His moans slowed as he tried to find the words — his typical few words — to reply.

“Ms. Amity, Tyler will be fine,” he murmured.

That was good enough for me but there had to be more; after all, he arrived unexpectedly two nights ago. I’ve learned how to get answers from him. I use his interrogation techniques.

“There’s something else,” I said. How much he’d reveal was always our dilemma. Sometimes, he’d tell me enough to calm my fear about what he does in his other world. There are times what he says is disquieting. On those days, there's a late-afternoon visit from Zayn.

“I want to be here. I can’t. A few weeks.”

That wasn’t what I wanted to hear but I’ve gotten used to it. I wrapped my legs around him and asked, “Will you be safe?”

I knew what he would say, the same thing he says every time I ask that question. “Best team on the planet. One’s ONI from Hopper.” I presumed whoever was from Hopper meant something, but it changed nothing. What he said next certainly did.

“Just a little trickier this time.”

He didn’t have to explain how tricky it would be. I felt it.


Puzzle Pieces


Chapter 5 

Spreadsheets

WHEN MY COP read Tyler’s findings about the two candidates for Mike’s office boy, he said they were both suitable and sent the writeups to his researchers for a deeper dive. When the results came back, they didn’t make my choice easier.

They both had the same final tally. Just one word. Clean.

The question I faced was simple yet complicated. Which boy would be better for the job — and the perks —  Mike and his mountain offered? First, there was Mike. He wanted a boy who could do what Gage did with a wistful, “And looks like him.” Then there was the actual job, to plan and deploy everything for Mike’s events. There was no way I could ignore his brothers, all 30 of them, some who lived there and a bunch that visited. If Mike threw a party, they’d all be there.

I had to choose one boy to satisfy them all. I reread their summaries when a phrase popped out at me. The second boy’s notes said he studied interior design in college and his first job was as an assistant to the head designer in a residential construction firm for two years.

Heck, Mike was more than a good friend and his brothers, once I got to know them and use a few, were great guys. Typical Old Leather gay Masters, but they had a certain appeal. The answer jumped out at me. I didn’t have to pick one or the other. I’d buy both.

Now that my problem was solved, I had Gage set up a call with Control that lasted less than two minutes.

“I’ll buy both. How soon can I take delivery?”

Control smiled and said, “They’ll walk up the stairs in three weeks. I can narrow that down to two weeks if you’ll pay for the crash course.”

That was easy. It was for Mike and for the parties I’d attend on his mountain. And the free use I’d get of his compound and everything and everyone in it.

When we hung up, Gage asked to speak.

“Ms. Amity, the soldier is all Mr. Mike needs. He will be thrilled with the second boy.”

Gage was learning how to be succinct but I sensed he had more to say. If my interrogation style worked on My Cop, it should work on Gage as well.

“There’s more,” I said. I can play the two-word game, too.

“Please, Ms. Amity, let me work with him.”

Gage hardly ever asks for anything. This request was his first in a long time but I’d already decided to have him do that. My boys know nothing is free. He’d have to earn my consent, even though it was exactly what I intended to have him do before he asked.

For the next week, nothing stopped Gage from using every free minute, many he traded for sleep, to make sure every building was stocked, all the tools were sterilized and, after giving Quinn pointers, the stable’s work output increased. He checked his spreadsheets three times a day, inspected the buildings and stock personally, even tested the electric tool chargers. When he discovered something that wasn’t done to his liking, he put a note on Quinn’s tablet to give that boy extra assignments and evaluate them himself. Quinn knows the pecking order. He’s a Marine.

That was all fine but Gage’s primary responsibility is to me. While I waited for Control to signal the two purchases were ready to walk up Reckoning’s rocky staircase and emerge from the mountain, I enjoyed longer and deeper toe massages every morning on the terrace. The third day, Gage’s fingers crept up to my ankles and my calves weren’t far behind.

He didn’t throw himself only into my mornings. At the end of the first week, I had him in my suite to entertain me so I could see and feel him pay the price for my approval. He was deep in slave fury for hours at a time. If I wanted to demo that kind of passion, I’d just show my friends what he did. And what he didn’t do.

He took me to the edge so many times, I lost count. But I know what I saw and felt. The higher he lifted me above the stars, the brighter his aura glowed.

Near the end of the second week, Control notified me that one of the two was ready. The second needed two more days. I told her to keep them until my whole order was complete. She laughed and said her trainers would have a lot of fun with the solider until the other one passed her final exam.

That meant I had to travel to Reckoning’s mountain to pick up my merchandise. It would be the first time I’d be away from Amityworld since I branded Tyler. With My Cop gone for what he said would be a few weeks, there was no question Tyler was going with me. So was Gage. I wanted him working with the two new boys as soon as Control handed them over. That could start the minute I took delivery.

I had Jenna invite the client whose private jet he promised would always be at my disposal. He never asked for anything in return but I always rewarded him. He was thrilled when I rented him to my clients and even more grateful for the three days Mike passed him around to his brothers during Solstice. This time I’d give him a bigger gift as thanks. I wasn’t sure he’d appreciate it. Not after he spent three days in Reckoning.

He was naked and on his knees when the call connected. His chastity cage hung between his legs and I didn’t have to check to know the expander was stretching him while we spoke. While I spoke.

“When I pick up my merchandise, clear your calendar for three days. I’m leaving you in good hands. When you’re done there, you will spend a day here. With me.”

He bobbed his backside up and down the way he says, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

This time, I gave him a chance to speak. “Ask one question.”

His face told me he was thinking hard how to consolidate everything he wanted to know into a single question. I started counting down from five. If he didn’t ask when I got to one, he knew his opportunity would be gone.

I got to two when he said, “I’m overwhelmed with your generosity. What can I expect while I’m there?”

It was a good question that I had no intention of answering. Mystery is good for most men.

“It’ll be beyond what you are capable of expecting.”

He nodded his ass again. He didn’t need words; his true slave’s heart spoke for him. He accepted that whatever I said, how much I’d let him know, was all he’d get and it would have to do. I was actually looking forward to having him here after the last day of his adventure. Control makes permanent, lifelong changes in the men she keeps for two-to-three weeks. I wasn’t sure what she could get done in three days, but I was confident the result would be not just amusing but very useful.

I checked off that task. Now I had to get Tyler ready to travel. He crept through the slave door minutes after I jolted his cage. Gage kept a leery eye on him. Each step Tyler took closer to me, Gage was right behind him.

“I’m going to Reckoning tomorrow.”

Gage tensed when Tyler’s head shot up. I was about to find out if what My Cop said, that Tyler would be fine, was true. I trust My Cop with everything but it’s always a good idea to verify.

“I’m taking Gage and you.”

Tyler’s dark eyes were fixed on me, on what I was going to say next. There was only one more item before I sent him to do his job.

“Have plans ready in an hour.”

He stood up. Right before he walked to his workstation, he said, “Ms. Amity, I will keep you safe.”

Of course he would. Especially with everything he did on his computer duplicating on Gage’s monitor. Trust but verify.


Chapter 6 

The Merchandise

ON THE FLIGHT to Reckoning, the client couldn’t disguise his excitement or his trepidation. Tyler spent an hour before we took off checking the plane for terrorists and even though My Cop had already vetted the pilot and copilot, he asked them what he called “in the weeds” questions so he could match their answers to their background files on his tablet. He issued an all clear before he let me board.

The last thing Tyler said to the pilot and copilot before he closed the cockpit door was, “You’ll do. Even if you’re Navy.”

I was relieved they laughed at that. I’m not the best passenger when I’m on a multi-ton contraption that is determined to defy the laws of gravity.

What My Cop did with Tyler certainly had an impact. He often pulls his teams as well as the bunch I rarely see that monitor my world from former Rangers. He’s got an antipathy for Navy pilots. “They’re aviators,” he says. “Not pilots.”

I prefer Marines. They follow orders.

I didn’t waste the 90 minutes of the flight. The client was unusually hungry for what I give him. His needs are bottomless but he’s learned — sometimes the hard way  — that I set the menu. His expander was set at 9 and I ratcheted it up to 9.5 for the flight. Control could push it to 10 during his modified Breakpoint, the first 24 hours in Reckoning that a newly-extracted man spends coming to terms with how completely his life has changed. So would my client.

Gage sat next to me, swiping his tablet, looking over his plans for the two I was about to collect. Before they’d be handed over to Big Mike, Gage was going to put them in real-life situations like he’d experienced when I loaned him to Big Mike for Summer Camp and Solstice. He mentioned how little sleep he’d gotten dealing with the untrained crews he’d been given, plus how he deployed tools and manpower and had to add lube injectors that weren’t on Mike’s list. His own ass knows there is never too much lube.

Then there was the other part, the one I forbid Mike from doing. No one touches my exclusives. All 30 of his brothers wanted a piece of Gage. Several pieces.

The new boys were on the opposite end of that spectrum. I hoped Control’s teams made sure those two expressed the proper enthusiasm for being used that way. Of course, a few of Mike’s brothers might find it entertaining to force reluctant ones to satisfy them. Sometimes it’s about self-gratification. But it’s always about power.

“Ms. Amity, how far should I go with them about Mr. Mike’s… his desires… and his brothers that he gives them to?”

I smiled and said, “All the way.”

Gage looked concerned and I had the perfect solution that would alleviate his worries.

“Wait till you see what Control has done with them.”

After all, she transformed a useless man into a bigender who’s now my new house manager. And #77, a top rental whether I call him Cherry or Rocky. Not to mention the dozens and dozens she’s sold to my very particular friends without a single complaint. I wasn’t worried about what Mike would do to the two office boys I was gifting him. My main interest was having a successful auction on Mike’s mountain. I had empty cots in the stable dorm to fill. Mike’s idea for a motorcycle rally held little interest for me or my friends.

“May I test them?” he asked, still swiping the tablet.

“Every day in every way,” I said. “Use Tyler. He enjoys a good fuck.” I raised my voice intentionally so Tyler couldn’t miss my comment.

He didn’t. He knelt in the aisle next to my seat, desperate to ask me to clarify what I told Gage. He can ask anything if it’s about my protection. That’s as far as it goes. He should have figured out that I’d use his bisexual bent again, especially after I gave him to Big Al at Solstice. When Al returned him, Tyler grinned the rest of the day. That’s why I included what I told Gage to do in Tyler’s purple gel experience.

I wasn’t sure if his expression meant he was horrified that I’d use him as fodder for my purchases or he was actually looking forward to it. More likely, he was hopeful that they’d learned new techniques at Reckoning he’d feel when Gage had them use Tyler to demonstrate their new talents. It didn’t matter. There’d be two big cocks in his future for one reason. Because I said so.

Gage drew arrows on Tyler’s picture on his tablet. One pointed at Tyler’s mouth. The other was much lower down.

The pilot announced we were on approach and the SUV to take me up the mountain was waiting. Before he turned on the seatbelt sign, I had the client dress so he could go through the full experience Reckoning was famous for. It’s unique. He’d earned much more than I was paying to send him there.

I gave Control one instruction for what I wanted when she was done with him.

“I’m going to rent him out,” I said. “Make sure he gets a five-star rating each time.”

Control grinned. Her Psych team was going to have a ball.

-=o=-

The ride up the mountain was quiet, interrupted only by a few ruts along the bumpy road. Control was waiting in the clearing she called Delivery, about a quarter-mile from the heavy metal door that opened to the 20 rock stairs every extracted man walked down on the way to the rest of his life. Only finished products walked up that staircase and saw the sun again. I’d seen the videos. The ones walking down tremble. Some cry; not just a few pee down their legs.

When they’re delivered, every man runs up the staircase, fervent to serve whoever bought him. That’s why I invested in Control’s work. It’s returned several times above my initial seed money.

Tyler ran between Control and me as she approached likely for a hug and air kisses. She looked around him and said with a grin, “Brought that Ranger, eh? Want to leave him here with me?”

It was my turn to smile. When Control visits, I give her a choice of stable boys for the night. Last time, she pointed at Tyler’s backside and asked if she could have him that evening. He looked aghast that I’d hand him over to her, even for just a night. She did fine with the stable boys I sent. She grinned all morning before she left.

Of course, my warning when I injected the purple gel would definitely change his attitude if I offered to give him to Control. It might be fun to watch.

“Maybe instead of cash for what I bought?” I asked semi-seriously. By now, Tyler vacillated between worried and eager that I might leave him there. That’s the tension I keep my boys in. Always apprehensive about what I might have in store. It keeps them working hard to please me so I’ll let them stay.

“Let’s see the first one,” I said. Tyler repositioned himself behind Control, halfway between her and the massive door that opened into Reckoning. He was careful not to get too close. Once that door shuts behind you, there’s only one way out.

The first to emerge was the scrawny boy with the sustainable penis. He wasn’t much to look at but his skills in managing events along with two years working as an interior designer fit what Mike needed. The problem with the boy was his lack of leadership experience. I wasn’t sure he could direct a team of Mike’s kept boys plus loaners to get an event ready. On the other hand, that sizable penis would more than satisfy Mike and his brothers. They’d fight to get that cock in their cabins for an hour. Or all night.

Control explained how her teams modified him.

“We reprogrammed him. Given his coding ability and that notable penis, the Psych team connected them. The penis won’t work unless the work he’s assigned is approved. Skills gave him extremely difficult situations, many parallel what I saw at Solstice, while Psych linked one to the other. Get the idea?” Control looked hopefully at me, anticipating I got it.

I got it but I wanted to see it.

She explained the rest. “More than that, he’s driven — more like compelled — to be assigned work. Hard work. The penis is his only reward and he wants it. Badly.”

It sounded perfect. I still wanted to see it but Control had one more treat to sweeten the pot.

“When a task is approved by his owner, it stays hard for two hours. It can be passed around. Those two hours are now the main thing he lives for. When it’s deflated and his ass is injected with only a few drops of oil, it burns. That’s one of his triggers. He’ll do anything to feel the sting or get an approving nod.” Control held up a bottle that she fished out of his to-go kit.

The idea tasted almost as good as blueberry pie. But I wanted whipped cream.

“Show me,” I said.

Control grinned and said, “I figured as much. Watch this.”

She gave the boy an order. “Put those rocks in a pyramid!”

The boy dashed to the rocks and threw himself into the pointless task. Each time he lifted a heavy one, he roared like a lion defending its kill. The job didn’t matter. Finishing didn’t matter. The only reason he was doing the impossible was to get Control’s nod. When she finally gave him one, the big shaft stood up like a cannon. The boy’s head turned this way and that, eyeing Gage and Tyler, specifically their backsides. I was surprised that a body that scrawny could growl like that. Pure hunger.

He was starving to put that fat rod into one of them. It didn’t matter which.

“I’ll take it,” I said. “Let’s see the other one.”

Gage zip-tied the boy’s wrists to his ankles and loaded him into the back of the SUV. I could hear his desperation to poke something — anything — even after Gage closed the rear door.

Tyler called out, “Ms. Amity, the door is opening.”

Gage took his position in front of me in case the former soldier about to emerge from Reckoning’s mountain had any untoward ideas. He’d have to get through Tyler first and that was highly unlikely but Gage was still concerned about Tyler’s unsettling post-branding episode.

When the boy walked into the sunlight for the first time in weeks, his back was straight, head high and chest out. That posture is one reason I like military types. Being owned is one thing. Being owned by me is an honor. Mine are proud of their status. They should walk arrogantly. It makes a statement.

He took three steps toward Control before I felt Gage relax. He liked what he was seeing. That boy’s kind of pride would tickle Mike all over. His brothers would go gaga over his size, bearing and most of all, his swagger.

Control was smiling ear to ear. “Look at that! We took that one that was rejected by his family, unwillingly discharged, no emotional ties to anyone or anything and turned him into this! Psych worked on him for three days and nights. Continuously. Now he’s honored to be owned and toils nonstop to fulfill his owner’s expectations. It doesn’t matter who owns him. He’s been handed from one trainer to another. It’s a simple trigger.”

That’s one of Control’s legendary talents. A boy’s trigger, whether a tone, bell or words, works every time. Just like my Rocky/Cherry and Hayden/Raven.

“I own you,” she called across the field.

The boy galloped toward her and landed on his knees. “Roll in the mud,” she said, pointing to the pit she set up to show me what he could do. He dashed to the edge and crawled in, then did exactly what she said. He smiled like a pig wallowing in slop.

“There’s more,” Control said. Directing her next order to the boy covered in a muddy mess from his head to his toes she said, “Hose off.”

Control whispered, “It’s ice cold.”

It didn’t bother him a bit. He sprayed frigid water everywhere until he was clean. Control had him bend over, spread his cheeks and she finished by jamming the nozzle up his ass. When he was filled, I saw it. He was hard as a rock.

“What about that gag reflex?” I asked. Even though Mike would love a boy like him, unless he could suck effectively, he was useless. It wasn’t just Mike. He’d give him to his brothers so this boy had to be able to satisfy a line of penises. There’s no rest for the weary — or his kept boys — on Mike’s mountain.

“That was why we kept him an extra two days,” Control said. “Can I use your two boys to demonstrate?”

Tyler looked eager. Gage was horrified. But I had a ringer in the car.

“Get him,” I told Gage. He strode to the car, yanked open the back door, dragged my client across the field and put him on his knees.

“He’s yours for three days. Starting now.”

Control looked him over and said, “We’ll rework him according to your order. I’ll deliver him personally when we’re done.”

Control never misses a chance to visit. It’s probably because she gets a checklist at dinner for which stable boys she wants to use that night. And she’s always grinning at breakfast in the morning.

The soldier boy was struggling to control his shivering from the ice water and hose-driven enema. Control gave him two orders. That’s all she recommends for most men. Two orders at once. More than that confuses them.

“Make him come,” she said, pointing to Tyler. “Make him squeal,” Control said, indicating the client. “I own you.”

The boy bounded toward the client, yanked his pants down and pulled his cheeks apart. Control tossed him an injector to lube his target. That was a nice touch, reminding him that every ass has to be lubricated. When he finished, he grabbed the client’s cage and tugged him behind as he trotted to where Tyler was standing with his mouth open. He wasn’t averse to having the boy suck him but his chastity cage was in the way. Then there was the fact that both Control and I were watching.

All it took was tapping a button on the control box on my belt. The cage opened and Tyler’s fairly meaty penis was available to the drooling boy. In seconds, he had them positioned so the client’s hands were on the ground, his ass high and Tyler straddling the client’s back. Each thrust into the client was matched by his jaws’ diligent work.

My two were moaning. The other was grunting. When one of mine sounded close to finishing, the boy slowed down until the moans turned into whimpers. Then he started up again.

Control and I were the only people on the field who knew neither of my boys was going to finish.

A few minutes into the show I said, “That’s enough. I’ll take him, too.”

Gage grabbed the boy’s arms and zip-tied his wrists behind his back. He ignored his pleas to let him finish his owner’s orders. I pointed at my boots so Gage dropped him on his knees in front of me.

“I own you,” I said.

The boy shuddered, then calmed down. “Get in the car,” I said.

He sprinted to the car and climbed in. Gage shut the lid and opened the car door. My business was finished except for one thing.

The client was still whimpering on his hands and knees, his hips humping air trying desperately to obey my order.

When I transferred funds to Reckoning on my tablet, I heard it. The client was squealing with every decibel he could manage.

He’d sing for me even louder after Control was done with him.


Chapter 7 

Three Days

CONTROL HAND-DELIVERED the client after his three-day stay in Reckoning. It helps that she is willing to bring my purchases here so I don’t have to endure another trip on an airplane, even a private jet. Vodka and tonic helps, but it’s not a cure. When Control first took charge at Reckoning, I sent a boy to reduce her stress over the facility’s opening. After two months of his special oil massages, she covets more like him after dessert.

This time, she escorted my client, if you can call it escorting when you’re flying with a boy in a cage in the cabin’s baggage area. She knew who he was although the mask kept his identity secret from the staff and the other extracted men. It was a good guess that the pilot knew who was in the locked box but pretended otherwise. Enough cash usually solves that problem.

The green light told me her car was in the transport garage so I met her there. I wanted to see how much she’d accomplished with him in only three days.

When I arrived, the client was naked and on his knees. His head dropped to the concrete floor when he saw me. So far, there was nothing new about him that I could see. That changed in minutes.

“You said you intended to rent him and he had to get five stars each time. You specified three areas. He learned them early each day and practiced every afternoon and night. He hasn’t slept much, those rock beds aren’t particularly comfortable.” Control grinned. So did I.

“Would you like to see what he can do?” She knew the answer but she was in my world and I was one of her biggest investors so she understood how it worked. She offers. I accept.

I had Tyler drive us to the training building. I chose him on purpose. Control saw him right after I moved him at My Cop’s urging from the front gate where he checked guests in and out to become my head of security. She didn’t quite drool over him back then but she came close. She stared at him for most of the ride.

Tyler checked the building for hidden terrorists before giving the all clear. Once Control looked over the new equipment and #42’s upgrades to the space, she said, “Start him on the machine.”

A rental needs not only an ass that can take almost any size cock or dildo but also must show such how much he enjoys it. He shouts praise and flails his arms and legs at the same time. They’re my 50s, the singers and dancers. You can never have enough of them, especially if your clients are mature enough that erections don’t happen as often as they like. They want to hear how big they are. How deep they thrust. How the boy has never had one that filled him like that before. Only a few boys can pull off genuine praise and dancing at the same time. Those are the repeats, the ones whose numbers get requested most often on rental applications.

As it turned out, my suspicions about what Control conditioned my client to do were on target. Each time the machine penetrated him, he flew into motion. Arms went this way, feet stomped on the floor, hips thrust back to get deeper contact with the machine. He shouted compliments the whole time.

Even I believed him. That’s saying a lot.

“It took two hours,” Control said. “On the second day, Skills took over to ingrain your second requirement. Watch this.”

No matter what a rental client asks for, no matter how unique or off-the-wall it is, I’ve got a stable boy who can do it. In many cases, renters can’t form the words to explain what they’ve kept secret for so long. They think it’s so strange, I’ll think less of them. A few even believe it will make me think they’re perverted. That’s the thing about living your fantasy in my world. Almost nothing is so bizarre or outlandish that I haven’t seen it before. And I don’t judge.

“Can I use him?” she said, pointing to Tyler.

“He’s yours,” I said and unlocked Tyler’s cage. The sides sprung open and the cage drooped from the ring behind his balls. Tyler stared down in surprise. He was as hard as a rock.

Control gave my client a two-word command. “Edge him.”

That was a new one for me. Edge him? It took a minute for me to see what Control had implanted in him. It actually lasted 20 minutes. The client crawled toward Tyler, took the cock in his mouth and did one of the finest sucking jobs I’d seen in a while. He kept at it until Tyler started moaning. He stopped and pulled his head back.

Tyler groaned. It was easy to see how close he was. Minutes later, when a softer piece of flesh hung between his legs again, Control repeated her order. “Edge him.”

That time he didn’t use his mouth. He ran his fingers up and down the shaft until it stiffened and Tyler moaned again.

The client dropped his hands and stared at the hard penis. Tyler’s groans filled the room. The third time, he trapped Tyler’s penis between his own asscheeks. It was a lovely performance.

Stimulate — moan — stop. Then do it again.

“Perfect,” I said. My renters pay for hours, overnight and several for an entire weekend. They don’t want to finish in the first hour. Control built a source of ongoing revenue. Two out of three was enough but I know Control. There had to be a third.

“This is some of Psych’s best work. String him up there,” Control said, pointing to an overhead bar. Still groaning from his recent unfinished edging, Tyler managed to get the client hanging a few inches off the floor.

“This took most of a day, followed by two nights of constant practice.”

Control handed me a prod and kept one for herself. There was no need to lock hers on medium. She knows what she’s doing.

“You said you wanted something special for your clients who couldn’t bring themselves to say out loud what you suspect they want. I told the Psych team to be creative.”

They certainly were. Each time she tapped the prod on his legs, he grunted but when she moved down to his feet, actually the soles of his feet, his shrieks filled the training building. Pain sluts are frequent rentals but this wasn’t just one more of those. He’d been turned into a product for clients exploring their sadism. They wanted to inflict pain and hear the boy sing his song. Screaming was their whipped cream.

Control turned to me and said, “Your turn.”

I took her prod and with one in each hand, explored the client’s sensitive parts, the ones that made him shriek the loudest. When I paused, he rasped out one word.

“More.”

So I did. For 10 minutes.

When I’d seen enough, I had Tyler drop the client on the floor where he curled up in a little ball while I thanked Control for providing exactly what I ordered and more.

Tyler drove Control to the main house and even though my girls usually unpack for guests, I told him to take care of that and anything and everything else Control wanted. He drove the cart as fast as it would go. If one drop of purple gel did that, I wondered what two might do.

I took the client to my office for a private meeting and let him talk. He went on for five minutes.

“Ms. Amity, oh god, that was beyond what I could have imagined. Ever in a million… years. She… Ms. Control… she’s the most amazing woman. What she did, it’s part of me. It’s embedded inside me. And growing. It’s a part of me I didn’t know existed. I didn’t know how much I wanted… it wasn’t a choice. I had to. They made me see that… what I am. Yours to do whatever…”

That’s why she’s Control.

He went on. “You gave me what I ached for. I can never repay you.”

Of course he could. And he would. Starting the next weekend.

That night at dinner, she checked five boxes on her order card. I sent all five stable boys and threw in Tyler as a gratuity. She smirked through breakfast the next morning.

Tyler beamed.


Chapter 8 

Transfer

“BE HERE THE day after tomorrow,” I told Mike on our video call a few days after Control left for the airport. “I have a surprise for you.” The two boys I bought were busy with their first week of day and night one-on-one training. The soldier was with Gage, the other with Quinn. If Quinn accomplished what I set out for him, he’d be on his way to the Training Farm to learn how to manage herds from the Mistress.

He better get it right. He was facing either becoming a superior stable manager after two weeks with her or being dumped on the side of a desolate road wearing only a thin gray jumpsuit and flip-flops with enough cash to buy a bus ticket somewhere if he hiked to a small town a few miles away. Quinn heard about the one or two I’ve expelled through the stable grapevine and was determined that wouldn’t be his fate.

Owned men need incentive.

Gage’s task was to make sure the ex-soldier I gave him could handle the logistics Mike needed for the upcoming auction and his other event, some kind of bike rally. Gage was intimately familiar with how Mike planned and what he too often neglected. If the boy couldn’t put his skills to work in that environment — Mike’s office during the day and one or more cabins at night — he would fail. There was no way Gage would let that happen. Failure wasn’t in his vocabulary.

Gage didn’t let up for a minute. He gave the boy scenario after scenario, insisted he resolve all the issues within a time limit he measured with a ticking countdown clock. He double-checked his work, pointed out deficiencies and used the short-term control I gave him over the boy’s temporary cock cage to remind him that good isn’t good enough. Each time he jolted the cage, the boy screeched. Then he doubled down on the task.

Gage made it even harder. He gave the boy two very tricky situations and put him on my old mechanical expander while he worked. While his ass was being stretched, he made the boy draw arrows on the monitor to move fictitious people and tools where they needed to go.

His only reward was Gage’s nod or when he said, “I own you.” Either triggered his cock to get hard in the cage. The cage jolted him but Control trained him so well, he still tried every time. Her method was ingenious. He heard the words or saw the nod, suffered the shock and still got hard. Mike was going to love him.

He didn’t get much sleep in the closet-sized room attached to the stable dorm. Not after Quinn machine-milked him with the expander still in his ass.

The other boy was Quinn’s chore even though he still had to manage the stable. I’d given him two full-time tasks and he was single-minded about completing both. Nothing would stand in his way; not a stable boy who didn’t finish his piss-and-shit on time; not one who took too long to weed the garden; not even a series of groans from the new boy after I told Quinn to get accurate times that he could stay hard.

Quinn practically salivated when I told him he had no limits short of injuring the boy to get that data.

I watched Quinn figure out how he’d do both jobs. With two dozen stable boys to supervise, he was doing a lot more than double duty. His monitors fed constant updates that told him where the stable boys were and when they finished their tasks. That was his signal to assess their work, check it off or remind a boy or two to improve or fix their errors. Occasional shrieks filled my speakers when he did that.

Ignoring that was easy. I just muted my speakers.

As for the new boy, Quinn stuffed his oversized penis in a sheath and set the program so when he had to oversee a project or move boys around, he could see the results on his tablet wherever he was. It was a clever use of his time.

I’m not sure the new boy thought of it as clever. Locked to the wall, all he felt was a drop of oil sprayed in his ass, a forced erection, a cold water spray to clear it. That preceded yet another machine-generated round of the same thing. I suppose he was groaning but with my speakers off, he didn’t interrupt what I was doing in my office.

Once he had the measurements, I’d given Quinn only one other instruction for the new boy. It was as straightforward as it was complex. “Design elegant cottages for three women. Inside and out. And a cabin that would satisfy Big Mike and his friends.”

Quinn didn’t know my friends but I did. That’s why he read the first summary to the boy and set him to work. It was a test for both of them. The boy had to prove he could design for the demanding women who would attend the auction and cabins that would please Big Mike and his brothers.

When I saw how Quinn tested the boy, I liked his initiative. He knew there was a time limit and that Mike was due in less than 36 hours. He didn’t have a minute to waste. I don’t tolerate inefficiency. Quinn was chipped and caged so he knew what discipline felt like. He’d already tasted my whip. The challenges I gave him demanded he multitask or he’d fail one or both.

Failure was not in Quinn's dictionary. He relished his position almost as much as he did my ownership. He’d seen what happened to unsuccessful workers during his time at Imperia. One jar on the shelf he walked past daily held the testicles those women took from a disappointing rental. Quinn was fixated on keeping his where they were.

My focus was on the boy’s designs. Quinn paid attention to that and at the same time, he checked every corner of Amityworld where the stable was working. He couldn’t run across the fields just to correct a mistake or move a boy from one task to another. His solution was inspired.

I told him every tool was his to use until I handed the boy over to Mike. At first, he thought that meant paddles, whips and the stable’s cock cages. Then it hit him. I said every tool.

Quinn ran to the main house, grabbed the house manager and said, “Hayden, report each crew’s progress to me. Make them work fast.” He put an electric prod locked on low in the eager bigender’s hand and said, “Use it.”

This time, Quinn added two words. “Or else.”

That was the first time Quinn delegated any of his authority just like it was Hayden’s first time to use his limited power on my stable. Quinn got what he needed and the house manager’s cage told me how much he enjoyed it. When he told a pair of my stable boys tending the garden that they missed a few weeds and made them do it again, he ended that lecture with a screech, the result of the cage’s automated reminder about unordered erections.

Hayden skipped from job to job the whole day.

I got the results I wanted. Quinn was a keeper. With my client occupied with a renter, his plane was available to deliver Quinn to the Training Farm. The Mistress knew what to do with him and I didn’t have to uncage him. She had two of her own bulls to use if she wanted any of that.

The boy’s designs were clever and creative. He got the heating and water filtration systems connected and the colors and enhancements women wanted were tasteful. The overnight videos proved he could sing and dance while he satisfied every ass — real and artificial — Quinn had thrown at him.

Mike arrived in time for lunch and to take the gifts back to his mountain. What was even better was who was riding with him. On her own bike. Karly looked excited when she parked in the transport garage. Her dog’s arms were wrapped around her waist, hanging on to her for dear life.


Chapter 9 

Handoff

BIG MIKE WAS all smiles when he took off his helmet and helped Karly with hers. Tyler was smart enough this time not to get between Mike and me when he opened his arms for his customary bear hug. The last time he tried, My Cop put Tyler on the ground ass first. He learned there are some people exempted from the 10-foot personal space My Cop trained him to enforce.

My next hug was for Karly. Zion woofed when I rubbed his belly.

“So when are you gonna tell me what the big deal is? You insisted I had to be here today. This better be good,” Mike said as Karly rolled her eyes at her little brother’s rude greeting.

“I’m sure you’ll like it,” I said. “Let’s get Karly to esthetics for a spa day and maybe a helmet-friendly hairdo. You and I can take care of things while she becomes a little more beautiful than she is now.”

Karly was bouncing on her toes. “I’d love that,” she gushed.

It’s hard to explain how good it was to hear her say those three words. After ten years of silence, hearing her excitement was more than rewarding. Then she asked, “Can Zayn go with me?”

That was like whipped cream on blueberry pie. Two scoops. It wasn’t only that she asked a question. She used Zayn’s name. It was the first time I’d heard her use anyone’s name besides Mike’s. It had to be a good sign.

Zayn thought so too. “Ms. Amity, with your permission, I’ll escort Ms. Karly.”

I didn’t think Karly could surprise me any more than she just had but she did.

“Oh, Zayn! I’m Karly. I’m your friend. I’m not Ms. Karly!”

Mike wiped his wet eyes on the sleeve of his leather jacket. Zayn looked for my go-ahead and I nodded. He held out his arm and she laced hers into his and they were on my way.

“Your office?” Mike asked.

“Not this time. Let’s go for a ride.”

Mike drove across the small field where I pointed out the guest cabins where renters use what they pay to for to live out their fantasies. Gage had a cabin ready, one he called “fully deployed,” where I’d hand the two office boys over to Mike after he got a look at them and their talents. All of them.

Tyler ran behind us. He was getting better at holding his head high and his chest out when he ran. He was barely winded when we parked.

“This better be good,” Mike said. Tyler eyeballed him but didn’t interfere. The post-branding time he spent with My Cop seemed to have worked.

Tyler checked the cabin, gave the all clear and Mike and I took the only two seats in the room. It was my turn to explain. I’ve found that asking questions gets my point across very well.

“Mike, you’ve auditioned how many boys so far?”

“Damn, Amity! Like a dozen and a half of ‘em. They’re OK. Kinda meh. Nothing special. Are you sure you won’t sell me that big one?”

The big one was Gage and there was no way in hell I’d sell him. “No pigs flying today,” I said and Mike chuckled. “I’ve got something better than anything you’ve tried out. Want to take a look?”

Mike asked one question after another. “Where’d you get him from? Did you train him? Does he look as good as that big boy?”

I laid my hand on his arm and said, “Take a look at this.”

Gage sent the first one, the designer with the long-lasting erection, into the room. He stood on the small platform with his chin on his chest waiting to be told what to do.

Mike’s jaw dropped. “He doesn’t look anything like your boy! OK, a few muscles but damn, Amity, is this what you dragged me here for?”

I had Gage put the boy’s designs on the screen with #42, my planner boy who designed the buildings for my auction. He narrated what was on the screen. #42 was a little out of breath from running across the fields. I made a note to remind Quinn that #42 needed to run more laps.

“These are excellent concepts, practical yet attractive, especially for women like Ms. Amity.” Gage glared at him until he added, “Of course, there are no other women like Ms. Amity.”

Mike laughed out loud and #42 continued. “Beauty merged with efficiency. Solar heat, geothermal connections, water recycling, exquisite styling down to the jetted bathtubs. The color palettes are striking and this one,” he pointed to one design, “uses shades of lavender with pops of purple that are both appealing and proper.”

Everyone in the room knew that purple is proper for me.

“OK, these are good. What about the buildings? It’s an auction after all.” Mike seemed a little testy. Purple does that to him.

Gage put the next set on the screen. #42 pointed and explained.

“There are two concepts for the auction building. They include the large space, of course, and try-out rooms for closer inspections. Note the office space to finalize transactions. Over here are the equipment shelves and sanitizing stations. Properly wired. One more thing, over here. See how the design embraces a mountain view.”

Mike’s eyebrows went up when #42 added the overlay. The colors, the atmosphere, the entire feeling suddenly felt like you were standing on a grassy field with mountains in the distance. He didn’t notice that although the roof could be opened, it wasn’t a dome. Mine had a dome. Two of them.

“OK, that’s better than any of the ones the other boys turned in. I’ll give you that. But can he handle gitting my boys to do the work? He’s skinny, nothing at all like your boy with all those muscles.” Mike looked at Gage wistfully.

“I’ll have the trainer send a schedule and the chef a diet. Keep him on both and in a couple of months, he’ll be eye candy.”

Mike nodded. I was getting close to a yes and had the last piece ready to tip the scales my way.

“Drop your pants,” I said.

The sweatpants hit the floor in seconds. That’s about how long it took before Mike jumped out of his seat, strode to the platform and grabbed the huge penis. Even soft, it filled his fist.

“Want to see it work?” I asked as Mike toyed with the flesh in his fingers.

“Damn, Amity! You hid the best part! Damned straight I wanna see what it can do!”

It was time to unveil Control’s secret trigger. “Do you approve of the sketches?”

Mike didn’t have to think about it. He nodded so hard his beard bounced on his chest. That was all the boy needed.

“OH MY GOD!” Mike bellowed when it erected in his hands. “It’s huge! I don’t own one that big. And it popped up all of a sudden. I mean, I can use that if’n I can make it do that. Show me how.”

I laughed and said, “I didn’t do it. You did. It responds to approval. He’ll work day and night to get yours. Just dose him with the oil, give him task after task and approve each with a nod. Boom!”

Mike squished the stiff rod in his fists and asked, “How long can it stay this way?”

I had Gage project Quinn’s results on the screen.

“Two damned hours? With only an hour to do it again? Damn, Amity, I want this boy!”

“He’s yours. But I have something else to show you.”

Mike dropped the hard cock like a dead fish and took his seat next to me. He looked at the door when Gage led the second boy into the room. Gage shooed the first boy off the platform to make room for the one I knew was Gage’s favorite. Although his opinion wouldn’t impact Mike’s decision, I felt Gage’s pride. This was the boy he upgraded even after Control built exactly what I ordered.

I thought Mike was going to fall off his chair when Gage pulled off the boy’s shirt. He didn’t need a lot of work to come close to the muscles Mike longed for. He exuded the same kind of military bearing Mike coveted in Gage. I could have ended the show right then and Mike would’ve plunked him on the back of his bike and roared off to his mountain.

That’s not how I give gifts to my friends. He was going to get the whole show, whether he wanted it or not. And I was darned sure Mike wouldn’t just like it. He’d love it.

Mike looked the boy up and down with wide eyes. I heard him ooh and aah under his breath when Gage put him through a few poses designed to show off his upper body. I was about to have Gage send the boy’s test designs to the wall monitor when Mike said, “I don’t give a shit about no pictures. I’ll take him.”

“Don’t you want to see the bottom half?” I asked with a grin.

Mike couldn’t stop staring but managed a short reply. “Don’t matter as long as he’s got one.”

The boy did indeed have one. It wasn’t the biggest; heck, it was at best regular. But that wasn’t what I wanted to show Mike. Women know that size rarely matters. It’s knowing how to use the rest of his body that makes a man useful. In this boy’s case, Control didn’t simply resolve his gag reflex. She did a 180 on it. That’s why Reckoning’s products are so expensive.

I grabbed the first boy’s still-stiff cock and dragged him to the small podium. Then I invoked his trigger.

“I own you,” I said. The solider boy dropped his sweatpants to his ankles, fell to his knees and pressed his chin on his brawny chest.

“Nice work,” I said to Gage who beamed at my compliment. He added a lovely dimension to Control’s trigger phrase. Gage must have had him do that hundreds of times before it was ingrained.

I whispered into the kneeling boy’s ear. “Make him come.”

This was an ultimate test of Control’s claim she overcame his troublesome gagging. I hoped she was good to her word. After all, this was my gift to a good friend. And it wasn’t cheap.

The boy on his knees opened his mouth, drank in the huge, hard shaft and sucked like a feral wolf devouring a fresh carcass. He sounded like one, too.

He was never going to fulfill my order. It would take at least an hour and a half of work to make that particular penis ejaculate. Mike watched in awe for ten minutes.

“Damn, Amity! How inna heck did you come up with these two?” Mike was enthralled with the show but had one more question before he thought he’d have to make a choice between them.

“Will he do that for me?”

It was a great question and I had the answer. “He’ll do it when you say I own you. See the potential?”

Mike nodded and heaved a big breath. “How much do you want for them?”

“They’re yours, my gift, on one condition. I win the challenge, so I get free use of your mountain whenever I want. Deal?”

Mike grabbed my hand, looked right into my eyes and said, “As long as you bring that whip when you visit.”

We sealed the deal the way we always do. With a hug.

-=o=-

That night, I summoned Gage to my suite and gave him a second challenge. He satisfied me so many times that night, I didn’t even think about counting. In the morning, he was still at the foot of my bed ready to use his ten magic fingers again.

That’s exactly what I had him do.


Auction Plans


Chapter 10 

Merchandise

KARLY WAS NEARLY as excited as Mike at dinner. It had been a long day so biking all the way back to Mike’s mountain wasn’t an option. Food came first. Then Karly would spend time with Zayn and Juke to see if what they sensed about her after the Solstice party was true. And what that would mean for Big Mike.

Zayn called what he did with Karly meshing his kundalini — his energy — with Karly’s emerging essence. Juke said they nudged her energy and felt it soar into her chakras. I didn’t pretend to understand all of that but I got their meaning when Zayn said, “Ms. Karly feels things. She knows things. Not that strongly yet, but it’s starting. She knows the way I do.”

That was startling and it explained a lot. If Karly could intuit the way Zayn does and in the direction Juke is growing, then it made more sense why she had been mute for ten long years. The old man said the only danger to Zayn’s balance was pure evil. I’d seen it come close to happening once and that was enough. I wouldn’t let it happen again.

What Karly suffered was frighteningly close to evil. I hadn’t told Mike; he had no idea what my boys sensed in his sister or what that might explain about her decade of retreating into herself. When Zayn and Juke told me, I thought it was too soon to try to explain it to him and Zayn agreed. Mike was on a well-deserved high after the three-day Solstice event, amplified by the two gifts I gave him. I didn’t want to spoil his joy. He deserved all of it.

We were sitting around the table enjoying dinner and looking forward to our nights. Karly would spend hers with Zayn and Juke at her request. Mike had two boys to use all night or as long as he could stay awake. And I had a reward for Gage for his work with the former soldier. What Gage did was really his gift to me. In Gage’s mind, Mike was a distant second.

I wasn’t sure if I should tell Mike what Zayn and Juke learned about Karly. Then again, how could I not tell him something I thought was so wonderful about his big sister?

If there was ever a time I needed Zayn to quash my worries, this was it. That’s why he and Juke were seated at the table with Gage, mostly because Mike liked looking at him.

While Mike gobbled hunks of red meat, I asked Zayn a question, one he’d know was meant to open the conversation. How he answered it would tell me if he felt this was the right time.

“This thing you do, knowing what I’m thinking without my saying it, that’s pretty rare, isn’t it? I felt it when I saw you in Sweden, that’s why you’re here. I’ve never seen it anywhere else. Have you?”

Zayn looked up from his plate, his eyes closed and his aura intense. I knew what he was doing. Sensing what I was worried about.

“Ms. Amity, it is uncommon but you will find it when it’s ready to show itself.” He looked at Juke, saw him nod and continued. “In fact, I can feel it growing in this room.”

Mike plunked his fork down and stared at him. “Here? At this table?”

Zayn never minces words. “Not you, Mr. Mike.”

No one missed Juke’s second nod. Mike demanded, “Then who?”

It’s funny — more like ironic — that we don’t see what’s closest to us. Mike couldn’t imagine who Zayn was referring to. Until Juke said, “Ms. Karly.”

Mike stood up and hovered over Juke, sputtering nonsensical threats that he didn’t mean and would never carry out. All I had to do was sic Aussie or Zion on him. Mike isn’t afraid of much, but dogs, even the human kind, scare him to death.

“Sit down,” I said. “I gave you two gifts today. This is the third.”

Mike glared at Juke but put his black denim backside back on the chair. We ate in silence for a few minutes until Karly said, “Mikey, you’re angry. You’re worried this is a bad thing.” She grabbed Zayn’s hand and said, “It’s a wonderful thing.”

I’d never heard her say that much at once before. Added to her day with my esthetician, she was becoming more beautiful inside and out.

Zayn said, “Ms. Karly has touched my kundalini.” Before Mike stood up again to attack whatever Zayn’s kundalini was, Zayn clarified it. “Not physical touch, Mr. Mike. We shared our spirits.”

“I have no damned idea what he’s talking about,” Mike whined.

If a picture is worth a thousand words, then a real life example is worth billions. “Show him,” I said.

Zayn turned his chair toward Karly. She slid sideways to face him. He pressed his forehead on hers and Karly laid her hands on his shoulders. Without a word, Juke got up, lowered the rheostat and knelt next to them. In the dim light, I felt it. So did Gage’s brightening aura. The dogs were silent. The only person in the room who wasn’t sharing the experience was dressed in black denim and sitting next to me.

Karly broke the silence. “You know where mom is.”

Mike dropped his head in his hands. I took his hand and whispered, “When did you find her?”

Mike mumbled, “Three days ago. Right before we left for here.”

Juke raised the lights but no one cared about food anymore. Mike was out of words and this time, Karly came to his rescue.

“You’re worried it will be bad if I see her. Don’t worry, Mikey, I am stronger than you think. And I have Zion.”

Mike got up and knelt at her chair. She put her hands on his big shoulders and they stayed that way until Mike laid his big hands on hers. They stayed that way for several minutes. In silence.

“Oh god,” he finally said. “It’s weird. I feel so much better.”

Zayn murmured, “She’s absorbing his guilt.”

I watched for a while, then told Zayn to take her upstairs when he felt she was ready. If anyone knew when Karly and Mike were done, it had to be Zayn.

I left the dining room with Gage. It was going to be a splendid night, even if no one ate a single blueberry for dessert. I had whipped cream one step behind me all the way upstairs.

-=o=-

Very early the next morning, what My Cop calls half-past-dark, after Gage massaged my toes on the terrace while I watched the stable do their first fitness hour of the day, I had Gage set up a conference call with a few friends. I had an auction to plan. Mike gave me free rein of his mountain in exchange for the two gifts and I had every intention of taking him up on it. We hadn’t had an auction for two years — the upcoming mass sale of remnants doesn’t count as a real auction — and I needed new skills to add to my stable. Amityworld was growing, both my businesses and the property. I wasn’t interested in riffraff. I wanted serious talent.

Talking to my friends was a welcome follow-up to last night’s dinner. I got up before the sun to wake a few friends and one who was in her afternoon. That’s the thing about time zones that I don’t get. My Cop starts with, “The earth is round,” whenever I have a time zone dilemma. The rest has to do with latitude and longitude and the earth’s axis. That’s the part I never listen to.

There were five of us on the call. I targeted the most experienced women in my network and one newcomer. I didn’t have small-time plans. This was going to be an extravaganza, even by our standards.

“We’re going to have a spectacular auction!” I said when their groggy faces appeared on my monitor.

“Damn, Amity! Do you realize what time it is?”

A lot of my friends' sentences start with damn, Amity. It didn’t surprise me at all that the Training Farm Mistress was testy. It was pretty early in her time zone that I call “left of mine.” But if I’m up, they’re up.

“It’s dark outside!” Olivia complained. Caroline closed her eyes and shook her head. She’s used to Olivia’s whining.

Caroline and Oliva, the Cuckold Sisters, were in a checkerboard on my screen. Their business had mushroomed during the year since I helped them set up onsite mentoring for women stuck with husbands or partners who were disappointing in bed. The five men I gave them as a seed investment were booked for months. They’re gaining a lot of traction as the Cuckold Sisters. I’ve seen their financials. They can afford the kind of merchandise I had in mind.

“I haven’t even had coffee yet!” Brielle moaned.

It was time for Brielle to rejoin us after the airport incident when she was terribly injured and Madison didn’t survive. She’d been making great progress — I had Emma keep a medical eye on her — and I wanted her to be part of the event from the start. She could take a nap later. I intended to see her more often, now that I could finally remember Madison fondly without lapsing into the funk I fell into when it happened.

Danica was the last to complain about the time. It was early on her estate, the one in Montana she named Destiny. “I think I’m awake,” she said. If she wasn’t fully awake yet, she would be soon.

“I’m sorry for the early hour — heck, I’m really not sorry — but I’ve got an opportunity for us. I didn’t want to waste even a day before I shared it with you.” They looked as interested as they could at that hour. “You remember Mike’s offer at Solstice? That whoever got him an office boy as good as the one I loaned him could use his mountain and everything on it free forever?” I wasn’t absolutely sure he said forever but it worked for me.

“You gave him your boy?” The Training Farm Mistress sounded incredulous. She should be. No one gets Gage. He’s mine.

“Even better,” I said. “I gave him two. A pair that Control built. He’s got both of them in a cabin on the grounds right now.”

I was looking at five much more alert faces.

“He’s been at it all night. He and Karly are leaving this morning but I didn’t want to waste a minute.” I was about to tell them my plans but Brielle interrupted.

“His sister? How lovely. When does the limo leave for the airport? Maybe I can say hello to her before they leave.”

That was just like Brielle. “They rode motorcycles,” I said. “Can you believe it? One boy will go behind Mike. The other, I swear, he’s putting him in a sidecar.”

We chatted about how attractive Karly was, how excited Mike was with the two boys and a few disdainful words about motorcycles before I moved the conversation where I wanted it to go.

“We’ve been talking about buying and selling stock for months. I have a few open cots in the new wing of the stable dorm. Brielle has space and Danica just doubled the cells in her slave wing. Caroline mentioned she and Olivia want to rotate the ones they send to clients and need fresh blood. Maybe she said fresh meat.”

That got a chuckle. But my next sentence drew a few gasps.

“I am going to throw a fabulous, high-priced, specialty auction on Mike’s mountain.” That was it. All in one sentence.

Everyone talked at once. I listened. Fifteen minutes later, we were all in, ready to start planning. Except for one thing that the Training Mistress brought up.

“Amity, how in hell are you going to top your auction? No one’s dared to put one together after that.”

That was easy. “This will make that one look like a test run,” I said.

Minutes after I ended the call, Jenna crawled in to tell me my guests were ready for breakfast.

There better be blueberries on the menu.


Chapter 11 

Beyond Breakfast

MIKE WAS POURING an enormous amount of syrup on his blueberry pancakes when I joined him and Karly in the dining room. Even though Gage was exhausted from what I had him do last night, he was on his knees by my chair. If my auction plans were successful, he wasn’t going to get much sleep in the near future. I’d put him in charge of getting all my plans to Mike’s new boys to make sure they were done the way I wanted.

This time, I didn’t need to ask Mike’s permission to use his mountain and all the cottages, cabins and new buildings like I did for Summer Camp. Besides, Mike was raking in his percentage of the tuition owners paid to send their boys to camp. He’d given away the ragtag bunch Red Rick let him use for Solstice so he had a lot of empty beds in his kept boys’ facility. It’s spartan, but it works for him and his brothers. His boys don’t get a vote.

I had three items to finish before breakfast was over. The first was to tell Mike my plans. Second was to figure out a name for this upgraded auction. Last, I wanted to see how Karly was doing after her time with my Tantric boys last night. That’s why I didn’t have Zayn or Juke at breakfast. I wanted her to tell me herself.

Karly made sure her dog’s bowl had plenty of butter and syrup and when she added a handful of blueberries, she looked at me and grinned. It was her way of saying thanks for her makeover and her time with Zayn and Juke. Most of all, it was her gratitude for how I told Mike she was a different kind of special than he could have imagined. Karly was talking a lot more but she didn’t have the words to explain to Mike how she knew and felt things.

While Zion gobbled his pancakes from his bowl in the corner, Mike gushed about his night. Even with Karly sitting next to him, he didn’t hold back. If he had, I think she’d have known. I certainly would have seen through him. Mike handled the situation well; he simply told the truth.

“Oh my god, Amity, those two were at it all night. The hard boy was, well, hard for as long as I wanted. Didn’t matter what I told him to do with it. Didn’t fail even after midnight. The other boy? That was something! I said just those three words and he couldn’t get enough. Neither could I.”

Karly grinned one of those smiles that says, “I’m so happy for you.” Mine was equally broad but for a different reason. Mike was unabashedly, unreluctantly telling us how much fun he had. Last night at dinner, Karly absorbed ten years of his guilt and let it wash away.

Mike was free for the first time in a decade; so was Karly. That deserved an extra pat of butter on my pancakes.

“So what’s next?” I asked Mike. “When do I get to use your mountain?”

He chewed the huge bite he stuffed in his mouth and talked at the same time. You just accept things like that from Big Mike.

“Damn, Amity! Today. Tomorrow. Or whenever you want. I’ve got me a pair of Reckoning-trained boys so you can make ‘em do anything you can think up.” He grinned so broadly, pancake syrup dripped onto his beard.

It was the perfect time to tell him my plans.

“I talked to some of my friends this morning,” I said. “Woke a few up but they were so excited about what I want to do, they all want a piece of it.”

Mike’s eyes narrowed. Karly was almost bouncing on her chair.

“Ooh! Tell us about it,” she said with genuine curiosity.

“A spectacular auction. High-level. The best merchandise. The cream of the crop. Get the idea?” I waited for Mike to react. Karly was nodding her head so hard, I thought she’d need another massage before they left.

“An auction? How inna hell are you going to top the one you had here?” he asked.

I derive a lot of pleasure from wowing my friends. They’re still talking about that weekend in Amityworld.

“Think about it this way. No dregs. No problem boys or girls. Nothing that goes for cheap in the first round. This will be only for buyers who plan to spend a lot of money and buy top-notch talent.”

I could almost feel numbers swirling in Mike’s head. He knew there was a percentage for him as the host, but this would be his first auction, so he didn’t know how much to expect. I’d deal with that later. I let him drool over the possibilities for now.

“OK, I think those two boys can handle that. I mean, it’s just a big barn with bodies on display, right? That’ll be easy to build.”

Mike wasn’t getting it. A barn with concrete floors and the for-sale stock hanging from an overhead bar wasn’t my plan. This was going to be more elegant. More of a production with glitz and lighting.

“Hardly,” I said. “It’s going to be a Hollywood style event.”

Karly was beside herself. “I’d love that! I can get some great video.”

I patted her hand and said, “You’re going to be a big part of it.”

Mike grabbed her other hand and asked, “Are you OK with this, Karly?”

“I’m more than OK with it, Mikey. You’ve been saying you want to fill those empty beds. This sounds perfect.”

We both squeezed her hands. What Karly just said was, well, normal. She giggled. “Ms. Amity, I feel normal.”

I didn’t have to ask how her night went. She just told me.

“All I need is a fabulous name for it,” I said. “Something that tells all the buyers — my friends and your brothers  — just how exceptional this is going to be.”

I’d been thinking about a name for days. Karly solved it with one short phrase.

“Only the Best for Sale. How does that sound?”

It sounded perfect. The auction had a name.

-=o=-

When Mike and Karly left after breakfast, he put the upgraded soldier behind him on his Harley and the other  one holding on for dear life in a sidecar. Zion looked apprehensive and clung to Karly with two paws. I waved until they were out of sight. It was time to get Only the Best underway.

I had Jenna transcribe my dictated email to my entire network and Mike’s 30 brothers. I alerted them to start gathering what they wanted to sell and make a list of what they wanted to buy. I didn’t intend to have the kind of stock they'd buy on a whim. Only talented, high-priced goods would be offered. My web boy developed an online form they could fill out with their specifics so I could make sure there were at least two choices for sale that matched each specialty they listed.

A week later, Jenna finished entering all the responses onto a spreadsheet. She had to ask several times if she could create new categories that buyers and sellers included that didn’t match the ones on the form.

More than 50 people replied. At my auction, I had 100 available bodies to sell and that was, at that time, the most ever bought and sold under one roof; actually, under a dome. This was going to surpass it. I needed a lot more bodies than last time. It took me more than two weeks to find the right sources.

The first I contacted owned a mysterious Asian household where I’d sold the bastard who outed my best friend, the one I held responsible for her untimely death. I bought him in Sweden and spent a year making his life hell every day. The owner had an inquiry out for a gelding, a toy for his partner, so I had him castrated and shipped overseas. My only condition was that I never wanted to hear from or about him again.

When Red Rick’s truck picked him up, I thought I’d feel vindicated. I didn’t. But I felt peaceful. You know what they say about revenge. They’re right.

The little I knew about that shadowy compound was that once someone went through the heavy metal door, they never came out. No one knew how many were in there or what they did. In fact, I’d only spoken to them twice, once to hear their offer and once to confirm the payment. Most of my friends had heard whispers, but didn't know more than that, let alone having ever visited. But it was worth a call.

Tyler spent a whole morning making sure the call went through secure channels. There was no video.

The owner, who told me to call him Chan, was surprised to hear from me. When I explained what I wanted   — superbly trained saleable merchandise with outstanding skills — he was eager to talk. He had too many, he said, and was trying to unload more than a dozen. I cautioned him that we had a list of skills so they had to align.

Gage uploaded the list and Chan said he’d get back to me when he’d gone through it.

The second source was actually two. Big Al told me about a pair of Old Leather Masters who were downsizing and Harry from Houston had a connection to a ranch where he said the owners “bought and sold ‘em like cattle.” I had Tyler set up calls and when I was done, I learned exactly how many boys constituted a herd in Texas. We weren’t going to be short on for-sale items and I warned them repeatedly to send only top-notch stock.

One of the ranchers guffawed — that’s what they call chuckling down in Texas — and said, “Ma’am, there ain’t no one I own that can’t win a rodeo ribbon.”

I interpreted that as filling our need for ponies and maybe a few other animals. Wait till the Training Farm Mistress learned there’d be a half-dozen bull-quality stock for sale.

I spent another week working my way through the branches of a tree of complicated relationships. This person knew someone who wanted to sell or buy. That person had heard that so-and-so was overstocked. One or two warned me not to tell them where I got their contacts’ names.

Tyler was frantic that week securing every call. He knew what was at stake. Another week of intense training with My Cop.

When the final tally was done, I had more than a gross of men to sell and a long list of what customers wanted to buy. It would take Jenna the rest of the day to match them so I’d know if we had enough of what the buyers wanted. Some of it was, well, unusual.

I summoned Quinn to take care of an unpleasant task I had no interest in doing but needed done. It came with two benefits. I’d get the shipping taken care of and I’d know if Quinn had what it took to deal with the shipper. Red Rick gets testy when there are dozens of deliveries he has to sort out. I knew how grumpy he’d be about hauling almost two hundred to Mike’s mountain and then to their next destinations. It would be a good test to see how Quinn broke the news to Rick and if his demand for a quantity discount was honored.

I watched Quinn run from the stable building across the fields. It wasn’t his speed that interested me; he had plenty of that. His posture needed work. My boys run with their heads high and their chests out because living in my world is a gift, one they’re proud to be given. Quinn’s head was down, his eyes staring at the ground in front of his feet. That wouldn’t do. The solution to that was at his workstation in the hall outside my office.

When Quinn crawled through the slave door and waited for me to recognize him, I kept him in limbo on purpose. That’s the tension I keep my boys in. They never know what’s going to happen next. When men assume what I’m going to do, they’re usually wrong so my boys learn not to try to predict what I have in store. They learn fast that they’re wrong. Every time.

“Red Rick is waiting on this monitor,” I said, pointing to my second screen. “Get the auction shipping arranged and make sure there's a discount for so many.”

Even on his knees, Quinn could see the monitor. I tapped the green button and Rick, cranky as ever, said, “It’s about time.”

Quinn didn’t miss a beat.

“Mr. Rick, Ms. Amity has at present 175 bodies at various locations to be shipped to Mr. Mike’s mountain compound to be bought and sold. Then they must be delivered to their new owners. Ms. Amity shall have your estimate for that service before this call ends.” Quinn stopped talking and waited for Rick to reply. He expected an answer.

Rick’s lower jaw dropped when Quinn said shall have it.

“Boy, you got a helluva lotta nerve demanding a price for a job that big. Who inna hell trained you?” Rick slid from cranky to crotchety in seconds.

Quinn squared his shoulders and said, “My owner expects an estimate reflecting a quantity consideration that is within ten percent of your final invoice.”

Rick started tapping his ever-present tablet, calculating costs but really buying himself time. There was no way he was going to obey one of my naked, hairless owned men on someone else’s timetable. The thing Rick didn’t realize was that he most certainly was going to do just that.

Quinn had the last sentence on his notes memorized. “If you cannot provide that information, I have two other shippers to contact.”

His face was as crimson as his hair when he delivered the number. That’s why we call him Red Rick.


Chapter 12 

Office Boys

THE NEW OFFICE boy, the one whose back was always straight and head high even on his knees, was in Mike’s office when Gage sent my design boy’s sketches. He studied the screen, downloaded the drawings and turned to his owner, waiting to be recognized. Mike was at his desk, scanning the long list of auction merchandise. He kept swiping the screen. There were that many.

He looked up, nodded and his boy summarized the plans.

“Sir, there are four designs. Ms. Amity’s boy said they are not drafts.” He waited for Mike’s finger to twirl in the air before continuing. He got a single spin.

“Sir, one is for a shipping station adjacent to the auction building, which is the second. The third and fourth are called “try-out spaces.” He scanned the printouts to make sure he’d covered them all.

Mike looked up from his laptop. “Whaddya need to get ‘em all done?”

The boy had seen them only for a few minutes but he had the answer. “Sir, her boy sent a parts list with delivery dates. The first delivery is in two days. You own the manpower to unpack and haul the materials to the locations on the map. You may not own the construction skills required to assemble them.”

Mike stared at the boy, then asked a one-word question. “And?”

The boy shuddered, horrified that he gave his owner an incomplete answer. He knew he had to tell his owner the rest fast or that giant paddle would turn his ass black and blue. Just like last time.

“Sir, Ms. Amity is sending a truckload of workers, some of her own and some from other owners. She said…” the boy stopped talking, took a big gulp and said, “that you never have enough boys to do her kind of job.”

Mike stood up, glaring at the boy’s temerity to disrespect his kept boys’ talents and depth even though he knew she was right. The boy turned and bent over, waiting for the paddle. He knew his owner didn’t deal well with bad news that it was his job to deliver.

This time, only one blow. A solid one that spanned both cheeks.

“How many is she sending? Mike asked.

The boy tried to read the printouts from his hands and knees. His backside urged him to hurry. Mr. Mike did not like being kept waiting.

“Ten,” he said. “All matched to jobs.”

“Typical Amity,” he said. “She’s always one damned step ahead of me.”

The boy thought she was actually several steps ahead but knew better than to say that. He’d be responsible for the construction and knew what would happen to him if it wasn’t done on time. His ass was literally on the line.

“What’s she want?” Mike asked.

Sensing his ass was safe for the moment, he crept around Mike and raised his head so he could see his face. Like Mr. Mike warned him last time, “I ain’t talking to no ass.”

“The shipping building has stalls for sold merchandise, stickers and ankle bands, two doors, one in for the purchases and one out to the road for the trucks. The try-out structures are more intricate. Some hold large equipment. Some are for multiples. One opens to the outdoors and connects to the pony corral that Summer Camp uses. All have wired shelves for rechargeables and other tools. They all have overhead suspension.”

He was done, so he stopped talking. That was Mr. Mike’s rule. Boys were quiet when they had nothing worth hearing.

“You left one out, boy!” Mike thundered. The boy closed his eyes; he knew what was coming. Two fierce swats later, he dared to look up. His owner wasn’t pleased and the boy dropped his head to the floor when he realized he hadn’t given him the full answer again. Pain was no excuse. He swore he wouldn’t make that mistake again, just like he promised himself last time.

Through gritted teeth, he said, “Sir, the auction building is to be built on the field Ms. Amity said you used for the Solstice contests. There are paths to the try-out rooms and to shipping. Inside there are rows of stalls for individual sales and group holding areas. Conveyor belts move stock on display. Wall hangers keep the extras in place. There are areas for tools throughout so no buyer has to wait for a device to be delivered. One wall, the one facing the mountaintop, is glass. There are a lot of smaller features and the building connects to both solar and regular power, water and geothermal heat.”

“She didn’t miss a trick, did she?” Mike shook his head.

The boy knew that wasn’t a question, so he kept his mouth shut.

“Where are they sleeping?” Mike asked.

The boy tensed. He hadn’t left that out on purpose but he knew the paddle would find his bruised cheeks if he didn’t answer quickly.

“Sir, Ms. Amity said the cages for the stock were in the outer ring of the auction building. She noted it made moving them in and out of the auction area faster and cameras will keep an eye on them. She suggested that you assign a boy to oversee them day and night. There are lists of food to order, but no utensils.” He paused, unsure if he should say the next sentence out loud. But either way, he knew what the paddle would do.

“Ms. Amity says your chef is second rate to hers but he’ll do.”

That earned him three hard swats. It was all he could do not to scream but he couldn’t control the grunts that exploded from his gut.

Mike gave two orders. Only the first one used words. “Get it done.”

The second took every ounce of strength the boy had left. Mike unzipped his black jeans and pulled out the big penis the boy knew well just like he knew where it was going.

Each time Mike thrust into him, the boy cried out how amazing it was; how huge it felt; how deep he drove it. He stamped his feet on the floor, declaring it was the best fuck he’d ever had.

That part was easy for him. It was the truth. Silently, he thanked the military training he’d endured so he could handle his owner’s regular use of his ass and other parts. Maybe someday, he hoped, his owner would let him show how good his own penis was, instead of that other boy, the one with the cock he kept lauding as the biggest he’d ever had.

He'd prove what he could do for Mr. Mike. No matter how long it took.

-=o=-

A week later, he sent the boy to the fields to survey the land and make sure the heavy construction was on time. After running back to his workstation, he had one task, to set up a timeline with every job on a spreadsheet. He needed at least two days to finish the job. His owner gave him one.

Mike sent for the second office boy, the one with decorating experience. The auction would draw most of his brothers and at least a busload of women Amity invited. They were told this was going to be an expensive event with a lot of money changing hands. Taking care of his brothers was easy; he simply passed around his kept boys. His brothers didn’t care about the colors or amenities in their cabins.

But the women did. They’d complain if their cottages lacked the conveniences they expected; women like them don't ask. They demand.

Mike thought the second office boy was looking a little better. There were muscles forming where there’d been none when Amity gifted him. There was no hope for his face but none of his brothers grumbled about that when they saw what the enormous cock could do and how long it could do it. Satisfying his brothers was easy. The women were a constant challenge.

“Boy, I’ve got dozens of women coming here in two months. You’re gonna make every cottage suit ‘em. I don’t wanna hear one complaint. You understand?” Mike tapped his boot on the floor, waiting for the boy to say yes so he could get back to his other work. Keeping almost two dozen boys busy clearing fields and passing them out to his brothers took planning. And that took time.

The boy hesitated. Mike’s fuse was short.

“What’s the matter, boy? Don’t you understand?” Mike was close to shouting. The boy was close to peeing down his legs.

He finally said, “Sir, please may I see the plans? And the budget?”

Even though what the boy said made sense, Mike was irritated that the first boy already copied that to this boy’s workstation but he hadn’t bothered to look at it yet.

“Stupid boy,” Mike spat. He knew what he was dealing with. Only an approving nod made the boy hard. He wasn’t getting one, not this time. The paddle left crimson welts on the boy’s cheeks. He wouldn’t sit on it for days. His cries filled the room.

He needs to learn to keep quiet like the other one, Mike thought.

“It’s on your computer,” Mike said. He turned his back, dismissing the boy. He scrolled through the documents and sketches until Mike warned him, “You darned well better do it right.”

He didn’t need to say or else. The boy’s welted asscheeks were enough of a reminder.

While his two new office boys started on what would be weeks of work, Mike recalled what Amity told him when he drove off with his two gifts.

Mike had to take full ownership.

“They need names,” she said.


Chapter 13 

Names

A WEEK LATER, Mike’s office boys hadn’t had more than a few hours’ sleep any night. Their days went from one task to another and didn’t end until they’d submitted their reports to Mike. He had an office boy upload them to Amity’s server where he was sure that good-looking boy of hers was telling her what had and hadn’t been done.

As much as Mike hated having one of her caged exclusives reviewing his boys’ work, he did his best to suck it up for two reasons. Her boy. He remembered having him on his mountain for weeks setting up Summer Camp and again to oversee the construction for Solstice. Even though he couldn’t touch him, Mike liked looking at him, especially when Amity unclogged his ass with a turkey baster.

Mike had a second reason. Just two words. Amity’s whip.

Mike couldn’t explain the way he felt about her whip and gave up trying. He owned his mountain and his boys. He ruled them as much with his presence as with his paddle. They got on their knees to him. He was Big Mike. But he couldn’t shake that burning, the need that crept up in him for so long. It was worst at night when it taunted him.

He’d never gotten on his knees for anyone. But he did for her. Twice.

His hunger for her whip made no sense, but it wouldn’t go away. He thought about it at the oddest times. He’d fall asleep thinking about how it felt and wake up rubbing his backside, looking for the welts she drew on his ass in his dreams.

Mike wasn’t just hungry for it; he was starving. He could taste her single-tail whip, the one with the red handle, and if giving her boy the final say on the plans, well, it was the price he’d have to pay. She never traveled without that whip. Or that boy.

Gage’s daily reports noted that Mike’s boys were doing a better-than-decent job. Gage had few criticisms, most of which focused on timing but two days after he told them how to fix those issues, the build was back on schedule. The soldier boy took orders well. The other boy wasn’t important but Gage reminded him about purple in every reply.

Two weeks into the project, I asked Gage a question when he was massaging my toes on the terrace. “What are their names?”

His ten magic fingers stopped when he looked up at me. “Ms. Amity, I don’t think Mr. Mike has named them yet.”

That wouldn’t do. Mike had two keepers and he needed to call them something other than ‘boy’ so they didn’t mix up who he was talking to. I don’t name mine until I’m sure I’m keeping them but Mike had made that decision already. His video calls confirmed it.

“Get Mike on video,” I said. I didn’t move while Gage attended to my feet. First things first.

I opened the conversation an hour later with the same question I asked Gage. “What are their names?”

Mike shrugged his shoulders.

“You have to name them to really own them,” I said.

It was a short call. It ended with Mike saying, “Yes, Ms. Amity.” I told Jenna to have It, the gelding I keep in the attic, get my whip ready for some practice. I’d choose the bodies to use when I had time.

Mike called the next morning. He waited on hold while Gage finished tending to my toes.

“I got ‘em named,” he said. “They’re good ones. They fit.” 

If he thought I was going to ask, he was wrong. I don’t ask men for information; they supply it. Mike broke the silence when he figured that out. “Brick. That’s the boy with the never-ending hard-on. Troy is the soldier boy.”

Gage, serving as my ottoman during the call, bobbed his ass when he heard the second name. Had Troy seen Gage’s approving ass-bob, he’d have gotten hard instantly and begged for something to put it in.

The auction was a month away. I had more to do than days to do it. That meant I’d have to outsource a few particulars.

My friends were in for some work but they’d all have fun doing it. After all, shopping is my network's national pastime.

-=o=-

It took only three calls to give four women the chance to put their own marks on the Only the Best auction. The jobs I gave them fit their specialties. The Training Farm Mistress was in charge of the stock, from arrival to housing to feeding and bathrooming. It was similar to how she handled the herds she trained each season, turning those men into the animals their spouses and partners wanted. Olivia and Caroline were display experts, so they were the leads for showings, from pre-sales to final bidding. Brielle was amenable to handling the try-out rooms where buyers could put what they were considering through their paces to make sure they were worth the price.

That left Danica, one of the up-and-coming women in our network. She’d progressed nicely so I didn’t mince on her assignment. Her first boy, Jonah, had significant tech talents, so she was in charge of the sales and cash or bitcoin transfers. There are no checks at auctions.

There was one big chore I kept for myself. Merchandise. The best quality merchandise. I wanted more. A lot more.

It was time to put Nashville Ned’s claim that he dealt only in first-quality stock to the test. When Ned smells a sale, his Tennessee accent gushes out of his mouth. I could imagine how he’d sound when I told him how much of his first-quality merchandise I wanted.

Gage set up the call. Ned greeted me in his usual way.

“Damn, Amity! I hear tell there’s gonna be a blast at Mike’s. You’re not keeping it a goldarn secret from me, are ya?”

I was about to make Ned’s day. “I’ve got an opportunity for you. How much of your first-quality merchandise can you get to the mountain in 30 days?”

Ned literally licked his lips. “How many do ya want?”

I rested my feet on Gage and said, “At least 30. It’d be better if you could get 40 but I bet you can’t get that many.”

I leaned back in my chair while Ned spouted his assurance that he could get even more than that. I expected it and Ned lived up to my expectations.

“I’ll getcha 50,” he said.

“Hold on,” I cautioned him. “This isn’t just any auction. It’s restricted to elite buyers who want top-notch merchandise. I don’t want any new ones, riffraff, misfits, rejects or fillers. They have to be first quality that’s worth the minimums I’m setting.”

Ned swiped his tablet a few times and said, “I’ve got almost two dozen right now. What skills are you gals looking for?”

From the corner, my dog bristled at the ‘you gals’ comment. Aussie doesn't tolerate that kind of talk. Even worse, Ned made an invalid assumption. That’s typical of men who assume what I mean.

“You’re wrong. Listen carefully. The buyers are in my network and Mike’s brothers. You want to rethink what you’re looking at on that tablet?”

Nedstared at the camera in surprise when he recognized the opportunity. He’d been wanting to grow that part of his business — Old Leather; heck, the whole gay market. I just gave him the best chance he’d ever get to expand.

“Tell ya what, Amity. I’ll getcha bodies that’ll thrill your buyers. I spose you don’t want both kinds of ‘em, just ones with penises.”

Aussie snarled his displeasure again. I’m used to ignoring Ned's way of thinking. And talking.

“When you get your list, send my personal girl their specialties so I can make sure they’re truly first-quality. If they fit what’s on the buyers’ lists, I’ll take them. I’ll send you your percentages for the sales. It’s a sliding scale. Biggest takes are on the highest-priced ones.” My finger hovered over the red button to end the call but Ned had one more thing to say.

“I appreciate the opportunity, Amity. I might just throw in one for you as thanks. Tell me whatcha want the most and I’ll get it for you.” Ned’s toothy grin filled my screen.

There was actually one thing I wanted, something my male clients had been asking for in their post-rental videos. Those five-minute clips are often confessions of their deepest desires. They admit things to me they’ve dreamt about but can’t even tell themselves. One after another disclosed what they wanted that encouraged me to price out a particular combination of talents.

I wasn’t sure if even Ned could get one of those.


Gathering


Chapter 14 

Arrival

THE WEEK BEFORE the auction was a whirlwind. Jenna spent hours with It packing for me, including the less-than-glamorous boots I bought for Solstice because mountains and stiletto heels aren’t compatible. When I walked into my suite to see how they were doing, It was ironing my socks, the ones It ordered when the boots arrived because there were no socks anywhere in the main house.

Tyler worked day and night to arrange security for the trip. He sorted his plans into four phases: travel, before the auction, during the auction and return. Each section had a checklist that he went over step by step. It kept him busy enough to stop trying to rub his new brand. His itchy new brand.

He had to bring one question to me. No one else could answer it.

“Ms. Amity, who are you taking with you?”

That’s always a dilemma. If I take all my exclusives, my pet dog and Jenna, it leaves the stable manager in charge. Quinn was good but relatively new and would have a newish house manager to supervise. If I left some of my exclusives behind, I’d run the risk of not having exceptional nights. Each of my boys satisfies me differently and I couldn’t predict which I’d want on a given night.

Tyler knew two things. I was taking at least some of them. And him. After his last experience on Mike’s mountain when I gave him to Big Al and then threw him into the mix of leather-clad bikers for a goodbye orgy they’d never forget, Tyler had to have mixed emotions about revisiting that mountain, especially after the instructions I gave him with the purple gel. Of course, how he felt didn’t change anything I’d do. Besides, if I didn’t take him, I’d hear about it from My Cop and he’d subject Tyler to another week of retraining.

Then there were the literally hundreds of for-sale men I could pick from. I could buy one and use him if I found the right talents for my nights. I nixed that because it’d never get past My Cop and his distrust of what he calls unknowns.

But Tyler needed an answer. Who I took impacted his security plans for the trip and for Amityworld while I was gone.

“Gage, Zayn and…” I hesitated for effect before adding, “Quinn.”

Tyler looked shocked but managed to say, “And me.”

It was time to have a little fun with him so I said, “I won’t need security. There’ll be dozens of Old Leather Masters there. And Big Mike. They’d never let anything happen to me.”

Tyler wasn’t merely shocked; he was close to stupefied but kept himself on the edge of throttled calm. “Ms. Amity, you can’t go without me.”

I knew that but made him stew for a while. “Gage is fully capable of protecting me. Quinn’s a darned Marine. What else do I need?”

Tyler was vacillating between yelling at me and keeping himself in check. If he lost that battle, he knew what was in store for him. It wasn’t just facing My Cop for a week of brutal work. It was being dropped off on a rural highway with enough cash for a bus ticket somewhere if he walked a few miles to the nearest town. Neither outcome appealed to him. I wanted to see if he’d do his job or if branding him was a mistake.

“Ms. Amity, I am overruling your list. You will take me.” Tyler’s head was high and his chest out, exactly how I wanted him to look the first time he stood up to me. The thing was, he wasn’t defying me at all. He was the first I put on my travel list.

“Come here,” I said. Tyler stood in front of my chair. I flicked two fingers and he spread his legs. I reached between them and traced the big A that he’ll wear forever.

“Did you really think I wasn’t taking my head of security? My branded head of security?” I shook my head and smirked.

“You did that on purpose!” he sputtered.

Like I always say, men who assume what I’m going to do are always wrong.

Once that was settled, I had Jenna contact my client with the dates I’d need his plane. He’d just finished his third rental session and had to attend to business at home. The first thing he said when the call connected was, “Please, please, Ms. Amity, can I come back?”

No, he wasn’t coming back to Amityworld. He was going to Mike’s mountain. Instead of taking Jenna, my boys could tend to her messy jobs, like hauling my luggage and handling the anal injectors for merchandise I was interested in. The client was going to be given to Mike and his brothers again, this time to showcase the new skills he learned at Reckoning.

A quick conference call told me the Farm Mistress was bringing a pair of bulls and a houseboy; Brielle had a new full-timer on his first onsite event; Olivia and Caroline were bringing a pair of men who were schooled in hair and makeup as well as late-night satisfaction. That left Danica who rarely traveled without Jonah but was bringing a surprise.

She said she was bringing a new personal boy after I told her I she deserved one. Then she showed me a short video of the sale. She didn’t buy him only for his penis size but it was pretty impressive. She mentioned that making Jonah listen to her nights turned him into such a frenzied mess, that in the morning he did more work than he’d ever done before, hoping to feel her whip the next day. Danica was definitely gaining experience.

After that call, I had the early arrivals set. I was about to tell Tyler to relay that to Mike’s office boys, the newly-named Troy and Brick, but an incoming call changed that. In minutes.

It wasn’t from My Cop. But it was about him.

-=o=-

He told me a long time ago that if anything unexpected ever happened, I would hear from someone who would ask me to respond to a code word with one he had me memorize. I filed that in a locked part of my brain but when Jenna said there was a call for me and the caller had given her that word to make sure I picked up.

Everything stopped. I cleared out my office and pressed the button.

The voice repeated the word. I took a deep breath and said mine. An unemotional, professional and very military voice said, “You are the designated point of contact. There has been an incident. There are reports of survivors. We cannot confirm identities at this point. When that information is available, we will return this call.”

I didn’t have to end the call. The voice did.

All I could do was try to breathe. I didn’t cry. I didn’t have the energy for that or anything else. My brain stopped working; I couldn’t remember what I was doing or what was left to do. It was as if the world stopped.

Mine certainly did.

I don’t know how long I sat in that soundless room. It could have been minutes or hours. At one point, I thought about standing up and dismissed that idea. I had nowhere to go, nothing to do except wait for the next call. The voice said there were survivors. I clung to that because I had nothing else.

Sometime later, Zayn appeared. I didn’t see him come in but he was definitely there. He knelt, took my hands and laid his forehead on mine. He was trying to absorb my stress but I didn’t want him to. Not then. Not yet. Not until that next call.

He opened the silver box on my desk that holds My Cop’s cage, the gold one I keep when he’s on a mission. The one he begs me to lock on him when he returns. That’s how it always works. Not this time. Maybe not ever…

“No, Ms. Amity, don’t think that!” Zayn said in that Marine voice I hadn’t heard since I bought him. “Hold it in your hands. Feel your connection to him.”

I suppose the stable, the house girls and my exclusives had dinner, did their fitness work, followed their piss-and-shit schedule and were put to bed but I didn’t see any of it. I sat in my suite where I’d nursed him back to health for weeks after he was viciously beaten on a mission that went very badly. I remember what he managed to say when he returned and I saw the damage they’d done to him.

The only thing that got me through it, the only thing I had to hold onto, was what was in my gut. ‘Ms. Amity owns me, Ms. Amity owns me …’ I had to get back here. To you. It’s where I want to be … where I have to be … if I couldn’t get back to you, I didn’t want to be anywhere … I didn’t want to live anymore.

When the sun rose over the tree line at the edge of the big field, I was still sitting in that chair. The silence was interrupted by Gage asking to be admitted. He was concerned I wasn’t on the terrace, sipping my latte while he massaged my toes. He took a few steps in and stopped when he saw me cradling the gold cage. I could only manage three words.

“I don’t know.”

Gage knelt at my side. He didn’t want anything from me and I needed nothing from him. We stayed that way in silence even when Juke and Aussie joined us. Zayn was the last to arrive; he’d been gathering the others.

I stared at the bed, the one where My Cop wakes up next to me every morning. He’s the only man who ever will.

It was the longest night I’ve ever spent in total silence.


Chapter 15 

Persistence

I WASN’T THE first to arrive the week before the auction. The Training Farm Mistress, Brielle and Danica were already there, unpacked and meeting over lunch outside Mike’s office. Caroline and Olivia were due in an hour. The weather was beautiful, warm and sunny. All I felt was a dark hole inside me. Except for Tyler, my boys went to my cottage and settled my things in but they couldn’t do that for me. I didn’t feel or want to feel settled.

My friends expected a group hug. Instead, I sat in an empty chair and one of Mike’s boys fetched coffee for me. It was apparently time for dessert. Blueberry pie and something chocolate filled the table.

My friends stared at me. No one said a word.

Until the Farm Mistress, who helped pull me out of my funk when was Madison was murdered, couldn’t take it any longer.

“What the hell, Amity? What’s wrong?” She reached for my hands but I pulled them away. Tyler said it all for me in two words.

“He’s missing.”

Brielle’s hands covered her mouth. Danica put her head in her hands. Not the Farm Mistress. She blurted out, “What happened?”

I tried to tell her but Tyler did it for me. “Ms. Amity does not know. She is waiting for a call.”

My friends said nothing because there was nothing to say.

The day wore on and we checked tasks off on our to-do list. Brick inventoried the incoming merchandise, got them to their cots and locked their ankles to the steel legs. Troy had Danica’s tech boy install software in the women’s cottages and men’s cabins. Mike was doing a final walk through the try-out rooms while Red Rick’s boys were making sure the shipping area’s supplies — ass stickers and ankle bands — were ready to label the sold stock.

Motorcycles roared up to the garage and one after another, leather-clad bikers dismounted. Many walked toward me to say hello. Tyler shooed them away.

At dinner, Big Mike made an opening announcement.

“Ms. Amity’s boy, the one she calls her Cop, is missing. In action.”

The room grew silent. Karly, sitting next to me, grabbed my hand. She met My Cop; I sent him to find her when I arrived for Solstice when he escorted her to the very room we were sitting in now. She chatted with him because she felt my connection to him and sensed he was safe. With her newly discovered ability to intuit other people, she felt what was going on inside me at dinner.

Not sadness, not fear. It fluctuated between dread and emptiness. Zayn didn’t try to absorb it. Those were the only emotions I could feel. He knew I needed something so he left it there. Besides, my exclusives were immersed in that fear as well.

Zayn suggested I cancel client appointments in Amityworld for the week I would be on Mike’s mountain. I did and that made it much easier on the new house manager. It also eliminated at least some of problems I’d have to deal with when I got back.

Everything I cared about, my inner voice and all of Amityworld, felt like they were on mute.

The next morning after a sleepless night, Gage reported that everything was ready for the auction. The accommodations were suitable, limo and bus arrivals coordinated, the auction building and try-out rooms were stocked, and the payment systems were secure.

I didn’t care. Everything would be fine. Even it something wasn’t, someone would fix it.

The morning before the buyers arrived, my friends gathered in my cottage’s foyer for what I thought was a group ride to breakfast. Quinn made passable coffee. Tyler told the chef to deliver something to eat but he better send blueberry muffins. That was all sitting on the table. It could stay there. I wasn’t hungry.

The Farm Mistress was having none of it.

“Damn, Amity! You planned a huge auction. You invited everyone. You stocked the merchandise. You organized every damned thing. And you’re not participating. You don’t even have your shopping list ready.” She held my hands while she told me what I already knew.

Brielle hugged me, whispering that she understood what I was going through. She didn’t, but I didn’t correct her. Danica said that her tech boy tried to get some updated information but he didn’t know My Cop’s real name or what government or private agencies he was connected to so he came up with nothing. That oddly made me feel a little better. At least that part of him was safe.

“We’re taking you to breakfast and then on a tour of every damned building,” the Farm Mistress said with an edge in her voice that left no room to argue so I didn’t, not even when Tyler threw a small fit when he learned who was driving me down the mountain.

There were only two seats on Mike’s Harley. Tyler ran behind us the whole way. I saw his head high and chest out in the rearview mirror. He was starting to look more beautiful when he ran.

The day wore on as we traipsed from building to building, checked the layouts, drove past the new cottages and the expanded facility for Mike’s kept boys. He had a long shopping list after he cleared out the riffraff he got from Rick to use at Solstice. So did most of the buyers. With prices so high, they were double-checking what they really wanted so they wouldn’t miss out on something they needed or just felt like having.

I had a list somewhere. I remembered making one after studying the stable’s spreadsheet. I color-coded it so I knew which boys had the most requested skills so I’d buy what was needed to fill where they were lacking. I sent that list to Nashville Ned. He’d make sure he filled slots with what was on it but after that phone call, I forgot about it. Ned didn’t. Gage showed me a note Ned sent to Jenna.

“Tell your owner I have a candidate for her freebie. He’s first-quality.”

I smiled for the first time in more than a week even though I doubted he could find one that fit my list, let alone one that was first quality.

Everything for the auction was fine. Day turned into night and after dinner when I had to endure hugs from Mike’s brothers who told me they understood, I had Tyler drive me to my cottage.

There was a message light blinking on the big screen above the fireplace. I clicked the button and heard one word. Zayn ran in when he heard or felt me say, “Oh, damn!” I didn’t say it out loud.

I clicked the redial icon and when that emotionless voice repeated the word, I said mine. Crackling noises filled the speakers and a distant voice said, “You own me.”

The call ended seconds after that. I sat on the closest purple chair, cradling his gold cage in my hands. And cried.


Chapter 16 

Electric Morning

MY BOYS MADE sure no one woke me too early the next morning. It was the first time I’d slept more than two hours at a time in two weeks. Quinn stood guard outside, demanding the bikers idle past my cottage. Gage blocked the front door so well-wishers couldn’t invade my space. When I finally woke up, Zayn told me my bath was ready. He didn’t ask if I wanted one.

Gage outdid himself with his ten magic fingers on my toes and the rest of me in the swirling water. After he dressed me in my auction day leathers, two of Mike’s boys, both estheticians, dealt with my hair and makeup. No one said a word the whole time.

Tyler drove me to breakfast where a sea of black denim clad male flesh was gathering to eat. Other than Karly, I was the only woman there.

Mike said, “The gals are finishing their shopping lists. My boys delivered their meals. I wanted Amity here. She’s got something to tell you.”

Ordinarily, I keep everything about My Cop to myself but the 30-ish men in black from their boots to their hats were Big Mike’s brothers, so they were mine, too, through trickle-down friendship. I didn’t have any biological brothers, but Mike certainly qualified as one. So do Red Rick and Nashville Ned, despite our testy histories. They were eager to hear what I had to say.

Tyler was on my left. No one was on my right. That’s My Cop’s place and not one of my exclusives would stand in that spot. Not then. Not ever.

“His voice. I heard it on a call last night.” That was it. I didn’t know more than that so there was nothing to add. Until 30 men swarmed me with hugs. Big Mike stood off to the side, laughing out loud.

“It’s a great day for an auction!” he bellowed.

Karly hugged me all the way back to my seat. When I looked across the room, the huge buffet was nearly empty and there was a plate of blueberry muffins next to a latte on the table at my chair.

Mike was right. It was a beautiful day for the Only the Best auction. I had a long list of what I wanted to buy before the best ones were gone.

-=o=-

Pre-sales mornings are always tumultuous. Buyers rush from one bin to another, pausing only if something catches their eye. There’s no bidding in pre-sales, you pay the asking price. Sellers hold some back, usually the best ones, until bidding starts the next day. Smart sellers show their highest-priced ones in preview holding areas. You can look but you can’t buy them till tomorrow.

Tyler held my tablet so I could check boxes for those I’d out-and-out buy or send to a try-out room. This was our first auction with its own app, one of Jonah’s creations. Quinn figured it out in minutes. He matched my list to displays and the app built a virtual path I could follow in the huge auction building.

Gloves and lube were everywhere. Shelves filled with smaller tools like short whips and rechargeable prods dotted the walls. Women were scurrying from stall to stall, tapping their tablets and ordering Mike’s boys to fetch one device or another, depending on what they wanted to see a boy do.

The female corral was small like it always is at auctions but there were more this time than previous events. I made sure of that when I heard at least ten buyers were looking for first-rate personal girls. The men? Not one had females on their lists.

Brielle saw me, ran over for a hug and whispered, “I’m so happy for you!”

I changed the subject as quickly as I could. “What’s first on your list?” After all, I recruited what was on sale so I knew where the best ones were.

She didn’t bother to look at her tablet. “I want one of those,” she said, pointing at Quinn. “I’m filling my on-site stable. Grandmother would have loved that.”

Brielle built her Maison based on her Grandmother’s diaries. I had to agree that she would be proud of how Brielle was carrying on and growing her legacy. She needed a stable manager and I knew where two were. And their asking prices.

“Show me your range,” I said. When I saw her tablet, I tapped checks next to those numbers. “Either one will do. It depends on how many testicles you want them to have.”

Brielle looked at me first with bewilderment that  morphed into a laugh. “Leave it to you to count balls!” she said and followed the arrows on her screen to that category. Jonah’s app was a big help in the massive, crowded building.

I stopped at the lineup of boys who could dress up as what a client wanted and act the part convincingly. I had plenty but none that could fill my need for what my clients asked for recently. The usual is for boys to dress up as women — sluts, nurses, teachers and the like. The current crop of applications wanted something different. They wanted animals. Specific ones.

I was thinking about building a zoo and I knew exactly where the right ones would be — in the role players’ section. It’s a good thing that boys like that come in all shapes and sizes to meet what buyers need for rental demands. There are no skinny pigs or walruses, just like there are no short giraffes.

It was an opportunity to test Quinn’s ability to do what I call stepping back and squinting, where I imagine what a boy would look like when he was outfitted in fur or with a tail. I put the challenge literally in front of him.

“Pick out a bear,” I said.

Tyler snorted. He knew a test when he heard one. The competition among my boys can be fierce. Tyler was searching the lineup of possibilities trying to out-guess Quinn when Quinn raised his arm and pointed. Tyler followed his finger. Then he muttered, “Damn.” Apparently, Quinn beat Tyler to the best bear, a boy in the back bolted to the wall.

“Let’s take a look,” I said.

Tyler stayed on my left when I walked toward him. Quinn was about to stand on my other side when Tyler put his shoulder into Quinn’s belly and with a loud oof, Quinn hit the floor.

“That spot is taken,” Tyler said. Quinn got to his feet silently and stood to Tyler’s left, albeit one step in front of him. Like I said, all of my boys are competitive except My Cop. He doesn’t have to be. He’s already won.

I shook my head, trying to make that thought go away. It wasn’t working, so I had Quinn explain his reasoning about the bear, all of which was solid. Tyler checked the box to put that boy on my bid list. That took care of one zoo animal. I had a long list of more. Pigs are popular with clients; there’s something enticing about making them wallow in mud. Others dream of big-game hunting, so lions and tigers would give me a safari to offer. Rounding out my choices was a kangaroo, a wolf and one or two foxes for hunters who rented ponies to chase their quarry. That would be lucrative, needing at least two hunters, a pair of ponies and a fox. Not to mention what they were actually hunting for.

It took an hour to find them all and my bid basket was bulging. Tyler and Quinn didn’t walk past a single bin without checking for potential animal qualities.

Next on my list was dual-purpose boys. My businesses’ growth, especially what I’d need for my new offering where I planned to rent to certain women, called for skilled workers who could be rented often. A CPA and a marketing boy were at the top. They weren’t items Quinn or Tyler could pick out because they needed rentable talents as well. Single-use boys still have to be fed and housed so they’re a financial loss unless they can earn at least what it costs to keep them.

I headed for the business skills cluster. Dozens of men were attached to crosses bolted on the wall. I won’t buy anything with a damaged ass, so I had Troy make sure the crosses could bend in half so buyers could get a closer look. Gage said it was a tricky design but it worked. That’s all I cared about.

I walked down the line of business types, saw the two specialties I wanted and checked their groins. Reactive penises are easier to train, especially after they’re caged. When they’re milked three times a week, they believe each time will be the one I let them ejaculate. They’re wrong, but they still hope. The night they discover what machine-forced ejaculation feels like, you’d think they’d stop hoping. They never do. It’s amusing to watch.

My search went quickly. There were three CPAs, but only two had ass boy potential. Those are cheap to buy but the ones I own, the 60s, have to do more than that. Singers and dancers raise the price. If a boy makes an appealing cross-dresser, the hourly rate goes up. They’re in demand so I wanted at least a pair. I insisted that sellers send only their choice line so that’s what was bent over in front of me.

They’d go for decent prices so I wanted to see the inside first. Quinn fetched two injectors and a pair of 12-inch dildos. He was learning how to inject lube so this was a good time to see what he could do.

I pointed at both asses. He did them at the same time, one injector per hand. Tyler was envious but lubing asses isn’t in his purview. Later that night, I’d have Quinn practice on him to remind Tyler what his job is. And what it isn’t.

Quinn pumped both asses with the long dildos in a moderate tempo. At first, there was little reaction but after he changed the angle and randomized the pattern, I saw results.

Their squeals told me they were singers. But could they dance? There was one way to find out. All I needed was a drill sergeant and I had one ramming dildos in their backsides with both hands.

“Tell them to dance,” I said. Quinn grinned at the chance to speak out loud but giving orders put him over the top. Not just issuing orders. He’d get to talk and poke at the same time. He changed directions, driving the plugs uphill. The boys had no choice but to raise and lower themselves on their toes when he barked out that order. Five strokes later, four feet were stamping the ground. A few more and they were fighting against the cuffs locking their wrists to the metal crosses.

“You like it!” he barked. It wasn’t a question. I heard their loud responses and had Tyler add them to my bid list. Quinn looked disappointed when I said it was time to look at the next group. I think he could have done that all day.

I spent two hours comparing the merchandise against my needs. My last stop before I headed toward previews, the ones that weren’t for sale until bidding tomorrow, was near the back with a familiar face greeting buyers.

“Heya, Amity!” Nashville Ned’s twang rang out. “I got a bunch for you that match yer list. They’re all first quality.”


Chapter 17 

First Quality

ONE THING WE can count on is that Nashville Ned will have in stock or hunt down what you want to buy. After My Cop’s mission that went horribly wrong, I needed a physical therapist to work with him. Ned had one in less than 24 hours and Red Rick delivered him the same day. I hoped what Ned brought to the auction was at least that level of quality.

If anything he had for sale matched my list, he was in for a big day.

“If’n you want a private showing, I can get that set up for ya. Just lemme know what you want a closer look at,” he drawled loud enough for other buyers to hear. That drew a crowd to his booth. My friends were curious what Ned brought specially for me. Mike’s brothers formed a ring behind me and Ned had the audience he’d longed for. Men with money to spend.

“Start at the top of my list,” I said.

Ned didn’t have them attached to the wall. He used a more basic method. His stock was chained wrist to ankle so they were all squatting, including a few females he brought, most likely to fill a the empty spaces in the truck. When you ship that many, Rick told him, you pay for the whole truck.

“First one on your list is a pair of boys with decent sized cocks who are strong enough to ‘rassle and had to shine under bright lights when I oiled ‘em. Look at these two,” Ned said, yanking two big ones to the front. He unlocked their wrists and they landed on their backsides.

“Spread ‘em!” he said. The boys’ ankles flew apart so I could get a good look.

The penises were sufficient. The upper body and leg muscles were decent. Ned doused them with a pitcher of oil and had one of Mike’s boys turn spotlights on them.

“Winner gets to keep his balls,” Ned said. He didn’t tell them what made a winner, but the boys launched themselves at each other and floor combat began. It was noisy, filled with grunts as they slid around, trying desperately to take down the other and save their own testicles. They floundered and lurched on slippery skin. What I saw was aggressive, determined male flesh glistening under the lights.

I stepped back and squinted, imagining my client’s face on one of the boys, the same client who begged to be allowed to return. He was currently rushing around the auction building as just another of Mike’s kept boys, fetching what buyers demanded. Turning him into a shimmering wrestler was a delightful, profitable image. It also reminded me to check in with Mike to see how the client was doing and which of his brothers had used him. Mostly I wanted to know what they said about his new skills.

That could wait. I was shopping.

“I’ll take them if they check out,” I said.

I paused for a moment when I remembered who always has the final word on background checks. My Cop. I rarely buy anything he hadn’t approved first. And I didn’t know if he’d ever…

Ned interrupted my daydream — my nightmare — when he tapped his tablet to send their summaries and Tyler said he had them. All I could manage was a nod at Ned and one word. “Next?”

Ned licked his lips. “You ordered an assortment of talent for whatcha called racers. Y’know, boys that can run fast, jump over things… track and field stuff. Got no idea whatcha gonna do with ‘em, but I rounded up a few good ones. Take a look and if you wanna see ‘em in action, I got video or we can take ‘em outside.”

Behind me, Mike’s brothers were drooling. At the price I anticipated, they better be in first-class shape. I told Ned I didn’t want long distance runners; they had to be sprinters. And he was darned sure right I wanted to see them in action before I spent a dime.

“He’ll take a closer look,” I said, pushing Quinn forward and giving him his orders. “Tell me what you see and feel.”

Tyler was perfecting his jealous face when Quinn mingled among the runners. He grabbed arms, flexed legs and ran his substantial hands down their chests, ending at their groins. To a cock, they all erected when he manipulated them. The audience crowded in for a better look.

Quinn grabbed a penis and dragged it closer to me but kept him outside the personal perimeter Tyler enforces. “Ms. Amity, I think this one will fit.”

I wasn’t sure if he was talking about the cock and what it would fit into or the rest of the boy who’d be part of a quasi-Olympics I was toying with offering to teams of renters.

Quinn said, “I want to see him run. And jump.”

That was an astute evaluation. I told Ned to put the runners Quinn chose in a try-out room with access to the corral. I’d deal with them later. Mike’s brothers were all over the ones I rejected. They checked penises first, then the rest of their parts. Ned had to move them to the side so he could show me what else was on  my shopping list.

“Those fit your list,” Ned said. “Let’s take a look at your last one. That was an inspired choice. Took me a couple of days to find one but here ya go!”

He reached into the mass of stock for sale and dragged a hefty body to the front. I estimated he was about 6’4” of solid muscle and looked good but that’s hardly enough for the price I predicted he’d charge. The boy had to do what I wanted impeccably well. What I had in mind was going to be a real draw in my new venture for women clients if the boy performed as I explained to Ned in detail. There are women who’ve hidden their fantasies for so long, they’ll leap at the chance to live it in real life in the safety of my rental cabins. They’d never quibble about price.

It was actually simple and not even that kinky.

When she saw what I was looking at, the Training Farm Mistress joined me. “That’d be a decent contestant for the bull Control built for me,” she said. “I want a better look at him.”

She felt every part of him. Hard. Inner thighs, chest, calves and she didn’t neglect his asscheeks. When she finished, she said, “Not an ounce of fat.”

I had Quinn do a body check. He reported the same result.

“What will you use him for?” she asked. I knew if I didn’t buy him in pre-sales, she would.

“A new idea,” I said. “A weekend of debauchery. An orgy.”

“Sounds expensive. Is one enough?”

“If he meets the specs I sent Ned,” I said. “I was clear about the penis.”

If Ned thought I was going to pay for him without seeing what it could do, he was wrong.

“I got video,” Ned interrupted. “But if’n you wanna see it in action, you can keep him for a few hours and I won’t even ask y’all for a security deposit.”

I certainly did want him for a few hours in a try-out room but I needed things for that penis to go into, one after another. Several women, one man to serve them all. Nonstop for a weekend. That was my definition of an orgy for that level of women.

I weed out purchases by the ones who don’t react to me because highly-sexed men are easier to train. With what this one was going to cost, it better get hard when I showed some interest in it.

“Move away,” I said. Ned took a few steps back and Tyler moved closer to me. If I was going to touch an unknown, he was going to be within striking distance. It’s what My Cop trained him to do. Tyler can take out almost anyone six ways with just his hands. The boy I was looking at might make him use his legs, too.

Several male buyers closed in to see the show. They wanted a firsthand look at a boy that size with a cock that big get tested. If I’d have asked for an orifice for his cock to use right then, I’d have had a line of volunteers, all wearing black leather.

I felt it. Quinn knew it, too. He barked, “TEN-HUT!” in the boy’s ear.

Every part of him snapped to attention. The crowd oohed as men in leather fought their way to the front. They all wanted a piece of the hard-as-a-rock penis that was in my hand.

He spent hours in a try-out room, poked whatever I sent in and each reported the same thing when they were done. Big Al was the loudest. “Best fuck this month!”

I bought him on the spot.

-=o=-

I’d done a lot of shopping so I wanted to see what my friends were up to; after all, they knew how much things would cost. My friends are serious shoppers but this Only the Best auction brought out the best and the worst in them. As I walked through the crowd, I couldn’t help but check out the merchandise that wasn’t on my list. All of it.

I started in the back and walked toward the front where Troy, looking stressed, was handling payments. Every now and then, Big Mike stomped toward him and whispered in his ear. I knew what he said each time. “I own you.” Troy got hard, then calmed down after Mike grabbed the big paddle leaning against the wall and gave him a couple of swats. He handled the next transactions from his knees. Sitting was out of the question.

Danica was looking at the group called the runners. She wasn’t shopping for fast ones. She wanted ponies, men with strong legs and backs that could hold saddles and riders. Two captured her attention so I wandered over to see if I could help. That’s when I noticed which two she was eyeing.

“That’s well-trained stock,” I said.

“Oh, I’m glad you’re here! I’m thinking about this pair. Their legs are really solid. You think they can handle riders?” Danica said as she ran her hands across their shoulders and backs.

I knew where those two came from but Danica didn’t realize the implications. That’s the advantage of organizing an auction like this. I knew more about the merchandise than their summaries could ever tell.

I was careful to lower my voice. “Got them from that quiet place in Southeast Asia. They’re broken and can do heck of a lot more than you think.”

Danica perked up. That mysterious household was where I sent that bastard I blamed for my best friend’s too-early death, right after I had him castrated. My closest friends knew about the transaction. A few heard allusions to it through the gossip line.

“Oh, my goodness,” she said. “Obedient and used to the whip.”

I nodded. She sent Jonah to pay for them and one of Mike’s boys took them to shipping. A few heads turned our way when they saw such a quick sale.

A small group of intrigued buyers followed me to my next stop. It wasn’t a secret that I organized what was for sale so it was likely I had inside information. When you’re spending that much, you want to know everything.

A pair of Mike’s brothers who shared a modest compound deep in the South tried to tap my arm to get my attention. They didn’t get close. Tyler was bigger and better built than both of them and they made the right decision not to try to go around him.

Shopping is competitive, so I asked what they were looking for.

“We share,” one of them said. “But we want one of our own. Each. You gals call them personals. Y’know, they dress you, bathroom stuff. Your clothes. Heck, you gals must need two of ‘em, the way y’all dress.”

It was a good idea not to bring Aussie to pre-sales. He’d be snarling at that kind of language. It didn’t escape Tyler.

“You’re talking to Ms. Amity,” Tyler said in his best military voice. “Show her respect. Or deal with me.”

They stared at him, trying to figure out what they’d said that could have offended me. They came up empty.

“Old Leather,” I said to Tyler who looked puzzled over what to do next. He didn’t have to wonder long. Quinn stepped in.

“Women,” he said sharply. “Not gals. Not clothes. Not bathrooms. Women deserve respect. Address Ms. Amity accordingly.”

That was a test for Quinn I hadn’t thought of and he passed it with soaring colors.

“Let’s try again,” I said. “What do you want in a personal?”

His partner recited his short list. “Big cock that works. Strong as an ox. Noisy at the right times.”

That wasn’t surprising but what they left out was.

“First thing to look for in a personal boy isn’t any of that,” I said. They looked surprised until I added, “Intensely loyal is primary.”

They nodded so hard their beards thumped against their chests. “Damned right,” one said. “My boy. He’s gotta be a hundred percent mine.”

“Let’s go shopping,” I said and led them to the section called the singles, a subset of virgins. Those are the ones who’d had only one previous owner. The advantage of singles is that they don’t have conflicting histories of rules they had to obey. One owner’s policies can be very different from another’s and a third or fourth owner adds to the problem.

I told Quinn to line up the dozen in that section according to the two buyers’ demands, with the ones that matched best on the left, all the way down to the worst matches on the right. Quinn didn’t hesitate. He pulled penises to form an almost straight line. A few had to be reminded what straight meant. Quinn’s talent with a short paddle was much improved.

“One at a time,” I said to the buyers. “Walk down the line. Keep an eye on the groins.”

“What am I looking for?” the bigger of the two asked.

“Reaction,” I said.

They did that beard nodding thing again and one walked left to right and the second in the other direction. Slowly. Eyes on the prize.

“I got two!” the bigger one said. His partner laughed out loud. “I got three!”

I had Quinn dismiss the failures so they could focus on the reactive ones. “Have at them,” I said. “Make sure they feel like what you want. Test their mouths. Examine their hands. But never, ever buy a boy with a damaged ass.”

It was like they’d been transported to heaven. They didn’t just fondle them. They out-and-out operated every extremity, each penis and stuck dildos in their mouths. One thing Old Leather guys don’t want is a gagger. When they were done, one said, “Show me how to check their asses.”

Quinn stepped forward and said, “You do not tell Ms. Amity what to do. You ask. Politely.”

Quinn was getting closer by the minute to having his right cheek tattooed.

“Get me injectors and gooseneck cameras with six covers,” I said to Tyler. He looked stricken that I was sending him on an errand and he wouldn’t be in position to ward off any armed terrorists that might invade the auction. He grumbled when he ran to fetch them. He’d be too busy to grumble in a few minutes.

I told the buyers to put the five remaining candidates over a waist bar. Tyler made the sixth.

A crowd grew around us. Buyers, especially Mike’s brothers, wanted to see a real-time ass inspection. Showing shoppers how to make sure what they’re paying for isn’t damaged is something I consider to be community service. I wasn’t sure the ones hanging over the bar thought of it that way.

When I told Quinn to lubricate two boys and explain the process, he launched into his DI mode. His voice was loud and clear.

“Never put anything into a dry ass. Spread the cheeks like this,” he wedged his gloved hand into Tyler’s ass and extended his fingers. “Find the hole and press the tube in until it meets resistance. Then wiggle until it reaches this line.”

Faces stared at the injector where Quinn laid his thumb.

“When it’s fully in, inject.”

He pressed the button on the handle and Tyler groaned. “Extract it slowly. Point the handle down.”

What Quinn didn’t say was that if you pull up, most of the lube will seep out of the hole and you run the risk of a bigger explosion. That’s a waste of lubrication and you have to do it again, not to mention cleaning up the mess that usually coats their legs and puddles on the floor.

Quinn stepped back and handed me the camera. I let my fingers do the talking. When it was inside, I pointed to the monitor. “This is an untarnished ass. Look for dark spots here and here,” I pointed again, “and then turn it so you can see what’s here.”

‘Here’ was Tyler’s prostate. When the camera touched it, he moaned. “That’s your clue that you got it right.”

Quinn saw the sea of fascinated faces and said, “Extract it the same way. Slowly and down.”

Which is exactly what I did.

I let Quinn do the second. I was sure neither of the buyers wanted that one. From his reaction to the lube, I was more certain. Lubing an undamaged ass isn’t painful but the boy’s groans said it was. Someone put a spoiled ass on sale and that’s a huge no-no in any auction.

“Hear that noise? That’s an injured ass. It shouldn’t be for sale without a disclaimer.” I told Tyler to take that boy to Big Mike and let him deal with it. His face was bright red when pulled himself off the bar, grabbed the boy and dragged him to the front where Mike was whispering in Troy’s ear again.

The crowd was buzzing. Most of the men had never seen a live ass inspection before. Like I said, it’s a community service.

The two buyers injected lube, changed the camera covers and looked inside. They asked once or twice for my opinion which I was happy to give, but on the third ask, I turned them over to Quinn.

I heard him shout, “No! Not up! Pull it down!”

I stepped away because I knew what was coming. And it did. A river of fetid lube shot out of the boy’s ass, drizzled down his legs and landed in a putrid puddle on the floor.

The two buyers looked at each other and roared with laughter.

I wended my way through the crowd to see what my friends were looking at. It was much more appealing than that display.

-=o=-

When pre-sales was over, I checked in with Mike. There had been almost 75 sales already. He tapped his tablet to show me the estimate of his percentage. And mine. The commas made my morning.

That left 145 for tomorrow’s bidding.

My last stop was at the premier area. Those were for show only; they weren’t for sale today. The highest-priced ones are always reserved for bidding. I intended to bid on several and wanted a firsthand look.

Close up. And very personal.


Chapter 18 

Premier Merchandise

SIFTING THROUGH THE premier merchandise, the ones with the most desirable skills, is always a treat. It’s like an auction’s dessert. With whipped cream. Calories don’t count at auctions and I was hungry.

They wore tags with the sellers’ names. It’s helpful to see who owns them because we know how some treat their property. The Germans, with the Austrians running a close second, use fairly harsh methods. They whip their stables every day because, they say, it keeps them in line. If you want to buy built-in absolute obedience, that’s what to look for.

If I saw one of the Germans’ boys for sale, I’d have Tyler do an extensive background search before I’d even consider forwarding that to My Cop. They’re famous for buying a few directly from prisons. The wardens love getting rid of the worst ones who’ll never get the chance to offend again.

I stopped where I was and didn’t look at the premiers. Something caught my eye, the window at the top of the auction building’s tallest wall. I saw the mountain through the window.

I felt My Cop.

Tyler looked at me quizzically. Quinn put his elbow out, hoping I’d take it and start walking again. He didn’t need Zayn to tell him what I was looking for through that glass. He gave me time, then wrapped my arm around his. “One step at a time, Ms. Amity,” he said.

When I saw that the next bunch was Ned’s batch of premiers, it took everything I had to start walking again. But I did, like Quinn said. One step at a time.

Ned had four for sale. I looked at them first but not before warning Quinn that if I bought one, he’d have his hands full keeping the stable in order. Premiers knew they’re top of the line. And they act like it.

There’s a fine line between forcing them into submission and extinguishing the spark that generates their drive. They have to fit into your stable but you don’t want to break them completely. Premiers take a lot of work and special handling. That would fall to Quinn.

Quinn moved into Tyler’s space on my left. Tyler was obviously displeased.

Ned saw me approach, gathered his items and called me over to take a look. “These ones are way better than first-quality,” he said. “You ain’t gonna see stuff like this nowhere else.”

That was quite a buildup so I expected Ned to show me what they could do. He explained loudly enough that several of my friends joined to find out what made them so, well, superior. Every price tag had a comma. We had to be convinced they were worth it.

“This one has two excellent abilities. First, there’s the penis. Take a good look.” Ned pulled it in a few directions so everyone could get a good look. “A full eight inches soft. When it gets hard, it’s even bigger. And he knows how to use it.” Ned laid a ruler under the shaft so we could check his claim. It was pretty big.

“If that’s not enough, he works best in the dark.” With that, Ned blindfolded him and said, “Suck!”

The boy dropped to his hands and knees and set off searching with his face, especially his nose and mouth, for a penis to suck. When he found one, an ordinary mushroom type, he got it hard in less than a minute and ready to explode soon after that. When Ned said, “Search!” he spit that one out and crawled to find another. Same thing. Suck – search – suck – search.

All he needed was paw mitts and a snout. He was a bloodhound with penises as his trigger scent.

I searched the crowd for Annalise and Maeve who run the Pet Shoppe up in the northwest. Annalise is our network’s foremost dog trainer. Maeve’s inner voice can look at any man and tell her what breed he was meant to be. I wanted their take on the hound.

It didn’t take long. Before she let Maeve do her thing, Annalise asked loudly, “Is that a one-trick pooch?”

Ned was offended at the implied criticism that he’d put an ordinary dog in with the premiers. “Not hardly, ma’am,” he said. “He’s been trained to herd stables, sniff out clogged asses, fetch what you tell him to get in his teeth and if you want, he can satisfy you with either end.”

Annalise looked surprised. “He sucks and fucks?”

“Like a pedigree,” Ned said.

Annalise shook her head side-to-side. I could see ideas floating in her head. She trained my dog and gifted him to me for the help I gave them on their first cross-country dog-buying trip. I couldn’t imagine my Aussie sniffing asses. But the crowd of men around me certainly could. And did.

“How much?” one yelled from the back of the onlookers.

Ned grinned. “See you at bidding!” He looked at me and winked before detailing the second one. “This one is a first-quality pain slut and I know you can git ‘em wherever you want. They’re fun to own, but that’s not enough. I put ‘em through my own program.”

The boy was tall, about 6’3” I guessed, with well-defined muscles all over. What I noticed was his eyes. They were as blue as the sky but that’s not what interested me the most. It was where he was looking. His eyes darted up, down, left and right, then at the crowd like he was making eye contact but only with some. He stared at Mayleen for a full minute. Then at Mike. In my world, owners choose their property. In this case, the boy was choosing his new owner. He made two excellent, if curious choices.

Ned said, “See that? He picked out two of y’all. Two he knows — don’t ask me how he knows — are top talents with paddles or whips. How’s that for a first-quality skill?”

Mayleen grinned. Mike smirked. Ned said, “Y’all are wondering how come he didn’t pick her.” He pointed at me and finished with, “He’s a-skeered of her.”

He darn well should be. Mayleen is good with a whip but the Training Farm Mistress is better and I’m even better than she is.

“Let’s see what he can take,” Big Al yelled. Ned shook his head. “You want a show? See you at bidding.”

That left two of Ned’s premiers. He said one was an actor, what I call my 70s, the role players. They’re valuable only if they can pull off playing a part believably. What my clients ask for runs the gamut from usual street whores to strict teachers, evil nurses and police officers who do strip searches. Those are easy parts to play, hardly first-quality.

“This one thought he was a Dom,” Ned said. “You know, one like y’all Masters out there. Turns out he was dead wrong. Everyone found out that time he made a slaveboy whip him. They heard it and charged in to take a look. After that, they dressed him up and took their turns with him. But that’s not all he can do.”

He had the attention of all the men and a few women, including me. If this went the way I wanted, he’d make a frequent rental to men who fancied themselves as powerful, not just in the boardroom. I tapped Quinn’s arm and he nodded. He saw it. too.

Ned asked the for a volunteer, one with a penis. “Works with both kinds,” he said, “but let’s start with one of those then I’ll show you the other.”

I pointed at Quinn and said, “Him.”

“Well, now, one of Amity’s boys. This’ll be a real show.”

Quinn walked behind the metal fence and got on his knees as Ned instructed. Ned handed his boy a paddle, one of the oversized ones Mike was partial to. After some banter about how he was going to punish Quinn for some made-up infraction, the boy challenged Quinn. “Whatever you can do, I can do better. Show me your stuff.”

In a single motion, Quinn grabbed the paddle and dropped the boy to the floor, belly first. He wedged his boot under his middle and raised the boy’s ass so high, he had to get on his feet with his face still on the floor. The first whack made the boy shriek. He shrieked louder on every stroke after that.

When Ned said that was enough, Quinn grabbed the boy’s cock and smacked it with the paddle’s tip. What we heard was the kind of noise renters would clamor for. Quinn walked proudly to my side and I patted his cage. He grinned. Tyler was fit to be tied. He’d get his chance to show his mettle soon enough.

I didn’t wait to see Ned’s fourth entry. It was getting late and I needed to go back to my cottage before the big dinner. Most of all, I wanted to be alone. At least for a while.

I’d heard his garbled voice only once since it — whatever it was — happened. I didn’t know what or even where it was. Pre-sales and my friends distracted me for a few hours but those words were always in the back of my mind.

“You own me.”

I closed the bedroom door, leaving Zayn on the other side. I didn’t want him to absorb my stress. I didn’t want him to tell me he was all right because he didn’t — he couldn’t — know. Not for sure.

I held the gold cage in dark silence. Until Zayn cracked the door open and whispered, “Ms. Amity, it’s time for dinner.”


Chapter 19 

Dinner

AUCTION DINNERS ARE filled more with competing conversations about what you saw in pre-sales that you want to bid on than they are about the meal. Mike learned how to meet his guests’ food preferences during Solstice, so the menu made everyone happy.

Even after his chef’s hard work, no one paid much attention to the enormous buffet. They were busy calculating who their competitors might be when bidding started in the morning. At the same time, they were doing their best to hide what they were planning to spend money on. A lot of money.

I divided my list into three parts. The first was what I’d already bought so those slots were filled. The second part had the tag numbers of ones I could use. They weren’t critical; just useful. I had a limit on what I’d spend on them.

The third was the top-of-the-line talent I intended to buy. They would garner significant rental fees while providing the renters with exceptional experiences that they’d asked for. That’s why I require post-rental videos from clients. Men will confess their secrets on those videos; many they can’t admit to themselves. Since I started surveying potential clients for my new piece of business, I found that women are more open than men about their longings and dreams.

That’s what the third piece of my list would satisfy. They were long-term investments that would return the price I paid in less than six months of bookings. They were the only ones I’d consider getting into a bidding war to buy.

When I outbid Mike for Zayn in Sweden, I knew there was something special about Zayn. It wasn’t just his time in the Marines. I felt — I sensed — his aura even if I didn’t understand what it could do back then. I just wanted it. When I set my mind to owning something for sale at an auction, it always ends up in shipping with an ankle band and ass sticker with Amityworld as its destination.

There were two of them in this year’s crop. They’d be high-fee rentals wearing my tags around their ankles when I was done. At dinner, I wanted to find out who else was thinking about buying them. It helps to know the competition before you start bidding. And how much they had to spend.

That’s information My Cop usually gets. Not this time. He wasn’t with me at this auction. Wherever he was, what he was doing this time was different. I had to accept that. I didn’t have to like it.

Karly was getting much better at handling the video cameras Mike bought her. She learned a lot from my web boy on a previous visit and Mike said she read a lot online and watched too many how-to videos to count, all about video techniques. She wanted to learn how to edit, so Mike’s list had four with those skills.

“I don’t give a fuck if they have any other use. I’ll buy ‘em for Karly and I’ll cut off their balls if they get too close to her.”

Once they spent time with his paddle, I didn’t think he’d have to lop off anything. Mike is that scary to everyone else. Just not to me.

I didn’t bother with the buffet. Instead, I sat at a table with friends for a bit, then made the rounds. I’d met many of Mike’s brothers when I visited his mountain but really got to know them during Solstice’s hunting event, the bonfire and even more on the last day when I gave them a parting gift, a full-out guy orgy in front of my cottage. I wondered if they’d remember that as much as I did.

Big Al yelled, “Hey, Amity! Haul yourself over here!”

Al’s table was filled with men who looked like him. Big, burly black leather-clad men jam-packed every seat. When I got there, at least half got up to offer me their chairs. They remembered, all right.

“Whatcha buying?” Al asked.

That was a more direct question than my friends would have asked. It was also easy to deflect. I don’t answer men’s questions. They answer mine.

“It’s a long list,” I said. “What’s at the top of yours?”

They all answered at the same time. And to think they complain about women talking over each other!

Big Al was in the market for two that could work on bikes. If they had big enough cocks, he’d pay a little extra, he said. Harry from Houston was eyeing a boy to pass around as thanks to the owners of a ranch who let him keep his boys in their dorm. Buzzer, who must have gotten his name from his hairstyle, was in the market for what would be the first four in his new stable. Cal was a little more interesting. His list had two that he’d dress up as house maids to “finally clean up the dump” and then asked if I’d talk to him about renting. Of course I would. Right after I outbid him for the boy that was on both our lists.

Mike sidled over to see what the conversation was about. I think my spending time with his brothers makes him a little nervous. He ought to be. My red-handled whip was waiting for him in my cottage.

After the videographers, Mike’s list was sizable. He’d returned the loaners to their owners and got rid of Rick’s unsaleable boys who worked on the Solstice build. There were a lot of empty cots in the building where he housed his kept boys. I was concerned Mike might overspend. His take on the sales was going to be significant, and I didn’t want him to waste that money. I had a plan. That’s why two CPAs with estate planning skills were on my list.

Mike had to understand the difference between money and finances. He set up a trust to take care of Karly, so that was done. Harleys are beautiful bikes and Mike could take one apart and put it back together with his eyes closed. But there are other, less skilled drivers on the road. I wanted him to make sure she would always be taken care of if he were to, well, disappear unexpectedly.

After I figured out their top picks, I heard my name called from another table. There were four men and four of my friends gathered there. Seven were laughing. The Farm Mistress was not.

“What’s up?” I asked.

She looked at me, actually past me, and said, “They think Mayleen is the best they’ve ever seen with a long whip. I mean, really. Can you believe these fools?”

At her farm, no one dares backtalk her or worse, question her skills. But she was on Mike’s mountain and I knew one thing about his brothers. They were egging her on to do a show against one of their own. With whips. For a prize.

There wasn’t a man in the room who could even approach her talent with a bull whip. It seemed like the right time to interfere again and raise the stakes.

“Tell you what,” I said. “Anyone man enough to challenge her and win gets her first pick. If he loses, she gets his. Bought and paid for.”

One thing I know about Old Leather is that when you throw down a challenge, they have to accept. If they don’t, they’ll be mocked as cowards and that was unacceptable. They’re a proud bunch.

“I’m in,” she said. “Which of you has big enough balls?”

Their faces were hilarious. They’re not used to being challenged, let alone by women.

I set the rules. “Here’s how it works. Write down your top pick. Whoever loses buys it for the winner.”

After a few minutes of daring each other, Clay said, “I’ll do it.”

Mike jumped into the conversation. “My mountain, my rules. You each get three chances to whip something off a boy without damaging him too much. The one who hits the most wins.” No one asked what the thing was they had to aim at. No one cared who the boys were. On that mountain, no one questions Big Mike.

Except me.

I didn’t worry because I knew who’d win. My goal was to see the numbers they wrote for their top picks. “I’ll hold the papers,” I said. Mike was happy to hand them over.

He didn’t know it, but he just submitted to me. They all did. For a moment, everything in my world was, well, OK. That wasn’t much, but it was better than these past weeks of not knowing where — or if — My Cop was. Like Zayn told me when I was so sad after Madison’s death, seize whatever happy moments you can.

Mike sent a boy to get “two with big cocks” to be the props. The dinner guests formed a huge circle around the demo boys. Mike gave Clay and the Farm Mistress their choice of whips and they took a few practice swings. She wasn’t even trying hard when she took those mediocre swings. She looked at me and winked.

“First up. Swat this off.” Mike placed a dinner roll on each boy’s head. “Call heads or tails when it’s in the air.”

Clay yelled, “Heads!”

The Mistress said, “I don’t give a fuck who goes first.”

The women laughed. The men stared at her. I’m sure several suspected that her balls were bigger than Clay’s.

Two trembling figures stood several feet apart in the middle of the circle. Clay swung. The roll hit the ground. The boy grabbed his head and squealed.

Mike took a look at the point of contact. “No blood, no problem.”

The Farm Mistress raised her arm and threw a perfect strike. The roll landed in pieces on the dirt. The onlookers called out, “Good one!” and Mike got the demos ready for the next challenge.

It wasn’t a dinner roll this time. They had a single barbequed rib clamped in their teeth with about 10 inches sticking out. “Slice the meat,” Mike called out. “Ladies first!”

She walked a few steps to the right and raised her arm. The first crack was for show, inches above his head. The crowd oohed. The boy shut his eyes when her second swing sliced the meat off the bone that was still clamped between his teeth.

Clay looked at her with wide eyes. His brothers urged him on but he wasn’t listening. He circled the boy, looked at him from several angles and finally threw the whip. The rib, including the bone, hit the ground.

Mike decided it was a good hit and no one argued. The boy could have opened his mouth. Mike said, “I’ll teach him how to keep his trap shut later.” We laughed. The boy didn’t.

“Last one,” Mike shouted. “Y’all love that weird green stuff. Broccolini. Let’s get some use out of it.” With that, Mike stuffed a long, thin broccolini stalk in each penis. About five inches stuck out. “Aim for the flowery part,” he said. “Remember, no permanent damage.”

It was Clay’s turn to go first. He reached for the boy’s limp cock and stroked it until it got hard and the green stem stuck straight out. The boy was in tears when Clay raised his arm. When he swung, the boy screeched so loudly it carried across the field.

When we looked, some of the broccolini flowers were on the ground. More were still sticking out of the boy’s penis. Mike pulled it out and we all saw him pee down his legs and puddle around his toes in the dirt.

“Your turn!” Mike yelled.

“Easy peasy,” she said. One swing and all that was left was the stalk. The women cheered. The men mumbled. Clay bowed low toward her in defeat.

I handed him the paper with her first pick and said, “That’s one of Ned’s boys. He sells only first-quality merchandise.”

Everyone laughed and returned to their tables for dessert. Clay consulted his tablet to check his cash balance.

Not even blueberries could convince me to stay for dessert. I had a feeling. Just a sense. Tyler drove me back to the cottage and I kept hearing that voice in the back of my mind. Over and over. “You own me.”

When we arrived, Zayn was in the doorway. “Ms. Amity, there’s a call for you.”

I didn’t think. I closed the bedroom door, pushed the button and connected the call.


Chapter 20 

Night Sky

THAT SAME UNEMOTIONAL voice said the code word and I responded with mine. He had more to say this time.

“Twenty-two-hundred hours. At these coordinates.”

He recited a string of numbers, once fast and then slowly. I wrote them down the second time even though I had no idea what they meant.

The last thing he said before he logged off was, “Night sky, Ma’am.”

I tried to get up but my legs disagreed. I held the pad of paper and read and reread the numbers. They had no meaning to me but they meant everything. Somehow, they had something to do with My Cop. And worse, when it comes to those darned “hundreds” in hours, I’m hopeless. He always said, “The earth is round” when I tried to figure out what time that meant on a normal clock. But he wasn’t here this time to explain it to me. I should have listened the first time. Or the tenth.

It had to be a military thing and I had an ex-military officer hovering outside my door.

I didn’t even try to open the door. I wasn’t sure I could walk that far so I yelled, “Gage!” into the darkness.

He ran in, followed closely by Tyler, Quinn and Zayn. I didn’t need Zayn to read my thoughts or Tyler to protect me or Quinn to handle anything. I needed Gage to tell me where and when something was going to happen. Whatever it was, I was going to be there. Wherever there was.

They hovered around me but Gage knew I called his name. He was determined to get closer, to do whatever it was that made me shout so loudly when I could have jolted his chip. He out-nudged Zayn who was single-mindedly jockeying to get his forehead on mine to sense what had happened on that call. He couldn’t read my thoughts because I didn’t have any. I didn’t want my stress relieved. I wanted answers.

“Tell me what this means,” I said apparently fairly loudly based on their surprised faces.

Gage took the paper, read it twice and said, “Ms. Amity, at ten o’clock tonight. On the big field high on the mountain.” Then he asked, “What is going to happen there?”

“I don’t know!” I said, apparently very loudly again.

Tyler checked his tablet and said, “The call lasted 75 seconds.”

Zayn was not having it. His job, his life’s work was to make mine less stressful and there was nothing he could do without that forehead thing and I was having none of it.

One thing was for sure. It was about My Cop.

Maybe it meant he was sending his team to protect me from bad guys. Maybe he was so badly injured, they were taking me to some hospital somewhere. Maybe some special ops type was going to explain more about what happened. Maybe it meant… oh god, it couldn’t mean that.

That he didn’t survive. That “You own me” I heard were the last of his words I'd ever hear.

If someone wearing a chaplain branch insignia showed up in that field, I was going to… to… I had no idea what I’d do. Even worse than that, I didn’t know what I wanted to do. I could go there at ten o’clock and wait to see who or what would be there. I could send Gage — he’s a military type after all — and he'd report back to me. Or I could sent Zayn to use his abilities to tell me if someone was telling the truth or lying. Or Quinn. For no reason at all. Just because I could.

Then a thought occurred to me. It was Mike’s mountain and I was a guest. There were dozens of visitors. Should I tell Mike?

Zayn said, “No, Ms. Amity, do not tell Mr. Mike. If you do, he will insist on being there.”

Damnit, Zayn was doing his sensing thing even with our foreheads several feet apart and worse than that, he was right.

“What time is it?” I said, this time in a whisper.

I got three simultaneous answers. “It’s 8:30, Ms. Amity.”

-=o=-

We didn’t do anything for an hour and 15 minutes. I sat in the chair, the boys tried to find something to do but one always stayed with me. No one talked; no one had anything to say. I had plenty of questions but no one had any answers. The minutes dragged by and each time I repeated the question, I got a minutes-apart answer.

“It’s 8:58, Ms. Amity.”

“It’s 9:03, Ms. Amity.”

And then it was 9:45. Time to leave for the coordinates. Time to find out who would be there and what was supposed to happen.

Tyler drove the golf cart. My boys stuffed themselves into the back because I didn’t want them running in the dark. I needed them whole. When we arrived, I walked to the middle of the field. Zayn held the others back. “She needs to do this herself,” he said.

“What time is it?” I yelled across the field.

“9:59, Ms. Amity.” I didn’t know who said it and I didn’t care.

Stars filled the clear sky. You can see them above the mountain more clearly than in any city anywhere. The moon bathed the field with an unnerving sort of glow that fit my mood.

I wasn’t afraid. I wasn’t angry or upset or cold even in the chilly mountain air. I felt empty, blank inside.

Gage pointed to the sky and shouted, “Ten o'clock!” Quinn yelled, “Incoming!”

I heard it before I saw it. There’s no mistaking that sound; the whomp-whomp of helicopter blades is one of a kind. And loud. Suddenly, I was surrounded by wind and light; actually, it was the copter’s spotlights lighting up the field. It hovered, got close to the ground when one figure leaned out the open door and jumped the last few feet.

The copter took off and it was so silent on that field, it felt like it had never been there.

Then I heard it. “You own me.”

I tried to walk toward that voice but my legs weren’t listening to my brain. None of me was. I just stood in the darkness unable to move. Finally, the eerie feeling of hollowness that engulfed me for weeks seemed to float away. By the time I managed to take two steps toward that voice in the dark night, it reached out. With both arms.

It felt like an array of klieg lights lit up even though I could hardly see anything. I didn’t have to. I felt it.

Two arms. His two arms wrapped around me so tightly I could hardly breathe. It didn’t matter. I didn’t want to breathe. I wanted to be exactly where I was.

I’m not sure how long we stood there but when a motorcycle roared up and pointed its headlight at us, he let go and moved in front of me, directly between me and whatever threat might be on that bike. I looked at his face and saw night vision goggles over his eyes. His lips curled into a smile.

Mike shouted, “What inna hell just happened here? What the fuck was just on my mountain?”

“That’d be an HH-60W Whiskey,” My Cop said. “Finest R&R copter in the fleet.”

We walked toward Mike who was now surrounded by my boys, holding him in place. Tyler called out, “Welcome back!” and another said, “Glad you’re safe, sir!”

That had to be Quinn. When he reverts to his old life, every man is sir to him. Gage grabbed him in a big hug then backed off like he shouldn’t have done that. My Cop clutched him to his chest and said, “Back atcha, General.”

I was in the midst of a military reunion and I couldn’t have been happier about it.

Mike finally figured it out and ran over to hug me. Tyler started to intercede but My Cop shook his head and Tyler backed off. “They need each other,” he said.

One day, Tyler might understand what he meant. But he’ll never be My Cop. No one ever will.

That job’s taken.


Bidding Wars


Chapter 21

Auction Morning

LATE THAT NIGHT, Mike had Troy use the communication system, the secure text messaging app Jonah installed, to tell everyone that the auction would be delayed an hour in the morning. The message said, “Spend an extra hour in bed.” When I read it at half-past-dark, what My Cop calls the middle of the night, I knew Mike sent it to give me a little more time before the day’s big event.

I sent my boys to the dining area in the morning. My Cop and I skipped breakfast. He was hungry, but not for food.

His gold cage was still in the silver box where I put it the night before when I went to the big field. If he wanted me to lock it on him, he didn’t ask, not when we finally fell asleep and not when we woke up with our heads incomprehensibly intertwined on each other’s chests.

I fed him my way. And he fed me right back.

Two hours later, I met up with everyone in the auction building. “Missed you at breakfast,” Danica said. “The blueberry pancakes were delicious.”

Her look said that ignoring blueberries in any form was highly unusual for me. I fed My Cop with what I told Quinn to somehow find in the wee morning hours and it better have a big bowl of blueberries. I almost felt sorry for the poor kitchen boy who was going to get woken by a drill sergeant, just not enough to reconsider what I wanted. Quinn came through. There was a second bowl in the refrigerator filled with whipped cream.

The Training Farm Mistress took me aside before the first round of bidding started. We wound up in the corner. She looked at me, held my hands and said, “What?”

That’s how it is between us. Complete sentences aren’t necessary.

“Not what,” I said. “Who.”

She looked perplexed and then it dawned on her. “Oh my god, oh my god, you heard from him!”

Maybe it only semi-dawned on her, so I clarified.

“In my ear. And everywhere else.”

She narrowed her eyes, lifted my hands to her chest and said, “You bitch! Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I’m a bitch,” I said. We laughed so hard, my friends descended on our corner, demanding to know what was so funny. The Farm Mistress said too loudly for my taste, “Amity got fucked!”

She turned to me and sneered, “You deserved that.”

I wasn’t sure if she meant what happened last night  and in the morning or she was cranky that I didn’t tell her. Either way, it took my friends a while to get it.

Brielle asked what was wrong. Danica asked which one did it. Olivia was beside herself when she demanded to know who stole one of the boys on my list. Caroline was more circumspect.

“Which one did you use?”

She figured it out before she finished the question. “He’s HERE?” She shouted so loud, the entire room got quiet and heads turned in our direction.

Big Mike didn’t need a microphone. “Y’all, late last night and without telling me, a helicopter dropped cargo on this mountain. My mountain. I can tell you one thing for sure. There’s only one man on this planet that can make her smile like that.”

A cheer filled the room with the kind of noise only men like Mike’s brothers can make. Even though I enjoyed their support, it was time to shop. That’s now my second favorite thing to do.

“Let’s spend some money!” I called across the room. It was time to go shopping.

-=o=-

The audience settled into their seats when the auctioneer walked to the podium. I left the details of the bidding and the order lots would be sold to Caroline and Olivia. I was interested in how they'd handle it. In most auctions, the most expensive ones are shown last. I wasn’t sure that was the best way to do it in this auction. By the last round, buyers have usually spent a lot of money and with the most expensive offered in the final round, that cuts down on how much they can bid.

Our bid tablets updated with Olivia’s schedule. She did a good job making changes to the order.

When we saw the lineup on our screens, the audience buzzed with anticipation. There were two I wanted in the opening lot, the same ones many of my friends were after. A bidding war in the first round would be a first for us.

Tyler held my tablet; his finger poised to enter my bid or raise. Some bidders were early birds; ones who opened or raised too soon, in my opinion. I usually wait to see how high it’s going before I outbid right before the gavel hits the podium. There were a lot of new bidders at this auction, so I counted on them not knowing how I outbid Mike for Zayn in Sweden. Big Mike hadn’t forgotten. But we hugged it out and after all, I just gave him two Reckoning-built office boys that I heard weren’t getting much sleep. Even less now that Mike’s brothers were visiting.

Caroline greeted everyone, reminded us of the rules and brought out the first group. There were eight enticing bodies lined up on the raised stage. They looked almost as tasty as their skills promised to be. I don’t buy on looks alone. Ugly ones can be masked. Rentability combined with business skills are what I bid on.

The two I wanted were second and last in line. Caroline offered us a chance to inspect them before bidding started. Several buyers took advantage of that time to feel the merchandise. Most started with their groins. I waited till most were done and walked up front.

I felt eyes on me, eager to see which I might bid on. Just to confuse everyone, I spent time with each one. I didn’t have to manipulate organs. The ones that responded to me were obvious. I lean toward penises that react to my presence. They’re much easier to train once cock cages are locked in place.

When I finished, Olivia started the bidding.

“First up is a boy with a single prior owner. Measures 6-foot 2-inches, 195 pounds with a six-inch soft penis. When hard, measures 8.25 inches. How’s that for growth? Skills include significant pain tolerance with loud reactions. It says he can be ear-splitting when he screeches and begs. Also comes with an engineering degree and has been used on several construction projects. Great upper body, as you can see, and the lower half isn’t too bad, either, at least when it’s hard. No rental history. Raises must be at least $500.”

Pain lovers are in high demand. You can’t have too many of them but I had enough, so I didn’t bid because I wanted to see who did. Unsurprisingly, they were Mike’s brothers. That boy was in for a strenuous future, no matter where he wound up.

I had Tyler keep track so I knew when there were ten bids and how much they raised each time. Upping by more than the minimum told me how much someone wanted him.

That turned out to be Harry from Houston. He paid a hefty price for a boy he was going to hand over to the ranchers as a gift, a thank you to the pair who housed his stable. That was another boy who wasn’t going to get much sleep.

When Olivia announced the second boy, Tyler tensed. I laid my hand on his shoulder to relax. Tense auction slaves are a giveaway to other bidders. If he did it again, bidding would be interrupted by his shrieks when I jolted his cage. Disciplining an auction slave doesn’t require explanation.

The boy up for sale fit a few of my needs. I can easily rent a pain boy but Mason had asked for construction help after managing the build at Imperia. He’d be useful in keeping my world in good repair as well. His reactive penis was a clue that he’d be fairly easy to integrate into the stable. Buying him was a logical decision.

“Opening bid is $1,000,” Olivia said.

With five hundred as the minimum raise, I waited to see who else bid. He wasn’t worth an excessive amount and I wasn’t going to pay all that much for a construction boy.

Parker opened with the minimum. Clay raised a half-hearted five hundred so I knew he’d be easy to outbid. Buzzer slid closer to me and asked, “Whaddya think?”

Buzzer wanted to build a stable from scratch. This boy was a luxury. He needed more basic stock. I shook my head and he slid back to his seat.

Parker upped it to $2,000 and the room got quiet. I trained Parker and a few other new Dommes at my Parlor to learn what to do and what not to do at auctions. She knew the rules. What she didn’t know was what bidding against me meant. She was about to find out.

Olivia raised her gavel and said, “No more bids? Going once…”

That’s all she got out when I had Tyler enter my $2,500 bid. Olivia’s gavel hit the podium and I had my construction boy with a rentable talent. Parker stared at me and then smiled. That’s how it is with my friends. We don’t hold grudges unless they’re important. Buying a boy isn’t important enough.

I half-listened to the next several sales. Mostly I watched the buyers to see their tells. Everyone has one. Some are a little harder to pick out than others. When the next-to-last one was up, Quinn crept to my side and looked up. He had something he wanted me to know and he was too smart to interrupt unless it was important.

I nudged him with my foot and he whispered, “Ms. Amity, two buyers have the next one on their lists.”

That was good information, but he had even more.

“Ms. Nell’s business partners put a limit on what she can spend on him. And Ms. Camilla has six others with higher ratings on her list.”

That wasn’t just good information; that was great. And there was only one way Quinn could have gotten that.

It came from My Cop.

I rubbed his head while Tyler tried to conceal his jealous stare. I bought the boy I wanted for a rock-bottom price. Now I had the Reckoning-created slave whose owner had passed away and left him to Ned to sell. He’d fit several rental requests but I was saving him to fill a slot in my new zoo plans.

Control came over and said, “You got quite a deal. I’d love to visit when the zoo is ready. Wait till you hear him growl.”

Before Red Rick put him on a truck headed to my world, I intended to do just that.


Chapter 22 

Final Rounds

A SUCCESSFUL AUCTION is measured by two standards. A lot of people spent a lot of money and there are very few leftovers at the end. Only the Best was meeting and surpassing those benchmarks.

Mike bought three videographers for Karly in a specialty round. If those boys weren’t already gay, they probably would be in a few weeks. Brielle got her one-ball stable manager, although she had to outbid the Austrians who were trying to fill the same slot in their household. She asked if I’d loan Quinn to her to work with what she bought but when I pointed out her purchase’s background included a six-year hitch in the Navy, she agreed that he could manage her budding stable but needed a lot of work.

Quinn asked to speak to her. “Ms. Brielle, don’t ask. Order him.” Brielle nodded. It was a good, timely reminder.

Right before Olivia had one of Rick’s boys take him to shipping, Brielle strode to the front and said, “Spread his ass!” and pointed at the next boy in line. Her new purchase didn’t hesitate. The boy had him bent over and his cheeks apart in seconds.

She left them there, walked back toward me and said, “That was fun!”

Quinn grinned. Tyler pouted.

Annalise and Maeve collected a half dozen new dogs for the Pet Shoppe. Annalise said they were in the market for puppies, even though they take a lot of training. But they sell for high prices because they’re young and feisty, so you get to keep them for a long time. I saw what they bought and asked Maeve what breeds they were.

“You know, Amity, we stock what customers want to buy. We’ve had requests for protection dogs ever since they’ve seen what Aussie did for you. We got even more after they got a look at Zion.”

Control beamed. Zion attended Reckoning’s Graduate School because I sent him there to become a better guard for Karly. I didn’t like some of what Skills did with him there but that was quickly corrected when I picked him up. Zion and I have a special relationship now. When I visit Mike’s mountain, Karly always lets him spend time with Aussie. The two dogs love playing together, chasing errant slaves and fetching them by their cocks in their teeth.

Aussie is a legend in my network since he took a bullet meant for me.

The last two rounds began after a short break. The men headed to the payment tables to check their account balances. The women gathered around the food and talked.

Annika and Valda who held the first auction after the pandemic, were gloating about their purchases. Their take from their auction was enough to fund renovations to their lovely home and gave them seed money to expand. They live in cold country that’s dark a large part of the year, so they spend a lot of time indoors. They buy mainly for their own entertainment.

I looked at their purchases on my tablet. Two role players that Valda said would make lovely housemaids; a pair of mouth boys because, as Valda said, you can’t get enough of that, and one esthetician to share who had actual Hollywood experience. I’d seen his history. I supposed fucking the producer’s wife wasn’t his best choice.

“Does he need both testicles to bathe you?” I asked to a round of laughter.

Tyler stayed glued to my left side when I walked over to visit with the men at the payment tables. They were eyeballing Tyler more than they were interested in me. A few wanted a closer look at his cage and Big Al wanted more of him than that. He’d had two hours with Tyler all to himself at Solstice in exchange for my having two hours of Al’s ass and my whip.

“You want some of him?” I asked.

“I want ALL of him,” Big All said. Tyler’s cage sent a beep to my remote control. He couldn’t get hard in that cage but it didn’t stop him from trying.

“Tell you what,” I said. “You can have him tonight IF you beat the two wrestlers I bought yesterday.”

“Both of ‘em?” he asked.

I grinned and said, “If Tyler pins them, he gets you.”

When you challenge one of Mike’s brothers, he can’t refuse. It’s an Old Leather thing, I guess. But it works for me.

Big All laughed and agreed, hugged me and whispered, “Did you bring your whip?”

“Win or lose, you’ll feel it after the match.”

Big Al hugged me harder. Tyler looked like he’d been punched in the stomach that Big Al thought he could pin him. It wasn’t his stomach that Big Al had his eye on.

Mike announced the final two rounds of bidding and we took our seats. I made sure I sat where I could see the buyers. I was going to spend a lot of money very soon so I wanted to see who was bidding against me. And their tells.

It would have been a lot easier if My Cop was with me. His nods tell me a lot more than background summaries ever could. But he had to get a secure line to do those things he has to do that I don’t want to know and he can’t tell me.

“If I told you, I’d have to shoot you and I prefer things the way they are,” he always says.

The first of the two final rounds were the surprises. They’re the ones with unusual histories or are, in rare cases, well-known men who put themselves into slavery because of one problem or another. That’s what I bought in Sweden, an ex-elected official who’d ruined my best friend’s life. He was being sought on federal charges and slavery was his choice to escape the law.

He'd have done better to turn himself in. I made his life hell for more than a year, then castrated him and shipped him overseas on the condition that I’d never hear about him again.

We’ve had former television personalities and entertainers in the surprise lots. Businessmen whose companies went bankrupt due to their misdeeds. Doctors who mistreated patients, mostly women, and lost their licenses along with their reputations and even their families. You never know what to expect in the surprise round.

Only the Best didn’t disappoint. Olivia read the five summaries before bidding opened. Two were masked. That’s often an indication they’re fairly well known, at least to certain people.

“Left to right, we’ve got a former sports, well, not quite a star but he has a couple of desirable features. He’s big enough, you can see the well-developed body and the sizable dick hanging down. Strong enough to haul equipment or, if you’re of a mind, would make a decent masseuse.”

People sat up straight when she said masseuse. The men stared at the groin. Women focused on the strong arms and long fingers.

“Next one can be of use. A reporter fired for plagiarism. You need a marketing slave? This one knows how to lie!”

That got a laugh. But they were looking at his lower half. For a fairly skinny boy, he had quite the length. Clay asked for a measurement.

“Good call,” Olivia said and had the boy hold a ruler while Clay took a closer look.

“Damn! That’s just over seven-and-a-half inches!”

Olivia moved to the third boy. “This one surely belongs in this group. He’s been owned twice and wound up in a secluded household in Asia. The owners trained him to feed their large holdings. He’s not only a top-notch chef but he also was used by the owners because that mouth does a lot more than taste food. Apparently, he can do multiples. At the same time.”

That was intriguing. I knew where he came from and who owned him but not much about what went on there. There was one bidder who didn’t care.

Big Mike called out, “Prove it and I’ll buy it!”

Mike needed a better chef. I loaned him mine for Solstice when he was at his wits end trying to figure out what women would eat. A huge slab of meat satisfied his brothers but he was at a loss for his other guests. Gage solved the problem when he suggested my chef could help. It was time Mike upgraded what he ate and what he offered visitors.

Olivia was game. She had a boy bring a half dozen boys  from shipping to the front, lined them up and told the boy to do them. That’s all she had to say. Do them.

He did. One after another, he crawled from penis to penis, sucked some, rubbed others, put one under his arm while he licked another. It was quite a show.

Mike said, “The first bastard that bids against me is toast.” No one laughed.

Olivia moved to the fourth boy in the specialty lot, one of two wearing a face mask. Those are always interesting. It means they’re recognizable. That’s what makes rounds like this so much fun.

That’s not what happened this time.

When Olivia had an auction boy remove the face cover, the bidders looked at each other to see if anyone could identify that face. No one had a clue.

But I did.

It had been a long time since I took on two soldiers that I intended to use as commission boys. I used to manage a few like that, remotes that my clients could pay to use when they were traveling. They lived outside big cities, ones with airport hubs and for a fee, clients could make good use of their layovers. Pretty soon, they were scheduling long layovers, even spending the night to use what they paid for.

My Cop asked me to help one of them and I had him and another military type shipped to my transport garage to take a better look. After they spent two days with me, I made my decision. They were active duty at the time, so it was nearly impossible to schedule regular appointments. They came with a few other problems like deployments, group living conditions, frequent flights, and a lot more that made them hard to rent. But I wanted them, so I took them.

They both wore stars on their shoulders. I called the one My Cop sent “One” for his single star. The other was “Two.”

Two was a pure pain slut until I showed him what real pain felt like. In my world, pain always has a purpose and that purpose is always mine. He learned what submission really meant during his 48 hours with me. It took a drop of the old man’s red gel to make him fall off the ledge he was teetering on back then, right into my hands where he felt safe because I protect my property.

The other soldier had been a POW and suffered one lasting effect of the torture. He built a safe space in his mind where he retreated when they tormented him. Each time they brutalized him, he went there, effectively separating himself from his agonizing reality. The result was impotence. He’d learned to live physically and emotionally alone for years. Not even the shrinks or medical doctors they threw at him knew but My Cop sensed something was wrong that I could fix.

It was the first favor he’d ever asked me for. I did it for him. And for the soldier.

When I fixed his problem and One was hugging my legs and sobbing, I felt it. He wasn’t going to be just another remote commission boy.

Two years later, he put in his papers and I named him Gage.

The other was deployed overseas and it was nearly impossible to coordinate his limited availability with my clients’ travel. I kept an eye on him from time to time to make sure he was getting what he needed, pain inflicted whenever and wherever he could find it.

I kept track of him for a while, but his availability was so restricted, we both knew it had no future. He asked to be released and that’s what I did. Every shred of his history was deleted from my servers. And the backups.

And there he was, about to be auctioned off. I had one question. How the hell did he wind up for sale?

I nudged Quinn. “Find out who entered him.”

Gage was kneeling behind me with his chin on his chest. He hadn’t seen the boy’s face yet. I was concerned about what he’d do when he saw it because I could see what was tattooed on the boy’s shoulder when I took Quinn with me for a closer look. Gage would have to wait until I had more information and that depended on how fast My Cop’s team could get it. I needed time and wasn’t sure how to get it.

Olivia had him put the mask on again but it didn’t hide his silver-streaked hair or his mature body that spoke of regular exercise. He stood at parade rest, his back straight, hands gripped behind him and eyes staring straight ahead.

Gage looked up, saw the tattoo and froze.

Quinn pointed to a message on my tablet. Two words. “Buy him.”

I held Gage’s arm and said, “I’ll take care of this. And him.”

The first time I sensed Gage’s aura was when he came back from working at the penitentiary. It was sort of golden then but now it felt dark. The boy for sale had a connection to Gage. They’d both given themselves to me individually and together on the same day. They had a bond.

Nothing matches Gage’s loyalty to me but his allegiance to Two was rock solid in a different way. He could never cope with my condemning Two into a bad situation and I was the only one who stood between that and a life of uncertainty.

I needed a plan and the only one I could think of was to make sure the bidding on the first three went slowly. I had to read the bidders’ tells and bid only when I was sure they’d raise my bid and wait for My Cop to tell me why Two was for sale in the first place.

That left the last boy in the specialty round. Olivia read his summary. “This is a real deal. You’re looking at a boy that put himself here after finishing his sentence in the penitentiary. The warden says that he is an example of how well the training she adopted works.”

Several heads turned my way but I was looking at Gage. I did give Ruth the tools she needed to rehabilitate her prisoners and teach them what atonement was, but I also loaned her the man she needed to show her how to do it, step by painful step. Gage worked there for three weeks that disrupted my world, but what I got back was more than worth it. I crooked my finger in his direction. Gage marched to my side and knelt, nudging Tyler out of the way.

Tyler was having a bad day. He was coming in last, behind Gage, Quinn and miles behind My Cop.

Olivia continued, “Let’s agree he’s expertly trained. He comes chipped and thinks of his cage as his identity. Perfectly obedient, to say the least. Skills include every household chore you can imagine, from cleaning all the way to toilet sanitizing. But housemaids are cheap. This one has an additional talent the warden had him work on 24/7 for years. Get this. He’s a champ at anal massage. You know how hard it is to get one of those!”

Cal was beside himself with a level of excitement he couldn’t hide and didn’t try to. He came to buy housemaids and he could get that plus a highly rentable item for one price. He asked me to help him learn how to rent and if he bought this boy, he’d have what we call a two-fer. One boy with two uses.

The bidding started and I had Tyler hand Quinn my bidding tablet. It wasn’t about Tyler or his skills. It was to see what My Cop could find out about the fourth boy. There had to be something important; something serious. 

Because I know My Cop.


Chapter 23 

The Fourth Boy

WHEN OLIVIA FINISHED reading the summaries, the crowd stepped to the front to inspect the wares. There was one I was going to buy and I wasn’t sure who would bid against me. I watched to see which buyers were scrutinizing him so I could plan a strategy. I’ve got a soft spot for former military, but this one was different. I didn’t feel empathy. I felt how deeply Gage’s sense of honor was suffering.

Former military men make some of my best property, even the damaged ones. Once I’m done with them, they’re the most loyal men I own.

The bidding started and Tyler stared at Quinn handling my tablet and entering my bids and to see what else My Cop could find out about him. There had to be something he wanted me to know. I know My Cop.

Olivia opened bidding on the first boy, the ex-jock with massage-capable hands. I didn’t want or need him but I had to pretend I was interested and make a real buyer outbid me to buy some time.

Cal opened with the minimum. Buzzer quickly upped it and Brielle countered. It was going too fast, and I wasn’t getting into a bidding war with Brielle. I saw Parker’s right hand swiping her tablet. I’d seen her do that before and knew what she’d do next. So I raised.

Parker waited to see if there were more bids. Brielle slid closer to me and whispered, “Should I raise? That’s a lot for a boy who needs weeks of training.”

“Raise once,” I said. “Then let Parker have him.”

Right before Olivia called for final bids, Brielle sent hers in. We both turned toward Parker. “If she swipes her tablet, she’ll buy him.” She did both.

I tapped Quinn to see if there was a message. He shook his head.

Bidding began on the second boy, the disgraced reporter who might be a marketer if you wanted to advertise your business, but he also had that seven-and-a-half-inch penis Clay measured. He was nothing I wanted. I hoped Clay would buy him but I also knew some women needed one that size for their guests or even for themselves. Big penises sell well. And fast.

I had to slow things down. My friends knew I rarely buy based on size so any bids I made might look suspicious. I needed a friend to help and the room was full of them. While buyers took their last closeup look at him, I pulled Annalise and the Farm Mistress to the side.

“I need your help,” I said.

That’s not something I say often so they moved closer while I explained. “I don’t want him. I need to slow down the bidding. I need as much time as you can get for me.”

Their silent nods told me they understood. That’s one more reason I adore my friends.

Annalise joined the inspection, made a few comments about wanting a dog that size and did her best to engage the other buyers in conversation. The Farm Mistress walked around the boy, felt several parts and walked slowly toward my seat.

“I need to wash my hands,” she said. We both laughed.

Each time they raised after Clay bid, he raised back. He wasn’t even trying to hide his interest. When Olivia banged her gavel, Clay owned a very expensive, fairly useless boy.

I tapped Quinn’s arm. He shook his head again. No message.

The third boy was the chef with a hard-to-find skill. Mouth boys are common but not one like him who could entertain an entire lineup at the same time. None of my friends were interested but Mike’s brothers were fascinated with him, most of all, Big Mike.

“I want that boy!” he bellowed.

That wasn’t working for me. He was threatening anyone who bid against him. If my friends entered the bidding for a boy like that, they’d be met with disbelief. I hadn’t heard from My Cop and if the mouth boy went fast, Two was next.

I didn’t have to tap Quinn’s arm this time. He shook his head.

Mike bid, no one countered and Olivia’s gavel hit the podium.

I was out of time so I did the only thing I had left. I used my power.

“Sell that one first,” I said loudly, pointing to the fifth boy in line.

Olivia looked almost as surprised as the audience. She thought it over, looked at the bidders and said, “If that’s what Ms. Amity wants, I suppose there’s no harm in changing the order.”

No one argued. But they murmured until the Farm Mistress stood up and said, “Get on with it!”

She just got me ten extra minutes. She didn’t know why I needed more time and it didn’t matter. That’s yet another reason she’s one of my best friends.

I paid no attention to the bids or even what the boy offered. Quinn nodded this time. There was a message. I read it twice.

“SOCOM. Clean record. Escaped from Thailand. Rescue him.”

I showed the message to Gage and whispered, “Whatever he costs, he’s mine.”

Just like the first time I met him, Gage hugged my legs but he didn’t cry this time. His face was resolute.

Olivia announced the minimum; bids and raises came fast. Pain sluts command high prices but there was an undercurrent about why I made Olivia change the bidding order. It meant something was up with the fourth boy, the one we were bidding on now.

This time, they were right.

I waited for the bids to slow, then had Quinn send in mine. I didn’t raise just by the minimum Olivia set. I doubled it.

The crowd didn’t just murmur. They were well past that. There had to be something about this boy that I knew and they didn’t. No one sent in a counter bid until Big Mike shouted, “Five thousand!”

When I heard it, I knew it was payback for Sweden when I outbid him for Zayn. Mike didn’t want this boy. He wanted his percentage. And to give me a hard time.

Screw the tablets and Jonah’s bidding software. I stood up, walked over to Mike and whispered in his ear. Then I said, “Six thousand.”

Mike sat down. The boy was mine.

On our way back to the cottage, Quinn asked what I said to Mike.

“I reminded him that he’d be in my cottage tomorrow and my red-handled single-tail was waiting for him.”

Quinn laughed. Gage hugged me. Tyler was running full-speed to Red Rick’s shipping area to get that boy in my cottage at 9 pm like I told him to. On the dot.

Only the Best was a success. But I wasn’t done. I had a  big, no, an unimaginable job to do.


Chapter 24 

Night Delight

MY BOYS WERE smart enough to keep themselves busy when we reached the cottage. They weren’t leaving me in a dark room by myself that night. I saw him huddled over a laptop screen — the only light in the room — when I closed the door.

When he shut the top, the room was totally dark but he didn’t need light to find his way. He knelt in front of me and whispered, “Thank you.”

He’s got a soft spot for veterans, too, even if they’re regular Army.

“How’d he escape?” I asked, knowing I’d get only a few words, if any, as an answer. He’ll never use more than he needs just like he’ll never tell me everything he knows, especially not about a boy whose history included SOCOM.

“Make him tell you,” he said.

“I’m hungry,” I said.

He needed only one word that time. “Starving.”

I made him stand up so I could run my hands over his cheeks, the ones I own, the ones that were starving for my whip. There were bruises but no wounds. I made him turn so I could feel every inch of his skin. When my fingers reached his uncaged organs, I held him with both hands. And squeezed.

His grunts didn’t stop. They turned into growls when I traced the crossbar on the big A branded under his balls. By the time I wrapped my hands around his penis, the only one that will ever wake up next to me in the morning, he was approaching full slave fury.

When I stroked, it grew in my hands. He was howling like a wild animal from the kind of feral need I love. He managed to call out the three words he says only to me.

“You own me!”

I let go and he roared with unmatched, untamed fervor that I own. Absolute, total submission. If I stroked him to his edge or tossed him aside, it didn’t matter. Not this time. After all those weeks of worry, he was going to be my feast.

“Fetch it,” I hissed in his ear.

He crawled across the room, opened the case and wrapped it over his back with the red handle in his teeth. He knew what I was going to do and in his state, it couldn’t happen fast enough. There wasn’t a damned thing he could about it, neither his frenzy nor when I chose to swing my whip.

I made him wait. Every minute I didn’t swing was torture. When I laid him over a bar and ran my nails down his cheeks, tremors overtook his logic. The lubed plug I ran inside him filled the room with his plaintive shrieks. No matter how much he wanted it, he knew it was mine to give. He could beg, but getting what he was pleading for would be delivered on my timetable.

I kicked his legs apart, clenched the shaft dangling between his thighs and pulled. Hard.

He sang the first notes of his song when my whip kissed my brand. He didn’t stop until my appetite was sated. I’d fed him a three-course meal while I had a feast.

I lifted him off the bar and he collapsed in a pile on the floor. I wasn’t done. I could taste the dessert he was going to feed me. I laid him on his back and stuffed my fingers in his mouth.

“Hungry?” I asked.

He grunted two words. “For you.”

I wasn’t sure how he managed to breathe when I covered his face and I didn’t care. My trip to the stars was his responsibility and I didn’t settle for just one. I went on a series of voyages and saw the stars that shine over Mike’s mountain below me. He’d have enough only when I did.

I wanted more.

He struggled to undress me but I tossed the negligee he offered on the floor. His hands were clenched behind his back while he tasted my skin, moaning louder and louder until he buried his face between my legs. I made him work for it. Nothing I give any man is free.

He paid my price with the vehement passion that defines him.

I could feel his exhaustion but didn’t care. Time after time, I insisted he take me into the stratosphere. He reached deep inside to give me every ounce of himself there was. Each time he stopped, I refused to let him rest. Everything wasn’t enough. Not that night.

He gave me more than he possibly could, beyond what any man could give. That’s why he’s My Cop.

I don’t know how he managed to climb on the bed but I covered him with the dark purple comforter for the sleep his body needed but would have given up without hesitation if I wanted more.

I dressed in the minimum I needed to greet what Tyler delivered. Exactly at 9 pm.


Chapter 25 

The Soldier’s Story

TYLER HAD A DIFFICULT day. It wasn’t all intentional but he learned important lessons. His role has limits. He handles on-site security; he protects me. Juke,  Zayn and Gage are my exclusives and Tyler will never be one, let alone even think about replacing My Cop. Quinn was new and I hadn’t decided what his potential was yet. He had to prove himself as my stable manager, but he’d been very useful during the auction, especially during bidding. Could he be my personal? I’d never had a male in that role before. There’s been a series of girls — big-bosomed, beefy girls — ones I had to train to meet my expectations and demands.

Girls have benefits. They amuse me when they run; their bouncing breasts and layers of jiggling fat are entertaining. If I upgraded Quinn from the stable to be my personal, I’d lose that, although he’d likely take less time to train. But I planned to spend a lot for Jenna’s new breasts and if I couldn’t recoup what I had to pay for them, well…

Those musings stopped when I reached the den. Two was lassoed to Tyler by a rope wound around their waists. He took what I told him literally. “Run him to my cottage.” He didn’t remove Two’s face mask or open his eye covers. He delivered him with Two running blindly behind him.

Gage was on his knees, eyeing the still sightless Two. He dropped his chin to his chest when I walked in. Zayn’s forehead was against the wall in full mediation mode. I told Tyler to untie the boy and then sent Tyler to bed or to stew on the cot in the extra bedroom. It was his choice.

Quinn was waiting silently on his knees. I hadn’t given him an order, so he stayed at his post. If I added Two to the stable, he’d be Quinn’s responsibility but until I decided what to do and told Quinn what to do with him, he’d stay exactly where he was.

My Cop said, “Make him tell you.” That’s what I did. Right after I pulled off his mask.

It took a minute for his eyes to adjust to the light but when he saw me, he dropped to his knees and bent his head. I didn’t need Zayn to tell me what he was thinking or how he felt. Humiliation flowed out of every pore. Two knew that he’d had the best and when he left the country and I released him, he’d messed up his life with poor choices.

The choices he made were worse than poor. They were horrible, self-defeating ones. He’d failed and he knew it. It was more painful for him that now I knew it.

Gage shook his head side to side. Quinn glanced at the mortified former general and looked away. Zayn mumbled, “Dishonored… ashamed… worthless.” That wasn’t Zayn levying judgement. That’s what Two believed he was. Zayn was right.

I lifted Two’s chin with my finger to make him look at me. He tried not to. He couldn’t escape by closing his eyes.

“Open your eyes!” I demanded.

When he did, tears rolled down his cheeks. His chest heaved so hard from gut-level sobs, he almost doubled over. Sad slaves are useless, but he wasn’t sad. He was in a full-body state of disgrace that he couldn’t shed, not with Quinn’s disgust and Zayn’s accurate self-assessment raining down on him. Certainly not with Gage’s all-too-obvious revulsion.

Especially not with my finger under his chin.

“Tell me,” I said. “Every detail.”

I stood over him, forcing his eyes to look at mine, giving him no opportunity to wriggle out of the nightmare enveloping him. He tried to talk but didn’t have the words.

“You’re a damned soldier!” I said. “Or did you throw that away, too?”

Gage straightened his back and held his head high. Quinn’s head shot up and he pushed his chest out. The service branch didn’t matter. They exuded pride in what they had been and who they were now. That’s what I value. That’s why I own them. I’d have nothing less.

If Two ever hoped to feel any kind of pride again, it had to start right now with his confession. In excruciating detail.

Two said his first words of the night. “It was stupid… I was stupid.”

Neither Quinn nor Gage took their eyes off him. Zayn’s back was to us; his forehead was still planted against the wall.

“Tell me,” I said.

Two’s breathing was labored when he launched into his sorrowful story.

“The European deployment was with Signals Intelligence. The training was brutal. Every day, almost every night. The op required someone in charge. They decided that was me. And they’d stop at nothing to turn me into that. They called it a Master Spy.”

Uh oh. We were getting into difficult territory. I felt My Cop creep next to my right leg. He was beyond exhausted, but he dismissed it when he overheard those two words, Master Spy. I ran my fingers through his light brown hair while Two went on.

“They put me in counterterrorism, foreign internal. Taught me how to work undercover. Not to be noticed. The only thing that mattered was the mission. If anything happened to me, they’d deny me. Men were not important. There’d always be another one to send.”

He sniffled back his tears. “I couldn’t make the appointments you sent. When you released me, I was kind of… glad. No, not glad. Kind of free. I didn’t have to wait for your message telling me who would use me. When or where. Those men, the ones you sent, it was everything I wanted. Oh god, I needed them. I wanted more.”

That explained why I never heard from him after I released him.

Two was gasping for air. He didn’t have the courage to look at my boys, both of whom were at whatever you call attention when they’re on their knees.

“I looked everywhere for someone who’d do that… make me feel that way. I tried them all. One after another. They were awful. I don’t know how to explain the difference. The ones you assigned were… they were…”

The words he couldn’t find were ‘well trained’. By me.

“I kept looking for ones like that. Whenever I got a few hours off. Bar after bar. They’d buy me a drink and I went with them to… to places. Not hotels like the ones you sent. Crappy places, the kind you rent by the hour.”

Gage was grimacing. Quinn was shaking his head. They didn’t like where Two’s story was headed. They could feel his anguish.

“One night, a well-dressed guy must have slipped something in my drink when I wasn’t looking. All I remember is being on a boat in a box. For days. Naked. No ID, no cash, nothing. They put a hood over my head. I sat in my own pee and shit for days.”

Zayn turned away from the wall and looked at Two, then at me with a question on his face. I pointed to the wall, telling him to stay put. It was too soon.

“I got unpacked, thrown in a truck. Drove for hours. Uphill a lot. Then hands grabbed me and dragged me into a six-by-six cell. There were others there, I could hear them. But when I tried to ask a question, the guard beat me with a chain. I couldn’t move for days. I think it was days. There weren’t any windows.”

A tremble ran through Gage. He knew what that felt like and he knew what it took to survive that kind of torture. Gage came through it. Two didn’t have the wherewithal to withstand it.

“Oh god, they used me like an animal. Men fucked me, my mouth, my ass. I bled all over but they didn’t care. They made me crawl and lift my ass and they put things in it. Hot things. Cold things. When they threw me back in the cell, I decided I wanted to die. It was the only way out.”

Zayn was desperate to help him but I said no again. Not until Two finished.

“There was nothing I could use, no sheets to hang myself. Nothing sharp. The only way I could die was if they killed me. So that’s what I set out to do. I resisted. I fought back. They kept beating me, trying to make me behave. I didn’t. For all I cared, they could shoot me. I wanted them to shoot me. Suicide by my captors, it didn’t matter to me how. I just wanted to die.”

Quinn stared open-mouthed but Gage nodded. He understood that decision even if Two brought it on himself by his own stupidity.

There was more. “They hog-tied me and threw me out a kitchen door into a pile of slop for the pigs. I was going to die and be pig food on the edge of that damned mountain. I laid there for hours, but something… I don’t know what … filled my head. I figured I was insane and instead of fighting it, I gave in and listened. A voice, a woman’s voice. Just three words played on a loop.”

He took a deep breath and stared at my eyes. I could sense his sorrow through his tears.

He said, “The voice said, ‘I own you’.”

Two was wracked with grief. It hurt to see him go through this, but he was going to finish. Because I said so.

“There was nothing left in life for me. No one gave a damn, not SOCOM. Not Signals. They drilled into me I’d be on my own. But I couldn’t just lay down and die. I couldn’t kill myself, no matter how much I wanted to… because someone owned me. Those three words… someone said them once. It cut through me like a knife. I gave… I gave myself to that voice once. A promise. I had to keep it.”

Gage tried to hide his wet eyes but couldn’t turn away, not while Two still had a shred of dignity. A drop of honor. Quinn closed his eyes and clenched his jaw. This was new territory for him.

“They made me into nothing. Less than nothing. But those three words made me remember something. It’s what I told my troops when I led them into battle.”

Gage lifted his head even higher and recited those words with Two.

“This we’ll defend.”

When he heard Gage say those words, Two snapped his head toward him. His face filled with horror. He’d just confessed his dishonor in front of the man who witnessed him give himself to me three years ago. Two looked down at himself, then at Gage. Mortification coursed through him. He was across the room from a one-star who — even on his knees — was prouder than Two believed he could ever be again.

His next words were packed with shame. “That night, I crept on my belly and rolled down a clear space on the mountain. Some days; mostly nights. I was bleeding but I didn’t care. I kept saying, “This I’ll defend,” because there was no one but me. An old lady found me and took me in. She fed me, took care of me. Treated me like a wounded animal. I was in and out of consciousness but after a while, she told me I had to leave. She wasn’t safe with me there. Gave me clothes. I did some odd jobs in a town in the dark until I could hitch a ride on an old guy’s cart. I hid in the back with the animals. Where I belonged.”

I put my hands on his shoulders and tilted his head back. Two took a big breath and went on with his story.

“Getting back to the states took months. Weeks on a freighter, hiding from the crew. When we reached port, I saw the flag. The stars and stripes. I was home but homeless. I roamed the highways, hitched rides and wound up in a coffee shop. Two vets saw my old unit tattoo on my shoulder and asked if I needed help. I felt beyond help but they stuck with me. “Too damned many vet suicides,” they said. They took me to the VA, took weeks to get my ID with my old rank because I was listed as KIA. Then I checked my bank.”

He was running on empty but I let him go on. He had to finish.

“It was still there. I wasn’t rich, but I could survive. I’d almost forgotten what it felt like when you… when you taught me that it wasn’t about pain. It was about the reason for it. That day I gave myself to you. The day you owned me.”

He sounded like his guts were being ripped out, inch by inch.

“I wound up in D.C., can’t remember how I got there. I bought some clothes, got a ratty apartment that had a small gym and by chance met a lady who needed an escort that night. Some fancy affair. So I bought a suit and sat next to her all night. She knew other women who needed a man they could trust, so that’s what I did. No one ever looked at me twice. I got fed, made small talk and went to parties and dinners.”

I looked at his face, the hair that made him look like a silver fox and knew what he’d been doing, what they'd trained him to do. Hiding in plain sight. There was one thing left I wanted to know. Who put him up for sale in the auction.

“But it was nagging at me. That need. That promise. I had to find it again. I met a woman at one of those dinners. She was different. She wasn’t you but there were some pieces… things that reminded me of what was taken from me. What I threw away. She used me. She gave me to men to use. I felt… nothing.”

Of course he didn’t. There’s only one woman like me. But he had to finish and tell me how he got put in the auction. I wasn’t sure he had the strength, but My Cop raised his head and mouthed, “Make him tell it.”

“And?” I said. It wasn’t a question and he knew it.

He was shaking so hard, I wasn’t sure he could get words out. But he found that strength deep inside, a place real soldiers keep it.

“She said I was decent, but she had her eye on a younger one. She knew she could do anything with me. Give me away. Sell me. I had no choice. I was out of money. Couldn’t get a job. Couldn’t pay rent. One morning she had me picked up in a damned truck. Put in a cage. With other naked men. Drove for hours, picked up even more men. They unpacked us at the bottom of a mountain. Tagged us. Made us run uphill. They locked us in a big building… more than a hundred like me for days. Then they put me in that room. Told me to shut up and stand straight. And then… you bought me.”

That’s all I needed to figure out who she was. Adding up the city and her unexceptional style that would never get her admitted to my network, it could have been only one seller. Wait until she found out what she threw away. What Two did and what she gave up was almost too much stupidity for me to deal with in one night.

Two finally finished. “I couldn’t see who was bidding. But I felt it. It was like a dam bursting inside me. What I felt. That need. That longing. I thought it was gone but it just… I don’t know. Maybe, maybe if I threw everything I had left into it, I could give someone that again.”

That’s why I prefer reactive boys, ones who respond merely to my presence. Like Two did in his gut-level way.

He was done. He had no more words or strength to say anything else. My Cop needed only one word this time. “Spymaster,” he muttered.

Zayn couldn’t control himself anymore. “Ms. Amity, please!”

-=o=-

I sent Quinn and Gage to bed, took My Cop into the bedroom and left Zayn with Two. I heard Two’s groans and moans although My Cop slept soundly through it. Two would finish his story tomorrow. Then I’d decide what to do with him.


At All Costs


Chapter 26 

The Surplus

THE DAY AFTER an auction is tumultuous. Buyers are checking with Red Rick’s shippers to make sure their merchandise is delivered to the right destinations. Mike’s payment boy, Troy, was triple checking each transaction so he didn’t have to face angry shoppers. Owners of what didn’t sell were deciding what to do with their leftovers. They usually wind up in fast sale lots with rock-bottom prices. They’re sold as is; there are no returns.

I got to the remnants sale a little late. It had been a long night. My Cop needed rest but when I left, he was in bed with his laptop. Quinn and Gage went with me to the sale. I left Zayn in a spare room with his forehead against a wall. He needed time to recover from whatever he did with Two all night.

I gave Two to Tyler for the morning. He needed supervision after what he went through last night and I needed time to figure out what to do with him. After all, I bought him. I take care of all my property, but he posed a conundrum.

He could be just another stable boy, trained in a skill and rented to clients who enjoy pain sluts. Women, the focus of my future plans, would also have fun using one that looked like him after he was beefed up. The question was what it would take to make him rentable. He wasn’t a sad boy like the one I took as charity after Madison’s death. They’re useless. Clients want reactive, responsive ones that make a lot of happy noises.

Two would never be one of my exclusives. But I have friends.

When we got back, Emma would take a good look at him, inside and out. Boys with anal tears aren’t rentable; heck, they’re almost impossible to sell. She’d have to check every inch of him for residual injuries. I imagine at some point, she’d diagnose that he needed one of her infamous enemas, the ones she keeps in the refrigerator. Cold ones work better, she claims. Most everyone I buy and even many of my guests undergo one of Emma’s exams before I let them mingle with anyone else in my world.

I take good care of my property.

When I arrived at the leftovers sale, so many people wanted to talk to me, they actually formed a line. I huddled with my friends so I could answer all their questions at once. I figured they all wanted to know the same thing. I was right.

Even though Caroline was trying to shush her, Olivia wanted to know why I changed the bidding order on the specialty group. The rest wanted to know the same thing but were reluctant to ask, so I addressed them all at once.

“It’s simple and complicated. I know that boy. He’s got history with me. But I was concerned about why he was there. More like who was selling him. I needed time to figure it out.”

That should have been enough, but it wasn’t for the Farm Mistress. “Your boy with hair. He got that information for you, right?”

Of course she was right. I just didn’t say it out loud.

“Oooo… Danica cooed. “What’s his story?”

Leave it to Danica to ask the one question I wasn’t going to answer. When faced with that kind of situation, I have a go-to solution. I ask a question instead of answering one.

“Are the prices good this morning?” I asked. Butter wouldn’t have melted in my mouth, but Brielle wasn’t having toast that morning.

“She isn’t going to tell you,” she said. “It’s gotta be one of those stories we’re all dying to hear!”

“Maybe I can get it out of one of her special boys,” Mila said, fingering the handle of the whip hanging from her belt.

One look told her that no one — no one — touches my exclusives. Quinn and Gage looked relieved. Mila grinned and said, “If she’s not going to share, I’m going to buy something.” She headed toward the unsold scraps. Most of the rest followed. Except Nell.

“Amity, you’ve got a situation. I don’t know what it is, but can I help?”

That’s yet another reason I adore my friends. Even though she couldn’t help this time, Nell was always there for me. I shook my head and hugged her. “Next time,” I said. Nell smiled and went to see what was left in the surplus that might interest her.

That left Mike’s friends, several of whom wanted answers that I couldn’t give in minutes. Cal wanted to learn how to start renting for profit. Buzzer was trying to build a stable. He needed advice on a stable manager and to learn the difference between discipline and punishment. That was for starters and it was too much to get into then or there. I invited them to visit Amityworld to see how I do it. We could talk longer there but they’d learn more when they visited the slave dorm and saw how my boys live, what they do for my businesses and the income I receive when they’re rented. They agreed to contact Jenna for dates and times.

They left and I was finally alone. I took two steps toward the leftovers lot when a big body stepped in my path.

“Damn, Amity! Are you forgetting something?” he bellowed. He reached his arms out for a big hug. Gage had to hold Quinn back from keeping Mike out of my personal space.

“That’s Mr. Mike,” Gage cautioned Quinn. That was all he had to say.

No, I hadn’t forgotten about Mike and my single tail. Last night’s events overtook my chance to have fun with him. Mike’s face told me how much he wanted what I threatened and promised to do with my whip. I had so much fun the times he knelt at my feet, I decided to change my schedule.

Tyler goes ballistic about changes like I was about to make. But he wasn’t there. He was babysitting Two.

“Right after lunch,” I said. “And don’t bother wearing underwear.”

Mike grinned sheepishly. “Ain't worn none since last time you were here.”

I thought seriously about skipping lunch. Mike was much tastier.

On my way to the leftovers, Big Al stopped me with Harry a step behind him. They’d bought well; Al got his mechanic with an extra talent and Harry had his gift for the ranchers plus a few of his own. They didn’t look all that excited about the unsold men, but they perked up when they saw me.

“Um, Ms. Amity, I told Harry how good you are with that whip. You know, that one… the one with the… red…”

Harry interrupted him. “What I saw you do, that was a lucky hit. Betcha can’t do it again.”

Big Al closed his eyes and shook his head at Harry’s poorly disguised dare. I don’t back down from a challenge, but I don’t get manipulated, either. Especially not by men like Harry or any man from Houston.

“I don’t do requests,” I said. “Beg for it.”

Harry harrumphed. Men like him don’t beg until they want it so much, they’ll plead from their knees. And he was going to. He just didn’t know it yet.

“Here’s my offer. I bought two from Ned who are going to put on hand-to-hand combat shows and wrestle a few of my clients. They’re good. If you can pin one of them, I’ll take out my whip.”

Harry grinned, believing he won that round. He couldn’t have been more wrong.

“But if you lose, you’ll feel what I can do with it. Deal?”

Harry took a step back but he couldn’t run from my challenge. Not in front of Big Al. It’s that Old Leather thing.

“Deal,” he said.

Right before they left, Al said, “Boy, you have no damned idea what you just got yourself into!”

After lunch, I’d have at least two black-denim clad asses to use. Big Al made three. And I knew whose was going to be the fourth.

-=o=-

The pickings in the surplus bin were slim. That spoke to Only the Best’s success. The good ones were bought in pre-sales and the better ones in bidding, so only the dregs were left. Nothing really appealed to me so I was about to leave when Quinn held out his arm to show me something he’d found.

That offered elbow move is what my exclusives do but Quinn did it without thinking. I made the right choice to bring him along.

He led me to one end of the display and pointed to a medium height, fairly muscular boy standing alone near the chain barrier. The rest were fighting to get noticed by buyers. They knew what would happen if they weren’t sold. They’d seen videos of what we call dark places where owned men are treated like cattle from when they are rousted out of whatever sleep they can get until they’re put to bed. If they're given beds.

This one didn’t seem to care what his future held. He stood naked and silent near the chain, turned sideways so he didn’t have to see the shoppers or the flesh on display. Everything about him appeared normal. I had no idea why Quinn wanted me to see him.

“Tell me,” I said to Quinn.

He hesitated a moment then said, “Ms. Amity, please read his summary.”

Quinn was learning fast to get to the point. He handed me the card.

Most obedient boy ever. A shame I had to sell him for downsizing. Nothing he can’t do with training but his primary skill is amazing. He heals things. He senses pain and makes it disappear. Physical and emotional. Worth every dollar you pay for him.

I had a doctor, Emma, the former boy I had transitioned after I bought him in Sweden. She’s an excellent physician and keeps all my property healthy with medical treatment and nutrients in their food. She gets a little carried away with her cold enemas, but that’s easy to overlook.

This boy wasn’t a medical doctor. He was clearly listed as a healer and that triggered Quinn enough to ask me to take a look.

I stood in front of the boy and he looked at me, closed his eyes and a minute later said, “I can restore his honor.”

Zayn had worked on Two all night. I hadn’t seen his results but I did see Zayn’s forehead planted on the wall in the morning. Surely it would take more than one night to repair Two, if he could be repaired at all. And it was taking a lot out of Zayn.

“Let me help,” the boy said. “His essence needs the work your boy is doing. I can restore his spirit.”

Quinn looked as shocked as I felt. No one knew what took place last night besides my boys and me. But this one apparently did.

“Put him in my cart,” I told Quinn.

An auction boy took him to shipping after I paid for him on my way out. I walked to lunch with my arm firmly wrapped around Quinn’s elbow.


Chapter 27 

The Real Winner

THE CLOSING LUNCH was packed with buyers bragging about their deals while stabbing forks in the huge buffet. Quinn led me to an empty table, nudged Gage out of the way and knelt on my left. He was waiting for me to tell him what I wanted him to get for lunch. I wasn’t in a hurry because I wasn’t very hungry. Not for food.

Gage filled a plate with what he knew I’d like. Blueberry muffins, a scoop of blueberries and a big dollop of whipped cream. He crept under the table to massage my toes with his ten magic fingers, just like he does at home every morning on the terrace. Quinn took it all in without a shred of jealousy. He was in school and Gage was his teacher. Quinn was an avid student.

Now I had two decisions to make. What to do with Two. And what I wanted Quinn to be and possibly become.

The muffins were good, not up to my chef’s standards, but tasty. Every few minutes, I picked up a few berries, reached under the table and stuffed them in Gage’s mouth. Quinn was desperate to see what I was doing —  what Gage was doing — but knew better than to look.

My friends were busy chatting. Most were leaving after lunch, so they ate quickly and returned to their cottages to make sure the packing was done. Many of Mike’s brothers took advantage of the beautiful weather to mount their bikes and head down the mountain for the ride home. When the only ones left were Mike, Big Al, Harry and me, I picked up a handful of blueberries and dangled them in front of Quinn.

The look on his face was priceless. His lower jaw dropped and I stuffed a handful inside. I hadn’t told him to chew so he stayed that way, mouth open with blue juice drooling from the corners. Mike, Al and Harry laughed at his plight. Gage was oblivious; he had a job to do under the table. Quinn looked stricken until I finally closed his mouth with my finger.

“Suck,” I said.

I watched him squish what I fed him. His lips and tongue were fully involved. I pulled his lower lip down and smiled at the blue goo drizzling down his chin. Just for fun, I rubbed whipped cream on his lips so when he sucked again, blue cream trickled to his chest.

He was mortified. One day he’d remember that was the day I started teaching him mouth skills.

“Are you ready?” I asked Harry.

He yelled back, “Where’s the bastard I’m gonna put flat on his back?”

“Over there,” I said, pointing toward the path. Tyler had the two boys I bought from Ned, the ones who were going to entertain my clients with hand-to-hand combat or what Ned called rassling, tied at their waists running behind him.

Red Rick was probably livid that I pulled two deliveries off his truck but with what I was paying for shipping, he could save his eruption for his own workers on the other side of the field. My fun comes first.

“You get two chances. One at a time. Pin either one to win and I’ll show you what I can do with my single tail. If you don’t, then you’ll feel what I can do with it on your ass.” I tried not to laugh. Either way, win or lose, Harry was going to be at the business end of a whip with the red handle in my left hand.

Tyler doused the boys with posing oil and rubbed them both, one per hand at the same time to make sure every inch of their skin glowed under the sun. Then he turned to Harry, ready to do the same.

“Are you kidding me?” Harry sputtered.

“I don’t kid when my whip is on the line,” I said. “Strip or you lose.”

That might have been a first for Harry. Two challenges within hours, neither of which he could avoid. Not with Big Al and Mike watching.

He struggled with his boots, then his vest until all he had on were black jeans. He looked at me sheepishly but dropped them and kicked them aside. All that was left was tiny black underwear that barely covered his cock and balls.

“Them too,” I said.

When they hit the floor, Tyler moved toward him to apply the oil. Harry glared at him and growled, “Every inch. Both hands.”

Ordinarily, I don’t let anyone order my property around, but I made an exception in that case. I wanted to see Tyler do it. With both hands.

He glanced at me for permission. I nodded and winked. He got it.

Harry got oiled in one of the most provocative applications ever. Tyler didn’t just slather it on. He massaged it in; his fingers lingered on Harry’s sensitive parts and worked overtime between his thighs. After bending him over, he spent extra time on Harry’s asscheeks and finished deep between them.

That’s something I adore about the Old Leather guys. They react. They’re sensual. Especially when hands as strong and determined as Tyler’s were all over them. And inside their asses.

All good things must end, so I picked one of the boys, pointed at Harry and told him what to do. “Pin him.”

There’s definitely something to be said about Ned’s first-quality merchandise. You tell them what to do and they do it. He launched himself at Harry, grabbed him around his waist, all the while ramming his shoulder into his pretty big belly. Harry landed on the floor on his ass. With a loud plop.

I wasn’t the only one laughing.

Harry pushed the boy back and struggled to his feet. They groped and grabbed each other wherever they could get a grip. Grunts filled the air. The boy was set on taking control of the slippery behemoth he was facing for one reason. Because I told him to.

Using my power like that fills me. I had forgotten Quinn’s mouth was full of berries and whipped cream. When I looked at him, his cheeks were bulging and his chest was dotted with blue goo.

The boy launched at Harry and dropped him on his ass again. This time, he scooted around so he could move in for the pin, ass first. It was an interesting move. The boy’s ass was poised over Harry’s face and he plunged it straight down.

Smothered like that, Harry couldn’t even cry uncle. He kicked his legs, squealed and tried unsuccessfully to wedge the boy off him.

Mike yelled, “PIN!” but the boy didn’t move. Neither did Harry. Big Al hollered, “He’s sucking his cock!”

I broke out laughing. Quinn spewed blue juice and Gage peeked out from under the table, shaking his head.

Tyler looked like he’d have traded places with that boy in a heartbeat. Perhaps I’d add that to my after-lunch fun.

“The three of you… line up.”

“HERE?” Mike said in a voice filled with disbelief.

“I won’t say it twice, not for the likes you.” Quinn’s face was smeared with blue goo so I told him to swallow and get my whip from the luggage that was waiting to be sent down the mountain. He retrieved it and held it out for me. Tyler was standing next to the second wrestler probably waiting for his turn, stewing at Quinn.

Tyler got another lesson. This time, he learned how wrong he will always be when he assumes what I will do.

“You! Get in line!” Tyler’s face morphed from envy to pure shock. Quinn stared at him, daring him not to do what he was told. Gage crawled out from under the table, ready to move Tyler into the line whether he wanted to join it or not.

Gage took one look at him and Tyler ran into place.

“Strip!” There was no question they knew what they were going to do. And they did. I was looking at three naked, out-of-shape sides of beef and one physically fit male body.

“You wanted to see if that demo I did was a fluke. Let’s see how accurate I can be.”

Harry looked like he was going to cry when I said, “Spread your legs.” I took one practice swing over his head. He shuddered head-to-toes when he heard the crack.

“Right thigh,” I said and swung. It landed a few inches below his beloved penis and when he reached down to protect it, I swung again. This time, I connected with his hands.

“Arms up!” I said leaving no room for doubt about what he was going to do. Harry raised his arms and I called out, “Left thigh.” By nightfall, that would leave a lovely welt.

“Have a charming ride home,” I said and crisscrossed his asscheeks three times so he’d remember all the way home what happens when you challenge me.

Big Al roared when I aimed at him. Mike shrieked when I hit his inner thighs. By the time they were all decorated with Xs on their asses, they were singing — really, they were shrieking — their songs to me.

It was time for the finale. I sent Quinn to get four daffodils from Karly’s small garden. It took a few tries, but he managed to get them into their penises with a few inches of flower sticking out after I unlocked Tyler’s cage. My target was four big men with four ample shafts sticking straight out of their groins. Their penises betrayed their excitement. I put them back-to-back in a small circle of male flesh and said, “Never. Ever. Challenge. Me.”

They started screaming before I swung. They didn’t stop even after I was done. But when I told them to get on their hands and knees and pick up every last petal, they paid my price. That earned them a small reward.

I gave them Tyler.

From what I heard while Quinn drove me back to my cottage, it sounded like they were having fun. I left Gage to haul whatever was left of Tyler down the mountain where in an hour, the long black SUV would be waiting.


Complete


Chapter 28 

The Ride

BEFORE WE LEFT for the airport, My Cop checked the car inside, out and under because Tyler was in no shape to bend in any direction. He snorted when Gage tossed my head of security and the worn out but grinning client into the way back with my luggage. After he was certain there were no terrorists hiding inside the car, he opened the door for me. Gage sat on my left, Zayn on my right. Then he surprised me. And Quinn.

“Every five miles, tap this. It sends GPS to my team.”

He put Quinn in the front next to the driver and showed him where the car had been customized with what he called defensive measures. I didn’t listen to the details. I didn’t want to know.

My Cop sat on the rear seat facing me. I gave him four miles before he’d be on the floor, unbuttoning his white shirt and rubbing my feet up and down his chest.

I told Rick I wanted my purchases delivered first. He complained it messed up his shipping schedule but one look at My Cop took care of his protests. Besides, he knew he was going to do it anyway. My Cop’s presence makes the inevitable happen faster.

When we arrived at the small airport, there was a surprise waiting for me. Gage opened an idling van’s back doors and pulled Two out of the cargo space. “He shouldn’t be in a cage. Not yet,” Zayn said. He and Gage put Two on the plane and locked one of his ankles to the seat’s leg. “Just a precaution,” Gage said.

My Cop nodded. I didn’t have to guess whose idea that was.

The flight was uneventful. The pilot and co-pilot treated My Cop as an old friend and didn’t ask why his starched white shirt was unbuttoned down to his waist. Or why he was armed. My client who owned the plane was in a cage with the luggage, but he did have a gift waiting for me. It had a note.

I’ve never been this happy. Being used for what I am and not who I am is life changing. It’s magnificent. Like you.

What was in the small teal box was perfect. A necklace with a diamond charm, an A, soon sparkled around my neck.

The flight was quiet given how tired everyone was after the auction and everything that happened. I’d spent weeks organizing and my friends handled their roles with the attention to detail they’re so adept at. There were no major incidents and only a few minor injuries that Mike’s first-aid stations dealt with.

My tablet kept beeping with voice messages from the buyers and sellers. They couldn’t wait to have their purchases unpacked and start using them. Cal was thrilled that his place would finally be cleaned up by the housemaid he bought but he was absolutely gleeful for regular anal massage and “whatever the hell else I want worked on.”

Buzzer had four on Rick’s truck to seed his new stable and had already contacted Jenna to arrange a visit. He said he’d find out exactly how good his purchases were by himself until I had room in my schedule to show him mine. “I ‘spose they’ll be fine but they can always be better with a bunch of practice,” he said.

I laughed when I listened to Harry’s voicemail. “Ms. Amity, that was a helluva show. Good thing you made me strip. I’d a had to change my drawers.”

Even Clay gushed. When he lost the Farm Mistress’s challenge, I figured he’d be cranky about having to buy her first pick, but he took it in stride. “Yeah, I was pissed but the bunch I bought made up for it. Dunno where you found ‘em but they’re gonna be juicy.”

Needless to say, Ned was over the moon. He sold every “damned first-quality body I brought” and asked me to finalize what I wanted for my freebie. He’d ship him ‘directly’. He said thanks as many times as he said first-quality.

My network gushed praise about the auction, what they bought and the good time we had together. They were thrilled that whatever happened to My Cop was resolved and only one or two brought up the backstory I wouldn’t share. When I heard those comments, I looked toward the back of the plane where Zayn had his forehead against Two’s. His face mask was buckled on tightly; his eye covers closed. Each time Zayn laid his hands on Two’s chest, he shook with a kind of tremor deeper than I’d seen before. I’d warned Zayn not to absorb too much of his stress. I wanted Two in the tension I keep my boys. And I didn’t want a repeat of what happened after he worked with Karly the first time or that awful night My Cop had to take care of a piece of unpleasantness from his past and Zayn sensed that evil. Zayn assured me the issue with Two wasn’t evil. Two was filled with — he searched for the right words — overwhelming stupidity and profound regret.

Except for My Cop and the pair of his black-clad team members that occupied the first and last seats in the jet, the flight was uneventful. Until the wheels touched down on the runway.

It came from the back of the plane.

Zayn fought to open his seatbelt but wasn’t fast enough. Two unbuckled his and tried to run toward the front where I was sitting. He wasn’t going anywhere with his ankle locked on the seat’s leg but that wasn’t going to stop him from trying.

My Cop’s team was on top of him in seconds with My Cop standing over the pile in the aisle. When we came to a full stop, he told them to “leave him with me,” which they did, albeit a little grudgingly.

“Gage, escort Ms. Amity down the airstairs and secure her in the limo,” he said and turned his attention to Two, who was still struggling under My Cop’s boot. And wailing.

Gage didn’t waste a moment. He didn’t offer his arm. He took mine and marched me to the door to deplane. I heard Two’s cries as Gage led me directly to the car, opened the door and stared at me until I buckled the seatbelt. Only then did he turn to look at what was coming off the plane.

Zayn was first, followed by one of My Cop’s team. Then Two emerged, like a side of beef slung over My Cop’s shoulders. Next was the other black-clad team member with Quinn a step behind him. My Cop laid Two across the floor of the back seat, right under my feet, and everyone except the security guards got in.

He put Quinn in front with the GPS thing again, pointed out customized features and told everyone else where to sit. He took the rear seat facing me. I supposed my feet would stay where they were for the two-hour ride.

We rode in silence punctuated by Two’s plaintive cries from time to time that seemed to come out of nowhere. He filled the rear compartment with his agonizing torment.

Zayn shrugged with each wail. He didn’t budge when Two squawked from My Cop’s application of his boot on his ass.

My Cop jumped out of the limo before we came to a full stop at the front gate. He spoke with the guard, pointed toward the back seat and in short order, we were on our way to the transport garage. That’s when I noticed the black SUV behind us.

He told Gage to secure Two, reached inside to help me out because I had to climb over Zayn who he told to sit tight. Jenna looked shocked when he instructed her to deal with the bags later and get me into my office ASAP. She strode down the path toward the main house so fast that I had to work hard to keep up.

Once I was secure in my office, I turned on the transport garage cameras to see what was going on there. It wasn’t pretty.

Four men who could have been sent by central casting emerged from the SUV and took control of Two. Zayn was sent to the attic and do what he does with his herbs and oils. Gage’s post was to remain outside my office door until he got My Cop’s all clear. He sent Quinn to the stable dorm to supervise their feeding or whatever he did there. My Cop didn’t care what they did; he wanted them out of his way.

Tyler’s face dropped when My Cop ordered him to his attic cell and told him to stay there no matter what until he was summoned. It was everything Tyler could do to climb the stairs. He grumbled the whole way up both flights.

That left My Cop with his team in the garage. They hauled Two off the back floor and dropped him on the concrete floor in the middle of a circle of men whose shirts strained at the shoulders and wore weapons on their belts. My Cop pointed to the camera. I knew what he wanted me to do.

I turned it off. Whatever happened was between Two and My Cop. He didn’t want me to see what he was going to do with or to him.

-=o=-

I tried not to think about it while I reviewed the house manager’s reports and checked the stable dorm’s video feed. I left the house manager in his Hayden persona to do his work. Overseeing the stable trainer and the house girls precluded switching personalities. A slutty female wouldn’t do the job as well as a horny male with a silver chastity cage locked around his frequently-stiff cock.

Everything appeared to be in order. I wanted to walk through the house, especially the kitchen, to let the girls know I was back and checking up on them but Gage wouldn’t budge when I tried to open the door.

“Ms. Amity, please go back inside,” he said. He didn’t really mean please.

Two hours later, I was tired of waiting. I was curious about Two’s fate and bored with my surroundings. I wanted a bath, to change clothes and make sure It and Jenna had unpacked properly. By now, It should be handwashing and ironing my lingerie. He used to mix the colors together, which is not how I want them laundered.

It was dark outside when My Cop finally crawled into my office. He wasn’t wearing slacks and a crisp white unbuttoned shirt. He was in all black. And combat boots.

“The delivery truck is pulling into the garage,” he said. I could see that from the front-gate cameras but he was trying to distract me so I wouldn’t ask what he did or where Two was.

I knew he wasn’t going to let me supervise unpacking them in person, so I said, “Send them to Intake. Alert Emma for their exams.” That was it except for my next sentence. “Bring the healer to where you put him.”

“Ms. Amity,” he said with ‘please don’t do this’ underlying his voice, “I’d rather…”

No, that wouldn’t do. It didn’t matter what he’d rather have me do. I owned Two who was clearly in a fragile state and I bought a healer who might be able to balance him. That’s what I wanted and I get what I want.

“To do what?” he asked but it wasn’t really a question. I could almost hear what was going on in his head.

Two isn’t stable. Two is an unknown. Two knows how to pretend. Two is dangerous. He cannot be trusted.

“Get me the healer and take me to Two.”

He dropped to his knees and said what he’s said before, just a little differently this time. “Ms. Amity, You are more important to me than my own life. If anything happened to you… I… couldn’t live with myself. I wouldn’t want to live at all. Please… please…”

I ran my fingers through his light brown hair and said, “Come with me.”

He dropped his head in my lap, murmuring, “I’ll drive you to the punishment building. I won’t leave your side.”

There was no point in arguing. We drove slowly across the big field with black-clad men running on all four sides of the cart. Four brawny men with sidearms strapped to their belts.


Epilogue


Chapter 29 

Two

THE FORMER SPYMASTER hadn’t been simply secured in the punishment building. He was spread-eagle by his wrists and ankles on a bench with a riser under his belly. A metal bar was locked across his back and his head was propped up by a chin rest. His face was covered with an opaque mask. The room was pitch black.

Two was wailing into the emptiness, gulping air through the slits My Cop made sure let him breathe through his mouth and nose.

Two was screeching between gasps. Promises to behave. Demands to be freed. Pleading to have them fill his ass. That he’d do what they said. Anything.

It was heartbreaking but at the same time, I saw it as one of the biggest challenges I’d ever faced. I didn’t want him to suffer like that even if it was his own fault. He needed his life back, no matter where that took him. He was in hell and I owned the ladder he’d have to climb to escape.

But he’d do it on my terms.

This was the two-star I’d owned after breaking him in this very building the day he gave himself to me. He was full of potential back then. He needed work and got a lot of fine tuning until his duty interfered. Then he descended into hell.

Gage had been strong during his ordeal as a POW but even he needed to be freed from his tortuous memories. And look how well that turned out. Two was worth the effort.

My Cop was glued to my right side. I told him to send the security team outside but in the blackness, I wasn’t sure they actually left. They’re stealthy but at that point, I didn’t care. I had work to do.

There was a cabinet filled with the old man’s potions that I could have used to make it go faster. A drop of yellow would irritate him from his waist on down so much, he’d thrash against the straps to try to shit it out. A bit of purple would clear his mind and the only thing he’d hear and obey was whatever I said. If I used the red bottle, I’d send him straight into sensory overload and he’d end up in mind-freezing hysteria.

Then there was the black gel. I’d used it only twice on two reprobates that deserved to have their pasts erased and spend the rest of their lives in the bottommost level of slavery to two women who knew what to do with them.

No, the gels were not for him. He had to do this by himself. And I would take him through it.

There were only two possible outcomes. Either he’d regain the honor he threw away or he would wind up so shattered and broken I’d have to use the black gel to reprogram him. Then I’d have him castrated and sold to one of those mysterious households where he’d spend the rest of his days in dark submission. And probably —  this time — actually go insane.

My Cop knew the potential outcomes. Although he was rooting for the first, I could tell he thought even I couldn’t pull it off. It was going to take a lot of work but I had two secret weapons.

One was in Two’s heritage, literally in his blood. He was from proud stock he'd told me at our first meeting, the Seminole bloodline. He was once worthy of being known as a proud, unconquered warrior.

The other was outside. My pet dog was guarding the healer I bought at the leftovers sale, waiting for my signal to bring him inside.

It was the start of the longest and most time I’d ever spent on one purchase.

But that’s another story.


Next in the Series

Things Aren’t Just Things

Things Aren’t Just Things is the second installment in the series, "Journey to the Academy."
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HE CALLED HIMSELF a healer. Not a doctor, not a nurse, not a spiritual guide. He was the healer. He walked into the dark room, stopped and listened. Shrieks echoed off the walls. Pleas to be released. Promises he’d do what they demanded. Vows that they could do anything to him and he’d obey. Each wail of terror felt like it was sucking the air out of the suffering man’s lungs.

The healer felt like he was suffocating.

No one had to tell him how much pain the agonized creature was trapped in. Words couldn’t describe even if anyone tried.

He turned his head when he sensed two others in the room. They cared about the man’s suffering. He could sense that as much as he felt their confusion. They didn’t know how to help the man shrieking in the center of the room. But they wanted to.

That’s why she brought the healer here.

The two people exuded waves of overwhelming frustration. The healer knew they were powerful people, each powerful in the same way but from opposite poles. Yet they were listening helplessly to the man’s desperate cries that reverberated throughout the room.

“Yes,” the healer replied to my unasked question.

I wrapped my arm around My Cop’s back and felt rock-hard tension in every muscle. He was my only line of defense if the healer I bought at the Only the Best auction posed a threat. He hadn’t been vetted by My Cop’s researchers, and I’d sent his security team out of the building to try to give the nearly hysterical former soldier a sense of safety. It didn’t work. He was still pleading, crying and making wild promises to nonexistent captors. He was stuck in the nightmare they imprisoned him in, one that led him to come to the heartbreaking conclusion that he had only one way out. If he couldn’t kill himself, he’d make them do it for him.

He was back in that place in his head, even though he’d escaped more than a year-and-a-half ago and wound up owned by an inept woman who put him up for sale in the auction.

That’s where I saw him and bought him after threatening Big Mike with my single-tail to put an end to his bidding war with me.

They didn’t have to unmask him when the bidding started because it wasn’t his face that told me who he was. I recognized the unit tattoo on his shoulder. When I first brought him and one other soldier to my world, I called him “Two” for the two stars he wore on his shoulders. The other was “One.” My Cop begged me to fix what was wrong with One. Back then, Two was an above-average pain boy with the heart of an undefeated warrior. One was different. He turned out to be a lot more.

The one-star had been tortured when he was taken prisoner but he built a space in his mind that he retreated to when they brutalized him. After he was repatriated, he passed every psych test they threw at him and the doctors declared him fit to serve. His single star was all he had to hold onto except that time I kept him here. Those two days were burned so deep inside him, it kept him going on the outside when he felt empty inside.

One hid his problem from everyone except My Cop who knew something was wrong. It had to be fixable, even though he didn’t know what it was. “He’s a good man,” My Cop said. Two hours with One showed me what he was hiding. That night, I fixed it.

One was impotent. He’d learned to live alone physically and emotionally for years. That night, with the help of my red-handled whip, I ended his problem and sent him home whole. I kept my eye on him for two years, made him live according to my rules from sunup until bedtime and when he put in his papers, he begged to come back. Now he’s Gage, one of my exclusives, whose aura glows when he makes me happy. It shines every day.

Two was more complicated. Something about him told me there was more inside him than even he knew. He had more years to go in the service, so I made him a remote, mainly for clients who wanted to rent pain sluts. Clients who traveled near where he was stationed paid to use him in quality hotels when their schedules meshed. Two was thrilled to see an incoming appointment and always thanked me when the client left. The clients gushed.

That lasted until they sent him overseas on a murky assignment whose details he couldn’t share with me. I’m used to that; after all, that’s life with My Cop. But My Cop is in a category by himself. He’s the only man who will ever wake up next to me in the morning.

Two finally asked to be released. Whatever that mission was, he was getting trained 24/7 and I had few clients traveling overseas to who wanted to rent him. We parted and I didn’t hear from or about him again.

Until I saw him for sale at the auction. The scars on his arms, back, legs and cheeks weren’t mine or from my clients. They were brutal, inflicted by sadists. I have a rule about pain. It must have a purpose and that purpose is always mine.

It took My Cop and two men on his team to control Two’s outburst on the private jet when we flew back to Amityworld after the auction. He needed two more to wrestle him into the building we were standing in now and strap him to the bench so he couldn’t hurt himself.

I know what slave frenzy is — that insanity I put boys in to make them know I own their only way back — but that wasn’t the state Two was in. He was reliving the horrors he endured so vividly, words were useless and touch only made him scream more.

I saw only two options. Either I’d dose him with black gel, wipe every memory and thought from his head, then sell him to a shadowy household where he’d never be heard from again. Or I’d rebuild him, give him back his life and see where that led.

Gage was adamant that I didn’t send Two back into hell. Once was enough. My Cop asked me to rescue him. Zayn spent taxing hours with Two, trying to reduce his stress with his Tantric skills.

Nothing worked.

On the last morning of the auction, my stable manager showed me a third option. Quinn led me to the leftovers in a corner of the auction building and pointed to a boy standing by himself, oblivious to the commotion of last-minute sales and shipping what we bought.

His tag said he was a healer. Before I could say anything, the boy spoke first. “Please let me help. His essence needs the work your boy is doing. I can heal his native spirit.”

I was determined to rescue Two but didn’t know how. That’s why the healer was standing silently next to him. He’d answered what I didn’t ask out loud. It was a simple question.

“Can you heal him?”

He’d already said yes, so I had only one more thing to say. “Help me rescue him.”




WHEN THE AUCTION was over, there was a long to-do list waiting for me. Every item needed my attention. Even with the new bigender house manager built by Reckoning and my personal girl who is supposed to take care of my schedule when I’m away, there were gaps in their work. Only one was a household issue, but it was serious. Most glitches came from the stable.

I expected some problems at home when I took Quinn with me to the auction. He was expert at keeping my two dozen boys in line, given his drill sergeant history. That’s one reason I prefer Marines. You don’t have to tell them twice what to do. My Cop is partial to Rangers. They make up his teams, the stealthy ones that keep my world safe. The ones dressed in black that I rarely see.

It was going to take more than a week to straighten out the problems on my list so they never happened again, whether I was there or traveling. That’s the difference between discipline and punishment. Discipline fixes the offender. Punishment teaches the rest of the stable not to let what I did to the rule breaker happen to them.

The threat of pain is a very good instructional tool. Real pain is more effective, especially when it’s done in front of others. They see it, hear it and don’t want to feel it so they learn to behave.

When our limo pulled into the transport garage after the auction, My Cop’s team was struggling to constrain Two, who must have suffered some kind of psychological break right before the plane’s wheels touched down. My Cop hauled Two over his shoulders down the airstairs like a side of struggling beef and laid him on the floor in the limo’s back seat under my feet. Two moaned and shuddered for the entire two-hour drive. Once we parked, My Cop wrestled Two out of the car, laid him on the garage floor while four black-clad men with weapons on their belts held him down. With their boots.

My Cop’s focus was on the traumatized former soldier and needed clear space to deal with him. He sent Zayn to his attic cell with instructions to do whatever he does there with oils and herbs, the ones that make my nights so special. Tyler, exhausted from being handed over to Big Mike’s brothers at the auction for my fun, labored up two staircases and fell on his cot. He sent Quinn to the stable to deal with the shipment of men I bought at the auction. Quinn ran double-time to get as far from the garage as he could, away from Two who was still quaking and screaming on the garage floor.

My Cop’s last instruction was to Jenna, my 5’11” big-boned personal girl with pitiful breasts that I planned to have fixed in a few weeks. I like my personals to have big bosoms; huge is better. I enjoy watching them bounce when they run. Jenna’s would barely fill a B-cup if I ever let her wear a bra.

He told her to ignore my luggage for now and take me to my office until he sounded the all clear. To make matters worse, he stationed Gage outside my office door with instructions not to let me leave until he was relieved.

I tried. Gage wouldn’t budge.

When it comes to my safety, my exclusives obey My Cop. Given what happened in the past, I reluctantly agreed.

I didn’t have to like it.

Hours later, My Cop told me Two was in rough shape and a danger to himself and therefore to me. He didn’t want me to know how he got him into the punishment building and tried everything he could to keep me from going there.

It didn’t work. I bought Two. I owned him. I take care of my property.

That’s why I bought the healer, a last-minute purchase from the leftovers bin.

Quinn was surprisingly useful at the auction and that was another decision I had to make. He was an excellent stable manager but he had a lot more to offer than that. He had talents I could use and skills I needed.

Before I decided where to start on my list of problems, there was someone I wanted to talk to. She always has the right answers. My inner voice speaks only to me. And to Amityworld.







How to Order 

Things Aren’t Just Things (Part 2) can be pre-ordered at Amazon. Find it at https://mybook.to/Amity-Things
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One more thing

Leave a Review




Did you like this story? Please review this book at Amazon. Amity appreciates every review for her novels or use this QR code to add your review.
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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Any semblance between original characters and real persons, living or dead, is coincidental. The author in no way represents the companies, corporations, or brands mentioned in this book. The likeness of historical/famous figures have been used fictitiously; the author does not speak for or represent these people. All opinions expressed in this book are the author’s, or fictional.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

This novel’s story and characters are fictitious. Certain long-standing institutions, agencies, and public offices are mentioned, but the characters involved are wholly imaginary.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.


About Amity Harris

AMITY HARRIS is one of the most popular Femdom authors online and in print. Her explicit stories bring Female Domination to a new level of intensity readers feel when they read Amity’s novels.

She is the author of the original Debbie’s Gift, an online Femdom classic completely revised and now available in electronic format, and her new novels are available at Amazon in print or electronic versions. She also has ten published volumes of short stories and novellas.

Amity writes about the authentic Femdom life she lives. She has a taste for remote slaves whose skills she can use in her businesses and for her personal pleasure. Her exclusives are only one task. Their purpose is to satisfy her. Not one of them has ever complained about his job.

She has provided free online Femdom stories for her fans for years at Amityworld.com, a free members-only website where she posts new stories, drawings and pictures.

Amity Harris is a lifestyle Female Dominant and maintains both in-person and remote stables with male and female submissives she trains and uses. She has a network of like-minded friends who gather at auctions, circuses and parlors to compare notes, share training skills and enjoy each other’s company. She has loaned and rented some of her property to friends and select private clients to live out their dreams and fantasies in real life. Everyone who uses them always tells her how perfectly they’re trained and how superbly they perform.

Amity’s favorite flower is the sunflower, her favorite color is purple and her biggest vice is top-quality chocolate chip ice cream.

Find out when new stories are online and new novels are published at Amityworld.com.
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