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Dedication

Zeke is the one-of-a-kind dog I had trained to help combat veterans who suffer from invisible injuries. I gave him to the most deserving veteran I know. This story is dedicated to him and all the veterans who served so gallantly and selflessly to keep us free. Oorah, Zeke!




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. Sample chapters and more are at Amityworld.com and AHMedia.net.





Important Note

This story was written in early 2025, before any mass raids occurred in the U.S. or anyone was deported without due process to face imprisonment in foreign facilities far more brutal than anything seen at home. When the novel was written, that was an unthinkable idea.
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Prologue

THE JUDGE LOOKED down from her bench at the convicted felon, her face filled with disdain. Even after all the explicit evidence and unambiguous testimony detailing his crimes had been entered into the record, he still plastered a sneer across his face. A criminal like the one standing next to his disgusted public defender earned the lessons prison would teach him but the judge wanted to give him more than that. A different kind of education. One that would last a lifetime.

The nature of his crimes fit flawlessly into her judicial discretion for ‘meaningful incarceration’ and she intended to use hers. He wouldn’t be the first perv she’d sent to that penitentiary and the reports her clerk summarized showed the kind of results she—along with two local women judges she lunched with monthly—were pleased to see. They agreed that common criminals could be sentenced to ordinary facilities but men like these, the type that thought brutalizing women was what real men did, required a prison that specialized in degenerates like the one standing before her.

They needed a warden who understood what kind of treatment men like them had to suffer before reintegration into society could even be imagined.

Thank goodness, the judges agreed at lunch, there was a prison like that. It had stringent rules about the egregious crimes convicts committed that had to be met before anyone could be sentenced to serve time there. They invited the warden to join them for lunch and what she described as the way she oversaw the place was as if she’d read the judges’ minds. The facility she ran along with her trained staff understood where other prisons failed with men who terrorized, shot, beat, enslaved and brutalized women and that explained why there were so many reoffenders cluttering their dockets. The other prisons were primarily custodial. They didn’t fix what was wrong with that particular type of offender.

If the judges could send men convicted of a certain category of crimes to a prison like hers, it would cut down on repeat offenders and more importantly, it would be better for society at large and specifically for women, more than half the population.

After that lunch, Judge Reardon had her clerk contact two of her lunch friends to arrange a private meeting with the warden outside the courthouse. Their questions addressed legal semantics. What words or phrases in a sentencing order would qualify a convict for that prison? At lunch, Judge Reardon explained it in detail.

“Ruth, some of what I sentence—what we all sentence—are such reprobates that we know we’re going to see them again at the defense table in our courtrooms. You’ve read our approved sentences. Are there special words or phrases that would guarantee incarceration in your prison?”

Ruth nodded. There certainly were key phrases in the reports she’d been sent. Before she could answer, Judge Singleton voiced her concerns.

The judge amplified Amy Reardon’s concerns. “Ruth, you know, heck, we all know that most of the men convicted are white but there is a growing number of men of color I’m seeing in my courtroom with similar charges. I’m concerned about that so if your prison can rehabilitate them, that would send a very strong message to their communities. Making sure that’s the kind of place where they serve their time is important not just to me as a judge—but to all women.”

Ruth nodded again. Men whose attitudes and behavior were changed during and continued after serving their sentences then were sent back into their neighborhoods or special facilities made good examples for others who might think about committing comparable crimes.

It was Judge Everhart’s turn to express her points. “I’m curious about one thing I’ve read in the few public documents about the prison. There seem to be a fair number of men who don’t return to their homes when their sentences are up. They are listed as volunteers that help new prisoners adjust to being jailed. If that’s true, that’s a very good recommendation for the rehab you do there. Is that the case?”

Ruth took a deep breath and thought about how to answer their questions. Some were easy enough but the last one from Judge Everhart was one she couldn’t describe in words. She’d have to see it to understand. First things first, she thought.

“To answer Judge Reardon’s question about terminology, there are definitely some words that tip the scales. If they apply to your cases, please use them. We’ve had great success and two new grants are enabling us to expand,” Ruth said. “I’ll send a summary report to you all this afternoon.”

Addressing Judge Singleton’s issue about men of color and sending messages to the people who knew them took some finesse.

“As for men of color—of all colors—we are seeing a spike in our population. The good news is that when they’re ready to be released, many opt to stay in particular workplaces we arrange. That’s a testament to how effective our process is and how well it works. Of the few that have been released to date, not one has chosen to return to the community he came from. We get them positions and they move to where the jobs are.”

It was Judge Singleton’s turn to nod. Ex-cons often do better when co-workers don’t know their histories.

That left Judge Everhart’s curiosity about the largest group, the ones that chose to stay, why they decided to stay and what they were doing now. It wasn’t something Ruth wanted to talk about; rather, it was something they’d have to see.

“I can arrange a tour,” Ruth said. “The three of you can visit and see for yourselves.”

The judges thought it was an ideal opportunity to see the secure prison and learn how they rehabilitated prisoners. After all, if men opt to stay there after they serve their sentences, it must be very special. They settled on a date and the small meeting broke up.

Judge Reardon drove home, shed her business suit and wriggled into leather pants and a vest. Judge Singleton had a valet park her car and rode the elevator to the penthouse where a pair of naked men on their knees were waiting for her.

Carol Everhart put her purse on the kitchen counter, walked to her huge bathroom and had her maid prepare her bath. He stumbled on the stiletto heels when he turned on the heated towel rack and readied her favorite lotions.

Ruth knew her stuff about running a prison. She didn’t know very much about the women she met for lunch.


A Note from Amity

MEN WHO COMMIT violent crimes are despicable. When they’re crimes against women, they're unforgiveable. Sure, there are violent women but there are fewer of them in the population. It’s one thing to punish men who commit those crimes with time in prison yet it’s another, bigger task to eliminate their violent tendences. Given a choice, I’d go with elimination however and whatever it takes to accomplish.

That choice works for me because the ‘however’ and ‘whatever’ are smack in my wheelhouse.

Control, the woman who runs Reckoning, extracts useless men from their vapid lives and turns them into the kind of high-quality merchandise women want to buy. I met her when I funded her medical experiment that trained erection-reluctant men to get hard on cue so their spouses could control and use their erections when they wanted. There was nothing medically wrong with those penises; rather, the men who wore them were simply unwilling to perform. The results made them get stiff when a bell rang, like rats in a maze chasing cheese. That’s why I offered her the position at Reckoning, the special facility my network built inside a mountain.

Reckoning’s success has far outpaced our projections. Orders are flying in and Control has cut down the time it takes to transform captives from months to weeks. At our recent meeting in my office, she showed me video of a pair she handed over at Delivery, the time her finished products are given to their new owners.

On a time lapse video, I watched the rapid alteration of a mid-level engineer from a nerdy stickler for details into a well-built bull. His owners, two of them, put in an order for a male to rent to women who were training their husbands and lovers to be their cuckolds. The bull’s job was to satisfy those women while the men, mostly husbands were forced to watch.

The second delivery on the video was more surprising. A 35-ish arrogant stockbroker was handed over to his new owner for her to use on her grounds. Before he was kidnapped by Reckoning’s Team Alpha, he was one of those men who washed his hands repeatedly. When he climbed the stairs out of the mountain for Delivery, he rolled in the muddy pit right outside the door. He wasn’t simply a groundskeeper. Control turned him into a pig that craved dirt and thought of fertilizer as dessert.

Over tea and blueberry scones, Control mentioned someone she thought I might like to meet.

“One of the researchers shared the first study, the big one you funded, with a dynamo who works in the field of prison reform. Her interest focuses on the best ways to rehabilitate men who commit violent crimes against women. The number of men convicted of those crimes is growing and she was looking into new ways to deal with them.”

New ways of correcting men’s bad behavior is always interesting to me. I had her tell me more about it.

“Her name is Ruth. She dived deep into the study and reverse engineered it in her head. Instead of a bell making a penis erect, she thought why not have the bell remove that urge?”

This was getting more interesting.

“So I had her bring two convicts to the lab on a weekend. One was a rapist and the other a batterer. They exuded so much slime I was glad no one else was in the lab that day. I mean, these were creepy guys.”

I know that kind of slime. It can’t be washed off no matter how much disinfectant you use.

“Ruth and I worked on them for hours, well into the night and didn’t stop till sundown Sunday. It was arduous. I was exhausted.”

I bet she was. I’d also lay odds that those two miscreants were even more drained. Maybe even depleted. it didn’t matter to me which. They deserved it.

“But there were some positive trends after only two days. Ruth and I went over the videos and there were definitely implications for men incarcerated for crimes like the ones they’d committed. She’s now the warden in a special prison, a penitentiary, that accepts only men who perpetrated certain extreme levels of violence against women and she’s getting results.”

I wasn’t all that surprised. Control is definitely capable of changing behavior in any man, even dregs like those two. After all, Reckoning is turning out a dozen totally converted men every six-to-eight weeks so her techniques ought to be tried with convicts. Changing behavior is simpler once they’re inside Reckoning’s mountain; the men they extract are akin to prisoners so an actual prison seemed like a logical place to try new methods.

Control had another surprise up her sleeve. “Ms. Amity, Ruth knows someone—she doesn’t know who—funded the study and wants to meet her.”

So that’s why Control asked for this in-person meeting. She enjoys visiting here because she gets her choice of my stable boys after dinner and she’s always perky in the morning. This time, she was concerned about how I’d react to meeting a new person, what My Cop calls an ‘unknown’ before he does a proper background check. After two intrusions into my world that posed significant danger to me and seriously injured one of my exclusives and my dog, he installed more security than I knew existed. And then there’s his stealth team on constant patrol. I rarely see them; I think they prefer it way.

“Maybe,” I said. “It depends on a few things.” I turned to my dog who’s always nearby when My Cop has to work remotely and said, “Aussie, fetch Tyler.”

Aussie scampered down the hall on all fours and in minutes, Tyler crawled through the slave half-door to my office. Control checked him out from his head to his toes.

“That’s a new one, isn’t it?” she asked.

Tyler’s number is now tattooed on his right asscheek like the rest of the men I own. Names are too much trouble for me to remember, so each right cheek bears two digits. That’s also how I group them, like the 20s are the big cocks or the 70s are the role players. Tyler is the only one in the teens. My Cop pleaded with me to make him the head of on-site security instead of what he was doing, checking vehicles and IDs at the front gate. Tyler’s an ex-Ranger, My Cop’s favorite branch, not to mention a lovely piece of eye candy.

I told Control to dictate Ruth’s name and contact information so Tyler could memorize it and run a cursory background check. If she passed, he’d send it to My Cop’s group for a full dive. When he crawled to a workstation just outside my office, she said, “That’s quite an ass.”

It is quite an ass. Like every stable boy, house girl and even the chef, Tyler has three required fitness sessions every day. I enjoy watching the stable from the terrace with my latte and blueberry muffins doing their first workout on the small field. It’s even better when Gage’s ten magic fingers are massaging my toes.

A few minutes later, Tyler reported there were no obvious issues with Ruth but she had to undergo a more extensive examination. What Tyler didn’t say was, “Or he’ll make my life unbearable.”

None of my property would dare use his name. My Cop is in a class by himself.

I told Control that if she checked out, I’d be happy to meet Ruth and see how she was incorporating the medical study’s findings into prisoner rehabilitation. My personal girl, Nova, would be in touch with the arrangements.

Control had one more request before we finished for the night. I had plans to summon two of my exclusives to my suite so I offered her the choice of one or more of the stable boys to entertain her. Visitors don’t get my exclusives except on rare occasions.

She pointed at Tyler’s asscheek and asked, “Can I have that one?”

Tyler’s jaw dropped when he saw her pointing at his backside. He’s not a rentable so he’d never been used like one before and he was literally trembling at the possibility of not getting a five-star review when she was done with him. He’s seen what happens to the ones that get only four.

I have little trouble saying no but in her case, I did it more gently than usual. After all, I had an expensive order going to Reckoning next week.

“Maybe next time,” I said. “How’d you like a Tantric trip into the sky tonight?”

“Oh, god, the Tantric boy? He’s the talk of the network!” Control gushed.

Juke was in for a long night and so was Control. I had no doubt how many stars would be on his review in the morning. And I was sure my upcoming delivery from Reckoning would be extra special.


Chapter 1

The Warden’s Visit

Ruth in Amityworld

A THOROUGH BACKGROUND check later, My Cop sent a report that I glanced at and forwarded to Tyler’s tablet. Tyler asked for time to go over it before Nova sent travel arrangements to the warden. No one gets turn-by-turn directions to Amityworld.

“Ms. Amity, there’s nothing in Ms. Ruth’s history that flags,” Tyler said. “But he bulleted a few points.”

‘He’ was My Cop. Even his name belongs to me.

Tyler read the main items from the report. “Given that Ms. Ruth is among convicted criminals every day, he insisted the background team dig deeper. There is no indication, socially or financially, of any compromises in her past. She lives comfortably by herself in a home financed in part from an inheritance from her parents. Her social circle is limited and they all check out. She spends most of her time at work, of course, and does a lot of research in her off hours, plus two board meetings she attends that focus on prison reform. There is one interesting detail he starred on the report.”

I was actually glad to hear there was something interesting about Ruth. So far her life seemed rather bland.

“Ms. Ruth recently formed a friendly relationship with three judges. They meet for lunch monthly and she’s visited them at their homes in the past few months.”

That didn’t sound like it was worth a star, so I asked, “And?”

Ever since My Cop finished training Tyler and then I had him all to myself to school in some finer techniques, he’s been a more than competent head of on-site security. I had plans to grow his talents and leave his protection skills to My Cop. Tyler seemed reluctant to say what was starred in the report but knew better than to omit anything My Cop thought important enough to rate a star.

“Ms. Amity, the three judges… the judges share… they share your lifestyle.”

I started to laugh mostly from the way those words stuck in his throat and a little from the whole idea. A warden with Domme tendencies? Judges? Then I thought about it and it actually made a lot of sense. Rehabilitating the kind of criminals in her charge by owning and controlling them was sensible. Heck, it works for me and my friends so why wouldn’t it work in that kind of prison?

Tyler was waiting for me to say something but I let him stew in that tension for a bit. I’ve found that keeping my property in that kind of pressure keeps them on their toes. They’re never sure what I’m going to say or do and that discourages them from guessing.

Men who assume what I’m going to do are almost always wrong.

“Details?” I said. It wasn’t really a question and Tyler knew it.

“Ms. Amity, he is aware of what he calls ‘the particulars’ of the judges’ lifestyles and insists that he will discuss that only with you personally,” Tyler said.

I’m sure he was a little miffed that those particulars weren’t in the report he was allowed to read but that wasn’t my problem. In fact, knowing that the warden and her judge friends were amenable to what Tyler termed my ‘lifestyle’ made her upcoming visit easier to arrange. I wouldn’t have to lock the stable in the dorm or put pesky clothes on the house girls or the chef like I did on my lawyer’s first visit. Less than 30 minutes after Caitlin’s arrival, they shed their outfits. Caitlin is a very good lawyer and my girls were thrilled to be naked again. Caitlin actually relaxed when they stripped. The girls are much more comfortable that way.

Tyler had one more detail to report. “The judges have all purchased certain items from your website. He suggests your web boy provide an inventory of what they’ve bought.”

“See to it,” I said. “We’re having a guest for lunch in a few days. Send Gage in the limo to pick her up from the airport. I’ll arrange a client’s private plane to fly her from the city.”

The small private airport I use is a two-hour drive from Amityworld. Commercial planes don’t land there but my clients do when I let them rent my stable boys in the cabins. A three-hour rental session with my #77 would take care of using one client’s plane. He’d been applying—and begging—for time with the bi-gender that I commissioned from Reckoning. I have the only one of those in the lower 48 states. They’re expensive but mine paid for itself in less than six months of satisfying clients. That one has two names; each is a trigger to switch genders. It’s amusing to watch #77 transform through the rental cabins’ glass outer walls where I can see in and clients see themselves in oversized mirrors.

Tyler had one last question before he put my orders into motion. “Ms. Amity, how do I address Ms. Ruth?”

That was an insightful question. I was more and more pleased with my decision to promote Tyler from a front gate vehicle and ID checker to head of security. I pointed him out to My Cop one day when we returned from a trip to the city and Tyler was checking under the car and then the back seat where My Cop was on the floor, his head barely visible under my skirt. Tyler’s comment when he saw him was telling.

“Lucky bastard,” he said.

It’s a good thing Tyler is an ex-Ranger. My Cop is partial to the Army’s training even though I’ve got a soft spot for Marines. They hardly need any obedience training when I buy them.

“Call her Warden,” I said. Tyler bobbed his ass up and down, the way my boys say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.” They’re not allowed to say no.

-=o=-

Two days later, Ruth landed at the small airport and Gage, uneasy in street clothes, held the limo door open for her. He had a few memorized lines but he was going to be on his own for most of the two-hour drive. I was sure Ruth would have questions or might be a conversationalist, although I doubted that. Being talkative didn’t fit either a prison warden's persona or the profile My Cop’s team sent.

Gage opened with his first memorized sentence. “Ms. Amity welcomes you and promises you will have a memorable time.”

Ruth looked him over and said, “You’re military, fairly high rank, I’d guess. Colonel?”

That’s why I have cameras the limos. Seeing Gage’s shocked face was worth the cost of installing them.

“Yes, ma’am,” Gage said. It took weeks for him to stop saying ‘ma’am’ every time he was allowed to speak. In my world, I’m ‘Ms. Amity’ to everyone. Then he said, “Actually, a little higher than that.”

When I first met Gage, a favor to My Cop who pleaded for me to fix something that was wrong with him although he didn’t know exactly what it was, I agreed because Gage had been a POW. He was tortured and brutalized but when they threw doctors and shrinks at him, he passed all their tests. He kept one secret to himself, one he had come to accept. He resigned himself to living alone, physically and emotionally.

When they tortured him, Gage built a place in his mind where he was safe, where no one could hurt him. That’s how he survived although with one nagging after-effect.

Gage was impotent. No one knew, not even My Cop. I discovered it in two hours and by the end of the day with the help of my single-tail whip, Gage was whole again. He begged to stay but I sent him back for two years until he was eligible to put in his papers. He’s been mine ever since.

Back then, I called him ‘One’ for the single star on his shoulders. When I branded him a year later, I named him Gage.

Ruth looked him over and said, “A general? And you work for Amity?”

Gage winced at how she used my name but it wasn’t his place to correct her. He simply did it by example.

“It’s fulfilling for all of us to be with Ms. Amity,” he said. That was certainly better than saying I owned him; that he gave himself to me and works every day to make sure he pleases me. It was darned sure better than telling her he carries my brand on the bottom of his ball sac, a big letter A that he’ll wear forever.

They rode for a few miles before Ruth tried to start the conversation again. “Exactly what do you do—what does everyone do—who is with Ms. Amity?”

Her tone of voice made it clear to me and to Gage that she was used to dealing with men who’d suffered from years of feeling self-important but had been reduced to the status of convict and subjected to the rules she enforced. Ruth didn’t take any guff from any man. I liked her immediately.

As for Gage, he was shifting nervously in the limo’s roomy back seat, trying to come up with an answer, one I didn’t give him to memorize. Throughout his career, Gage moved battalions across oceans and continents, so fetching her should not have been difficult or even a challenge to accompany her on the two-hour drive. Unless she asked difficult questions like she just did.

None of my property would ever divulge details about Amityworld or their owner. They know it’s not their place or their right. Moreover, they know what will happen if they do. Loose lips may sink ships, but it’ll get them an hour in my punishment building with my red-handled single-tail whip. That whip has a custom-made handle that feels perfect in my left hand. And I never miss.

But Gage had to say something so he took a deep breath and said, “Ms. Amity owns several businesses. I work for her. So do several others.”

His nebulous answer seemed to satisfy Ruth, at least for the next 30 minutes of the drive. That was Gage’s signal to repeat the second line he memorized.

“Everyone who visits must be medically cleared by the doctor.”

Ruth looked at him quizzically and said, “I’m perfectly healthy.” She hesitated a moment and added, “But I see no problem with a screening. It’s required for all the new… guests where I work.”

Gage knew who her guests were—convicted men serving sentences in the prison she ran. He intuited that from her equally nebulous reply but was relieved she didn’t argue about having to see the doctor. Wait until she meets her, Gage thought.

So did I. It made me smile.

I bought Emma at the Swedish auction. At the time, Emma was a ‘he’ who desperately wanted to transition but his owner didn’t have the funds or the right doctors to make it happen. I bought him because I needed an on-premises physician and after a year of first-class service and a healthy stable, I gave him that gift.

Her new name, Emma, means healer of the world. Her favorite part of the day is visiting the costume closet to choose her outfit. She tells me repeatedly that she's thrilled to wake up in the morning knowing she can root around all the clothing and wear what makes her happy.

Her second favorite activity is screening visitors. It’s odd that so many need their colons cleaned out but I rely on Emma’s judgement. She keeps a dozen enemas in the refrigerator. She says they work better when they’re cold.

When I buy new men, she’s in heaven dishing out enemas, plugging anuses, making them bounce their backsides to slosh the colonic everywhere, then sending them to the line of metal buckets to expel them. She usually wears red sequins those days.

I gave her five extra minutes in the closet today. The warden would likely not need an enema and that would disappoint Emma. To make up for it, she chose a silver shimmery poodle skirt and black glitter top. The bodice showed off her new breasts, a reward she earned after taking care of My Cop after he’d been brutally beaten on a mission gone horribly wrong.

In the limo, Gage tried to look relaxed but was failing miserably. Each time the warden asked an innocuous question, he struggled to give her a sensible answer, one she’d accept. But he was dealing with a woman who knew how to control men and when I was done with her, she’d move that skill up a notch. She wouldn’t just control men; she’d own them.

When they finally reached the front gates and passed the ID check and the car inspection, the green light lit up to tell me a car pulled into the transport garage.

I turned on the garage monitor so I could see Ruth’s reaction when I sent Jenna to take her to Emma’s medical unit. My inner voice told me it was going to be hilarious. 

She's usually right. She was this time, too.


Chapter 2

Screening the Warden

JENNA IS THE new house girl I bought to replace a trainer who failed at her job and was demoted. She didn’t do very well in that role either so I expelled her. Her history was deleted ten minutes after she was gone. I purchased Jenna a few days later even though she’d be my only house girl with small breasts. If I put her in a bra, her bosom would barely fill a B-cup. The rest of my girls start at E- or F-cups. Then there’s Nova who would need a custom size. If I ever let any of them wear bras.

I like massive bosoms on my girls, especially the way their breasts bounce when they run from task to task. No one in my world walks.

In spite of her meager breasts, Jenna is tall and stocky which means she can do heavier chores. Her former owner told her she was selling her because of her tiny top and Jenna is jealous of my other girls’ huge bosoms when she's around them every day. The girls work mostly inside; they don’t need clothes. After a while, they are more comfortable that way.

Emma implants chips in the girls’ pussies which is how I summon or discipline them. They know better than to grab their aching bottoms when I shock their chips. If they do, I hang them by their wrists in the kitchen and set a random program to the implants. Everyone sees their misery and that’s a memorable learning experience for all of them.

Every lesson I teach is quick and lasts a long time. It shows the onlookers not to let it happen to them.

Jenna crawled into my office for instructions. “Take the woman in the garage to Emma,” I said. Like I do with all my property, I use short, clear orders. Long sentences confuse them.

She crawled out and ran down the slaveway to the garage. Her pitiful breasts barely jiggled. If I decided to keep her, breast augmentation was in her future. She’d just have to earn it.

Ruth’s face was priceless when she saw Jenna. At 5’11” and about 210 pounds naked and bald, she is quite a sight. Sometimes the best way to introduce outsiders to my world is to show them something like Jenna in the first few minutes they’re here. It reduces their surprise when they see the rest.

At first, Ruth’s mouth opened but to her credit, she didn’t blink. She eyed Jenna up and down her tall frame from her bald head to her heavy boots and set her own lips in a straight line. I was pleased she didn’t laugh or look aghast. That’s a mark of a true professional.

I suppose the prison she runs has seen its share of naked convicts and not only in the showers. I’d find out more when we had lunch.

Jenna pointed behind her to tell Ruth to follow. They walked quickly down the slaveway to the Intake building and Jenna left her at the side door to the medical unit. I opened the door electronically a bit to see what Ruth would do. If she pushed it open and walked in or if she stood there waiting to be greeted would tell me a lot about her.

Ruth didn’t hesitate. She took confident steps into the dark room and when Emma turned on the lights, Ruth didn’t flinch. Instead, she surveyed the surroundings.

The room sported four exam tables, long ones that could accommodate at least three men I purchased to maximize the use of Emma’s time. One wall was filled with hand grips for newcomers to hold when Emma did their rectal inspections. The white tile was bright and shiny, the stirrups on the tables were raised and the supplies were fully stocked, including a dozen enemas in the refrigerator.

What caught Ruth’s attention was the line of metal buckets along the far wall. She glanced at the hand grips and figured out their use in seconds. The buckets were for emptying colons after the enemas filled them. She nodded like it made sense to her. The only piece of the puzzle she wondered about was how they got all the way across the room without leaking—or worse—on the white tile floor.

That was easy. Emma corks them.

Emma pranced in on stilettos, her sparkly outfit glittering under the fluorescent lights, with a gold stethoscope around her neck. Her outfit didn’t faze Ruth at all.

“Medic or doctor?” she asked.

Emma pushed out her chest so her new breasts were clearly visible and said, “I am Ms. Amity’s physician.”

That’s all Ruth needed to hear. She unbuttoned her shirt and said, “Have a listen.”

Ruth’s black leather bra startled Emma. It didn’t surprise me.

Emma slid Ruth’s blouse down her arms and laid it carefully on the exam table. The bra went next. After listening to her heart and lungs and taking her blood pressure, Emma indicated Ruth should lie back on the table. That would be a moment of truth for Ruth’s future in my world.

Ruth’s tight lips never moved when she rested her head on the exam table. She let Emma lift her feet into the stirrups with an air of resolute resignation, the precise way I’d expect any owned man or woman to comply. But Ruth wasn’t owned. She was exhibiting the behavior she expected from the men she did. She just didn't know it. But she would before her visit was over.

She became much more interesting when she didn’t react negatively to Emma’s modified internal exam. The purpose was not to discover any medical conditions between Ruth’s legs; rather, it was to ascertain if she had the makings of someone I wanted to know better.

My 3Ds for breaking and taking ownership of men I buy are simple and effective. Degrade, demean, debase. They work every time and in the case of new purchases, more is definitely better.

What I’ve found is that the more sophisticated, educated and accomplished the man, the faster and more thoroughly my 3Ds work. My inner voice tells me it’s due to the complete inversion of their worlds down to their self-concepts. When I rip men like that out of their real-life cocoons along with their clothing and in most cases, their hair, they become much more compliant because I’ve stripped them of the outward façades they consider to be normal.

Living in my world means men’s ideas of what is normal cease to exist. I had a feeling that’s how Ruth kept her prisoners. Emma’s intimate exam proved it.

The last part of the checkup would tell me if Ruth was going to join me for lunch or if Gage was going to take her on a two-hour return trip to the airport. Emma pointed to the wall and told Ruth to hold the handgrips. From the look on her face, Ruth suspected what was going to happen. In this case, she was right.

Emma snapped on a glove and filled her fingers with lubrication before pressing one finger, then two, into Ruth’s rectum. I switched cameras to watch Ruth’s face. There’s always some kind of reaction to what most people feel is an intrusion at best and a violation at worst. It’s the last puzzle piece of my 3Ds.

My clients are elite men from every field imaginable. Every time they are allowed to rent my stable, they endure Emma’s exam. There are no exceptions, no matter how elegant or wealthy or powerful any renter is. When there are several undergoing the experience together, the impact is more profound. Debasement, my third D, is an excellent equalizer.

Ruth was basically naked, bent over and holding handgrips while Emma prolonged her exam. I was focused on Ruth’s face.

She bore it like a trooper. Oh, she grimaced when Emma added a third finger but she never complained out loud like men do, at least the first time.

Emma told her to dress and dictated her findings into her tablet even though she knew I was watching and listening.

“Chest exam is normal, no issues with small-to-medium breasts. Mildly responsive. Vagina is stretched from frequent use with a highly reactive clitoris. Anus is pliable, suggests recent activity.”

When Emma checks men, she always measures their penises and calls their length out loud after subtracting an inch or so. In this case, Emma was letting me know that Ruth, in spite of her professional appearance, was sexually active and reactive.

This new relationship was looking better and better.

I told the chef to serve lunch in ten minutes and sent Jenna to fetch Ruth to the dining room.


Chapter 3

Luncheon

MY HOUSE GIRLS served lunch in the smaller dining room. Ruth sat across the table from me after we greeted each other with small pleasantries. She disdained chitchat as much as I did. We got down to business over the salads filled with vegetables grown in my garden.

“There’s a lot for us to discuss,” I said. “First, tell me what you learned from Control’s study that has the biggest implications for the work you do.”

Ruth said, “Let me back up first and explain my work. That will tell you more about what I found to have the biggest impact on the way rehabilitation works in the prison.”

Aussie arf’ed from the corner where he was eating from his bowl. It isn’t common for someone to avoid answering my direct question and the dog was concerned. Aussie’s job, what the Pet Shoppe owners trained him to do before they gave him to me as a gift, is to protect me when My Cop is working remotely. A disrespectful guest would fit right into his crosshairs.

“I’ve seen video,” I said.

Ruth looked up from her salad with surprise and alarm filled her face. Her prison was highly secure and I just said I’d seen the inside.

“You have video?” she asked even though I already told her I did. She can keep her security. I have My Cop.

“Tell me about your work. I’m particularly interested in how Control’s erection reluctance study fits into it,” I said.

Aussie arf’ed again. He knows I abhor having to ask twice to get an answer. He’s seen it happen and felt the consequences. Once was enough.

Ruth changed her tune. “Well, if you’ve seen how the prisoners are treated from arrival to medical exams to pre-housing indoctrination before they’re assigned individual cells, then this will all make more sense to you.”

She was going to be even more surprised when she found out just how much video I’d seen but for now, I kept that out of the conversation.

“Specifically, which elements of the study work best with the type of convict you rehab?” I asked. The last thing I wanted was a lengthy overview. This discussion was definitely going to be in the weeds, what My Cop would call the particulars.

Ruth was regrouping so I gave her time to collect her thoughts.

“Aussie, fetch Gage.”

The dog scampered out of the dining room and climbed the stairs to the attic cells where I keep my exclusives. Ruth stared when he took the steps two at a time on all fours. He returned minutes later with Gage’s cock cage in his teeth.

Like Aussie, Jenna and the girls who served lunch, Gage was naked and hairless from his scalp to his toes. He knelt next to me and Aussie went back to his lunch.

Ruth was obviously shaken by the ubiquitous nakedness that fills my world. She was even more amazed when I started filling Gage’s mouth with blueberries and he sucked my fingers. I call it lunch; I’m not sure what term Ruth would give it.

“He was a general?” she asked, obviously flabbergasted.

I turned to Gage and said, “What are you?”

Gage didn’t hesitate. “Ms. Amity owns me.”

“That’s exactly my goal for the men I rehabilitate,” Ruth gushed. “Control said your methods would fit right into my philosophy but I’d have to see it to understand it. She said you achieved what I want to implement.”

Of course I did. I just didn’t say that out loud.

Ruth went on. “I mean, those women and that one in the corner. And this former general. You’ve done it with five people!”

Aussie arf’ed and I felt Gage chuckle around my fingers in his mouth.

“There are about 45 of them on the grounds right now,” I said. I thought Ruth was going to fall off her chair.

“Can I see them? Can I see how you train them? Can I use some of them while I’m here?”

“All in due time,” I said. “Let’s enjoy lunch.”

-=o=-

During the meal, Ruth didn’t stop talking and asking questions and didn’t wait for the answers but kept asking more. I listened and ate the salad and freshly baked croissants while stuffing more blueberries into Gage’s mouth to keep him from giggling at Ruth’s naivete about the inner workings of my world. Ruth asked so many questions and made such an exorbitant number of observations that she didn’t finish her lunch. I insisted she have dessert.

The chef, wearing only a short pink apron and matching toque, brought it in himself. The blueberry cobbler was aflame.

Gage jumped up and blocked him from getting any closer to me. Ruth gasped.

I laughed out loud. The cobbler was delicious. I had extra whipped cream on mine.


Chapter 4

The Warden’s Tour

AFTER LUNCH, GAGE drove us around Amityworld so Ruth could see the facilities stocked with the tools I use to break new boys and develop their talents once they’re integrated into the stable. I had Jack lock the boys in the dorm while we toured. Seeing that many hairless, naked, beefy males running from task to task might make Emma have to handle an emergency.

What goes on inside those buildings could wait. Our first stop was the garden.

Ruth was surprised. “It’s huge! There is almost an acre of vegetables and even berries!” she said. “Who tends the plants?”

That one was easy. “I assign landscaping duties to certain men who work well outdoors. You’d be surprised which types of men do the best with dirt and weeds.”

She certainly would be surprised. It’s never the ones you’d think, like buying a landscaper and making him an outdoor slave in charge of the garden. It doesn’t work that way. When you take ownership of a man, you’ve changed him from the inside out. Putting him back into his old ways is detrimental to your ownership and often results in behavioral problems.

The best outdoor slaves I have aren’t purchases I made because they already knew how to manage big gardens like mine. They’re often the complete opposite. Men who used to be sales managers love to get their hands dirty; in fact, they like to cover themselves in dirt once you rip out their innate need to win a contract. When that’s gone, they’re genuinely happy rolling in mud.

When assigning slaves jobs or chores, you have to sense their hidden and often suppressed talents and use them. That’s what my inner voice tells me when I break a new one. And if my little voice has a rare moment of indecision, there’s always Zayn to read their auras.

We walked to the blueberries and I encouraged Ruth to taste one. There are no better-tasting blueberries grown anywhere else, although I may be a little biased. She ate one, then another before reaching for a third.

It was a teachable moment so I took advantage of it.

“You!” I said, pointing to Gage, “Clean the Warden’s fingers.”

He trotted across the garden and knelt at her feet with his mouth open. Ruth looked perplexed until I pantomimed putting her fingers between his lips. She had an aha moment and slid her index finger between his teeth. I didn’t have to look to know what was going to happen.

My exclusives know who owns them. They also know how to show other women that I do. Gage sucked and swirled his tongue around her finger so sensually, Ruth closed her eyes and took a little trip right there in the garden. Of course, I knew what he held back.

His ten magic fingers belong to me. They were planted behind his back.

Ruth had a delightful moment in the blueberry patch but she’d never know what his fingers can do because they do it only for me.

When Gage was done, he trotted back to me and knelt, awaiting my next instruction.

After we boarded the golf cart, Ruth said, “That was charming.” I had to remind her to open her eyes when we pulled up to the training building.

Gage held his hand out to take mine so I could open the door using the new biometric readers My Cop installed. He went inside and emerged a few minutes later and said, “All clear.” It seems he’d been hanging around My Cop recently. All clear has become an omnipresent phrase among my exclusives.

It also piqued Ruth’s interest.

“There seems to be excellent security measures all around your estate and even inside it. The fences and cameras are excellent. Do the two drones relay images to any sort of on-site security?”

Gage stopped in his tracks and stared at me. It had been drilled into him. Never discuss security.

When My Cop sets a rule about safety, it’s obeyed. It doesn’t matter where you are on my personal totem pole. When he issues an order meant to keep me safe, it’s obeyed without question. I’m the only exception but after the first incident, My Cop crept between my knees and told me—not asked—how he was going to make sure my world and I were safe. Fences, razor wire, strobes, audio disruptors and finally the word I never wanted to hear.

An armory.

That night he said, “Ms. Amity, I know you don’t want this. But damnit, I couldn’t survive—I wouldn’t want to—without you and what you give me. Call me selfish. Call me anything you want. Just please don’t say no.”

That night, my inner voice chatted with Amityworld and we decided on one caveat. Rubber bullets and tasers. My Cop gave in but I’m pretty sure his team that I rarely see has real ones hidden somewhere.

Of course, that was none of Ruth’s business but Gage was a ball of tension. He’d been asked a question that he knew the answer to and was painfully aware he wasn’t allowed to discuss it or he’d be assigned two weeks of brutal retraining with My Cop.

“Let’s go inside,” I said, ignoring Ruth’s question. “This is the facility new… workers meet right after they spend two weeks in Intake where they are immersed in the rules they will obey and the schedule they will follow as long as I keep them.”

I was intentionally vague but Ruth needed to see how I integrate a new purchase into the stable. Jack had one of the pair Red Rick delivered two weeks ago in the training building. The other was suffering through an extra day in Intake, learning how to follow my rules after earning only a 9 on my 10-point Intake scale.

The boy was hanging by his wrists from an overhead bar when we walked into the main room. I took Ruth on a tour of the wall cages, benches that tilted and turned to any angle and all the tools on rotating shelves where the electric ones were always fully charged after my design boy’s clever upgrades. I ignored the dangling boy although Ruth kept glancing at him as we toured the building.

The hood covering his head let him know I was there but that’s all. Tension is good for all men, particularly new slaves.

The best way for women to learn how to instill obedience in men is to practice. That’s why I call it the training building.

Ruth was enthralled with the devices as much as she was with the building’s layout. The narrow wall cages made sure the occupants had to stand up straight with their arms pressed to their sides. They’re holding pens. It keeps them from falling and the front and back circular cutouts keep their genitals and asses in easy reach.

She nodded at the clever wiring that kept the tools charged and was thrilled with the way the benches adjusted. I could tell she was committing them to memory to add to her own facility.

“This is a new worker,” I said, pointing to the boy hanging in the center of the room. “He just finished Intake and earned a 10, so he’s one step away from being sent to the main dorm where he’ll interact with the others.”

Up till now, I hadn’t used the word slave but it was getting close to that time. If Ruth hadn’t figured out some of it by now, she wasn’t worth much more of my time.

“The other what?” Ruth asked.

“The other men I own,” I said. I grabbed the new boy’s uncaged penis and said, “What are you?”

The boy didn’t hesitate. He barked, “MS. AMITY OWNS ME!”

Ruth bobbed her head up and down. She got it.

-=o=-

The way I make sure a new boy fits into my stable without disruption continues in the training building after Intake. By the time a new boy is dangling from a suspension bar terrorized by the fear of what is going to happen to him, he’s met my 3Ds up close and personally. By then, he usually accepts whatever happens because he’s got a true slave’s heart. I don’t buy men if I don’t sense that special quality and on the rare times I’ve been wrong, they don’t make it through My Cop’s background check or fail at Intake.

When they’re hanging like the one I was looking at, they’re ready to learn that they’re safe and I will protect them as long as they please me. There’s one way to make them absorb it down to their bones.

Men need to fall off the ledge of logic and land in slave hysteria.

When that insanity overtakes them, they discover that I control their way back. It builds trust but more than that, it’s the crux of ownership.

Ruth was about to see what that hysteria looked like.

All 6’3” of the boy hanging from the bar was a ball of tension. He needed to bulk up and proper feeding with three daily workouts would take care of that. I had the girls leave hair on his head so I could show Ruth what happens when I shave it off. It’s often the first time a new boy breaks down into sobs.

I keep my boys and house girls hairless because it equalizes them. None is prettier than another and once they’re physically fit, it’s hard to tell them apart. I can’t be bothered with names, so they are all numbered according to their categories. It’s an efficient system, one Ruth could certainly use.

“This boy is one step from being combined with the rest of the men I own. In your world, he’d be a new prisoner. In my world, he feels like he is one of the luckiest men on the planet because I chose to own him.”

Ruth thought a moment and said, “It would be nice if they felt that way when they’re sent to me. I’m not sure how to pull that off.”

“Watch and learn,” I said and sent Gage to fetch an injector loaded with a half-drop of the old man’s purple gel.

“There’s the physical world, of course, but there’s also one that’s a little different. It’s sensual, a way of communicating wordlessly. The Asian Master who calls himself the old man concocted a few herbal compounds with a variety of effects for me. Illegal drugs are forbidden anywhere in my world but natural ones work wonders. Like their daily enemas. Constipated men get distracted so I have them empty their colons every morning. After a while, they look forward to it.”

Ruth smirked and said, “I’m going to talk to the prison doctor about that.”

“Remember the 3Ds and use them in every situation. After they’re injected with Emma’s enemas, they use a line of small toilets to remind them they have no privacy. Then they expel it as a group. If one fails, they’re all disciplined.”

Ruth thought that over and said, “Teamwork.”

“Peer pressure,” I said. “Eventually, they persuade each other.”

“That’s a hell of a lot less work for my staff,” Ruth mused.

Now that Ruth understood the value and how to produce empty colons, it was time for her to see how I push a new boy past remnants of disobedience and erase leftover drops of ego. I sent Gage to get the tools I wanted and he laid them on a nearby table.

“In order, this ring locks behind each testicle and this one, behind the penis. They’re electrical and programmed. Until I put his genitals in a permanent cage, I use these to communicate with him. Too many words confuse men. Issuing orders this way is fast and memorable.”

With that, I worked his balls and penis through the rings and let Ruth lock one shut. She grinned when she heard the clink.

“I can hardly wait to see what they do,” she said. Her eyes were definitely sparkling.

“The hood makes sure he doesn’t try to anticipate what I’ll do,” I said. “Men should always be kept in a state of tension, of not knowing what is going to happen to them. The only thing men should know is what they are supposed to do and how much time they have to do it. Of course, if they fail or could have done it better, they’re immediately corrected by the rings.”

Ruth’s eyes couldn’t have been bigger when she said, “You mean they do their jobs to avoid pain?”

I set the new boy’s rings to low power so Ruth could see him twist his legs and hips reacting to the sting. While he gyrated, I explained what was happening.

“He’s not in real pain, not yet. When he’s been with the stable for two weeks, he’ll recognize this level as an alert, that he’s either not doing his chore well enough or he’s running out of time,” I explained.

Ruth had a slew of questions. “Yes, I see that. Silent warnings I could send from, well, just about anywhere. What’s the distance?”

“Anywhere I am,” I said.

Ruth smiled and said, “That would cut down on staff supervision. But what if one needed more than an alert? The men in my facility can get awfully enraged and act out.”

“Not if they’re writhing on the floor,” I said. “That’s why there are four buttons on the controller. I’ll show you how they work at the next stop on the tour.”

Right now, I wanted her to see a real life example of slave hysteria. It would alter the way she regarded her convicts, just like how I no longer think of my stable as men. They’re property.

“Watch and learn,” I said.

I took the new boy through a few exercises with the tools Gage fetched. Blind and mostly deaf from the hood, he had no concept of what was happening to him or who was there. All he knew was that he was owned and had rules to follow to avoid punishment. As far as I was concerned, that was only his first step.

I want more than obedience. I demand total submission.

I had Gage lower the boy and lay him on his stomach on a bench. His wrists and ankles were locked in cuffs and a belly bar kept him from hurting himself when he started thrashing. They always thrash.

Gage handed me the injector and I threaded it deep in his ass. Then I pressed the button to deliver the purple gel. I invited Ruth to join me at his face and had her remove his hood, then stand a few feet away. His vacant eyes fixed on me. I recited his new way of life.

“I am Ms. Amity. I own you. Your lifelong goal is to please me. You will obey every command I give you willingly, quickly and correctly. I control what you do and who you are. The pain I inflict on you is your reward. You will beg for it for the rest of your life or as long as I care to keep you. You are eternally grateful for my ownership.”

Ruth’s hand was clasped over her mouth partly in surprise and in part to avoid speaking. She had an idea of what I was doing and what was happening to the boy on the bench but when she saw it in action, she’d understand all of it.

I looked at her and pointed to the boy.

“Bark like a dog,” I said.

His woofs filled the training building.

“If you don’t please me, I will send you away.”

The boy started thrashing and shrieking, begging me to give him another chance. They all do.

I jolted Jack to take the boy to his cot in the stable dorm when he could move his arms and legs again. For now, he’d be grouped with the 1000s, the uncategorized boys, until I decided which talent I wanted developed so he’d become a frequently-requested rental.

I drew a big #1132 on his right asscheek with a marker so I’d remember which one he was.

“Where can I buy that gel?” Ruth asked as we headed outside for the drive to the punishment building. She didn’t ask about the cost.

“After I visit your prison to check your processes and procedures. And after I break a few of your guests,” I said.

Ruth didn’t bat an eye then or when I tied Gage to the back of the cart by his cock cage ring. I love watching him run. He looks like a proud elk galloping through the forest with his head high and his legs pumping to keep up.

Besides, he’d never dare tell My Cop that he let me drive across the small field to the punishment building. He’d leave that to the pesky drones.


Chapter 5

The Punishment Building

WHILE I STEERED the cart with Gage running behind us, Ruth had a string of questions. I let her ask; I didn’t answer many. She’d learn a lot more by watching and participating in a slave discipline session. Those corrective events don’t happen too often because my boys are well-behaved but once in a while, one doesn’t earn five stars on a rental survey or fails to complete a task correctly or on time. With men, effective punishments are quick, memorable and done in front of others so they all learn.

When my boys witness my kind of punishment, they know they don’t want it to happen to them. That’s something Ruth should add to her rehabilitation procedures. It saves a lot of time when you don’t just inflict punishment but use it as a teaching tool.

That means the penalty must be severe enough to impart your warning to the miscreant and the observers.

In my world, pain always has a purpose. My purpose.

“When one of the men I own misbehaves or resists, he gets one chance to change that behavior. My process is swift, intense and memorable because the only option after that is expulsion. The contracts they sign turn over all their property, possessions and finances to me. They’d be released to nothing. They have a lot at stake.”

Ruth was staring at me as if a light bulb was brightening above her head. I wanted full illumination.

“I realize you don’t expel convicts who misbehave. But there are alternatives to solitary confinement,” I said.

The bulb glowed brighter.

“They’re drastic,” I said. That’s all I was going to say until she saw it in action. The boy in the punishment building wasn’t at that point. Not yet. It was his first infraction and I intended to make it his last. He was a useful rental, one of the frequently requested ass boys whose rental fees covered not only the cost of feeding and housing him but at least three others. Money wasn’t my only consideration. When one boy acts up, it disrupts the rest of the stable. There’s no rental fee that makes up for that.

I hate when Jack has to contact me in the middle of the night to deal with disorder in the stable dorm. It interrupts my time with my exclusives.

Ruth’s light bulb was flickering. She said, “There’s only so far you can beat a prisoner.”

“Who said anything about beating?” I asked, feigning surprise.

“Oh, I assumed… ”

Even women who assume what I will do are usually wrong. Ruth was this time, too.

“Watch and learn,” I said.

When we reached the punishment building, I parked and unhooked Gage from the back of the cart. His sweat glowed under the late afternoon sunshine and he was hardly panting, a testament to the fitness work he does three times every day. I pressed my palm on the pad and Gage went inside to check on things.

“All clear,” he said a few minutes later.

“Is everyone in place?” I asked. He nodded with his ass and we went inside, Ruth to my right with Gage one step behind me.

Ruth gasped when she saw what was in the main room.

The entire stable was on their knees in a circle surrounding one hooded boy in the center. The spectacle of almost two dozen naked, hairless and brawny men was meant to overwhelm the one boy in the center and served well for Ruth’s tour. Punishing a stable boy is an infrequent event because they don’t often misbehave.

They know what takes place in that building so they obey the rules to keep it from happening to them.

Punishment is the combination of my 3Ds and my single-tail. In this building where I discipline ordinary slaves, I use the one with the black handle. The red-handled whip is reserved for special occasions. I wouldn’t waste it on a slave whose future in my world was iffy.

When I take Gage into a building as heavily stocked as this one, there’s a force inside him that drives him to check the tools and test the equipment even though one of his workstation’s monitors outside my office is always focused on it. He says touching things is better than seeing them. When my red-handled whip cured him of years of impotence, he developed a special relationship with it but he’s quick to add, “Only when it’s in Ms. Amity’s left hand.”

Before Ruth left, she’d see how deep his relationship is with that whip. I sent him to inventory the tools while I spoke to Ruth.

“This boy is fortunate that I’m giving him a second chance. I bought him for his business talents—he’s very good with spreadsheets—but he’s also one of the top rentals so he brings in good fees. My clients who pay to use him always gush on their surveys and the videos they’re required to send before I’ll let them rent again.”

There it was, all out in the open. Ruth now knew what services I provide to my clients. For now, that was the extent of what she could handle. What I really wanted her to see was how my techniques could be adapted to her prison.

Ruth was thinking hard and said, “You rent them to earn fees. Prisoners have to work and are paid but a pitiful amount.”

“Mine never see money,” I explained. “Money isn’t why they love their work so much that they practice for days so they can be the best and are requested by number.”

Ruth mulled that over and said, “It’s not about payment. It’s not about money. It’s about… they want…”

The bulb was getting closer to full brightness; she was close but she wasn’t there yet. Sometimes you have to push people harder.

I said, “There’s only one thing they want. They crave it. They work and work to get it. Can you name it?”

Ruth looked at the circle of naked male flesh and raised her arms in the air. “I don’t get it! What do they want?”

Ignoring the dimming bulb for now I said, “Watch and learn.”

-=o=-

I walked around the inside of the circle of kneeling boys and asked one question when I was done. “What are you?”

They sang their song in a lovely chorus. “MS. AMITY OWNS ME!”

Then I walked to the boy in the center, yanked off his hood and said, “Say it.”

His face looked like I’d whacked him with a paddle. He wept while he listed everything he’d ever done, especially the one that earned him center space in this building.

“Ms. Amity gave me to a client and I wasn’t good enough. I did a subpar job.” He paused to sob then continued through tears. “I got three stars. It was all my fault.”

His chin dropped to his chest from the ignominy of a three-star survey. It got worse when the circle of slaves heaped scorn on him. It’s one of the few times they’re allowed to talk and they took full advantage of it.

There hadn’t been a three-star client rating in more than a year and the boy who received it is now someone’s eunuch in Austria. Three times a day on their way to piss-and-shit, the stable marches past the shelf of jars holding the testicles I’ve taken. One jar holds a penis that used to belong to the ex-elected official who ruined my best friend’s life and likely caused her way-too-early death. I swore I’d exact my revenge on him when I found him. I tracked him down when he was put up for sale at the Swedish Auction and I bought him without negotiating the price even one Krona.

Once Rick shipped him here, I made his life hell for two years. Then I had him castrated and sold him to a mysterious Asian household whose owner wanted his own eunuch. My only condition was that I never wanted to see or hear about him again.

The odd thing was when Rick’s truck picked him up for his last journey, I felt nothing. Absolutely nothing.

Revenge isn’t sweet. My Cop learned that with ‘two-seven,’ his unit’s betrayer. But it is satisfying.

All it took was one look at Ruth’s face to show me she got it. The only thing my boys work so hard to get is simple. To please me.


Chapter 6

The Penitentiary

Amity’s Visit

A WEEK LATER and after several follow-up calls with Ruth, she invited me for a tour of the prison she runs. Tyler was anxious about the trip; after all, everyone there was dangerous. My Cop was aghast and said everything he could think of to dissuade me from going. It was amusing to see him on our video calls, naked and stomping his foot with his cock cage bouncing each time his foot hit the floor.

One thing was for sure; I wasn’t going there without more protection than usual.

When I travel away from Amityworld, there are certain safety measures he arranges that I’ve come to accept. Either Tyler or Aussie—preferably both—goes with me along with My Cop’s security team, men I rarely see but whose presence I can sense.

“They’re sneaky,” he says. “You better not see them.”

This time, the travel detail he arranged was bigger than the usual two unsmiling members. With one special addition. My Cop.

When the green light told me there was a car in the transport garage, I wasn’t surprised. I can feel when he’s here. Six men clad in drab clothing carrying weapons got out of the car first. My Cop emerged minutes later. He looked at the monitor where he knew I was watching and shrugged his shoulders, his way of saying that I shouldn’t argue about the number of armed men he brought.

The client whose plane we were using was with Emma in medical. The hours I spent with him that morning required some follow-up care but he grinned through every step of her exam.

My Cop crept into my suite where I was correcting my eunuch’s choice of outfits for the trip. Seeing’s as I’d never visited a jail before, let alone a prison, my eunuch didn’t have any reference for the clothing I’d need. Stiletto boots were out of the question. So were my leather vest and glittery tops. The lingerie choices it made were fine; after all, the hotel suite the client reserved had a lovely, jetted tub. And I had My Cop.

“It’s not a prison,” he said. “It’s a penitentiary.”

He never uses long sentences when short ones work.

Maybe there is a difference to law enforcement types or the general public but he wanted to make sure I understood the nuance.

“Ms. Amity, jails are for short stays or those awaiting trial. Prisons focus on rehabilitation. It’s a Quaker thing. Penitentiaries are where very bad people are rehabbed but are also forced to repent. That’s the Quaker part.”

For My Cop, that explanation was an encyclopedia but one phrase stood out. Forced to repent.

The visit became a lot more intriguing when I imagined all the ways Ruth forced men to repent, especially after what she saw on her visit to Amityworld. I was sure she’d picked up some pointers during her stay, along with two nights of flawless personal service from my stable. Each night after dinner, she filled out a card with the kind of service she wanted and I chose the boys for her to use. Ruth was partial to the mouth boys and pain sluts but on her last night here, she opted for two singers and dancers, along with several percussion tools right after I told her that Gage, her first choice, wasn’t available.

My graphics boy sent a highlight reel of her nights upstairs. It underscored my suspicions that Ruth had the makings of a Domme with her tendency for aggressive play. It’s just a fact. Some men need brutal training and Ruth was the right woman for it.

My Cop was on his knees, trying one more time to discourage me from going and getting nowhere. I knew what he said was heartfelt; he’d said it before when he struggled to crawl to me across my office after he’d been tortured on an otherwise successful mission that ended very badly.

“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.”

I ran my hand through his light brown hair and let my fingers talk for me. He dropped his chin onto his chest and sighed. I’m never worried about my safety when My Cop is with me. Not to mention his six-man team of former Rangers.

Tyler, Gage and Aussie sat across from me in the limo’s roomy back seat. My Cop sat on my right until we boarded the plane. Two beefy men from his team got on with us and I didn’t bother to ask where the other four were. In all likelihood, they would land before we did and check out the penitentiary. If they uncovered issues, they’d alert My Cop who had warned me he’d turn the ‘damned plane’ around if it wasn’t safe.

Given that the pilot and co-pilot were former Air Force and My Cop was armed, they’d probably take orders from him. I’m one of those nervous fliers that even a vodka and tonic doesn’t help, so all I could do was cross my fingers and hope Ruth’s penitentiary met his team’s approval.

When we landed, I knew the verdict. Otherwise, the wheels would never have touched the runway.

Right before we deplaned, My Cop asked why I hadn’t brought Zayn with us.

Zayn’s ability to sense what others feel is profound. His instinct is to absorb other people’s conflicted feelings and give them some of his own balance. Each time I take him to the VA to donate a portion of my web sales, he spends time with veterans, many of whom suffer from invisible injuries. But when I took him to visit Karly, Mike’s sister who’d been institutionalized for almost a decade with what I called a kind of catatonia, he worked so hard to bring her back, it shattered what the old man called Zayn’s mandala. Watching Zayn regain it was so painful I didn’t want to subject him the rage boiling inside the convicts.

“It would be too much for him,” I said.

“Trust Zayn,” My Cop replied. I didn’t realize it at the time, but he was more on target than he knew.

We drove to the penitentiary but before we parked in the almost empty visitor’s area, Gage insisted we drive around the complex so he could identify exits. “Just in case,” he said.

Tyler asked My Cop if he planned to check his weapon at registration. I knew there was one in his ankle holster too but didn’t say it out loud.

“Maybe,” he replied.

He hadn’t met Ruth in person yet. There was no way a weapon was getting past the visitors’ desk. I didn’t say that aloud either.

Ruth met us at the door and walked us past where regular people have to register, down a hallway and into her office. I sat in the only visitor chair and she directed her questions to My Cop. Apparently, she recognized his status with me and guessed what he did in the outside world. He’s the only one I own who’s allowed to keep hair on his head because I like it.

“Weapons?” she asked.

My Cop nodded. Gage and Tyler stared at him.

“I know who you are to Amity and I respect what you do,” she said. “Come over here and look at the monitors.”

There were at least ten screens on the far wall. My Cop looked at each one, ran playbacks on a few and fiddled with dials. When he was done, he handed her his pistol that was hidden under his jacket. He looked relieved that I didn’t glance at his ankle.

Ruth launched into a description of the penitentiary’s history, purpose and overview of the prisoners sent there. It currently housed 30 inmates in individual cells in blocks of ten with triple locks in case there were any power interruptions. Solar and wind powered a lot of the complex but there were local and remote sources to supplement it.

She pointed to diagrams that showed where men were allowed to congregate, including the four food services, three shower rooms, a pair of therapy spaces and the medical unit. When she got to the server rooms, Gage got up for a closer look.

He studied the drawings and said, “Ms. Amity, there are three mirrored hubs and two remote with failover.” When he knelt again, I knew he was satisfied.

Then Ruth told us about the population. Gage, Tyler and Aussie focused on her. My Cop walked over to the monitors for a second look and to add a device to the array. I encouraged Ruth to continue so she wouldn’t see what he was doing.

“These men committed violent acts, were tried and convicted then sentenced here for incarceration. Their victims were women, that’s the single tie that binds them. They’re not from similar backgrounds or occupations; they don’t fall into categories. They’re all different but their crimes are comparable. That has significant implications for their rehabilitation.”

I think she expected someone to ask her what those implications were. No one did. My boys knew that the warden had been to Amityworld and we were here to look over this place. The implications were obvious.

I’d heard plenty from Ruth and My Cop was reassured enough to hand over at least one of his weapons. He had apparently finished his task with the monitors. I wanted to see how it all worked—the cells, therapy rooms, feeding and showers. Then I’d meet some of the prisoners.

If it all satisfied me, I’d unlock the case with a few vials of the old man’s gels that was attached to Tyler’s left wrist to see if what I brought could speed up Ruth’s rehabilitation of these criminals.

The word penitentiary comes from the Latin paenitentia that means repentance. As much as rehabilitation was important for bastards like these men who hurt women so violently, for all I cared, unless they truly repented, they could stay behind bars for the rest of their lives.

It’s a good thing there were no murderers in the cells. There’s never enough repentance for that.


Chapter 7

Men Behind Bars

THE WARDEN LED us around the areas where prisoners ate, exercised and showered, then we toured the server rooms and power stations. The therapy rooms were our next stop. They weren’t set up for group meetings with chairs in a circle; rather, they were where men were subjected to strenuous physical exercise while psychologists  helped them admit their crimes. Confession—like she saw on her visit to my world—was the first step, Ruth said.

My boys rolled their eyes when they saw the equipment. The machines were typical of any gym. Maybe forcing a man to climb never-ending steps with tilt and resistance is one definition of physically stressful work but other than developing leg muscles, I saw no practical result of confessing crimes while climbing to nowhere.

Pain is a better teacher. Done properly, it lasts much longer and eventually the threat of it makes men obedient. Over time, men learn that pain is their friend; it reminds them what’s acceptable and what is not. They fear it until they welcome it so much, they can’t function without it.

Ruth had a lot to learn about the judicious use of pain from discomfort all the way to agony to get the results she wanted.

“Let’s see the cells,” I said.

Ruth gave us a warning. “This block holds ten cells, all new occupants. We’ve had them only 48 hours.”

When we walked by the cells, the occupants, as Ruth termed them, strolled to the front to see who we were. They certainly didn’t look like they’d done any repenting.

My Cop had a list of the crimes each prisoner in that block committed. We paused at each cell and he recited the man’s first name and his offenses. The block housed ten barbarians who had violated women in heinous ways. Each man stuck out his chest almost pridefully when My Cop recounted his crimes.

“Granger,” he said. “Burned two women who turned him down at bars.”

At the next cell he said, “Jack beat four women who refused to dance with him.”

The third was appalling. “Wyatt locked two women in his apartment and forced them to cook, clean and give him sex.” Then it was, “Darius. Abused a woman’s two children to make her stay with him.” He almost choked when he read those words.

At the next cell he growled, “Jayden raped and beat his wife for years.” After a few steps to the next cell I heard, “Dontrell put pictures of naked women online and sent them to their employers.”

My Cop stared at the printout before saying, “Cameron cut women with a bowie knife when they tried to leave.”

At the eighth cell, he took a deep breath and spat, “Dexter bought overseas women and sold them into sex slavery.”

He was literally shaking in anger when he read the last two. “Gerry restrained women and sold tickets for other men to abuse their bodies. Richard stalked and threatened women, forcing some to give up their lives and move to distant cities.”

Gage was red with fury; Tyler was shuddering with rage. Aussie’s head was down so no one could see him bare his teeth. If I hadn’t grabbed his front paw, he’d have snarled at the collection of trash. My Cop was fuming.

Ruth whispered, “Now you understand why I wanted to learn your techniques.”

She’d seen some of them but there were a lot I didn’t share. I didn’t think she was ready to see the ways I break OPSs—other people’s slaves. When my friends can’t control their own difficult purchases, they send them to me. I’ve never failed to return them with their faults erased and proper attitudes and behavior replacing them. Some of my methods are tedious and repetitive; many can be brutal. It takes both.

I took my boys aside and asked, “Stay or leave?”

My boys looked at each other and then at My Cop. His left arm was across his chest and his right hand was pulling at his chin. That’s how he thinks. When he finally dropped his left arm, I knew he was ready to give his recommendation and my boys would defer to whatever he said. They always do because he’s My Cop.

“Break those bastards,” he said. Gage and Tyler concurred. Aussie barked his agreement quietly.

Ruth was indeed ready to learn how to convert ten disgraceful creatures into obedient men who might be able to return to the outside world when they served their time. When I was done with them, they’d never hurt a woman—or anyone—ever again. If they even tried, the tracking chips I’d have implanted in their perineums would make them easy to find and even easier to castrate and sell as eunuchs to whoever wanted to buy them.

If they failed to perform correctly, their penises and testicles would add a few jars to the shelf my stable marches past three times every day. They're a reminder that I mean what I say.

I beckoned Ruth to the hallway outside the cell block. My exclusives stood behind me with My Cop on my right. “Let’s get started,” I said. “I need to make a call and have an order overnighted. Clear out the therapy room.”

Then I gave Gage his orders. “Get it all unpacked and set up.” Tyler’s job was securing ten scoundrels’ wrists and ankles so if they tried anything untoward when they were let out of their cells, they’d discover the purpose of pain. Aussie would fetch the one I wanted to use and return him to his cell when I was done and bring the next. He usually does that with his teeth gripping penises and I saw no reason to change that method.

Then there was My Cop. “Two things,” I said. “The first is stay near me.” He looked at me with his ‘try to keep me away’ look. “Second, now you know why I didn’t bring Zayn.”

He took my hands and said, “Ms. Amity, this would have killed him.”

I knew that; my inner voice told me and she’s almost never wrong. Especially about Zayn.


Chapter 8

In The Hotel

THE ORDER I sent to my west-coast developers was the biggest single delivery they’d ever had to overnight and I made sure they understood that failing to ship everything I wanted wasn’t an option. I chipped them when I invested in their design firm so they were especially eager to get it right. After all, they developed the wireless way those chips can be activated from anywhere I am.

I didn't take Ruth up on her offer to have dinner prepared by the penitentiary food service. The horrible crimes My Cop read made me lose my appetite and my boys were barely suppressing their anger that anyone could do those vile things to anyone, let alone to women and children. We met in her office to discuss the delivery and how Gage would oversee the setup. She was impressed that a former general was handling a chore as basic as unpacking and setup.

I’ve come to regard Gage as Amityworld’s facilities manager. But Gage perked up when he saw her admiring look.

After My Cop checked the monitors and ran a playback of the prisoners after we left that cellblock, Ruth returned My Cop’s weapon and we headed for the limo. I stopped near the car's rear door to let the late afternoon sunshine wash over me but My Cop insisted I get in the car after he pointed across the parking lot at what I assumed were some of his team. They certainly are sneaky.

No one said a word on the drive to the hotel.

Tyler took care of the check-in and told the clerk he’d take care of our bags and we didn’t need or want a bellman. The clerk ran into the back and the hotel manager rushed out to welcome us. It’s a benefit of having that particular client make the reservations.

“Ma’am, we’re very pleased to have you visit our hotel. Your suites are ready and I trust you will enjoy the beverages and trays waiting for you. If you need anything, anything at all, call this number. It’s my direct line.”

I’m never too exhausted to appreciate first-class service. “I’m sure it will be lovely. Please make sure we’re not disturbed.”

The last thing I needed tonight was a turndown service. My boys were impatient to shed their street clothes. They’re not used to wearing shirts and pants and once the suite door was double-locked, they would be naked and on their knees where they’re happiest.

The manager actually bowed his head slightly and assured me we’d have complete privacy. He addressed me, not any of the men surrounding me, so I gave him one point for that and another for the little bow.

The only other rooms on the club floor were occupied by his team, My Cop said, but I never saw them. It was just as well they stayed out of sight because I needed a bath. With lots of suds to wash away the stench emanating from the garbage in those cells.

Tyler followed My Cop’s directions to sweep the rooms for devices, then set up a secure hotspot and two laptops whose purposes I didn’t care to know. He gave the boys the schedule detailing which two would sleep and which two would be awake and then switch so someone was always keeping an eye on movement in the hallway, the elevator and the stairs.

I thought it was overkill; My Cop shook his head and said, “Ms. Amity, you mean more to me than my own life.”

How could I argue with that?

That night he gave me one of the best baths I’ve ever enjoyed. He didn’t even let Gage’s ten magic fingers massage my feet and toes; that time, he did it himself.

The beverages the hotel manager sent ran the gamut from soft drinks to vintage wines and a bottle of My Cop’s favorite scotch. The food met everyone’s needs; most of my boys don’t eat meat and when we rang to have the trays picked up, the staff removed the carts from the hallway and exchanged them for three platters of desserts.

Sure enough, there were plenty of blueberries and a big bowl of whipped cream. The client who reserved the entire floor didn’t miss a detail. He’d get another hour or two of my personal attention, once Emma discharged him from the medical care he needed after his earlier encounter with my whip.

It was apparent that this night was different. I wasn’t in a sensual mood even though tomorrow when I’d show Ruth much better ways to transform the inmates’ behavior than she was using, held promise. But I knew that behavioral changes are merely outward signs of rehabilitation. It takes time and considerable effort to make permanent changes inside most men. And that didn’t take care of the bigger requirement. Repentance.

Anyone can beat a man into submission. That’s not my style or my goal. What the boys I buy give me is their true slaves’ hearts and unless I get that, I’ll sell them at the first opportunity. Heck, I’ve been known to give them away to struggling Dommes or have Red Rick pick them up and do with them whatever he wants.

How was I going to turn those evil men’s hearts into true surrender that felt genuine remorse? Without that, no one would ever be safe around them.

“Choose the one I should start with,” I said, pointing at Gage to go first.

He looked at me, then at the ceiling and back at me before answering. It was a difficult decision so I gave him extra time.

“Ms. Amity, either start with the worst one or the easiest. Either way, it has to be so unforgettable that he’ll remember it for a long time.”

That was reasonable, but I’d already decided to do that. I asked Tyler a follow-up question. “Which is the worst and which is the easiest?”

Tyler glanced at My Cop, a sign of respect tinged with desperation. He was trying to read his face before he gave his answer. After Tyler challenged My Cop once, he learned his lesson and his place. No one challenges My Cop. The consequences are painful and unforgettable.

“Ms. Amity, all their crimes are horrible. Don’t pick one by what he did. Pick the one that offers the least resistance. You can get him in line the fastest.”

If it were hand-to-hand combat, Tyler’s answer would be the one I’d choose. But that’s not what tomorrow was going to be about. I had no plans to even touch the one I picked nor would any of my boys unless he dared test the limits of my personal space. That would be a serious mistake because I’d be surrounded by three men who could take him out six ways with only their hands. Besides, there were a half dozen unsmiling ex-Rangers lurking out of sight.

“Which?” I asked My Cop.

“Ms. Amity, neutralize the leader.”

Gage and Tyler bobbed their asses, the way my boys say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

“You have two minutes to tell me which one you think that is,” I said to three of them. My Cop already knew.

Tyler stared at the ceiling and Gage at the floor while they recounted the ten criminals and their crimes in their heads. Aussie nudged my left leg. My Cop looked straight at me. As usual, he had the answer.

While Tyler and Gage thought about their choice, I put My Cop between my legs and draped my deep plum negligee over his head. That’s all it took to energize my toes with that welcome feeling that moved north in seconds. Some decisions are intellectual; this one was gut-level.

Besides, My Cop knows how to take me to my edge and keep me there until it’s the right time for me to take a trip to my personal stratosphere. That’s exactly what he did. Several times.

After my second excursion, I pointed at Tyler. “Which one?”

It just occurred to me that this was the first time he’d seen what My Cop does when I tell him to. Tyler obviously gained new respect for him because he stuttered through his answer.

“Ms. Amity… um… Ms. Amity, start with Jayden. The rapist. I saw two heads turn his way when he read his crimes.”

For a perplexed head of on-site security, that was a decent choice. Noticing that other convicts paid attention when My Cop read the crimes he was convicted of was insightful.

Gage went next. “Ms. Amity, even in prison, they hate rapists. But what’s even lower are child abusers. And the bottom is slavery of any kind. Start with the one who seems smart, at least to the inmates. Richard likely has computer skills, not great ones or he wouldn’t have been caught.”

I felt My Cop’s head shake with each suggestion. He didn’t agree and was amused they didn’t see what he did.

“Which is the leader?” I asked.

He pulled his head out of where it was working and said, “Ms. Amity, it’s Gerry. He made a profit.”

Tomorrow, Gerry was going to learn what rehabilitation felt like.


Chapter 9

Therapy

Setting the Stage

GAGE LEFT THE hotel at what My Cop called half-past dark to oversee putting together the equipment I ordered. My west-coast boys must have paid a pretty penny to get it there that fast. Ruth had instituted mandatory morning physical fitness before any convict was allowed to be given his first meal. The schedule she sent called it ‘first feeding’, a term she learned on her visit. Feeding described it perfectly. It was difficult to envision these men as anything other than animals so feeding time suited them.

The cells were equipped with dry toilets that Tyler said prevented both self-inflicted and forced drowning but there was no regulated piss-and-shit time on the prisoners’ schedules. That would change by the end of the day. To reach Ruth’s goal, she had to take control over not only every physical body but also their bodily functions. Limiting the use of the toilets is a first step.

The second is making sure the others hear the results. Any failure to piss and shit according to your timetable merits immediate correction with Emma’s infamous refrigerated enemas. Once men feel the frigid fluid deep inside, they perform when you tell them to. Over time, they work hard at it. You can tell by the volume and frequency of their grunts when they’re allowed toilet time.

When we arrived, Ruth put My Cop’s weapon in the safe and we headed for the therapy room where Gage was adding finishing touches to the equipment. He was ordering longer-serving convicts Ruth assigned to assist and they were under the supervision of the head guard and two of her officers.

Ruth introduced us to Nina who was apparently in charge and to Matilda who said, “Pleased to meet you. Call me Matt.” The other was Mildred who extended a muscular hand and said, “Call me Millie.”

When she reached toward me, My Cop was between us in a flash, glaring at her. She dropped her hand and took a step back. That’s his way of warning others that I have  defined, inviolate personal space. Across the room, Ruth was chatting with Gage or rather at Gage who was focused on the untrained minions who needed correcting every few minutes. My boys aren’t used to chitchat; they speak when I ask them a question but Ruth kept trying.

I whispered to My Cop, “Keep an eye on that.”

He gave his usual two-word reply. “Already am.”

The useless exercise machines were relegated to a far corner, replaced by the truckload of equipment I ordered. The center of the room sported five new benches, ones that rotated and tilted in all directions; a row of rotating 18-inch deep cells against a wall; an overhead bar with welded bolts to dangle men from their wrists or ankles or both; and a long table filled with percussion, spiked and electrical tools.

I nodded at Gage. The electrical tools were fully charged.

“Ruth,” I called across the room, “over here.”

She pulled herself away from Gage who looked relieved that I interrupted her chatter and joined me near the benches.

“These are top-of-the-line models. I added several tweaks so they’re multi-functional. Over there,” I pointed to the wall cages, “are holding bins.”

Ruth laid her hand on a wood bench and rubbed it almost lovingly.

“When they’re in this room, no prisoner is ever unrestrained,” I said as if it were evident to everyone. “When you’re working with the ones on the benches, the others are in the cages.”

My Cop was champing at the bit to underscore what I just said, but he’s well trained so he didn't. It took quite an effort.

“Ten at a time. Always work with ten. Make the others see and hear each prisoner’s correction. The others will learn from it and eventually will modify their behavior so they're not punished.” I looked at her to make sure she got my point. Then I added the overarching premise of how therapy would work.

“Lessons must be quick, intense and most of all, memorable.”

My Cop nodded, this time with his head.

Ruth asked, “When will all this be ready? We have those ten new convicts and I hate to waste this day, especially with you here to help me set up their therapy schedules.”

Tyler held out his tablet toward My Cop who scanned it, tapped it twice and handed it back to Tyler. I said, “Approve?”

He shook his head slightly side-to-side to tell me there were a few improvements he wanted. Tyler trotted over to Gage, they looked at the tablet screen and Gage marched over to one of the benches. He pulled the wrist bolts and frowned.

“Wrench!” he called out, prompting one of the nameless convicts to fetch what he needed. Seeing that man run across the room with the tool was comical. At some point, Gage drilled into them that walking was not acceptable. Given he’d had them less than six hours and achieved that simple level of obedience, I hoped Ruth saw what Gage just accomplished.

Even the dregs of humanity can be trained. There’s no rehabilitation, let alone repentance, without obedience first. That’s what today was going to instill in the ten criminals we walked past yesterday.

After tightening the bolt, Tyler and Gage tugged an overhead bar and frowned. Gage looked at me for permission to speak. When I nodded, he issued instructions.

‘You!” he pointed at one prisoner, “Here!”

The convict ran to Gage, who wrapped cuffs around his wrists and attached them to the bar.

“Are you sure the bar you installed will hold you?”

The man said meekly, “Yes.”

“Yes WHAT?” Gage demanded in a voice I hadn’t heard since that awful night my world was invaded.

“Yes, SIR! I hope so, SIR!” he replied.

My Cop smiled.

That’s one reason I branded Gage and made him one of my exclusives. There are many more.

Gage barked, “Wrench!”

Two nameless men rushed to the toolbox and almost came to blows deciding which one would fulfill his order. Ruth took a step toward them and I held her arm.

“Watch and learn,” I said.

Gage glared at the two jumpsuit-clad men until one sheepishly handed the tool to the other who then ran to where Gage was tapping his foot.

Ruth looked at them and then at me. I didn’t have to look to know My Cop was grinning. The lesson was a trifecta. Ruth learned a new way to deal with her charges; a possible argument was prevented because they were afraid of what Gage would do to them; and Gage proved he hadn’t lost a shred of his powerful dignity even though I owned him.

There’s all kinds of pain. They’re all excellent teachers.

When My Cop signed off on the equipment, I was ready to show Ruth how to take these criminals from arrogance and false senses of superiority to deep obedience to rehabilitation all the way to repentance. In other words, it was time to break the ten dreadful convicts we met yesterday.

I could hardly wait to start.


Chapter 10

Gerry’s Therapy

RUTH WAS UNEASY when I told her to bring the new ‘occupants’ of the cell block to the therapy room. All of them. At the same time. “They’ve never been moved as a group,” she said.

I understood what she was concerned about—some kind of altercation—on their walk. She was right to be anxious because she didn’t see what I did.

Orange jumpsuits.

That was easy to fix. “Strip them,” I said.

She looked at me like I had just told her to jump over the moon. Then she thought for a moment and said, “At least let’s shackle their wrists.”

I tried not to sigh. Metal shackles weren’t my style, not when there are simpler and less expensive solutions.

“Tyler, wrists,” I said.

When Ruth saw Tyler grab ten long zip ties, she got my point. Nina sent Matt and Millie with Tyler to organize the lineup. My orders to them were terse. “Strip and zip.” 

Tyler was all business; Matt and Millie looked positively gleeful.

Fifteen minutes later, ten naked men walked in a hardly straight line into the renovated therapy room. Most stared at the floor, too humiliated to meet anyone’s eyes. It was an appalling line of body types that ranged from skinny wusses to fat bellies and asses to hairy extremities. Not to mention ten flaccid penises.

“First five in cages; next four on benches. That one,” I pointed at Gerry, “on the bar.”

Gage pulled the first five by their zip-tied wrists toward the wall of cages and one by one, the doors clanged shut. Tyler had four on their stomachs on benches and secured their ankles and wrists to the O-rings then closed the belly bars. None of them could move more than an inch or two. The cages kept the inmates’ arms tight against their sides while the cutouts in the bars put their genitals and asses in easy reach.

When Gerry’s wrists were cuffed and chained to the overhead bar, every restrained convict had a clear look at him. The stage was set for my first lesson.

I don’t discuss anything with slaves I intend to break; in fact, I rarely speak to them at all. They’re not worth my time until they’re full of my 3Ds: deride, degrade and debase. Until then, they have nothing to say I want to hear.

My Cop shadowed every step I took. No matter where I went, he was glued to my right side.

Gerry, who’d sold tickets to other men to rape women he imprisoned, was what My Cop called the leader of this dreadful pack. Once he was broken, the rest would drop quickly. It works that way in war and in my training building.

I had Gage raise the bar so Gerry’s toes barely touched the floor. Tyler secured a separator between his ankles so he was fundamentally spread eagle and hanging in the air. It was the ideal position for him to meet ownership. My ownership.

On my order, Tyler opened a set of three electric rings and worked Gerry’s penis and testicles through them. He stepped back so I could snap them closed. It’s an important step when I break a man; he has to see that men, even those as well-built as Tyler, defer to me. It’s a silent yet powerful lesson.

There is no reason to waste time when the result I want is going to happen anyway so Gerry was given his first instruction. And his first taste of the power of pain.

“Name,” I said.

“BITCH!” he snarled.

I pressed a button on the remote control and let him shriek until he was out of breath. “Name,” I repeated.

Through gritted teeth, he mumbled, “Gerry.” A few seconds later, he muttered, “Bitch.”

This time, I pressed the middle button to start the ring’s program. Random shocks bit his organs while his screeches filled the room. I turned to Ruth and invited her to come closer while Gerry’s cries were still echoing off the walls and landing in the other nine convicts’ ears. Ignoring his noise was the first D, degrading. The others saw that his agony meant nothing to me and they were figuring out that if he’d just given his name, he wouldn’t be shrieking at all. I mean, how simple is that?

A few minutes later, I turned off the program and said for what I sensed would be the last time, “Name.”

“Gerry,” he said. That was all.

Ruth tapped my arm and whispered, “Awesome!”

No, I thought, it wasn’t awesome. It was ordinary. I just didn’t say it out loud. What I said instead was, “Walk with me.”

With My Cop on my right, we sauntered past the cages, pausing at each one, where I told Ruth to repeat what I’d said to Gerry three times but to say it only once. Each time she did, the prisoner responded with one word. His name.

When we took the same walk in front of the benches, I grabbed a handful of hair, lifted each man’s head and told Ruth to give the same command. I saw the fear in their eyes; Ruth heard them bark out their names.

The whole thing took less than ten minutes.

My second D, deriding, is more subtle. All men measure and lie about their penis size so it’s a natural target.

I led Ruth back to where Gerry was still whimpering on the overhead bar. His eyes followed every step I took. It did him no good; the ring was permanent as was the threat it carried. It didn’t matter what I was going to make him do, Gerry was going to do it. Obedience is the first step and he was on his way to take the second.

Gage handed me a ruler and a tape measure. “Record this,” I said to Tyler whose tablet was ready for my findings.

I laid his penis on the cold metal ruler and read the number aloud after subtracting an inch or so. “Four point one,” I said. “Categorize it as tiny.”

Gerry bellowed, “You bitch! You know it’s bigger than that! You want it, don’t you?”

My Cop tensed at the threat, even if it was delivered by a naked, restrained criminal who had no chance of carrying it out. I held out my hand and Gage put a telescoping sound in my palm, one of the new ones that latch to the ring locked behind Gerry’s penis. My developers added a small bulb to the end that spewed lubrication from time to time because it was intended for long-term wear. When the grips clicked shut, I pressed the button.

Gerry sucked gulps of air as the sound telescoped deeper into his penis. His eyes were wild with fright. A look around the room showed me the others were vowing that would never happen to them no matter how big or small I said their cocks were.

I offered Ruth the opportunity to push the button right after I dialed it to medium. Gerry wasn’t a candidate for the mild setting.

The warden wasn’t shy at all. She grabbed the remote control and tapped the button. When Gerry started shuddering, she tapped it again.

“This one,” I said, indicating a darker purple button.

That’s when the screaming started. While he screeched, I finished measuring his penis’s width and circumference, called out reduced numbers and the tiny category that Tyler dutifully tapped into his tablet. The final measurement was his testicles. After bouncing and squeezing them, I said loudly enough for everyone in the room to hear, “They’re so small, they’re of no use. Mark them to be cut off.”

Tyler smirked when he tapped his tablet. My Cop pointed to the cages and the benches and then at the floor.

It was littered with pools of urine. They’d all peed themselves.


Chapter 11

Group Injections

ONCE I TURNED off the shocks to Gerry’s sound, my boys had no trouble securing rings behind the other convicts’ organs. With Ruth on my left and My Cop dutifully on my right, we walked the line of cages. I reached inside and locked each with a firm click. When we were done with that group, I invited Ruth to try one on a boy on a bench.

With everyone looking on, I guided her hand between the first pair of legs to feel the ring and with my hand around hers, she snapped it shut. She was grinning when she closed the rest by herself. There wasn’t a single complaint much less any backtalk from the now permanently-ringed men.

The best lessons are quick and memorable. They are always more effective when they’re done in front of others.

My Cop took me aside and said, “Ms. Amity, he’s close.”

That was his terse warning that Gerry, still hanging from the overhead bar, concerned him. My Cop’s face is difficult to read for everyone except me. I knew what he was uneasy about when I saw Gerry’s body posture. Even dangling in the air, I could feel his defiance brewing inside. That had to go.

Gerry apparently had a fetish for watching other men abuse women; after all, selling tickets for a chance to rape women wasn’t only about money for him. If Gerry got off on watching other men, it was time for him to suffer that experience himself. In front of nine similar degenerates, my boys, Ruth and me.

I gathered Gage, Tyler and Aussie near the table with the tools and gave them instructions along with disposable gloves. Black ones. Nine pairs of eyes stared at my boys who casually pulled off their shirts to reveal their enviable chests, arms and shoulders, then picked up tools and headed for where Gerry was still sagging from the overhead bar.

I looked at Ruth and before I could say anything, she said, “I’m watching and learning.”

Gerry tensed up when my three boys approached him. He wailed plaintively when Aussie ran his front paw up his leg and whined when Tyler aimed for the other one. Their hands met where Gerry’s legs came together—smack in his groin. Gage’s magic fingers danced down Gerry’s chest and ended their tour right where the others’ fingers were already toying with him.

I let it go on for a few minutes before delivering the pièce de resistance. I turned to Ruth and remarked casually, “Look at that. It’s hard.”

Gerry just met my third D: debase. From now on, the so-called leader of the pack would be regarded with as much shame as could be heaped on any man, especially one who’d done the repulsive crimes he’d committed.  After all, he got hard right in front of them. The judge gave him one sentence; I gave him another. They’d run concurrently.

When I turned to see Ruth’s reaction, she was staring across the room, not at Gerry’s debasement but at something even more appealing to her. Gage’s naked chest.

Just for fun, I wagged my finger and Gage ran across the room. I watched him fight the urge to kneel when he reached me and he stood, well, like you’d expect from a former general, straight, tall, shoulders back and head high. I thought Ruth was going to swoon with that hunk of beef inches from her fingers.

For his part, Gage knew he was being examined and didn’t seem to mind one bit. I felt a vibration on the remote control in my hand and didn’t have to look at it to know what it was telling me.

Gage’s caged cock was trying to get hard.

Ordinarily, that would get him a very memorable jolt but I wasn’t going to do that given the audience. Added to that, there was a lot more on my agenda for the day and I needed Ruth’s full attention as well as Gage’s total concentration. To top it off, I don’t loan my exclusives to give sensual nights to other women. They can buy their own.

My Cop surmised what was going on when he noticed a small movement in Gage’s tight slacks. He tapped my arm and gave me that look he wears when he’s got a question but won’t say it out loud. Like when he’s trying to find out if I want him to do it again or I’ve had enough trips into the stars for the time being. I gave him the same answer I do when we’re in my suite.

“Go for it,” I said.

He took Gage by the arm and walked him into the hallway. Two loud grunts later, he walked back in with Gage limping behind him. Later tonight I’d ask if he used his hands or more likely his knee. Whichever he chose, I was sure Gage’s penis was properly chastised.

“Let’s get them inserted,” I said.

Ruth emerged from her reverie when I had my boys prepare the injectors. There’s science and art to using them. Ruth was about to learn the science and by the fifth ass she’d injected, she could start to cultivate her own artistic skills.

There are many reasons to keep the men’s asses you own fully lubricated. My stable knows one reason well. They hope they are scheduled to be rented because the surveys from clients tell me how well they did. Five-star reviews are in my rentables’ best interests. They know what happens to the ones who receive less than that so they’re always prepared to be sent to the rental cabins. Anal tears put them on the DL, the disabled list, and that means they’re not generating enough rental fees to pay for their own upkeep, let alone feeding and housing others in the stable.

Then there are times I use them as demos for my in-person Parlors where I instruct Dommes or potential Dommes in the best practices for their own property. Or on a video call when I show some of the new tools my west-coast boys developed. I don’t share the schedule with my rentables until I'm ready to use them.

That means they have to be lubricated all the time. When I posed that challenge to my devs, they came up with an ingenious solution. Self-lubricating anal plugs. At first, they had to be belted but with practice, they can  now all keep them in place. When they’re put to bed, Jack can monitor their sphincter exercises through the plugs’ readouts.

No owned men should ever be idle, even when they’re put to bed.

The ten convicts were ready to learn that rule. I saw no reason to excuse them from anal work; after all, they had plenty of time to practice.

According to my 3Ds, initial weekly injections should be done by their owners, then by whomever she assigns that job. That way, men learn their place on the totem pole. It’s at the bottom.

That’s why I did the first batch and had Ruth do the second. Tomorrow, Ruth would show one or more of her guards how it’s done and then pass the job off to them. The cutouts in the cell bars used to pass food trays or hands to be zip-tied would fit their asses so there was no threat of anything unfortunate happening.

Besides, after a few weeks, the prisoners would interpret anal injections as just one more item on their daily agendas. After that, they’d welcome anal lubing and if it was withheld, they’d miss it so much, they’d beg to have their asses filled. It's common among owned men.

The most useful part of debasing men is that they don’t simply come to terms with it; rather, it defines their new, better personas. There’s no more humiliating position than a kneeling man’s ass pressed through steel bars begging to be injected. It does wonders for the women who own them, too.

I started with the caged men. Gage and Tyler pulled the cages away from the wall and rotated them so the men were facing the floor with their asses at my hand's height. The first was Granger whose crimes were among the stupidest I’d ever heard. He was so incensed that two women ignored his cheesy come-on lines at a bar that he burned them with accelerant. That despicable cruelty earned him the right to be my demo.

Naked, caged, ringed and totally exposed, he could protest all he wanted but he wasn’t moving an inch. I didn’t care what he complained about. It was all about the process. And the audience.

Aussie fetched an injector in his teeth and trotted on his hind legs to the cage to deliver it to me. The prisoners’ eyes followed him across the room, fearful of which of them I was focusing on. Given what they saw and heard from Gerry, they trembled when I had Aussie fetch a spreader and fasten it between Granger’s cheeks. He ratcheted it until he opened Granger’s ass, looked at me and clicked it three more times.

Aussie is a good dog.

Even though Ruth was my real target for this skill training, I announced every step so the entire room could hear. That fit at least two of my Ds.

“Keep the spreader low enough so the anus is in clear view,” I said. “The injector’s tip fits in like this and then you work it up until to you meet resistance.”

Ruth took a step closer to see the space between the spreader and the anus and asked, “Compared to what you’ve seen before, how big is that hole?”

Ruth was catching on. Her question didn’t just imply that I’d obviously done this many times before; it also made clear that it was merely a hole and not a man. That was a nice job of degrading Granger and making sure the other prisoners were acutely aware of which body part I was using.

“Let’s see,” I said and pressed the tip an inch into Granger’s ass and twisted it. “It’s average but an expander will fix that.”

Ruth nodded and across the room, my boys smirked. They were familiar with the long-wear expanders my west-coast boys developed. They’re self-lubricating so most of the stable wears them overnight. When they reach their individual threshold, the expanders automatically widen. That makes the 60s, the ass boys, pliable enough to take any penis or other device a renter wants to use, even one of the 20s if a renter checks the box for a big cock.

I worked the injector deeper into Granger’s ass and pointed out to Ruth when it reached the hilt. “You finish by pressing this button.” She stared at my finger hovering over the button and when I pressed it, Granger groaned. Ignoring his noise, I summarized what Ruth needed to know.

“It’s multi-directional and lubes on all sides, all the way to the hilt. Count to ten, then extract it slowly. You don’t want any sphincter spasms.”

“Spasms?” Ruth asked then answered her own question. “You mean pumps of shit?”

That’s exactly what I meant and that’s why I often add a dildo to each expander. While they’re being stretched, men should be practicing sphincter exercises. When I explained that to Ruth, she smiled. She could lubricate, plug and expand all the asses in the penitentiary overnight and monitor them from her office.

Granger tried to pull up his knees but the cage was too narrow for him to move even an inch. It was easy to ignore his grunts. “Fetch a belt,” I said to Aussie.

When he returned with it, I slid an electronic plug through the hole and worked the belt through the cage bars. Once it was tight around his waist and split his cheeks, I showed Ruth how to lock it. There was no way Granger could remove it without a bolt cutter.

When it clicked shut, Granger yelled, “BITCH!”

“Watch and learn,” I said and sent a series of shocks into Granger’s ass and another sequence to his cock and ball rings. While he screeched from the pain, Ruth and I walked to the next ass that Tyler had face down in his cage at the perfect hand height.

My hand. My height.

-=o=-

When the five caged asses were injected and belted, I asked Ruth if she felt confident enough to do the next one herself. She grinned and said to Aussie, “Fetch a belt.”

Aussie didn’t move except to look at me. “Get the warden a belt,” I said to my pup and then turned to Ruth.

“I own him. Get your own dog.”

When Aussie returned with the belt, Ruth asked where she could buy one like him. That was easy. There is no other dog like him but she could look at the Pet Shoppe’s stock to see if one jumped out at her. Then again, there was a second option.

“You can buy one, of course, but you can also create one of your own. You certainly have a few here that—with the proper training—might do.”

Ruth’s excitement was palpable. “Would you help me choose a few candidates? I’m sure you know what traits to look for.”

My Cop’s face may be inscrutable to others but not to me. He knew which of the ten would make a decent dog. And we hadn’t even seen the rest in other cell blocks yet.

Ruth’s first injection was with Jayden, the spousal rapist. She and I felt disdain for that crime but my boys were noticeably outraged, evidenced by the way Tyler adjusted the bench so Jayden’s ass was as high and his ankles as far apart as the bench allowed. His comfort wasn’t important to me; teaching Ruth the right technique was.

She pushed the tip in and worked it side-to-side, then aimed it fully inside. When it met resistance, I saw it coming. Jayden’s untrained sphincter was pulsing and a rectal spasm was about to happen. I stepped back, as did my boys. My Cop took my arm and stood in front of me.

That’s when it happened. Jayden shot out a gooey turd that drooled down his legs before dripping to the floor. Ruth stepped back not a moment too soon but nine pairs of eyes saw the result.

“Disgusting!” Ruth shouted.

Getting all 3Ds to coalesce at the same time is an excellent lesson for the ass you’re working on as well as for the audience. Prisoners generally have a distaste for rapists but now they detested this one. The unspoken goal I set for this group's therapy session had just been met. Any camaraderie among the prisoners was off the table. None of the ten would ever align with Jayden or form a group that included him.

I nudged Ruth to get that ass injected and then one of my boys would supervise him cleaning up his mess in front of the others. When Jayden was belted and we were ready for the next one, My Cop tapped my arm and pointed to the floor.

Jayden’s pee mingled with his shit—and his tears.


Chapter 12           

Group Exercise

WHEN ALL TEN convicts were lubed and belted, I had Gage put them on their feet in two lines of five. After moving battalions across oceans and continents, that task was right up his alley. In Gage’s previous world, platoons obeyed instantly when he gave an order. In my world, he was my personal soldier and when I gave him an order, he drank up that moment of command like Aussie laps from his water bowl.

This time, Gage had an interested observer. Ruth watched every move he made and let his terse instructions swirl in her brain. Shirtless and in charge, Gage was a spectacle of authority that Ruth gobbled up like a sugary dessert. Watching her was more interesting than the raucous band of ten criminals trying to form lines with their asses filled and fearful of what I could make their  rings do.

I poked My Cop but he was already staring at Ruth. We knew Gage would have them in order soon but Ruth was more entertaining. Gage never glanced in her direction. He was 100% focused on the task. Ruth was equally focused on Gage.

When they formed a decent line, Gage looked proud for a moment before returning to his workstation. He earned that moment just like he earned My Cop’s knee to his balls earlier. He looked at me and bounced his hips slightly up and down to say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

My smile was more than enough of a reward for him.

I had to tap Ruth’s arm to get her attention. That got a skeptical look from My Cop who was, I was sure, developing a plan to nip her interest in Gage in the bud because his left hand was across his chest and his right was pulling his chin. That's his strategizing mode.

Everyone I own adheres to a strict three-times-a-day exercise requirement. It keeps my girls in shape so the house is always pristine and the chef keeps coming up with tasty ways to prepare blueberries. My stable always draws jealous looks from my friends when they visit. They’re awed by their head-to-toe hairless, muscular bodies. My exclusives are especially easy on my eyes. And my friends' eyes.

The motley lineup of prisoners was the opposite of that. They ranged from skinny to fat with every body type between. Not one would last 30 seconds against any of mine, not even the estheticians. That had to change.

I believe that when men are in good shape, they are better slaves. Fit ones can work harder and longer but that’s only part of it. The other is that they stop thinking about fitness as a chore they’re forced to do but see their bodies as a tribute to their owner. That way of thinking—that they struggle every day to please their owner—becomes their lifelong goal once you establish your ownership. Fitness is a big part of it.

The ten naked, belted men were far from that way of thinking but it has to start sometime and somewhere. That place was this penitentiary and that time was now.

Tyler was ready to start as soon as I gave him the go-ahead. Gage and Aussie were prepared to intervene if anyone resisted. When I asked My Cop if Tyler, Gage and Aussie could handle a situation where all ten defied orders, he chuckled.

“There’s only ten of them,” he said.

Nonetheless, I handed Ruth a prod and I kept the other one. Hers was set on medium. Mine wasn't.

To emphasize Tyler’s authority, I had him chain their penis rings to the wall. The first exercise every new slave starts with is the same. They run. In place.

Tyler barked, “Run!”

No one moved until ten men started screeching from the jolts in their asses.

“Run!” he repeated.

A few tried a step or two and stopped. The others remained inert. There was an easy fix for that, an extension of My Cop’s suggestion to start with the group's leader. Not this time. I pointed at Jack. A man who beat up women because they wouldn’t dance with him had a distorted macho problem. If he thought he was such a superior catch that all women should swoon when he paid them a little attention, he was about to find out that he wasn’t man enough to lift his feet up and down without his ass landing on the floor. Transforming a man’s self-image is a central part of ownership. In this case, Jack was going to see that he wasn’t much of a man, according to his own definition. Then he’d learn where his place was on my ladder and his proper place in larger society if he had any hope of rejoining it. Some day.

Tyler stood in front of Jack and shouted one word in his face. “RUN!”

Jack stared but didn’t move until his ass felt the jolt. He yelped but that was all he did. Tyler launched into a diatribe of orders, all the same word. “RUN! RUN! RUN!”

When Jack tried to lunge at Tyler, two things stopped him. First was the chain attaching him to the wall. Second was Tyler’s foot sweeping his legs out from under him. Jack fell as far as the chain allowed then shrieked when it yanked the rings behind his penis and testicles. Tyler got in his face and calmly said, “Run or she’ll cut them off.”

Jack struggled to stand, picked up one foot, stomped it on the floor and did the same with the other. What I saw fit into a common trait among new slaves. Performative compliance.

Jack was my first example of how to overcome and eliminate performative compliance, the  kind of sneering submission that isn’t submission at all. It’s arrogant defiance and it’s easy to erase in any man, especially an insolent one like Jack. The secret was in the hood I had Aussie pull over his head and the zip ties that held his wrists behind his back.

Aussie opened the mouthpiece and Tyler put Jack on his knees. He was yelling curses as they dragged him in front of Dexter and shoved his face into Dexter’s groin. When Dexter’s penis filled Jack’s mouth, his yelling stopped.

I nodded and Tyler yanked Jack’s head back and forth by his hair. Dexter was mortified having a man—any man—sucking his cock but Jack was experiencing the combination of my 3Ds. Deride, degrade, debase. Right when Dexter was humping frenetically into Jack’s mouth and on the edge of finishing, I nodded and Tyler pulled Jack’s head off its target.

Dexter howled when he ejaculated all over the floor.

Tyler dragged Jack back to his place in line and said one word. “Run!”

We turned our backs and I ushered Ruth to the other side of the room while Jack’s legs pumped up and down even though the chain stopped him from going anywhere. Tyler ordered the other nine men to run and they all did. Ruth was surprised. I wasn't.

Ten minutes later, Tyler introduced them to all the steps in their three-times-a-day exercise hours. I had him leave the hood on Jack’s head with a warning that if he ever disobeyed again, there was no telling what would be pushed into his mouth.

Good lessons are quick and memorable; the best ones impact the men forced to watch. In this case, a pair of convicts were schooled in proper conduct and performative compliance would never rear its useless head again with this bunch.

In Amityworld, we call that a two-fer.


Chapter 13           

FEEDING TIME

RUTH CHANGED THE wording on the prisoners’ daily schedule after her visit to Amityworld. The word lunch was replaced with the more appropriate feeding, a minor nod to my 3Ds. But she had to make the convicts know that being fed isn’t free. Men must earn their food.

To teach that principle to ten reprobates like the ones in that cell block, I started 30 minutes before they assumed they’d be taken to the food service area for lunch. Men who assume what I will do are always wrong. They were this time, too.

The rehabilitation Ruth instituted was a list of specific tasks convicts were to complete before lights out. The problem was she had no matching result tied to it if they didn’t finish. Instead of writing down the steps with progressive levels of punishment, I showed her how it worked. When she visited Amityworld, Ruth was fascinated with the stable’s piss-and-shit time. Men eagerly sat on a row of small toilets and weren’t embarrassed to empty themselves in front of others within the time allotted.

The reason was simple. Unless they did what was required on the toilets, they were sent to Medical for one of Emma’s cold enemas while the others were fed. If a new slave failed to perform on time, he learned why compliance was a better choice. The frigid enema, shaking his ass to distribute it, getting corked and running across the room to expel it into a metal bucket while Emma watched was a lot worse than pissing and shitting when told.

My stable is fed very well with plenty of vegetables from the garden plus protein and natural additives. Ruth was already planning where to build a garden that the convicts would tend and reduce her food bills at the same time. Until the garden was ready to harvest, the convicts needed natural supplements that encouraged empty bowels. In fact, that’s what they ate for breakfast that morning before I arrived.

All ten were showing signs of urgency. The timing was ideal.

Each cell had its own waterless toilet that we noticed when we took our first walk down the cell block. They were in dire need of sanitizing and that responsibility is owned by the ass that uses it. Before any of the ten in the therapy room were fed, every toilet would be sparkling clean. Clean enough to eat off.

Because that’s what they were going to do.

Ordinarily, Nina would assign one of the guards to take the men back to their cells but this time, she did it herself. Tyler showed her how to tie their wrists behind them with wired ties, a simple step that was much less expensive and time-consuming than metal shackles. Then he introduced her to what he called the perp walk where one man’s wrists were secured to the ankle of the one behind him by a longer zip tie. That ingenious step guaranteed a non-disruptive and fairly quiet march to their cells.

Nina took the front of the line with Matt halfway down and Millie at the end. When they reached the first cell, Nina pointed at Granger to get inside. First he looked at Tyler, then at the guard, remembered the plug in his ass and the rings around his cock and balls. That’s all it took for Granger to make the right choice. Nina unlocked the tie and he walked in. She shut Granger’s cell door electronically.

The line inched down the hallway and one by one, they entered their cells without any fuss. They were all frightened about what the rings could do. What the belts holding electronic plugs in their asses might inflict was even scarier.

Nina, Millie and Matt were effusive in their praise of Tyler’s technique. They decided to implement his perp walk in the other cell blocks. It was less expensive and took less time than metal shackles, a win-win solution. Perhaps My Cop’s choice of ex-Rangers was a decent idea but I’m still partial to Marines.

Before their second feeding, Ruth and I stood in the middle of the cell block’s hallway and she announced, “On your knees!”

She expected a fair amount of resistance but was stunned when eight men landed on the floor. The two who didn’t take that position immediately did so right after howling from the shocks I sent into their anal plugs.

“In time,” I said to Ruth, “the fear of pain will replace the need to activate their plugs.” In this case, I singled out the two reluctant kneelers for special training. Correction should be done immediately after a disobedient act and it has to be memorable for the culprit and even more so for the audience.

“Watch and learn,” I said to Ruth who was peering down the hallway most likely to see if Gage had joined the excursion.

“The toilets are filthy,” I said to the entire block. “You dirtied them and you will clean them.”

I heard a few complaints that stopped when they saw my finger hovering over the button.

“Unless they are sparkling in 15 minutes, you will be taken back to the therapy room where I will supervise your time there.”

Ruth whispered, “They’re scared of you.”

“No,” I said, “they scared of what I can do.”

Ruth shook her head at her failure to grasp the obvious. It didn’t matter to them who I was. They knew their rings and plugs could be activated from anywhere. Even better, they knew I would.

“Clean enough to eat off,” I said. “You have 15 minutes starting now.”

Eight men grumbled but opened the sealed kits with cleaning supplies. They started walking to the toilets.

“On your knees!” I had Ruth warn them.

Nina, Matt and Millie were shocked that eight dropped to their knees and crawled to the fetid toilets. I was more interested in the two that didn’t. I wasn’t surprised at who they were.

Men who abuse women do so because they cannot comprehend that men aren’t superior beings based on an accidental chromosome. That’s what submission is all about and it was time they learned it.

Dontrell posted fake images and manipulated video of women online and sent copies to their bosses for no other purpose than to shame and defame them and get them fired. The result was ruined lives. Jayden treated his wife like a punching bag with a hole suitable for his penis when he felt like it. I was actually glad they were the two still on their feet.

My Cop tapped my arm and whispered what I tell him when he's unsure if I want another trip to the stars that night. “Go for it.”

I tightened their rings bit by bit until Dontrell and Jayden were producing hurricane-force shrieks. Rather than repeating my instruction because I hate having to issue orders twice, I ignored them. Instead, I pointed out to Ruth and the three guards where the other men missed a spot on the toilets and had them tell them to make them sparkle. Of course, most of those spots didn’t exist, but it didn’t matter. The toilets were clean.

Except for two.

“Millie, Matt, check those two penises and let me know how blue they are. When they’re dark purple, they will start to rot and fall off by themselves.”

Before they reached those two cells, Jayden and Dontrell were on their knees, furiously scrubbing their toilets.

Quick and memorable gets the best results.

When all ten were clean enough to eat off, that’s what the ten men did. They were hungry and didn’t complain, at least not a lot about the protein shakes and energy bars I had Tyler lay out on the toilet rims.

Minutes later, feeding time was over. They were led back to the therapy room for their second physical fitness hour. Ruth and I went to her office where the food service delivered two interesting meals and we watched them work out on one monitor. My Cop was glued to the others.

It was barely 2 p.m. when we finished lunch. There was plenty of time left before lights out to continue breaking them. When I was done, I was taking my boys and Aussie back to the hotel.

My exclusives’ nights belong to me.


Chapter 14

First Night

Foundations

FOR THE CONVICTS, that afternoon never ended. Owned men should never be inactive so I made sure Ruth kept them busy until their third feeding, another meal they had to earn. For men who committed crimes as repugnant as theirs, nothing should ever be free. The sooner they internalized that, the better chance they had of ever rejoining the outside world.

My 3Ds permeate every aspect of my owned men’s lives. That’s one reason I don’t give my stable names. Numbers tattooed on their right asscheeks serve several purposes. The two-digit lifelong marks categorize them, so if a client wants to ride a pony, I choose one of the 80s. If he wants a mouth boy, he gets a 30.

These ten men needed new names. What I called them would be based in part on their crimes and would be constant reminders of their atrocious acts. Ruth’s assistant printed the list so everyone could memorize and use their new names. The men effectively named themselves. At least their crimes did.

Granger, who burned two women who turned him down at a bar, was to be called ‘Prick’ and Jack, who beat four women who refused to dance with him, was now ‘Creep’. Wyatt kept women as prisoners to clean, cook and give him sex became ‘Fop’ and Darius, the child abuser to keep their mother prisoner, would be ‘Mofo’.

The spousal rapist, Jayden, was now ‘Wank’; Dontrell and his sextortion would be ‘Wimp’; Cameron cut women who tried to leave earned the name ‘Cuck’; Dexter, who sold women into sex slavery was now ‘Pig’. Richard, the stalker, was easy. He was ‘Dick’, while Gerry, the ticket seller, became ‘Himbo’, my favorite British slur combining him and bimbo.

Ruth and the guards chuckled when they read the new names.

When the men trudged in an almost straight line into the therapy room, I had Gage glue their new names to the backs of the belts that held the plugs in place. They could see each other’s cards but not their own. One reason I number my stable is that more than two dozen names are hard to remember. Numbers are much easier.

In this case, I had a second reason. For these men, their new names fit what they were. If they wanted to be called anything else, they’d have to earn that right by working hard to merit that or any other privilege. Down to their names.

One of the most difficult daily challenges when rehabilitating criminals is making sure they have enough to do. At its lowest level, it’s busy work. I planned their work to reach a higher plane, one that would give them a skillset that someone might hire them to do. Eventually.

That was Reckoning’s purpose—to turn men into merchandise that women wanted to buy. There was no reason these ten men couldn’t be used the same way. Ruth saw how hard my stable worked to please me and earn five stars on rental surveys. She’d seen Delivery Day videos from Reckoning that helped her understand what men like these could be turned into, sold or assigned to new owners. Once they were reconstructed inside and out, they’d never hurt anyone again.

None of the convicts had family who visited; most relatives were disappointed they weren’t given life sentences. Training these men in useful skills and handing them off to women who’d feed and house them was an excellent solution, one Ruth heartily agreed with. Her task was to determine what it would take to achieve those transformations.

That’s why I was standing in the therapy room in front of the scraggly lineup.

Before I said a word, I had the anal plugs spew lubricant into their asses. Several gasped but most were appalled that I had that power. They’d soon learn I had a lot more control over more parts of them than just that.

I walked up and down the lineup, assessing each one’s potential skill so I could divide them into smaller groups for training. My inner voice always tells me what men are supposed to be. That’s why I listen so closely to her.

Categorizing men is rarely about a penis unless it’s huge. In my world, penises rarely matter. What I look for are flexible jaws to create mouth boys, inclinations for appearance that would make decent estheticians, pliable anuses that can be widened to accept any penis or object a client wants to stuff in it, strong legs and backs that would make good, saddled ponies, certain tendencies to create role players and my favorite, pain sluts.

Clients love pain sluts. You can’t have too many in stock.

I didn’t see any that fit into the big cock category. Making that point fit right into my third D, debasement. That’s where I started.

“Such tiny penises,” I said. Ruth caught my drift and  she added, “Hardly worth looking at.”

It no longer surprises me how much that kind of derision affects untrained men. They tried to contradict our assessment but a single ring shock ended that. It was a small step toward learning they have nothing to say that interests us. Men should be quiet unless they’re asked a direct question.

“Belts,” I said to Tyler.

I walked down the line and unlocked them one by one and Tyler pulled them off, saving extracting the plugs for last. To a man, they were unnerved with his gloved hands in their asses but knew better than to resist. The rings were still a threat. After only a few hours, the fear was almost as effective as the actual pain.

I wanted to see how they’d react to a more complex instruction, one with three steps issued in brief phrases. I pointed at Tyler, Gage and Aussie, warning them to get ready.

My Cop stiffened, anticipating a confrontation. If any inmate got past Tyler, Gage or Aussie, they’d make their last stand against him and I knew who’d need medical attention when it was over.

“Turn. Bend. Spread your cheeks.”

Just five words. You’d think they’d be able to perform three simple steps. Granger, Jack and Gerry turned and bent over. Five others bent without turning around. That left two who just stood there, inert and defiant. My Cop was sucking air so hard, I had to hold his arm to keep him from interfering.

If they learned nothing else this afternoon, they’d  know that men follow the orders they’re given because the consequences are worse than the humiliation of submission.

I don’t repeat simple orders.

One finger told Aussie which I wanted him to fetch. He clamped his teeth on Cuck’s cock and turned him around, then pulled the penis in his teeth down and bent him in half. That left my third order, to spread his asscheeks.

Aussie covered Cuck’s hands with his front paws and made him grip his own cheeks, then pulled them apart. His job done, Aussie put his paws on the floor, watching closely to make sure Cuck didn’t let go.

One down. Nine to go.

Tyler handled the next one I indicated. He grabbed Dick’s penis with his meaty hand, spun him around and bent him over in a single motion. He lifted Dick’s head by his hair and snarled, “Spread them!”

I wasn’t surprised when Dick did just that.

The others chose not to suffer the same fate and in short order, ten men’s spread asses filled my view. Of course, it wasn’t their asses I was interested in; it was their submission I was after. And that’s what I got. I usually do.

Ruth finally breathed. And stared at Gage.

I nudged her and said, “In an hour, extra help like my boys won’t be needed.” I think she was disappointed that in less than 60 minutes, I might send Gage out of her view.

-=o=-

For the rest of the afternoon, the convicts ran through drills earning immediate correction for every misstep. They were hopelessly out of shape so when I was done, they were exhausted. That’s the state in which men are most receptive so I took advantage of it.

They had to learn to live within the kind of tension that I keep my stable in every day. And every night. It works wonders.

Turning these men into useful commodities needed every tool or trick Ruth could muster. It’s a careful balance between physical and mental stress with a healthy dose of fear. Dangle a carefully chosen carrot and don’t just carry a big stick. Use it.

By their third feeding, I’d have the ten begging for the carrot right after they were intimately familiar with my stick. Then I wouldn’t need any more carrots.

Even though forcing them to watch one man being disciplined would teach them not to make the same mistake, there are times that isolating men makes them perform better on their own. Sightless and hearing only what’s sent into their earbuds, men have no one to rely on except themselves. That’s fundamental to rehabilitation; every man is responsible for his own actions.

Gage and Tyler pressed in the earbuds then covered their heads with hoods. Dragging them by their ringed cocks, they spread the ten throughout the therapy room and deposited them on their knees.

Last year when Danica’s suddenly-wealthy tech executive wanted to build her dream, the place she calls Destiny, I had him spend a month in Amityworld to show him what her estate needed. My second purpose was to make him aware he was no longer going to be her only owned man.

She named him Jonah and he adjusted so well that Destiny is on my agenda to visit. But while he was with me, I had him open a special account—a private one—for my use. The voice that was about to be sent into their earbuds sounded like mine and issued commands they’d obey. They just need enough practice.

Men learn by rote and repetition. A lot of it.

Ruth asked why I included daily sessions with hoods.

“First, it frees you from having to oversee them in person. Second, it takes a lot of effort to change any man’s personality, let alone these ten. And third, it compels them to obey because they are desperate to win the prize,” I explained.

“What’s the prize?” Ruth asked.

I smiled and said, “There is no prize for them. It’s for you.”

She looked at me quizzically and said, “I guess I’ll watch and learn.”

I turned on the recording and we watched ten men silently climb to their feet. Then they bent over, stood up and bent again. That repeated several times and when their feet were shoulder width apart, my boys wrapped modified cock cages around their penises and threaded the tip of a telescoping sound into each one.

I’m the only one who locks those cages shut.

I took Ruth’s arm and we visited each groin. I showed her how to close them. No matter how many times I cage new slaves, the click it makes is music to my ears. Ruth heard it when I had her lock a few herself. Without heavy-duty bolt cutters, there was only one way to remove the cages. Ruth would keep one key and the other stayed with me.

Backup is important for servers and cock cages.

The voice in their ears changed to a strident tone. We watched them silently move this way and that while they listened to the rules they would follow if they ever hoped to touch their penises again.

The rules repeated after each step, bend and squat they did. An hour of that three times every day and right before lights out would reinforce proper behavior.

The rules were clear and inviolate. If they misbehaved, they knew the consequences would be severe. The most important thing they’d learn was that Ruth could enforce the rules any time and from anywhere. The list was short and comprehensive.

One: Obey every instruction immediately.

Two: Do it right the first time.

Three: There is no time off.

Four: You belong to me, down to your cock.

Five: I will cut it off if you disobey my rules.

The first time they heard the rules, ten men stopped in their tracks until I set the cages to start compressing. As the cages bit into their organs tighter and tighter, they understood—physically and psychologically—I meant what they heard in their ears.

Ten men began to realize they were solely to blame if I chose to castrate them. It wasn’t something done to them. It was their choice.

The recordings I’d have Ruth make were examples of what she could use to grow their skills. Hooded, caged men were about to embark of a lifelong adventure and Ruth held the key.

We watched them work mindlessly for an hour until it was feeding time. Later they’d see what lights out really meant.


Chapter 15           

Lights out

MILLIE AND MATT unlocked the openings in the cell bars and slid small bags of carrots, celery and broccoli through the slots. Ten men stared at the vegetables. They knew there was a food service area where they could sit at tables and eat with a spork but for some reason they were being fed rabbit food in their cells.

Then they remembered those little boxes with glowing lights on the guards’ belts. They’d felt what those boxes could do and now with cages locked around their cocks and balls, they were terrified of what would happen if a guard pressed a button. Or all of them.

“Eat,” Matt said loudly. Her voice echoed down the block.

I told Matt and Millie to give an order and expect it to be obeyed. If it isn’t, press a button. Make an example of one and the rest will fall into line. I hadn’t yet shown them how to engage the ‘all’ program. That was a surprise I was saving for when they turned out the lights.

Some of the men opened the bags and pulled out a carrot or a piece of celery and Dexter, now named Pig, took the first bite. I watched the monitors in Ruth’s office to see if Matt could handle any reluctance or if she was too unsure of herself to make them submit to her authority.

Dick and Prick fingered carrots. The rest ignored Matt’s order. Matt needed to do something to enforce her authority or I was going to have to do it for her. I gave her ten seconds and counted down out loud. Ruth stared at me; my boys grinned.

It happened when I reached three. Wimp started yowling and Fop dropped the bag and tried to grab his penis to stop the sound’s jolts. In my world, men never touch themselves because they know what will happen if they do. It just takes once before they figure out that chastity is their new way of life.

Fop was on the floor, curled into a ball and screeching when Matt said, “Eat.” He flailed his arms, desperate to find the bag, and when he grabbed it, she pressed the green button.

That was a very useful lesson for both Fop and Matt. He learned what happens when he doesn’t follow the five rules and Matt felt the power she had attached to her belt.

“That was amazing,” Ruth said.

No, it wasn’t. That’s what I expect of men I own.

Aussie arf’ed softly. Tyler wore an ear-to-ear grin. But it was Gage’s nodding that caught Ruth’s attention. Still standing at the array of monitors, My Cop glanced over his shoulder to make sure I’d seen her look at him. I did. And I knew it had to stop.

By now, the inmates were chewing vegetables although they disdained fresh broccoli. That wouldn’t do; men eat what, when and everything they’re fed. It’s part of the five rules and like always, there are outcomes for failure.

Millie marched up and down the block, checking to see that each bag was empty. When she neared a cell, the prisoner scooped one piece out and forced himself to chew it. On her third trip, there were six bags with uneaten broccoli.

I wondered if Millie understood that when more than half disobey, group discipline is the right option.

Millie and Matt looked at each other and nodded. Their fingers reached for the controllers and they engaged the group discipline routine I had them practice before sending them by themselves to supervise the third feeding.

In seconds, ten men were thrashing on the floor, screaming their lungs out. The guards mouthed a countdown and when they reached zero, most of the noise stopped. The thrashing did not. That took a few more minutes but when they quieted down, Matt had one word for the caged men.

“Eat,” she said.

On Millie’s next tour of the cells, all ten bags were empty. 

After collecting the bags, the next course appeared through the small openings and ten silent men ate what was on their trays with their fingers. When they were done, not a drop of food was left.

In Ruth’s office, I told Tyler it was his turn to take the prisoners through their evening fitness work. This time, I kept Tyler with me because I was taking all of them back to Amityworld when he was done and his formidable physical presence was going with me. The guards had to enforce three fitness sessions every day but I was going to leave a piece of Tyler’s aura in the cell block.

He knelt at my side and barked orders into his headset. Every exercise was timed and recorded. The guards could play his recordings in order through the speakers so the prisoners would never know if Tyler was going to march in to deal with any botched routines.

That kind of fear keeps men in a state of tension. The constant threat of what the cock cages could do and worse, what Tyler could inflict, kept the ten men in an endless state of dread.

In a few days, the five rules would be ingrained so deep inside that all the guards would have to do was issue an order and expect it to be done correctly. The first time.

An hour later, the men were worn out, hoping they’d be put to bed. At least when the lights went out, they thought they wouldn’t be subject to the ceaseless directives they had to do fast exactly the way the guards wanted. Fear of excruciating punishment is its own teacher.

No owned man is ever idle. There is no free time for men who live in the two types of cages now imprisoning these men, the bars surrounding them and the ones confining their genitals.

It was time for their last piss-and-shit of the day. A voice that sounded eerily like mine filled the speakers.

“Toilets,” it announced.

Ten weary men stared at the walls in disbelief. They were in a conundrum. Not one wanted to sit on a toilet when they knew I was watching but the third feeding's supplements were urging them to do exactly that. It wasn’t a choice. Their bowels were roiling.

When the monitors showed ten asses atop ten toilets, the voice issued the next order.

“Three minutes,” it said and sounded a reminder beep every 30 seconds.

Men grunted and squeezed and thanks to the supplements, filled the bowls with loud splats. All but one was done when time was up.

It was predictable, so I had Tyler play the next clip.

“Sanitize,” it said.

When they looked at the cell doors, Millie and Matt were pushing cleaning kits through the bars. That’s when they realized their output was being evaluated by the guards. Too humiliated to resist, nine men scoured toilets except the one who failed to finish.

Millie marched to his cell and said, “Ass!” She pointed at small opening, the one where they slid in the food trays. Cuck didn’t move until Millie’s finger aimed for the control box on her belt. Cuck knew he didn’t have a choice. He stuck his ass in the slot.

He felt a tube slither in, then a rush of liquid. The cold gripped his colon and he wailed from the icy pain.

“Shake,” she said.

Using every ounce of strength he had left, Cuck bobbed his hips up and down. Then it hit him.

He didn’t want to shit. He had to. It wasn’t an option or even a choice. His ass was going to explode. Cuck was nearing what I call slave hysteria and did what most new slaves do when that hits them. He cried like a baby.

Millie laughed and sent him to the toilet where the entire cell block heard his ass blast out everything inside.

Constipated men can’t focus on their work. That’s why mine work extra hard and eat every morsel so they don’t have to suffer one of Emma’s refrigerated enemas.

Cuck learned two important lessons. He would piss and shit when told and obeying orders was his only choice. His trip into near hysteria would be a constant reminder of the five rules.

After he disinfected his toilet and the supplies were accounted for, there was one task left before lights out.

On command, ten men pressed ten asses into the slots. Ten injectors lubricated them, then ten expanders spread them a little wider. When they heard the 15-second lights out warning, they fell on their cots hoping for a few hours respite from their incomprehensible day. Instead, they felt the expanders at work, widening their anuses millimeter by millimeter. Tomorrow night, they’d learn how to exercise their sphincters.

Owned men do not have time off. Not even when they’re sleeping.


Chapter 16

Repentance

First My Bath

THE HOTEL MANAGER was so thrilled to see us pull up that he pushed past the bellman, opened the limo door and reached in for my hand. That was his first mistake. My Cop was sitting on that side and put the manager on the ground in seconds. No one invades my personal space uninvited. Especially when My Cop is there.

He lifted the manager to his feet and brushed off his jacket lapels as if nothing unusual had just taken place. I saw no reason to apologize, nor did My Cop. We walked into the hotel while the chastened manager explained what he had sent to our suites.

Tyler stopped cold, turned toward the manager and demanded, “Who was in Ms. Amity’s rooms?”

The poor man was trembling but Tyler wasn’t taking one more step without an answer. It might have created yet another scene had My Cop not said, “I’ve got video.”

He led Tyler into an alcove and tapped his tablet, replaying who did what in the rooms while we were at the penitentiary. When I heard him say, “All clear,” we rode the elevator to the top floor, leaving the manager collecting himself in the foyer of his own hotel.

There were two boxes inside the door. One was obviously from my west-coast developers but other was a surprise. A big surprise. It wasn’t for me. Written in big magic marker in the “To” space was one word. “General.”

My boys stared at Gage. We knew who it had to be from and it was humorous watching him turn red from his bald scalp to the collar on the shirt he had to wear in public. It had been a long day, so I decided to have some fun.

“Strip,” I said.

Gage tore off his clothes and landed on his knees in front of me. The gold cage imprisoning his genitals dangled inches above my feet.

“Let’s see what she sent,” I said.

Gage grabbed the box and tore off the top. Packing tape was no match for his ten magic fingers. He reached inside, grabbed a Styrofoam cooler and held it in the air, unsure of what he was supposed to do with it.

“Open it,” I said.

With My Cop looking over his shoulder for anything improper, the aroma hit us before we saw what was inside. I told Gage to read the note out loud although I was pretty sure what it said.

“General, food for your body. I can feed your soul.”

It wasn’t signed; it didn’t have to be. Ruth had the female equivalent of a hard-on for my exclusive.

“Better damned well be enough for me,” My Cop growled. Gage was staring at the cooler and didn’t see his tight grin.

I told Tyler to order room service and have them deliver it to the door. Until then, he had to wear clothes so he dialed downstairs with our order as fast as his fingers could press buttons.

“My bath first, then we’ll eat,” I said. Three men scurried around the suite to gather what they needed for my bath. I pointed at My Cop and said, “You.”

Aussie was on all fours at the door in his usual protection stance. Tyler waited for room service, tapping his foot impatiently and looking through the peephole even though the laptop showed the hallway camera My Cop installed. I left Gage holding the cooler.

Gage was why I chose My Cop to do my bath. Something had to be done about Ruth and her infatuation with him. My Cop begged me to meet Gage three years ago, so I wanted his take on the situation. He was clearly uncomfortable with the whole thing.

I wasn’t uncomfortable. I was downright annoyed. No one touches my exclusives. They’re mine.

Once I was immersed in swirling water with gobs of lavender suds, My Cop was ready to start on my toes but I stopped him and told him to kneel at the side of the tub. “This thing with Ruth and Gage,” I said, “I see two choices. Either I tell her outright to stop this silliness or I send him away and let him decide if he wants to pursue it. I don’t like either alternative.”

I’ve owned Gage for a long time. He may have entered my world through My Cop’s prompting but he’s blossomed into an important role. I don’t give up things like that easily.

“You know how important he is to Amityworld. To me. He’s not just any man I own. I’m not giving him away.”

My Cop’s left arm was across his chest and his right hand was pulling his chin. When he reached for the side of the tub, I knew he had his thoughts together.

“Ms. Amity, there’s a third option,” he said.

I looked at his dark green eyes that were fixed on mine. He said, “Get Zayn.”

There it was. Another of My Cop’s two word solutions.

He reached for my hands and held them under the suds. When I pulled him closer, he started breathing faster and when he touched my skin, he was panting. The decision could wait. I had My Cop, a huge tub of swirling suds and my dog guarding the door.

“You’re not just any man I own,” I whispered in his ear. “You’re My Cop. You’re not going any damned where.”

It was the best bath I’ve had. Down to my third orgasm.

-=o=-

We all sat around the table munching the room service food and making snide comments about kidnapping the hotel chef to Amityworld to have my chef show him how to prepare a decent meal. Eventually the talk turned to the ten inmates, their progress or lack of it and how Tyler envisioned the steps they’d have to take if repentance was the penitentiary’s ultimate goal.

“They’re scum down to their cores,” Tyler said. “Nothing will change unless,” he looked at me and corrected himself, “until Ms. Amity wrenches that evil out of them.”

He was right. Wrench was the correct word. That’s how it would feel when it happened.

It was Aussie’s turn, one of the few times he seemed eager to speak in words instead of barking. Aussie isn’t a man who acts like a dog. Aussie is, in his core, my dog.

Aussie is a very good dog who once took a bullet aimed at me. I wanted to hear what he had to say.

“Ms. Amity, they have to stop thinking.”

I should let him talk more often. That was the crux of it. Those men thought they were superior to women, believed they could have what they wanted when they wanted it and had the right to use any means to get it. I knew when this started that the prisoners’ entire self-images had to be rearranged and Aussie said out loud what I gleaned from our chats during Ruth’s visit.

To feel repentance, to be actually repentant, they had to change what they were; not who they were.

Tyler was right when he called them scum. There was only one solution. They had to stop thinking of themselves as men.

They had to feel and act like what they were. Not just owned. Property.


Chapter 17

Then There Was Shame

THE NEXT MORNING, My Cop left the suite a half hour before Tyler called for the limo. I gave him a job that only he could do with his connections and a client’s plane. When I spoke to the client late last night on a video call, he was gleeful to strip and show off his body after two months of fitness work I assigned. He pirouetted, bent over and spread his cheeks to show me the size plug he could take and ended the display begging me to jolt the sound in his penis that the cock cage kept inside except for three times a day when I let him pee.

Two months in chastity makes most men plead for any kind of stimulation. Even pain. The telemetry from the cage showed a partial erection after just two jolts.

Pain becomes a welcome friend if a man has a true slave’s heart. The client’s broad grin proved he did.

Once we arrived at the penitentiary’s visitor entrance, my plans were set. Ruth, Nina, Matt and Millie were in for a crash course in erasing men’s self-images—their egos—and replacing them with proper ones for what they were going to be turned into. It was my last day there. Amityworld was calling me; it’s the best place on earth to be.

All I had to do before I left was break ten men and turn them into property. It was going to take all of my 3Ds along with a few of the tools I had my developers deliver.

When we reached Ruth’s office and she locked up My Cop’s weapon, I told her how things were going to play out today. I was done saying “watch and learn.” Today, she and the guards were getting a serious education in how to transform men into chattel.

The first step belonged to Gage. He’d been told what to do.

“Ms. Ruth, we all appreciated the delivery you sent and we all enjoyed it,” he said.

Ruth beamed until she heard him say we ‘all’ enjoyed it. She was about to say something but I interrupted her.

“Everyone will be busy all day,” I said. “There will be no wasted time.” I let that sink in and said, “Gage, put them on benches—asses up. Tyler, make sure the kits are fully charged.”

They ran to the therapy room with Matt and Millie chugging behind them. Those women needed a fitness program and they’d have one by lunchtime along with an hour of Tyler running them through it. My house girls have implanted chips and so would Matt and Millie. If they wanted to keep their jobs.

The chips record the wearers’ movements so I’d have one of my girls keep an eye on their exercise sessions. They’d learn they don’t get a day off from working out when they felt the first jolt if they liked their jobs. And their pensions.

As for the ten soon-to-be slaves, they’d been woken up early, did their fitness work, earned their first feeding, performed their first piss-and-shit of the day and cleaned the toilets before my limo reached the parking lot. Ruth said it was one of the quietest mornings she’d had since she took over the penitentiary. She was excited to impose that schedule on the other cell blocks.

She didn’t hear it, but I did. She didn’t say she wanted to impose that routine on the other prisoners. She said cell blocks. Ruth was beginning to understand that turning criminals like hers into useful commodities meant seeing them not as men but as merchandise, sexless products for her to mold into what they were meant to be.

Property.

On our walk to the therapy room, My Cop tapped my arm and said, “Two hours.”

That gave me 120 minutes to wipe away ten overblown, flawed self-concepts. When I emptied them, I’d refill them with a deep need to be what I told them they really were.

When we arrived in the therapy room, Gage and Tyler had been busy. Ten asses were raised high, legs apart, arms spread with wrists and ankles secured to the benches. There was no ‘good morning’ for these criminals. Their morning stood no chance of being good in any definition of the word.

I keep my stable hairless because it equalizes them. Men who are bald from their scalps to their toes don’t just look alike. It reduces them to a kind of sameness, a feeling that prevents any one slave from even imagining he’s better than another.

The ones sentenced to Ruth’s charge were the reverse of that. It wasn’t about being better than each other. They wanted to be worse.

That would stop in two hours.

Ruth, Nina, Millie and Matt gathered around the first body I indicated, Fop, the one who locked women in his apartment and forced them to be his maids and give him sex. I chose him because he had one of the bigger senses of entitlement in the group. Focus on one but make the others watch. It saves time.

“My girls usually handle this chore when I buy new men,” I said to the guards’ surprise. I saw no reason to mince words. “See these gobs of hair? They’re going first.”

I ran a stick of hot wax down the back of Fop’s leg, pressed a strip of gauze on it and yanked it off. Through his grunts, I finished that leg then the other before moving to his arms. When I tugged the strip and pulled out his underarm growth, he growled. Limb by limb, I waxed every strand off his back then flipped him over.

A light bulb went off over the guards’ heads.

“You will do the rest,” I said, “after I show you how to clean off pubic hair.”

The waxing went smoothly right after Tyler gagged Fop so we weren’t bothered by his protests. When I slathered wax around his caged organs, he quieted down. So did the other nine watching the procedure.

Waxing around penises is painful. Each time Fop tried to scream through the gag, I saw Matt and Millie grin. So far, so good but the finale would make the rest of them go faster.

Men have relationships with their penises and lie about their size. When it comes to the hair on their heads, it’s an even deeper bond. Men I own have no use for hairstyles; my stable’s purpose has nothing to do with hair color or length. The inmates’ had no use for theirs either.

That’s why I keep my stable and house girls hairless.  To me, they’re all equal.

With Millie and Matt huddled around me, I turned on the electric razor so Fop and the other nine could hear it whir. To build tension, I explained the process to the guards.

“It takes about five swipes to get it all,” I said. “It doesn’t matter where you start, although I usually start here.”

I pressed the razor against the middle of Fop’s neck and pulled it forward to create a clean swatch right down the center of his scalp.

“Then one here and one there,” I said while shearing off two side strips.

Millie and Matt leaned in for a closer look. Fop was shaking as much as he could in the bench’s restraints. On his back and legs spread wide apart, he couldn’t see the mass of what used to be his hair pile up on the floor. But the others did.

I finished with a few strokes and rubbed oil on his bare head. “That one is next,” I said.

Ignoring Fop’s misery, we moved to Mofo who used to be Darius, a convicted child abuser. Even though he wasn’t dangerous the way he was attached to the bench, My Cop moved to my right into his ‘just in case’ position. Mofo’s crime was so abhorrent, if I offered the razor to him, My Cop would derive a lot of satisfaction doing it himself.

That's why I handed him the razor. He ran it across Mofo’s head while he stared into his sorrowful eyes. Only one of them was grinning when Mofo’s scalp was bare.

I had Tyler give Millie and Matt razors and told them to shave Wimp and Cuck. They practically ran to those benches and in minutes two more were done. If I let them do the rest, at least one of the guards was going to have an orgasm right there in the therapy room. It might be entertaining but I had only an hour left before what I told My Cop to do was done.

“Ruth, would you like to do one?” I called across the room.

She certainly did, based on how fast she ran over and held out her hand for the razor.

“How about that one?” I pointed at Dick, the stalker. I sent Millie and Matt to do the rest but pointed at Pig and said, “That one is mine.”

Selling women and girls into slavery gets you my personal attention. Besides, he had the longest hair of the bunch. Those are the most fun to shear.

Tyler and Aussie kept an eye on the guards while they shaved heads but I told Gage to attend to Ruth. My Cop raised an eyebrow when I said that, then he pulled at his chin for a moment before I saw recognition fill his face. He knew why I made that choice.

That’s one of a lot of reasons he’s My Cop.

Pig was squirming on the bench, obviously fearful of the razor in my hand but unable to stop the inevitable. There was no way he was getting a typical haircut. The first step toward repentance isn’t confessing your crimes; it’s feeling shame for daring to commit them in the first place.

Men should be ashamed of their misdeeds. So ashamed their guts hurt. I can put any part of a man in agony but making them feel it inside takes a different tack, one I do well.

Each time I shaved a slice of Pig’s hair, I jolted the sound in his cage. His body tried to spasm but the bonds held him too tightly and when I turned on the random program, he broke into emotional pieces. He screamed and carried on and a few minutes later, he tried to threaten me and the rest of the world before I put in him the worst kind of humiliation a sorry excuse for a man like him could experience.

I flipped him over. With his ass raised high in the air, I taught Nina how to administer an enema, an ice-cold one right out of the refrigerator. Pig felt it flow into him and groaned but that was merely for starters. I discussed his ass as if it weren’t attached to him and let Nina pull the nozzle out an inch and push it back in to get a feel for the process. I had her clamp the hose, move the nozzle around and unclamp it for a few seconds.

Ten minutes later, she knew how to administer a cold enema and Pig’s ass was full.

“Cork the hole,” I said.

Nina plunged the rubber stopper into Pig’s anus and we left him there, attached to the bench, his ass high and his head bald. I had other items on my agenda before Pig wasn't going anywhere.

I turned him into a stuffed centerpiece on the table of shame.

My Cop pointed to his wrist to tell me that the job I gave him earlier was ready. Ten convicts’ bodies were hairless and Pig was still fidgeting from the icy river in his rectum. They were all moaning, some louder than others, and it served as background music for what was going to happen next.

Ruth went to the front desk reluctantly when they paged her. She was having way too much fun in the therapy room especially with Gage at her side.

I was confident they’d never dealt with anyone like Emma, my transitioned doctor, before. And I knew damned well they’d never come into contact with anyone like Zayn.

As for Gage, he was facing an afternoon unlike any he’d ever had. After what he'd been through as a POW, that was saying a lot.


Chapter 18

Emma’s Enemas

MY COP’S JOB was to get Emma and Zayn to the penitentiary as soon as possible and he succeeded in spades. With Emma at her side, Ruth returned to the therapy room where ten hairless men were strapped to benches. 

Her favorite time of the day is when I send her into the costume closet to select her day’s outfit. Emma is a bit flamboyant and that’s just fine. No one enters Amityworld without undergoing a thorough physical exam, so all my guests—and the slaves I buy—are intimately familiar with her and her wardrobe preferences.

When she took excellent care of My Cop after a mission that went very badly, her reward was new, bigger breasts. Since then, she’s partial to low-cut tops that display a fair amount of cleavage. She prefers very short skirts that show her disparagement of panties. From time to time, I have her show off her new pussy to visitors who are considering transitioning their own slaves.

Recently, I bought #77 from Reckoning where they turned a useless man into a bi-gender so when I say “Rocky,” he turns into his male persona, replete with a hard penis. The female name is Cherry and when I say it, Rocky morphs into a sex-craved slut with a working clitoris. Emma spent days examining #77 when it first arrived. She reported that #77 has full sexual feelings and a ‘darned big’ cock.

I wondered what she’d decided to wear for the trip here.

I heard her stilettos clicking on the floor before she walked through the door. She pranced in next to Ruth wearing a black pencil skirt topped with a red silk blouse with several neckline buttons left open to highlight the black sequin bra she chose. Her hair had grown in so she didn’t need a wig anymore. Her long blonde hair complemented her makeup. Emma was dressed attractively, although just a bit slutty. I was sure no one dressed like her had ever been inside this penitentiary before. It was a perfect entrance.

Behind her, one of the front desk guards was hauling a fair-sized box of supplies Emma brought. Ruth introduced her as Bernadette and the guard quickly corrected her. “Call me Bernie.”

Her arms were filled with Emma’s tools, so at least she didn’t stick out her hand and try to shake mine or she’d have had an unpleasant confrontation with My Cop.

Emma walked across the room to where I was standing. She knows who owns her.

“Ten to chip,” I said as Emma broke into a smile. “That one’s ass is filled,” I pointed to Pig, “so there are nine for you to start with.”

Nine enemas is like Christmas morning for Emma.

Then I added, “You’ll do the three guards later.”

Emma’s smile reached from ear to ear.

We left her with the convicts on benches with Gage, Tyler and Aussie plus the three guards to take care of filling and emptying their bowels and doing a cursory medical checkup.

I took My Cop and Zayn to Ruth’s office and closed the door, leaving Ruth in charge in the therapy room. What I wanted Zayn to do was going to be intense and absolutely private. My Cop stayed with me because that’s where he belongs.

Zayn didn’t say a word. He rarely asks questions because with his level of Tantric talents, he doesn’t have to. Zayn can intuit my thoughts and worries without my saying a word. I outbid Big Mike for Zayn in Sweden because I felt something about him, an aura that I couldn’t explain but wanted to own. He’s worth a heck of a lot more Kronas than I paid for him. I’m biased toward ex-Marines. They’re easy to train and the worst thing they do is say ‘Ma’am’ a lot. I branded hm the day I put that same initial, a big A, on the bottom of My Cop’s ball sac with a hot iron. They were two of the best choices I’ve ever made.

Zayn knelt between my legs and tilted his forehead toward mine, the way he senses my thoughts and worries. Years ago, the mentor I engaged for him, the Ancient Asian Master who calls himself ‘the old man’, bonded Zayn’s essence to mine. I own his and if he needs some of it back, I trace his brand. When my finger finishes the crossbar on the big A, he soaks up what he needs to regain his balance.

When his forehead met mine, I replayed Ruth’s infatuation with Gage in my head, the way she looks at him all the way to the dinner delivery last night. I tried to block my short conversation with My Cop during my bath but Zayn had no trouble sensing it. I knew it when he said, “Ms. Amity, may I have time with him?”

My Cop was shaking his head in the kind of awe Zayn’s abilities generate time after time.

Zayn took my hands before I could answer and said, “He is important to all of us and especially to you.”

That was it. Nothing more had to be said except one thing.

“The men held here are evil,” I said. “I will not let it get near you.”

Zayn gripped my hands tighter, took several deep breaths and said, “I cannot repair them. But I can feel true repentance if it exists.”

“No,” I said immediately. “I will not risk losing you again. Not after what happened on Mike’s mountain.”

He pressed my hands between his legs so I could feel his balance with my fingers on his brand. When I sat up straight in surprise, My Cop inched closer, ready to separate us. Something was different and to him, anything unknown is dangerous.

I took a deep breath and asked, “What was that?”

Zayn’s eyes were closed when he whispered, “Ms. Amity, that is the moksha.”

Whatever moksha meant, I wanted more of it. A lot more. It was a moment where I felt like I understood, well, everything.

My Cop was on his knees next to Zayn. He blurted out, “I felt that!” Even in that incredible moment, he only needed three words.

“Tonight… tonight you’ll take me there again,” I said.

Zayn smiled. “Ms. Amity, it would be my joy to take you and him to that place.”

I don’t know how long we stayed there, Zayn and My Cop on their knees, both holding my hands, but Zayn finally broke the silence.

“Ms. Amity, summon him now. He needs me.”

Yes, Gage needed Zayn. So did I.

-=o=-

I left Zayn and Gage in Ruth’s office and closed the door behind me. They needed time and I wanted to watch Emma work with the prisoners. My Cop escorted me back to the therapy room where we saw Emma’s tools laid out neatly on green sheeting and a glimmer in her eye that she gets when she’s looking at ten raised asses all sporting big corks with ten moaning men begging for relief.

I had to work hard to keep from laughing. Nina and her crew were giggling off to the side and even Ruth was smiling. Tyler sidled over to relate what happened when Gage charged out of the room in response to the jolt I sent to his chip a few minutes ago.

Ruth wasn’t smiling at all when Gage ran out without a word, he said, although it’s not like he talks to her when he’s there.

“Ms. Amity, the buckets are over there,” Emma said, pointing to the opposite wall.

“Shake, rattle and roll,” I replied trying to stifle a laugh. I almost succeeded.

Emma giggled and told Millie and Matt to stand the prisoners up and zip tie their wrists behind their backs. When they were on their feet, she gave them a simple order.

“Bounce your backsides up and down and then you can expel,” she said.

It was a very good order. She told them exactly what to do and what their reward was. It was painfully obvious to the ten corked prisoners that obedience was, in this case, their best choice.

The shame they felt waggling their asses in front of each other doubled when they got the nerve to look at the audience. Their faces and scalps turned red. A few closed their eyes. The disgrace was palpable but what they learned was going to be life changing.

Indignity would surround them for all the years they would serve their sentences and would percolate inside them so deeply they would cling to any bone thrown at them.

When I did my assessment of them yesterday, I categorized at least one as a potential dog that could be shipped to the Pet Shoppe, trained and sold to a new owner when he served his sentence. Prick was in my crosshairs.

Emma said, “Buckets! Now!”

Ten men dashed across the room, most with their zip-tied hands in their asses trying to hold the plugs in place. They grunted with each step. Not one complained about shitting in buckets so close to each other with an audience watching. They were too desperate to protest. Roiling bowels will do that; it’s the personification of my 3Ds.

When they got there, they realized their asses were still plugged.

“Ask me nicely,” Emma said donning a pair of gloves.

They begged in a melody that filled the room.


Chapter 19

Chipping

BY THE TIME their group piss-and-shit was done, I could see ten men’s self-images starting to shatter and proper ones replacing them. Caging penises is a physical way to detach men from their organs; modifying how they regard themselves is more difficult. Chastity cages are external. Creating a slave mindset out of criminal mentality takes both. A lot of both.

I saw it in their eyes. Men who expelled enemas noisily in metal buckets in front of the guards, the warden and me were humiliated but one or two kept their eyes open despite their degradation.

I had Nina make a note of which they were so the ones displaying the most shame were put in one group and the eye openers in another. If a man can’t look at an audience when he’s squatting on a metal bucket, he’s farther along in accepting his new personality. Those take less time to break and I could spend my last afternoon with the ones who needed more work.

I had Nina and her crew reattach them to the benches, this time on their backs with their ankles locked to the high bars so their hips hung a couple of inches off the end. That gave Emma plenty of canvases for her art project.

Their penises and asses were already mine. It was time for them to give up the sensitive space between them.

My stable, house girls and even my exclusives have microchips implanted in their perineums. They’re multifunctional even though most believe the chips are there so I can discipline a slave for any infraction at anytime from anywhere. That’s true for many but I also use the chips to summon the ones I want with a single jolt or reward one for a job well done. That’s what the pleasure program does. You can tell which are receiving that gift when you see one stop what he’s doing and moan in joy. The chips I give to OPSs—other people’s slaves—are modified versions. My west-coast developers won’t sell mine to anyone else; that’s what lawyers like Caitlin do.

The ten criminals on the benches were about to experience what the chips do. Even after I took my boys and Emma back to Amityworld, I could still speak to them through the implants. So could Ruth, Nina, Matt and Millie. The only thing Emma enjoys more than flooding rectums with cold enemas is inserting chips. She likens it to microchipping a pet dog. It’s for the dog’s own good even if the pooch doesn’t see it that way.

Ruth and her staff crowded between Himbo’s spread legs to watch Emma work. I’d seen her do it many times and my boys were intimately familiar with the procedure, so I stood over Himbo's face. Men’s reactions to the procedure are more amusing than watching Emma slit the other end.

Himbo was one of the open-eyed bucket sitters and  one My Cop fingered as a potential pack leader. That’s why I made him first.

Emma sprayed the area with freezing disinfectant and picked up a scalpel. The women oohed and the men witnessing the minor surgery gawked in stunned silence.

Emma loves putting on a show.

“Once it’s clean, a tiny slit opens the area,” she said and drew the scalpel through a few layers of skin. “There’s not much blood when you do it right.” She dabbed the leak and turned to me.

“Ms. Amity, may I please have the chip?”

I handed the tiny device to Ruth and said, “When you chip a man, you own him.”

She held it out to Emma but instead of taking it, Emma positioned it in Ruth’s fingers, guided Ruth’s hand with her own and together they slid it into the opening.

“That’s all there is to it,” Emma said. “Close the incision with two drops of glue and press for ten seconds.”

Ruth’s face was inches from Himbo’s bottom when Emma dabbed on the glue. Then she pressed Ruth’s fingers on the skin and counted from ten to one. Ruth counted with her. So did the guards.

Himbo didn’t shriek from the cut but he certainly did when Emma said, “Done! Ms. Amity, would you like to test it?”

Of course I did. That’s why I was standing above his face.

I pressed the light lavender button. The shriek he let out echoed off the therapy room’s walls but what I enjoyed most was his face.

Men can’t hide the agony they feel from the first jolt.

It was a step the other nine took one at time. They knew better than to plead not to do that to them; they knew there was nothing they could do. Their silence along with their wide eyes atop shocked faces, meant they had climbed another step into their slave mindsets.

When I pointed at Mofo, the child abuser, Emma pranced across the room and sprayed between his asscheeks and down the perineum. He whimpered but that was about it until I beckoned My Cop to join me.

Abusing children disgusted My Cop so much, having him participate in Mofo’s chipping seemed like a good idea. It was. He didn’t need Emma’s hand to guide him. After the chip was inserted, My Cop stared at Mofo’s eyes and counted from ten to one but when he reached the end of the count, he nodded at me twice.

He didn’t even need two words. I handed him the control box and he held his finger on the button. Mofo’s scream was his payback. When Mofo finally quieted, My Cop had a small grin on his face.

One after another, Emma invited Nina, Millie and Matt to chip the prisoners and test them.

We left them on the benches with their legs raised and spread to give the glue time to adhere. When it was done, the guards released them and Tyler led them through an hour of physical fitness before returning them to their cells to clean the toilets to earn their next feeding.

My Cop escorted me to Ruth’s office. I wanted to see what Zayn sensed from Gage. What he found was going to have a profound impact on my world and on me.

I left three chips on Ruth’s desk and a note. “Emma knows where to implant them.”


Chapter 20

Gage’s Trial

Exclusive Power

GAGE WAS ON his knees. He looked shaken. Zayn was in the corner with his forehead against the wall, breathing evenly. That’s his usual place to meditate although Gage looked like he could use some time with his head on the wall as well. Whatever happened between them while I was watching the chipping must have been serious. When Gage looked at me, there were tears in his eyes.

I’d seen him cry once before, a few years ago when I first met him because My Cop begged me to. “He’s a good man,” he said. “Something’s wrong and you can fix it.”

He didn’t know what was wrong since Gage soared past all the medical and psych evaluations they threw at him. I knew after only two hours with him and it took another few to rid him of the thing he was keeping secret from everybody.

Men can’t keep secrets from me.

Gage was a POW, savagely tortured and finally repatriated. The experience left him more determined and at the same time, functionally impotent. It took most of the day, but when his cock finally sprang to life, he wrapped himself around my ankles and sobbed until there were no more tears left. I sent him home the next day even though he begged to stay. I kept an eye on him, then two years later, he filed his retirement papers and got in touch. I branded him a year and a half later, one of the best choices I’ve ever made.

Then Ruth walked into my life. And his. I refuse to allow disruption in my world and this situation boded badly. My exclusives are mine, full stop. I won’t tolerate a conflicted boy no matter how sincere his slave’s heart. But Gage is piece of Amityworld. He feels her heartbeat. She talks to me, silently, sometimes about him.

Zayn obviously learned what I wanted to know. Did Gage want to leave? If I asked him, I knew what Gage would say, the same thing he always says and means with his heart. “Ms. Amity owns me.”

Ms. Amity also has the right to get rid of you.

My Cop locked the door and I sat in Ruth’s desk chair. I pointed and Gage crawled to my feet. My Cop studied the monitors, pretending to be busy, and Zayn crept behind Gage. When one of my exclusives needs an extra helping of inner strength, it oozes out of Zayn through his chest and seeps into the needy one. Zayn was getting ready to do just that.

“Tell me,” I said.

Gage looked up at me with tears running down his cheeks. “Ms. Amity, please… please don’t send me away.”

“Do you want to be with her?” I asked without saying her name.

Gage broke into wracking sobs. Zayn’s eyes were closed; he was pumping strength into him. Finally, Gage managed to shout out one word.

“NO!”

He sounded like a general ordering a battalion into war. Not a hint of indecision.

Zayn opened his eyes and found mine. A small nod told me to ask the next question. He sensed what I was thinking like he felt Gage’s turmoil. Zayn is worth a lot more than what I paid for him. A lot more.

“Do you want to stay here?”

My Cop spun around as fast as the demon’s head in The Exorcist.

I put my hands on Gage’s bald head to remind him that he pledged his life and his slave’s heart to me and whatever he said next had to be the truth.

He dropped his head on my knees and whispered, “I want to finish the job you gave me. Then I want to go home. Where I belong.”

My Cop finally exhaled. So did Zayn.

I had my answer. Gage was so affected by the horrid crimes those men inflicted on women and children, his sense of honor was so tormented he was determined to see to them repent. He didn’t believe Ruth and the guards could do it by themselves. My methods were new to the penitentiary staff but were part of Gage’s core.

I sat back in the chair and lifted his face.

“Under certain conditions,” I said. He nodded with his ass the way my boys say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

“Your daily schedule remains the same. You’ll be monitored through your cage and chip and you’ll eat only what I have delivered. You will work every day with no days off.”

His ass bobbed up and down until I said, “Ruth will want you in her bedroom at night. Is that where you want to sleep?”

Through gut-wrenching sobs, Gage pleaded, “Ms. Amity, please… PLEASE get a cell for me here. I can’t… I won’t let her touch me.”

Zayn laid his chest on Gage’s back to push one more heaping tablespoon of strength into him. There was something else Zayn felt that Gage was struggling to say. It took a few minutes until he could form the words.

“Ms. Amity owns me. My body… what I am… who I am. I was dead inside until I found you. You gave me back my life. The only thing I want—the only place I want to be—is a bigger part of you than I am today.”

Dommes like me don’t cry. Until they do.

I had the solution for what Gage begged for but it was something I didn’t know how much I wanted until right then. It was back in the hotel suite, locked in a case that I’d open tonight.

A single drop of platinum gel.

-=o=-

After the inmates scoured their cells and polished the toilets, they did their third fitness session and last feeding. Meals used to be their somewhat relaxed time but I turned them into short, functional sessions where they merely consumed food. That was followed by the tasks and chores on their daily agendas.

If these men were ever returned to the outside world, they needed skills that someone would hire them to do. That was the traditional expectation of time in prison. It wasn’t my outcome for them. No one wanted ex-convicts like them living in their neighborhoods interacting with the people who lived there. The best place for them was in controlled environments where they were supervised all day and night. They’d given up the right to live in normal society so I planned to turn them into the kind of commodities that filled stables. No one would miss them.

The steps between what they were now and what they had to become were akin to the 20 rock steps dug into the side of a mountain that led down to Reckoning. After useless men were extracted from their pathetic lives and walked down those steps, they were unrecognizable when they emerged six weeks later to be delivered to their new owners.

In Reckoning, Control produces specific types of slaves that women order. That wouldn’t be the case with the ten I was focused on. They’d likely go to established households where they’d be absorbed into larger slave populations. The consequences of being troublesome in stables like those were dire. The owners let their whips speak for them. The next level of discipline was castration, one ball at a time.

All Ruth and her staff had to do was take the broken men I left there and keep them on the path that ended with their total capitulation and longing for that kind of control.

I was taking my boys, my dog and Emma back to Amityworld in the morning. I had plans to return in a few weeks to see what Ruth, Nina, Millie and Matt accomplished with Gage’s powerful presence overseeing every step on that rocky staircase.

He was coming with me tonight. I needed a bath and he was going to take care of it—and me.


Chapter 21

The General’s Night

THE LAST NIGHT in the hotel was bittersweet. Three of my exclusives were there along with my dog and doctor. Emma fascinates Zayn so I put them in one of the bedrooms where he could sense whatever he could from her. While he was doing that, I was sure Emma would play mind games with him to baffle his aura.

Gage, Tyler and My Cop were on their knees in the sitting room with Aussie on all fours waiting for me to tell them our dinner plans and what would follow. It was the last night my exclusives would be within arm’s reach for weeks. Amityworld and I have a steady relationship with a unique equilibrium and Gage’s absence would impact that balance.

The last time my world was out of balance, My Cop’s stealth team took out two murderous intruders and he was determined to secure the grounds and everyone who lived in it. He installed fences, razor wire, electronics, two drones and an armory. With weapons. Amityworld and I agreed that rubber bullets and tasers were as much as we could abide and My Cop agreed, although I’m not convinced he didn’t hide some real ones somewhere. Gage’s absence wasn’t the same kind of disruption but it felt like it.

I didn’t have the grass under my feet or the fields to walk or the blueberries in the garden to smell and taste. I had a hotel suite, a lavish one for sure, but I missed the serenity Amityworld gives me.

I sat in the large chair and even though I ran what I wanted to say in my head for the past hour, I didn’t say any of the things I planned. I said what I felt.

“Amityworld won’t be whole for a while,” I said. “The stable and the house girls? They’ll never notice. But you will. I will.”

Zayn joined the group silently. By now, I’m used to how he appears when I need him.

“You are my exclusives. It’s a handy word but it’s just a word. As much as you have pledged yourselves to me, that goes both ways. I promised to make sure you were safe in my world. I can’t protect Gage when he’s here.”

My Cop looked at me for permission to speak.

“Tell me,” I said, “All of you.”

He said, “Ms. Amity, I’m adding to the team. You will be safe. Everyone will be.”

Physically safe. He’d make sure of that.

Tyler went next. “Ms. Amity, give me his tasks. I will do them.”

Of course he would. As head of security, Tyler knew where things were—slaves and equipment—and how to get them where I wanted. That was one of Gage’s jobs.

Aussie barked and I pointed to his muzzle, my signal for him to speak. He doesn’t use words often but this was the right time.

“Ms. Amity,” he said in a guttural growl, “this dog cannot take his place but is pledged to be your lifelong companion. Keep this dog with you to fill his space.”

For Aussie, that was quite a speech. Tyler whispered, “I’ve never heard him talk that much before.”

It was Zayn’s turn. “After Ms. Madison’s death he,” Zayn pointed to My Cop because no one uses his name but me, “made sure I met with you every day to help you balance while you were grieving. Please let me do that again.”

Before I could tell him I didn’t need that kind of attention, My Cop said, “Damned right you will. I’ll be on site every minute I can. And I’ll be watching when I can’t.”

I could feel their passion to make sure I was all right when my concern was really for them.

That left Gage. Everyone’s eyes were on him. I didn’t have to look at him to know how he felt. Soldiers know what it’s like to leave the place you love to do your duty. He sacrificed having a family to serve his country and when he was done, found what he was searching for with me. Being away was normal for him.

It wasn’t normal for me.

“Ms. Amity,” Gage said, “this is a job worth doing.”

He was right. There was nothing else to say except one thing.

“Tyler, order dinner and make damned sure there are blueberries for dessert. I want a bath. With ten fingers working their magic.”

Gage broke into a grin and said, “It’ll be the best damned bath you’ve ever had.”

Later that evening over blueberry pie and cobbler, My Cop asked, “Was it a good bath?”

I smiled at Gage and said, “It was right up there.”

My Cop scowled at Gage. I was sure my next bath would be extra special. It damned well better be.

-=o=-

That night in the penitentiary, Ruth and her crew supervised the new way lights out worked for that cell block. After the inmates’ third feeding that was laced with natural additives to clean out their colons, eight men used the toilets, sanitized them and knelt at the cell doors for their next instruction.

Two failed. Millie and Matt ordered them to present their asses and two enemas later, one made it to the toilet. The other exploded on his cell floor.

“Deal with it in the morning.” She made the right decision. Pig inhaled the stench all night. So did the rest of the cell block. That odor was a constant reminder of why obedience is always better than the alternative. Now they knew what happens to the ones that fail.

-=o=-

I sent my boys to other rooms and kept Gage with me for what I foresaw as an Oscar-worthy performance. He laid me on the bed, propped up by all the pillows he could fit behind me. When I closed my eyes, I heard—and felt—his panting. For the first time since I’ve owned him, Gage let go of the last shred of order and discipline that defined his military life.

Slave hysteria is where I put men to teach them that I control everything, even their sanity. Gage was charging toward the other frenzy, slave fury. It has nothing to do with anger; rather, it’s a mystical place my boys enter when I want to be taken beyond the stars that shine like diamonds over Amityworld.

Gage was stampeding into that fury like a bull in a heard of cows in heat.

When I want superb foot massage or any massage for that matter, I summon Gage’s ten magic fingers. That night, he showed me a lot more. He started at my toes and by the time he reached my knees, he wasn’t just panting. He was gasping for air.

His fingers worked between my thighs for what felt like hours. I reached my precarious edge so many times, I stopped counting. Each time I groaned, Gage worked harder until my moaning didn’t stop. He knew; he felt it.

Gage drilled his face into me and I discovered something I’d suspected but had never felt him do before. He lifted my hips and licked expertly until my moans turned into an ecstatic melody. Time after time, he took me to the ledge and backed off. Then he did it again.

It wasn’t an ex-general’s magic fingers. It was pure slave fury.

What happened next couldn’t have been more fulfilling or more entertaining. Apparently, My Cop heard noises he hadn’t heard before and charged in right as I was finishing. Tyler was behind him, ready to protect me from one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had.

When I opened my eyes, Gage was on his knees massaging my toes, glaring at the two intruders with an air of victory oozing from every pore.

I must have fallen asleep and when the sun rose over Amityworld back home, Gage was still at my feet and My Cop was curled up on the floor just under my right hand where he belongs.

I sent Gage to the penitentiary but had a new role for him, a bigger one, when I brought him back.

My Cop was glued to my right side all day. It was a different kind of tension that I kept him in for the rest of the week. My nights were astounding. My Cop was exhausted.

Ruth texted that Nina, Millie and Matt had trouble sitting for a few days. She thanked me for their new-found obedience.


Chapter 22

Week One

THE PLANE TOOK off on time late the next morning with Tyler, Emma, Aussie and two of my exclusives on board. It was hard leaving Gage there but it’s always magical returning to Amityworld. My Cop sipped scotch and I ignored the conversations behind me. There was a hole, a temporary one I kept reminding myself, in my world.

The front gate guard spent extra time checking the limo when he saw My Cop on the floor of the back seat, his starched white shirt unbuttoned and my feet on his chest. The guard was torn between expediting my arrival and making sure My Cop had enough time to do whatever I was obviously enjoying.

I suppose former Rangers aren’t so bad after all.

Once we parked in the transport garage, I sent everyone to their places. Emma skipped down the slaveway to the medical unit; Zayn returned to his attic cell; Aussie patrolled the grounds, sniffing the earth like an old friend; Tyler was at his station reviewing drone video; and My Cop didn’t move from my right side.

Gage’s usual workstation outside my office was empty.

An hour later, I’d gone through the reports that Jack and Nova compiled and met with the house manager who reported everything had gone as expected. There were no issues for me to deal with so I had time to visit Amityworld. My Cop took my arm and we walked in the sunshine across the small field, around the perimeter of the larger one and wound up at the garden where the vegetables were nearly ready to harvest.

Then there were the blueberries. I gathered a handful and sat on the wrought iron bench with My Cop on his knees between my legs. One by one, I pressed them between his lips until his mouth was full and blue juice ran from the corners. He sucked my fingers between his lips until the blue nectar surrounded them.

Amityworld felt fine. She reminded me that absence is, from time to time, a good thing. It makes coming back even more special.

He finally swallowed and looked up for permission to speak. I wound my wet fingers through his light brown hair, his signal to tell me what’s on his mind.

“Ms. Amity, the cameras are in place. You can monitor what he’s doing whenever you wish.”

I chatted silently with my inner voice for a moment and said, “Not right now. Let him find his own way.”

He took my arm and we walked back to my office. Red Rick’s truck was due in a few hours to pick up one of my useless stable boys and drop off a replacement. I wouldn’t have to deal with the new one for the two weeks he’d spend in Intake learning my rules and what the results were for disobeying. He’d march past the shelf of glass jars holding the testicles of the ones who didn’t learn those lessons. And one or two penises.

After dinner by myself, I had Tyler project the penitentiary cameras on the monitors in the small dining room. Each screen showed a different angle of the therapy room and others were focused on the cell block. Motion detectors activated each camera when it felt movement so one or two were always live.

The monitor on the side wall showed Ruth’s office. That’s what My Cop had been doing when he was reviewing the array of screens in her office. It’s one of many reasons he’s My Cop.

Gage was in the therapy room with Matt and a pair of convicts who were struggling to bend and twist on command. They apparently had their fitness routines upgraded and were working hard to do the increased reps. I heard their grunts. Sweat beaded on their skin and reflected under the fluorescent lights.

Gage never took his eyes off them. His moving lips counted silently but he let Matt issue the orders. That worked until Cuck sat on the floor, refusing to do the squat thrusts Matt told him to do. She took a step closer and was about to start berating him when Gage showed her what a waste of time it is to talk to men like him.

I watched his finger tap the control box. Cuck’s whole body spasmed and he flailed around on the floor. Gage pointed at Matt without saying a word.

Matt issued her order again. “Squat thrusts. Ten. Now!”

Cuck struggled onto his hands and knees then shot his legs out behind him. It took a lot of effort to jump back into place and more to stand on his feet. Fop finished before him and Cuck learned that obedience is always a better choice.

I was proud of Gage. He handled the situation and made sure Cuck believed Matt was in control.

Millie led four prisoners into the therapy room while Matt zip-tied Fop and the exhausted Cuck wrist to ankle for the trek to their cells. Millie attached her crew’s penis rings to the wall and gave them a simple instruction.

“Run,” she said.

Four naked, caged men lifted their feet and pounded the floor awkwardly enough to gain Gage’s attention. It wasn’t enough for him that they just ran. The regiments he commanded marched in step and so would the four chained to the wall.

He strode toward Millie and murmured, “Right, left. Right, left.”

She stared at him in surprise. Prick, Creep, Dick and Wank ran faster when they saw Gage whispering to the guard as if speed was the problem. It was clear they were so terrified of Gage that they were desperately trying to guess what he wanted them to do.

Men who try to guess what I’m going to do are always wrong. They were wrong this time about Gage. Never underestimate my exclusives.

With Millie confused and silent, Gage barked, “RIGHT! LEFT!” over and over until all four right feet hit the floor at the same time followed by the left ones. He called the cadence agonizingly slowly at first, then picked up speed. In minutes, four men were running to nowhere but they did it in step.

Millie took over the count and Gage returned to his workstation.

I sent a private message to his screen. “Well done!”

Gage didn’t look at the camera but he grinned from ear to ear.

-=o=-

Gage stood at Ruth’s side outside the cell with Pig’s ass pressed into the small opening. Gage was holding an anal belt, one that would keep a plug inside Pig until Ruth unlocked it. Something must have happened that needed discipline and I’d encouraged Ruth to correct that kind of behavior from a distance so the prisoners knew she could do it from anywhere and at the same time, not waste her time overseeing it in person. The belts did that very well.

Gage had worn that belt for months while he exercised his sphincter muscles. I challenged him to develop his ass enough so the belt wasn’t necessary. I had him belted every night for weeks and read the report in the morning to see how far he’d advanced. He never regarded it as punishment; rather, it was purely physical training along with a big dollop of knowing I was monitoring him.

He worked at it for weeks because it was the goal I set for him.

Ruth’s Pig would never see it that way but it didn’t matter. He was going to learn to cede his ‘self’ to whatever Ruth told him he was. This time, she incorporated one of my 3Ds very nicely.

Pig’s hands were laced between the cell bars and he was pulling his asscheeks apart, the usual way he was lubricated. It’s time consuming and tedious to inject lube in asses, so I encouraged Ruth to find other ways to do it. What I saw proved she’d learned that lesson.

She squirted a glob of lube on Pig’s right hand and pulled his wrists so his fingers were inside his asscheeks. Then Gage wrapped his big hand around hers and they pushed Pig’s fingers into his hole. It was a fine example of my third D, debasement.

When Pig thought he was done, she had Gage add more lube to his other hand. I enjoyed watching Pig alternate fingers in his ass each time she squirted more. Even in his disgrace, Pig was learning a valuable skill. Torn anuses are painful and take a long time to heal. It just takes one to teach a slave an unfortunate lesson.

After I brought Gage back to Amityworld, Ruth could tell Pig to lubricate himself from anywhere and in front of anyone and he knew what he had to do. Humiliation notwithstanding, sticking his fingers deep in his ass was an excellent solution.

Gage worked the belt around Pig’s hips, then buckled and locked it with the plug deep inside. Then he pushed Pig’s ass so he landed on his hands and knees on the cell floor.

“Slave labor,” Ruth scoffed about his crimes. “You are a pig. Squeal like one.”

Seconds later, Pig was wailing from the shocks Gage was sending into his ass and begging for him to stop.

“Squeal,” Ruth said.

He tried every sound he could get out of his throat. Pig screeched, squawked and squeaked but the jolts didn’t stop until he made a noise that Ruth accepted. While he continued to squeal because that was the only way to prevent more ass torture, I saw Ruth smile at Gage.

Every time I turned on my monitors and Pig was on screen, he never said a word. He squealed. Like the pig he was.

Gage looked up at the camera and smiled.


Chapter 23

Week Two

AMITYWORLD was peaceful the first two weeks Gage was away. The sun filled the morning sky while I sipped a latte and snacked on fresh-baked blueberry muffins on the terrace, my favorite way to watch the stable’s first fitness hour. Their workouts were fluid; their bodies moved as one and the cadence they called out in unison was the background music for my breakfast.

Juke, my newly-branded exclusive, was trying his best to mimic Gage’s toe massage that he’d seen me enjoy almost every morning. Juke is my secret keeper, a slave whose most important job is to keep his mouth shut. In order to move clients in and out of my world, there are details—personal details—that have to be dealt with.

Juke is that slave, the only one who knows my clients’ intimate details. He pledged his life to me and in return I promised never to sell or trade him. He proved his oath when he took the second bullet meant for me.

His other skill is his intuition. He has some of the Tantric skills that swirl inside Zayn so I engaged the old man to work with Juke while I was away. Last week, Zayn was being over-protective of me, so I kept Juke in the background at the old man’s suggestion.

“This man is faithful,” he said before he left, “and he hungers to be as important to you as the others you own.”

I didn’t need the old man to tell me that. Juke was different. He was my secret keeper but I hadn’t given him the chance to perform my bath by himself, let alone satisfy my sensual urges.

“The one you left behind, you chose to let him find his way.”

I’ve given up trying to figure out how the old man knows what I said privately to My Cop. He just does.

“You must test this man. He will not fail,” he said right before the limo drove away.

It wasn’t the first time the old man told me something I didn’t know about one of my exclusives. When My Cop was recovering from his injuries, the old man took Zayn and Gage to develop a white gel he promised would free My Cop from his terror that his broken body wasn’t good enough for me and I’d send him away.

It turned out the white gel did nothing. Gage knew the horrors of captivity; Zayn sensed My Cop’s dread; and I closed the circle when I held his naked penis in my hands. The old man knew it would take all of us to rid him of his primal fear.

Juke was fumbling around my toes when Tyler arrived with his morning security report. It was the same as yesterday’s summary. Everything was fine, the stealth team was in touch with My Cop who was working remotely and Amityworld was secure.

I dismissed Tyler and lifted Juke’s face with my toes.

“I have a busy day with the new slave in the training building and overseeing the 60s who need work with their dancing. Then a video thank-you session with the client whose plane I just used. I’m having dinner sent to my suite.”

Juke nodded with his ass because I hadn’t asked him a question. And I wasn’t going to.

“You will do my bath and take care of my needs tonight.”

If I hadn't been holding his chin with my foot, his lower jaw would have hit the floor.

“Bring my red-handled whip to my suite after my dinner.”

Juke knew that whip. He’d seen me use it but he hadn’t felt it in a while, certainly not since that awful night months ago when he made good on his promise that he’d die before he’d let me get hurt. It wasn’t bravado. It was his true slave’s heart.

He also knew why I was having him deliver that whip. I gave him his ultimate challenge—my bath and my night—and that whip warned him what the consequence was if he failed.

The control box beeped with an erection alert from a cock cage. When I checked the number, that right asscheek was kneeling at my feet.

-=o=-

My eunuch, the one I call ‘It’, was running around my suite laying out my outfits for the day. My leathers were for training the 60s and I’d change into my black leather vest to deal with the client. I set aside two hours to see what Gage was up to so It set out casual clothes for that but I had it replace the shoes with tall boots which meant switching out my leather pants for satin ones. It was surprised I didn’t want a robe for my in-suite dinner. I wanted something more complicated so Juke had a bigger test taking it all off properly.

I knew which negligee I wanted. My eunuch was out of breath switching out all my demands but squealed when I pointed to the gold silk one that shimmered under the lights, not that it would stay on very long tonight if Juke was any good at his job.

Once that was settled, I left It to hand wash and iron my lingerie and was on my way to the training building to deal with the 60s when I felt it.

I don’t need the green light anymore to tell me who  pulled into the transport garage. My Cop was back in Amityworld where he belongs. He had to be hungry for the meal he gets only from me.

He’d feast on it from my single-tail, the one with the red handle.

-=o=-

The day went smoothly. The 60s worked for a few hours expanding their dancing skills, the arm and leg movements they use to convince clients that their cocks in my boys’ asses are the biggest and best they’ve ever had. They sing songs of praise and urge renters to drive their penises harder and faster but clients really enjoy—and pay well for—how enthusiastically their arms and legs dance.

Dance training is grueling because no slave is ever idle, especially when he’s rented. They didn’t stop for the two hours I was there and Jack kept them at it while I changed for the video session with the plane owner.

He’d taken a room for the occasion in one of those fancy hotels whose managers value his account. He was in the penthouse and it was filled with trays of food and at least three bottles of wine. The most important thing was he had the only suite on that floor. It was a good choice. He was a screamer.

After an hour, his voice was raspy and his cock red and swollen. He was the happiest person in that hotel. He guaranteed his plane was available for any trip I wanted to take whenever I wanted and begged to be allowed to be a passenger on my next excursion.

Actually, that was perfect timing. I might just fly to the penitentiary when I brought Gage back to Amityworld instead of simply sending the plane for him. That way I could check in with Ruth and take an in-person look at how far the ten criminals had come in their lifelong journey to slavery. Besides, that client would never come empty handed. He had exquisite taste in gifts, like the diamond bracelet glittering on my right wrist.

I summoned My Cop to my office to let him know I was planning a trip, albeit a short one, but if his covert team reported my new GPS to him without being forewarned, he’d show up when I landed. Besides, I wanted him to see how Gage was doing with the inmates' progress.

My Cop crawled through the slave half-door and knelt at my feet. His face is unreadable to everyone except me. One look told me something was on his mind.

Before I combed my fingers through his light brown hair, I ran my hands across his shoulders and down his chest, all the way to the gold cage. He was sucking air trying desperately not to move but I know his body too well. He didn’t stand a chance.

The first groan escaped his lips when I wrapped my fingers around the cage. The second was louder when I traced the brand under his testicles with my fingers. The moment he heard the cage unlock, he panted rapidly, each groan louder than the one before until it was a singular, unending moan of want and need.

That’s when I said, “Tell me.”

The groan that filled my office didn’t come from his throat. That one came from deep in his gut.

“Ms. Amity,” he started but when I snapped the cage shut, there was no way he could finish even a short sentence. He didn’t groan this time. It was a growl of raw need.

That’s when I ran all ten fingers through his hair. He had no choice but to tell me what I was demanding to know.

“Ms. Amity, she is unrelenting.”

I knew who ‘she’ was and what she was unrelenting about. In fact, I expected it. Ruth was infatuated with Gage and wanted his outstanding body that he developed for me in her bed. I hadn’t activated the monitor in Ruth’s office for days. My interest was with the inmates’ progress realigning their self-concepts from bastards into serviceable slaves.

There had been no alert about a burgeoning erection so I didn’t worry about her overtures to my exclusive. But My Cop did. It wasn’t the real reason he was here but it was concerning him because of who and what Gage was to me.

If Gage responded to Ruth, he couldn’t be my exclusive; in fact, I’d release him to whatever life and relationship he chose. That’s what worried My Cop enough to appear unexpectedly. Not what Gage did. What sending him away would do to me.

He knew what happened after Madison was murdered and Brielle was grievously injured. I retreated into my grief and even though Amityworld ran smoothly, I did not. It took my friends, my exclusives and the old man to set me right. Late that night, I visited Amityworld and caused quite a commotion when I turned off the alarm and took a walk to her big field.

When they found me and My Cop called off his covert team who had weapons pointed at me, he begged me never to do anything like that again. I remember what he said that night.

Ms. Amity, damnit, I couldn’t survive—I wouldn’t want to—without you and how you fill me. Call me selfish. Call me anything you want. Just please don’t leave me again.

Neither of us wanted to go through anything like that again. That’s why he was here warning me about Ruth.

The thing is, I felt unusually confident about Gage. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t going to check. I flipped on the monitors and focused on the one in her office.

She was sitting in her desk chair and had Gage, shirtless, on his knees.


Chapter 24

Departure

Juke’s Challenge

IT LASTED LESS than five minutes. Ruth pushed Gage every way she could just short of appearing hopelessly desperate to get him into her bed. She was so obvious, she’d have taken him right there in her office. Her hands were all over his shoulders and chest. Then they worked their way down to his belly and stopped at the waistband of his pants.

Gage stared straight ahead and never looked at Ruth’s face. Until she unbuttoned his pants.

He stood up perfectly straight, chest out, shoulders back and without a word, unzipped his pants and dropped them to his knees.

My Cop was mumbling, “No… don’t…” but my inner voice told me to trust Gage. She was right again.

Ruth was gaping at the gold cage confining Gage’s cock and balls. It was locked and there are only two keys. One was on my belt and the other in the safe. I could unlock that cage from anywhere electronically.

Still at rigid attention, Gage let her look but when she reached for it, he needed only four words.

“Ms. Amity owns me.”

Neither Gage nor Ruth knew that My Cop had clandestinely wired her office for video and sound so his reaction was genuine because Gage has a true slave’s heart. And because I own it. That’s why Gage is my exclusive. Well, it’s one reason. Another is his magic fingers.

Ruth sighed while Gage pulled up his pants. Heading for the door, he said, “I have a job to do.”

My Cop finally relaxed and looked up at me. He didn’t need even two words to tell me what I already knew. He laid his head in my lap so I could comb his light brown hair with my fingers.

“She told me,” I said. “Amityworld knew.”

It was getting late so I took him to my suite and had the chef send dinner upstairs. My Oriental chicken salad was delicious. My Cop tore into his medium rare steak like he was starving. He was more ravenous for what I feed him and after I’d used Juke, my red-handled whip would be his dessert.

-=o=-

Juke was outside my suite's door holding the case with my single-tail like it was a religious icon. After dinner, I put My Cop in the foyer and let Juke inside. He laid the whip on a side table and dropped to his knees next to my chair.

“Bath,” I said. An exclusive doesn’t need any more instructions than that.

Juke crawled to the bathroom to get everything ready. I heard him lay out my lotions, lavender gels and sponges, turn on the towel warmer and run the bath water. When he returned, he held out his hand to begin undressing me.

He knelt to take off my boots, opened my black vest and used his well-trained mouth to taste my skin. He laid the vest carefully on the table where my eunuch would oil it in the morning and then dropped to his knees to undo my satin pants. His lips, tongue and teeth spent hours practicing for this moment.

Juke was a virgin at this and a surge swept through me. The rush I get from deflowering a virgin is powerful.

His face was between my thighs and his tongue was working double time, enough to grant him the gift of my first sigh.

He stood up, stretched out his beefy arms and took me on a gentle ride into the bathroom. Once I was in the sudsy water, he went to work.

My exclusives aren’t shy. He bathed every inch of my skin then started massaging my toes, working up my legs. He switched positions to massage every ounce of tension from my shoulders before bending his head to my breasts. He came up for air and did it again. That earned him my second sigh.

I closed my eyes and let him work. There were too many moans to count so I laid back and enjoyed it.

But Juke has a nascent Tantric talent that Zayn and the old man are helping him develop. When he dipped his head between my thighs, I felt it, that hard to describe tingle I feel when Zayn is nearby. This was the first time I’d felt it from Juke.

I made a note to have Nova stuff more hundred dollar bills into the old man’s pack on his next visit.

It feels like a combination of a mild electric shock mingling with a surge of pure sensation and when a talented tongue darts in and out, it can be overwhelming. For the first time since I bought Juke, he got more than a sigh from me. A lot more.

I was nowhere near done. I’d just started. That’s what Juke had to learn—right now—that he’s not done until I am.

At some point, I saw the stars shining over Amityworld beneath me but I hardly looked at them. Each time he pulled out his head to breathe, I put it back where it belonged. By the time I was done, Juke was gasping for air.

He lifted me out of the tub, wrapped me in a warm towel and set to work with my favorite lotions. I didn’t think I could take much more but Juke was determined to show me I could. He laid on his back and guided me onto his face.

Gage has ten magic fingers but now I know Juke has the most amazing tongue of all my exclusives. This time, I did see the stars and my inner voice was quiet. The moment belonged to me.

When Juke dressed me in my gold negligee, a single light radiated off the silky fabric. He hadn’t said a word since he started my bath and now it was over. If he assumed he was done, like most men who assume anything about me, he was wrong.

I wasn’t close to being finished.

Juke was on his knees expecting to be dismissed to his attic cell. My Cop was in the same position in the foyer. I had one of the best tongues I owned and a body starved for my whip within reach. There was no way I wasn’t going to have both.

“Get him,” I said.

Juke ran for the door and brought in my somewhat bewildered exclusive behind him.

“You! Over there,” I said, pointing at My Cop and then at the waist bar. “You! Here!”

Juke’s head inched under the shimmering gold gown at the same time My Cop laid over the bar. Nights don’t get much better than the one I was having.

One of the worst things I can do to My Cop without touching him is to force him to listen to me being taken on a ride into my personal stratosphere. Ever since I injected him with a drop of the old man’s platinum gel, the one that meshed his essence into mine, he literally salivates when I summon him to satisfy me. Making My Cop listen to what Juke was doing and excluding him would turn him into a drooling, voracious beast. I planned to drive him to the edge of his sanity.

That’s where slave fury lives.

If he saw anything, he’d have to drop his head between his legs and see upside down. The waist bar is a handy device.

Juke didn’t need any encouragement. He lifted my legs with his hands and tilted me backwards, making sure I was comfortable against all the pillows. Inch by inch, he snuggled between my legs until I felt his talented tongue where it did the most good.

He moaned with his first taste, then panted and growled the harder and deeper he worked. I caught a glimpse of the body on the waist bar shaking with desire but not daring to move. I don’t know which affected me more, the hard tongue darting inside me or the shuddering body refused admittance. All I cared about was that I was on a trip northward and I was eager to reach the stars.

Juke’s ability to take me to my edge and back off then do it again made him worth more than he cost. By the third trip, I stopped counting; I was moaning too loudly to think. The urge was so profound, Juke had trouble keeping his face where I wanted it so he solved that problem by lifting my hips up higher and driving his tongue into me.

That’s one reason I make my boys exercise. I felt like I was floating until it happened.

I wasn’t sure where that noise came from until I realized it was me.

While Juke was providing my aftercare, I looked at My Cop, still in place on the waist bar but trembling so hard, he was bouncing on the bar and stomping his feet on the floor. I put Juke across the foot of the bed and walked across the room. My Cop was too involved in his need to notice until my hand rubbed his quivering asscheeks.

One touch and he shrieked so loudly I thought Aussie was going to alert Tyler to a security problem. Or charge in himself to rescue me. I didn’t need rescuing but My Cop was going to right after I took the single-tail out of its case and threw the first crack in the air above his head.

Juke gasped each time I drew a stripe on My Cop’s ass, legs and back. He held his breath when I asked My Cop, “What are you?”

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!” he screamed.

“Put him on the bed,” I told Juke. I didn’t think My Cop could make it all the way across the room, not in the shape I just put him in. Juke laid a comforter over his trembling body and waited for what he supposed would be his dismissal to his attic cell.

He was wrong. Again.

I pulled his head between my legs and said, “I’m not done.”

Two trips into the stars later, I was. For that night.

“What are you?” I said.

Juke growled and My Cop whispered, “Ms. Amity owns me.”

Damned straight I do.


Chapter 25

The Judges

AFTER A NIGHT as satisfying as I just had, I was in a good mood on the terrace the next morning. The latte and blueberry muffins were tasty but my disposition was more a result of discovering Juke’s tongue talents and feeding My Cop dessert last night. When Nova trotted to the terrace, I hoped she wasn’t bringing news of something that would interrupt my watching the stable work out. I like the way the morning sun makes their sweaty skin shine.

Nova has been my personal girl for what feels like forever and you’d think she could deliver a message by now without disrupting my day. I bought her because I like my personals with big breasts and layers of fat that jiggle when they run. Nova fits into the huge category although the fitness work has solidified her. A bit.

I was rubbing salve onto My Cop’s back when she appeared. Emma concocted the lotion to help with the stripes I leave but I’m sure he just wants my hand on his skin and doesn’t care what I’m applying.

None of my girls will interrupt me when I’m with My Cop unless it’s very important. The message she had better be one of those.

“What?” I said without looking at her. My Cop’s moans tasted almost as delicious as the muffins and I was hungry for both.

“Ms. Amity, you received a call from Ms. Ruth,” she said.

There better be more than that, I thought, if Nova was going to be able to sit in a chair for the rest of the day. I didn’t say anything. She knows how much I dislike asking twice.

“She asks if you will accept a call from three… three… judges.”

Nova had no idea if that was a good or bad thing. Of course, I had My Cop’s full background check on Ruth so I knew who they were. It was a good decision for Ruth not to share my contact information or even my name with them. I don’t care what penitentiary she runs, no one discloses those details to anyone. Unless they want an in-person visit from the moaning exclusive under my right hand. Trust me, they don’t.

“Set it up in an hour in my office,” I said and ran my red nails down My Cop’s back because I like the way he growls when I do.

“Ms. Amity,” Nova said obviously confused, “he usually does that.”

I laid my palm flat on My Cop’s back. He looked up to see why I stopped rubbing. I was staring across the field. That’s Gage’s job, those video conference calls. My mood deflated when I felt the hole Gage’s absence left behind.  Again.

I heard the footsteps pounding toward the terrace before I saw him. I didn’t have to look to know who was going to show up. Zayn can feel what’s going on inside me in minutes. It took only seconds this time.

Tyler was right behind him. He didn’t have a clue how I felt but when Zayn rushes to where I am, my on-site head of security won’t be far behind. They both stopped when they saw Nova close to panicking and heard My Cop whimpering on his hands and knees. I was surprised they didn’t smack into each other. My mood was going downhill fast.

Zayn climbed over My Cop to rest his forehead against mine. Nova’s fist was pressed into her mouth, aghast that she’d upset me enough for Zayn to charge onto the terrace. Tyler’s face was a huge question mark until Zayn said, “Ms. Amity, the new boy can do it.”

Tyler’s been the head on on-site security for almost a year but he’ll always be the new boy to Zayn. It took Tyler a moment to figure out who the new boy was and when he realized Zayn meant him, he said, “Whatever it is, I will do it.”

That’s a dangerous statement to make in my world but that morning, it made me laugh.

“Juke has the passwords to set up a conference call. Video. In an hour. In my office.” I was too amused by the entire situation to get long sentences out but issuing brief orders is the best way to deal with most men.

They were gone as quickly as they arrived. Nova was relieved that things were resolved and left without another word. That left My Cop and me on the terrace. I love his groans—the song he sings only to me—when I rub that lotion on the stripes I put on his back. And his ass.

-=o=-

An hour later, I was in my office with three women on the big monitor. All they saw was my icon and that’s all they’d see until I decided if I trusted them. The instructions Tyler read to them, the ones Juke memorized, were simple.

“You may call her Ms. Amity.”

I don’t know what I expected judges to look like in person but the three faces on the screen appeared fairly normal. Amy Reardon sat in front of her computer sipping from a coffee mug. Carol Everhart’s video background was a lovely living room with a lot of white furniture. Amari Singleton was wearing a green and black robe that highlighted her wide green eyes that weren’t quite as green as My Cop’s but were certainly attractive.

I was looking at the women who sentenced some of the ten new inmates to Ruth’s charge. There were two possibilities about why they wanted to chat. The first was they wanted to know more about me because Ruth divulged information after her visit here and mine to the prison. I hoped for Ruth’s sake that wasn’t the case.

The second stemmed from what I knew that they probably thought were deep-held secrets, perhaps even from each other. I remembered what Tyler said when he summarized their background checks.

“Ms. Amity, the three judges… the judges share… they share your lifestyle.”

If it was the first reason, this would be a very short call. If it was the second, I might be looking at a trio of potential candidates for one of my upcoming new business ideas. Having judges in my contact list has been very handy. More is better.

I allocated one minute for small talk and pleasantries. My Cop was under my feet and Tyler was pacing nervously at Gage’s workstation, worried that something may go wrong with the call he set up. My Cop was in no shape to doublecheck his work.

“Good morning,” I said. “Start by introducing yourselves.”

It was apparent from the looks on their faces they didn’t expect an opening like that. They just learned something important about me. There’s only one way I approach the world. Take it or leave it.

Judge Reardon put her coffee cup on the table with a soft clunk. She said, “I’m Amy Reardon, serving my eleventh year on the bench. “

“And?” I said.

“And… I’m 51 years old, a graduate of… “

I stopped her in the middle of her sentence. “I know all of that. I wouldn’t have agreed to this call if I hadn’t done my research. Tell me what I don’t know about you. Start with the two naked men in your penthouse.”

The judge stared at the camera as if she’d been slapped across the face. If I let her get to know me, she’d realize face slapping isn’t my go-to way of disciplining slaves. Jolting the chips in their perineums is better. Those men fall on the ground and writhe in pain. It’s good for the ones watching as well.

Judge Everhart’s hand was over her mouth. Judge Singleton covered her face with both hands. They learned a second important lesson. I do my research.

Judge Reardon finally spoke, although haltingly. “They are… they’re… oh shit! They’re my entertainment.”

“Next?” I said. It wasn’t a question.

“Carol,” she said. “Call me Carol. Ten years on the bench. I keep a maid in my apartment. Well, he’s more than a maid.”

Carol’s maid was certainly more than a housekeeper and she was going to admit it or I’d drop her from the call.

“He is a…?” I said. Open-ended questions usually get me the answers I want.

“He is a… a man who likes to be forced to dress like a woman,” she said. “All the way to his genitals.”

She kept his ‘genitals’ as she called them, tucked in a tight dancer’s belt to hide them so his pretty panties didn’t bulge. I’d seen her credit card purchases so she shouldn’t have been surprised I knew. But she was.

“That belt is one way to conceal a cock,” I said. “There are better ways.”

It was Judge Singleton’s turn. “And you are?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Amari Singleton, twelve years on the bench. I suppose you already know about my pair of… kept men.”

Yes, I knew about them, but I asked a question and she was going to answer it. I gave her a few seconds until she said, “They do what I tell them to do. Everything.”

What is it with women that they can’t use real words? All three of these women needed the same thing. My approval. My condoning their lifestyles. That wasn’t my end goal but it was a step toward it.

“You all own men consensually. Amy, tell me what you own.”

The first step on the ladder to freedom is a tall one. Unless she climbed it, I had no use for these women.

“Yes, damnit!” she said. “I own two men. I tell them what to do and they do it.”

“And if they don’t?” I asked.

“That’s what my paddle is for!” She sounded gleeful, like most women do when they say it out loud the first time. Her sentence opened the dam and the river rushed through. Carol and Amari interrupted each other explaining what they owned and what those men did for them. In explicit detail.

I sat back and wrapped my feet around My Cop’s cage. I couldn’t tell if his groans were from last night’s session with my single-tail or from what my feet were doing. It didn’t matter. The three judges stopped talking when his song filled their speakers.

“Oh my god,” Carol said, cradling her head in her hands.

“You have one there now?” Amari asked. She knew the answer so I didn’t bother replying. But it was Amy’s reaction that made me laugh.

“Is he naked?” she said, staring at the camera.

“All of them. All the time.”

I thought they were going to faint en masse. The realization hit the three of them at the same time. Amy spoke for the group.

“Ms. Amity, we’d be honored if you’d join us for lunch.”

I don’t join people for lunch. They join me.


Chapter 26

Lunch

TYLER WAS RUNNING around frantically making sure security was tight enough so My Cop wouldn’t take him for retraining. The two weeks he spent with him when he started were grueling and he didn’t want to go through that again. The limo that picked up the judges at the airport was due at the front gates within the hour. Even though My Cop’s team was patrolling the grounds and reported in every ten minutes, Tyler was determined to make this a seamless visit.

Nova scurried from the dining room to the kitchen and back, checking on the chef, the house girls and the place settings. Jenna was assigned to the garage to lead my guests to Medical for their obligatory checkup with Emma. I looked her over, all 5’ 11” of her. I was really going to have to get her new breasts if I decided to keep her much longer. Her tiny bosom was pathetic.

I watched the judges arrive on the monitor. When they saw Jenna in the garage, their jaws dropped.

Jenna had two sentences she was allowed to say. “Ms. Amity welcomes you. She promises you will have a unique experience today.”

I didn’t think their faces could look more shocked. That would come later.

“Follow me,” Jenna said and took off down the slaveway to the Intake building. She didn’t look behind her to see if they were there. Obedience isn’t a question in my world. It’s a way of life.

I didn’t bother watching Emma’s exam. I’d seen new guests’ shock enough times to predict how that would go, although I did look when they got their enemas. When I have new visitors, that’s the moment they meet my three Ds. All of them. All at once.

The larger dining room looked lovely when the three women were escorted in. They were still in shock from Emma’s screening but they’re professionals, so I expected them to be at the least, polite. I gave them a few minutes to look around the room—there are no wall monitors in the formal dining room—where they were greeted by a house girl standing behind each chair, their personal servant for lunch. Like all my property, the girls were hairless and naked with well-toned muscles and, of course, huge breasts. Except for Jenna’s pitiful pair.

I sat at the head of the table and pointed at the chairs for the judges to take their seats. They sat in silence trying to absorb what surrounded them. What they saw as extraordinary was a typical day for me.

Once they were seated, the girls trotted to the kitchen to serve the first course. I was looking forward to seeing what wonders the chef created with everything my garden produces.

I ignored their discomfort sitting on the chairs, a side effect from their time with Emma’s enemas, and stated the obvious. “You are curious about my world. And here you are.”

If My Cop were here, he would identify Amy as the group’s leader when she said, “We’re more than curious. We share a way of thinking and living but there are constraints.”

“Like being a public figure,” Carol added.

Amari asked what was on all their minds. “How do you enjoy your lifestyle in privacy? How do you make sure all of this,” she swept her arms every which way to indicate the entire estate, “isn’t made public?”

We hadn’t even been served the first course but we’d gotten to the crux of what they were rightly curious about. Self-protection.

“Physical security is a big part,” I said. “I have a security consultant who sets the parameters for my on-site head of security. There are physical measures, of course, but there is something that undergirds it that provides the best guarantee for privacy. Can you guess what it is?”

The house girls trotted in with salads and offered three flavors of dressing. While they spooned it on the plates, Carol asked, “Is it the drones?”

Carol had to learn how to make statements instead of asking questions but I let that slide for the time being. Instead, I shook my head.

Amari went next. “The razor wire? That good-looking guard at the front gate?”

“All of that, the fencing, wire and drones were added somewhat recently. That’s physical insurance. Amy, can you come up with the one that supersedes them all?”

She thought for a moment before replying. “These girls, the brawny man in the limo from the airport, the tall girl in the garage… that’s not what you’re talking about, is it?”

I didn’t have to answer. She knew.

“It’s the people you invite here.”

Two things stood out in her answer. It wasn’t a question and it was dead-on right.

“The only people I allow here are those who have more to lose than I do. A lot more,” I said. They gave each other knowing nods. They were exactly who I was referring to.

They peppered me with questions throughout lunch. I answered some but they’d find the rest when we were done eating. The judges were headed to the rental cabins to enjoy using a few of my boys for an hour or two. I’d get a good look at their skills through the glass-walled walkway around the cabins while they saw floor-to-ceiling mirrors on the inside. If the judges were ever to be invited back for my new business venture, they had to prove they knew how to use high-quality slaves like mine.

When the girls cleared the table, I jolted Aussie’s chip. He crawled into the dining room on all fours and settled at my feet. Two judges’ mouths dropped again. Amy’s straight lips made her a little more interesting to me.

“Fetch Tyler,” I said. Aussie crawled to the stairs and took them two at a time. Aussie is a very good dog.

When the judges met Tyler in the limo, he was suffering having to wear public clothes. Not anymore. Tyler ran in with his gold cage bobbing on each step. He was concerned there was a security problem but landed on his knees after he surveyed the room.

“We’re going to the cabins,” I said. “Everything better be in place.”

Preparing cabins and supplying the tools I specify to each one is Gage’s job. I hadn’t asked Tyler a question, so he remained silent and bobbed his ass up and down. He looked up at me for permission to leave and I sent him on his way.

“You’ll see what you can have. Watch and learn,” I said.

The judges piled into a golf cart with Tyler’s ring chained to the back. Jenna drove with Tyler running behind us and I pointed out the buildings, naming each one but not delving into their purposes. A little mystery is good for first-time visitors.

Jenna stopped at the cabins, the building that housed the only auction ever held at Amityworld. My design boy, #42, was tasked with creating it and making sure it could be turned into rental cabins later. Tyler put out his hand to take mine and press it on the entry panel, then went inside to sweep for any issues. When he emerged and said it was all clear, I led the women to their cabins.

I gave each of them the same instruction. “Enjoy yourself,” I said.

The stable boys I chose were on their knees inside each cabin with the tools in place. I went to the glass perimeter to see if these judges were worth an invitation for my new offering. But I had a second purpose for inviting them here. Up until now, my clients have all been men, wealthy and powerful men, but still men. Renting to women who couldn’t risk public exposure was an avenue of business I’d been thinking about for a while.

They just had to be the right kind of women.

Carol was in the first cabin with one of my 90s. That cabin was designed for men who wanted to be pampered, bathed and waxed, so it had an elegant bathroom with a huge, jetted tub and a massage room. I had the boy dressed in a French maid’s outfit and tall heels. He’d done his makeup extremely well to pull off the slutty look I put on his instructions. The skirt barely covered his ass. Carol could use the dildos and the strap-on on the side table in the boy’s ass that the frilly skirt barely concealed however she wanted.

Amari’s cabin had a mouth boy and an ass boy. There were strap-on belts, an array of dildos and several injectors with a warning on the instructions that she had to lube each boy. When I looked through the glass, she had them on all fours with their raised asses ready to be injected.

What I saw in Amy’s cabin reinforced my assessment of her as the group’s leader. That’s why I gave her a pair of 40s, two of my pain sluts, and one 20. He didn’t have the biggest cock in the stable by a half inch, but I was confident Amy hadn’t had one as long and thick as that one in a while.

When I arrived in my office in the cabin building, Tyler was glued to the monitors and Jenna was delivering my latte and blueberry scones. I sat at my desk and watched the three screens to see if the judges lived up to my standards to earn a return visit.

-=o=-

Hours later, I met the judges in the transport garage to bid them farewell and evaluate the potential of my new rental idea. They were excited and exhausted, two outward measurements I use to assess a rental client’s experience. The other is the survey all clients complete along with a video where they tell me about their rental time and admit their most personal desires, the ones most of them can’t bring themselves to even say out loud.

What they reveal on video is what gets them invited back.

Tyler would see to the surveys on the ride to the airport. That’s when clients see the fee schedule and to date, not one has balked at the cost. In fact, they usually offer more for the chance to live out their fantasies in real life. I'd watch their videos over dessert. If they plead enough and if their dreams or fetishes interest me, I may invite them back.

That night, I decided to move ahead with my rental plan. I had three candidates bursting to return.

In the morning, I was going to fill the hole Gage’s absence left in my world. It was time to retrieve my property. The one with ten magic fingers.


Chapter 27

Retrieval

THE CLIENT WAS on his knees in the aisle when I boarded the plane to see the progress at the penitentiary and retrieve Gage. Tyler and Juke were with me ‘for security’ My Cop said. He had one covert mission or another to plan but swore he could be there in two hours if there was any trouble. Given what I’d seen on the monitors, I didn’t anticipate any.

Gage had the staff trained so well the inmates had stopped complaining about their arduous daily schedules. They exercised, used the toilets as a group and kept their colons empty. The cells were spotless and I was beginning to see the birth of muscles where flab used to reside. Keeping them naked, belted and caged was now normal for them.

That’s something I learned about men. When they’re  naked, I don’t think of them as men. They’re merely bodies I own with jobs to do.

Every morning, Ruth penciled in Ds on their agendas to make sure my 3Ds filled their days. Some tasks had one D and others had two. The ones with 3Ds interested me but the items with a single G were fascinating.

Gage was amending the prisoners’ work assignments with the kind of chores my boys do. Those were the items Ruth identified with his initial. When they were allowed to shower, Ruth had them brought in two at a time. Gage edited it so two were soaped and rinsed by a third prisoner. The first time they did that, Gage supervised to make sure no inch of skin was missed.

Both the washer and those being washed felt all three Ds. They were degraded, demeaned and debased at the same time, especially when the washer made them bend over and spread their cheeks. A few minutes later, that washer was put in the same position. Before any of them would ever be allowed to get close to a woman again, they had to learn the rudiments of bathing. And respect.

Gage also changed the way Millie and Matt kept them hairless. The guards thought of it as a way to demean the prisoners; after all, they felt like objects, not men, when the strips were ripped off, so waxing fulfilled one of the 3Ds Ruth listed as required. Gage knew it was more than that.

The result makes cleaner prisoners who are less likely to pick up mites or lice and yes, it’s painful and humiliating. But that’s the physical part. Gage knew what more it could be and he set out to show them how to use waxing and shearing to their advantage.

I keep all my property hairless because it equalizes them. No male has more testosterone than another because he’s got hairy arms. Once the hair is gone, they’re all the same. No owner thinks of her merchandise as ‘pretty’ or ‘handsome’ when they buy them to do particular jobs. Heck, I don’t even think of the stable as being men anymore. They’re products that earn rental fees after they’ve finished doing the work I bought them to do.

That’s what Gage brought to that cell block—they were commodities with functions. The only value they have is what they can do for their owners, in this case, the warden and her staff. Becoming more valuable is their goal because like all men at their core, they’re hungry to believe someone has use for them. Stripping off hair isn’t the result. It’s an accomplishment they fight for because it means someone—anyone—has use for them.

Gage knew the prisoners would eventually plead to be waxed if they saw hair growing on their bodies. The more hirsute one was, the more he’d be mocked and disgraced by the others. It fit perfectly into my first D: degrade.

The videos I watched proved Gage was right. On three occasions, I heard Mofo beg to have his toes waxed, Dick pleaded for Matt to get rid of his repulsive underarm hair and then there was Granger. He implored Millie to pluck out a few he saw on his groin even though plucking is the most painful way to remove them.

The ones who think they are leaders are the easiest to break.

-=o=-

Right before takeoff, the client held a gift-wrapped box with both hands for me to open. Tyler grabbed it, shook it and demanded to know what was inside. Juke pressed his fingers on the client’s forehead and said, “Sapphires.”

It was a lovely bracelet. Juke got some of the stones right. The others were diamonds.

When we reached cruising altitude, the captain turned off the seatbelt sign and I gave the client the thanks he was due for the use of the aircraft and crew. He performed nicely enough to earn a modified cock cage to wear for a month or until I needed the plane again. He was a percussion slave. The harder my small whip met his ass, the louder he shrieked. His dream became his reality when I put him on all fours, had Juke lubricate his ass and inserted an electronic plug that he proudly kept in place for the duration of the flight because he’d done his sphincter exercises faithfully.

He proved that by crawling up and down the aisle even while screeching from the jolts punctuating his rectum.

Right before landing, I laid him across my knees and he screeched each time the studded paddle bit his ass. He wasn’t going to sit comfortably for a few days but he was the happiest CEO of an international accounting firm on the planet.

When we deplaned, he handed me another wrapped box. That one had the matching earrings.

-=o=-

Ruth met us at the visitor’s area and led us to her office. She knew Tyler but Juke was new and with a body as well-developed as his, he was a lovely piece of eye candy, too. Apparently, she figured out that Gage wasn’t within her reach so I put a stop to her lingering looks at Juke with a simple instruction.

“Drop your pants,” I said.

Juke’s slacks were down in seconds. Ruth stared at the cage and sighed. Her longing gaze didn’t even set off an erection alert. Ruth was going to have to shop somewhere else.

We chatted about the prisoners’ training, how their never-ending schedules were working and if she needed any pointers or suggestions to keep them on track in what was surely going to be a multi-year effort before any of them could be considered even for supervised release. On the other side of the room, Tyler was studying the monitors and slyly removing My Cop’s camera.

When I left later today, Ruth would be on her own.

She offered coffee. I wanted Gage.

We headed to the therapy room to see how the inmates were progressing with their workouts, second piss-and-shit time and a new item Gage added to their daily work.

Skill development.

It didn’t matter that the shortest sentence was in the high teens. Gage commanded regiments and every soldier had a job. He brought that expectation to the ten prisoners and gave them no choice. They were all familiar with the consequences.

From time to time, Gage corrected an inmate himself instead of having Millie or Matt do it. He had them living in respectful terror. All it took was Pig’s backtalk to show them what he could do. A bag of dirt and the remnants of Pig’s toilet would be his bed for the night.

“Pigs live in pigpens,” he said.

I had seen that replay several times and laughed each time.

When we walked in, Gage was instructing Millie and Matt how to increase repetitions to their exercises and when to add new routines.

“When they stop gasping,” he said. Millie and Matt nodded and scanned the notepaper with exercises he handed them.

“Are there blueberries on that list?” I said.

Gage ran across the room like an elk galloping through the forest. When he neared me, I saw him struggle against dropping to his knees. I shook my head and he understood. Not in front of the prisoners.

“With me,” I said and he followed me out of the room, down the hallway and into Ruth’s office.

“Lock the door,” I said. When I heard it click, I said, “What are you?”

It was the voice of a self-assured former general that said, “Ms. Amity owns me. YOU OWN ME!”


Chapter 28

Epilogue

Where He Belongs

WHEN WE LANDED and the limo was waiting to take us back to Amityworld, I felt a sense of completeness. Not only did I own Juke’s surprisingly talented tongue and bathing skills, but Gage was where he belonged. I saw it on his face when we arrived at the gate and he exchanged a grin with the guard. As we traveled the long driveway to the transport garage, he stared out the window looking for anything that had changed while he was away.

Nothing had changed. Everything did.

Nova was on her knees in the garage to take my bags. Jenna had a golf cart ready to drive us to the main house but I told her I’d rather walk. The sun was showering the grass, fields and the garden with its glory and I wanted to chat with my inner voice while I walked with Gage. Juke and Tyler stayed a step or two behind us.

My arm was in Gage’s military-grade elbow. If it was possible, his arm felt even stronger than it did before he left. He asked for permission to speak and I was happy to agree. I wanted to hear what he had to say about the job he felt compelled to do.

“Ms. Amity, it was hard. The work was hard but that was nothing. It was harder not seeing you in the morning.” Gage’s eyes were pointed at the path. He had more to say but wasn’t sure his owner would think it was important.

“Tell me the rest,” I said.

It was like I opened the floodgates.

“It’s everything… the way it works. It’s new every day even though it’s the same. No, it’s not the same. When the sun comes up and I see you on the terrace, everything is going to be fine.”

That was the prelude. It wasn’t all he wanted to say so I tugged his elbow and waited. The sun was absolutely radiant on his skin.

“Ms. Amity, those days when you let me be at your feet on the terrace, there are no days that have ever been better. And none that will ever be. Until tomorrow when you want me there again.”

I understood what he wasn’t saying but I wanted him to say it out loud. Healing—especially from what he suffered as a POW—doesn’t have a once-and-for-all cure. It’s ongoing.

All of the old man’s gels, sensory deprivation tanks or even my single-tail whip couldn’t change or make him forget what he endured. It had to come from a place deep inside him. Sure, I remedied his symptoms but only Gage could heal himself from the inside out.

He was thinking hard until he said, “Those criminals… the bastards who hurt people so much… locked up forever until they learn what you showed me that day… they’ll never be free. But I am. You gave me back my freedom from my own prison.”

He stopped walking, looked at me and said, “The blueberries.”

I wrapped my other arm around his elbow and we walked to the main house in silence. Gage’s head was high, his chest out and shoulders back while he marched us down the path.

I felt it before I saw it and Juke must have intuited it as well because I heard him suck a gulp of air. Amityworld didn’t change but Gage did. It wasn’t muscles or anything physical.

Gage’s aura shined almost as brightly as the sun.

Before I summoned him to my suite that night, I had plans to make that aura sparkle even after the sun went down.

-=o=-

Things happened quickly when I got to my office. Nova gave her report that everything was fine and all eight cabins were fully rented for the next few weeks. I went over the rental schedule with Jack to make sure the right rentables were assigned to the clients while Gage manned his workstation to ensure the devices were delivered fully charged to each cabin. The stable’s schedule was chock full of tasks because the garden was in full bloom and the chef was in a tizzy about menus that used  them. I had requests for two video calls, one with the client whose plane I just used and another with no name that came with an access code with numbers in it that told me who it was from.

I returned My Cop’s call first. Anytime there’s a 2-7 hidden in the code, that’s part of his encrypted signature.

The background was stark. He wasn’t at home or in his office so I didn’t bother to ask because he wouldn’t tell me anyway. But he was naked and on his knees with his cage hanging between his legs so I was pretty sure he was stateside. When he’s doing his covert thing in country, I unlock it and put it in a silver box on my desk where I can see it until he returns.

“Gage is here,” I said before he asked although I was sure he knew by now.

“Ms. Amity, is he whole?”

Of all my property, My Cop feels most strongly about Gage. He begged me to see him because he was ‘a good man’ and survived captivity yet he knew Gage was suffering from something that the doctors and shrinks couldn’t uncover. He deserved ‘just an hour,’ My Cop pleaded.

I gave him more time than that and it ended with a finally hard penis and a river of tears. Gage was more than whole now; he was literally glowing.

“I saw his aura,” I said. “So did Juke.”

My Cop had no words until he stopped pulling at his chin. “Are you?”

I’d never heard him ask anything like that before. At first, I was too surprised to reply but my inner voice gave me the answer.

“Almost,” I said. “There’s one more thing I want to do.”

“Please—PLEASE Ms. Amity, let me be there when you do. I just need four hours.”

That was the second surprising thing he said during that call. He is always concerned about my safety, overly concerned, so I was curious why he felt the need to be here. He was staring at the camera trying to see into my eyes across the miles, hoping I understood what he wasn’t saying.

That’s when it hit me.

There was something I didn’t know. And he did. There was only one reason My Cop would hide anything from me. He’d never lie, I knew that as well as I knew the grass, trees and fields outside my now-bulletproof windows. If he held anything back, there could be only one reason.

If I demanded he tell me, he’d say he’d have to shoot me and he preferred things the way they were. Whatever it was, it was clandestine and I wasn’t going to like it.

My plans for the evening were suddenly turned upside down. I intended to summon Gage to my suite along with Juke so I’d have ten magic fingers and that amazing tongue for as many trips into the night sky that I wanted. When I was done, I had an injector with a single drop of platinum gel ready for Gage.

The old man warned me to use it very carefully and only on the men I owned that I planned to keep forever. So far, I’d used it twice. Once on Zayn, although the old man did that to show me how powerfully it worked, and then I used it on My Cop. Both times, the reaction was overwhelming. I felt their essences inside me, their fear that I’d send them away if they stopped pleasing me and their pure joy every day when I did not. I own more than their bodies and their fealty. I own them inside and out.

That’s what my dessert was supposed to be tonight, possessing the last piece of Gage that he was so desperate to give me. My Cop just threw a monkey wrench into my plans.

The realization flooded inside me like a raging river. He was taking Gage on what he calls a mission and he couldn’t if Gage wasn’t whole. A single drop of platinum gel stood between that mission and my plans.

I wanted to be angry but it’s not a place I like to be. Whatever his mission was, it had to be important and at the same time, I’m not used to one of my exclusives disrupting my nights.

“Tell me what you can,” I said.

“Ms. Amity, I need him. Three days, that’s all.”

“Do you promise to bring him back whole?” I knew he couldn’t make that promise but I demanded he promise  it anyway. After Gage proved himself at the penitentiary in so many ways, he was more valuable to me than ever before.

“I will bring him back,” My Cop said.

There was one word missing from that sentence that I heard loud and clear. He didn’t promise to bring him back whole.

Then he said something surprising. “I’ll bring him back complete.”

He just posed the ultimate test of my trust. One thing was for sure. I trust My Cop more than anyone else on this planet, the same way he trusts me.

It was one of the most difficult words I ever uttered.

“Yes,” I said and ended the call.


Chapter 29

Complete

REARRANGING MY NIGHT at the last minute isn’t something I’m used to doing. It’s not like switching out a rental or adding a second or third to give a client a first-class experience. If I summoned Juke without Gage, well, that wasn’t a good option and it wasn’t what I wanted. Having Gage by himself didn’t give me Juke’s talented tongue. My Cop was arriving in an hour and he pleaded to be there when I injected Gage with the platinum gel.

Things were jumbled in Amityworld and I prefer when she’s serene. I wasn’t sure how to resolve the multifaceted issues so I asked my inner voice, the one that almost always give me the right answers. She never lies to me nor will I lie to her.

Zayn appeared at my office door and said, “Ms. Amity, please let me walk with you.”

I’ve stopped trying to figure out how he knows there’s something bothering me because Zayn was exactly who I wanted with me at that moment.

We walked across the small field and around the big one, then visited the garden where the stable was harvesting vegetables under the chef’s excited supervision. The blueberries smelled delicious but we walked past them toward the tree line. I sat on one of the wrought iron benches. Zayn knelt in the grass while I chatted with my quiet voice.

Gage would be gone. Again. And he’d come back. But what was complete? Why wouldn’t My Cop promise he’d be whole?

My inner voice didn’t answer my question; she asked one instead.

“What is the only thing he has left to do?”

Zayn took my hands and whispered, “Only you can answer that.”

The sun was setting beyond the tree line and the garden boys were hauling the harvest to the kitchen. The stable was about to start their next exercise session on the small field and the house girls would begin theirs behind the kitchen. Juke and Gage were doing theirs right outside the terrace, my favorite place to watch. I didn’t see any of it. My eyes were closed.

Zayn said, “You know what it is. Just say it.”

My mind was swirling with everything Gage had done since I met him. I couldn’t find the one answer in all of it.

That’s when Zayn cleared it up for me. “Before you met him.”

How would I know what happened before I met him? All of a sudden I felt a flash—inside my mind—that was so obvious, I was surprised I hadn’t thought of it sooner.

“You didn’t see it because it’s his,” Zayn said. “The one burden only he can carry. It belongs to him.”

Oh god, I knew where My Cop was taking Gage and I didn’t like it one bit. Then my little voice reminded me of something else I should have known. It was something that had to be done and Gage was the only person who could do it.

Zayn took my arm and we walked back to the main house. Right before he went up to his cell in the attic, he said, “It is the right thing to do.”

That night, I put off my own sensual pleasure. I summoned Gage to my office where My Cop and I were waiting with two very different agendas. I wanted to own the last piece of Gage and My Cop was intent on taking him across the ocean to confront—and annihilate—his nightmare.

He was taking Gage to the awful place he’d been imprisoned and savagely tortured for one reason. So he could walk away from it as a free man. A complete man. I would keep a piece of his essence and if his journey brought him back to Amityworld and to me with a slave’s true heart, then everything would be right again.

Yet there was the real possibility his journey would lead him somewhere else. Back to that penitentiary. Back to Ruth.

Doing the right thing sometimes sucks. This was one of those times.

When he crawled through the slave half-door and knelt at my feet, Gage looked peaceful. When he crawled out, that look would be gone. It seemed like a cruel but necessary step he had to take; one that was going to be far more painful than being at the business end of my single-tail. Worse than not seeing me in the morning and worse than not being fed blueberries that taste better here than anywhere else.

I had him get on all fours and said, “What are you?”

He said in a clear voice, “Ms. Amity owns me.”

My Cop’s left arm was across his chest and his right hand was pulling at his chin extra hard. He dropped his arm and said, “She always will.”

When I injected the drop of platinum gel, Gage’s face went blank until I laid my palms on his chest. He stared at my eyes and I could feel everything churning inside him. His fear that he’d be sent away. His terror that I didn’t want him anymore. His dread that he wasn’t good enough for me. His panic that he couldn’t move. And his bewilderment when he felt what I was sending into him.

Total, all-embracing, endless ownership.

I ran my fingers down his chest toward his belly and stopped at the gold cage. I unlocked it and held his naked penis in my hands. He roared like a big brown bear but I wouldn’t let go. I couldn’t. I didn’t want to.

He was hard. The gift I gave him three years ago was in my hands. I owned that, too.

Tears ran from Gage’s eyes when he finally understood. I wasn’t sending him away because he didn’t please me. It was bigger than that. I wiped his cheeks and put his cage in its own silver box.

I set it on my desk next to the one holding My Cop’s cage so I could see both of them every day until My Cop brought Gage back. Where they both belong.

-=o=-

The three weeks Gage was at the penitentiary felt like a long time but the five days My Cop kept him seemed like months. Amityworld was running smoothly. The rental cabins were full and the surveys all had five stars. Applications for more rental time were flying in and the website was flooded with new customers, with a growing number of referrals from the Cuckold Sisters’ website. The girls were keeping the house sparkling clean and the chef was serving vegetable-laden dishes that were spiced perfectly.

I had no new purchases to fix or repair, no slaves needing correction beyond a few jolts to their sounds and zapping only two chips. There was an all-network video call to plan for Big Mike’s Solstice celebration next year that took my mind off things for a while. Zayn visited me every afternoon to absorb my stress but I knew he was just as concerned as I was when I felt the brand and traced the crossbar on the big A under his balls.

Zayn was trying to hide his concern but my finger on his brand gave it away.

I spent time watching the camera feed from the prison to keep an eye on the inmates’ progress. Tyler made sure the cameras in the therapy room and cell block were sending live video and were available for playback. My video girl put together a highlight reel that showed each inmate’s evolution.

Prick had to wear the leather belt with a programmed plug after he failed to complete his upgraded exercises. Each time he collapsed on the floor, the plug inspired him to get back to work.

Creep’s attitude improved. A lot of his obnoxious backtalk was gone although he didn’t respond to specific questions the way he should. He did right after his chip was activated.

Fop’s days and nights were filled with the same kind of forced labor he imposed on women he kidnapped. Not only was his cell clean, but he also was assigned to sanitize the other inmates’ toilets when the compliant ones earned their second feeding in the food service area.

Mofo, the child abuser, lived under the constant threat of losing a testicle. Or two. Millie banded his balls until they turned blue, then removed the bands for an hour. Mofo never knew if his misbehavior would result in their rotting and falling off, a lesson he was apparently learning based on his improved behavior.

Wank, who never recovered from the humiliation when spasms shot out of his colon when Ruth was learning how to inject lube into his ass, did his work with his eyes staring at the floor. It was a perfect example of the power of my 3Ds.

Wimp was forced to watch generated videos of himself performing lewd sex acts that were far worse than the ones he created to destroy women’s lives. Through clever editing, he believed they’d been distributed online. He had no choice than to obey because he supposed he had no life anymore outside the penitentiary’s walls. An online search under his real name would reveal his abhorrent perversions.

Cuck’s work schedule put him in the food service area. His job was to mince and dice vegetables without a using a sharp knife. Each time he failed to produce neatly cut vegetables, Matt threatened his penis with a fake but believable scalpel. Watching a video loop of castrated organs was his nightly bedtime story.

Pig was terrified of the mud pit in the corner of his cell. Any misbehavior got him thrown into the gunk and he wore the dried muck until it was his turn to be washed in the shower room. He no longer spoke in words. Pig oinked and squealed.

Himbo’s days began with a session on the mechanical ass expander. Millie pointed to the camera and told him they’d sold tickets to men and women who enjoyed watching him get reamed and placed bets on when he’d earn a bigger plug. With enough practice, he’d turn into a decent singer and dancer that could earn his owner a reasonable rental fee.

Dick, the stalker, was never alone. No matter what he was assigned to do and even when he was put to bed, screens played everything he was forced to do. At night, they ran the playback so he had to watch himself doing the most degrading tasks, from enemas to his piss-and-shit duty. He was forced to live as the object of total surveillance and his behavior improved little by little.

Gage had done a fine job of showing Ruth and the guards how to immerse the prisoners in my 3Ds. More importantly, they made it the ten inmates’ new way of life. As I reviewed the video, I saw how much their self-images were turning into not only acceptance of being controlled but also the urgency to be told what to do and being accountable for literally every step they took.

They even looked better. Three daily fitness sessions did wonders for their scrawny bodies as well as the obese ones. They weren’t close to what my boys—or even my girls—looked like but they had plenty of time ahead to improve.

When I clicked the monitor off late on the fifth day Gage and My Cop were gone, the eeriest feeling filled my office. The green light told me there was a limo in the transport garage. There were no expected visitors or deliveries so it meant one thing.

They were back. And I’d find out if Gage was complete and where his journey would take him.

And if this was the place he belonged.


Chapter 30

Journey’s End

IT WAS LATE. The sun had mostly set over the tree line when Gage and My Cop arrived outside my office. They twisted their big shoulders through the small door and wound up on their knees at my feet. This time, no one was battered or very bruised. Not outwardly, at least.

My Cop’s face is usually indecipherable but that’s not how it looked that night. He was determined and resolute. I ran my fingers through his light brown hair to feel—to sense—what was going on inside him. I didn’t get much, just a kind of unwavering stoicism. And a twinge of pain.

On the other hand, Gage looked like a man who’d been through hell. He was the image of a fierce warrior who’d just fought a ferocious battle and dragged himself away knowing he had at least one more to win.

That battle was with himself. And me.

My Cop’s arms were at his sides. He wasn’t thinking at all. This  moment belonged entirely to Gage.

I laid my hands on his chest to feel the scratches and a few scabs that were healing. The old man said the platinum gel was long lasting and he was right again. I could feel Gage churning under his skin. My inner voice was agonizingly silent. She didn’t know any more than I did. I thought about summoning Zayn but the last thing he told me was, “You can’t see it because it’s his.”

Whatever it was would become mine tonight.

I slid my hands down his chest to his belly and reached his naked penis. My fingers traced the brand under his testicles and when I crossed the big A he’ll wear there forever, he told me the story.

“Ms. Amity, oh god, Ms. Amity… I was there. That damned place. Some of it was still there. Where I was.” Every word felt like a knife plunging into him. I heard each stab with my fingers and held his penis tighter.

“He tied me up. He made me go through it. Again.”

I knew who 'he' was.

“Look,” Gage said.

He showed me his back. I didn’t put those whip marks there; My Cop did. I traced them with my fingers and waited. I wouldn't order him to tell me everything that happened in that awful place.

“It was the hardest thing I’ve ever done,” he said.

My Cop finally spoke. “The worst I’ve ever had to do.”

They didn’t have to tell me the details. My inner voice knew. My Cop reenacted Gage’s torture so he could march out of that hellhole with his head high. A free man. Finally.

Gage fixed his eyes on me and said, “I got through it. He said I would if I could get to a safe place. Where no one could ever hurt me like that again.”

My inner voice was shouting at me. She wanted to hear his next sentence right now.

“Ms. Amity, that place is where I am.”

I remembered what My Cop said after he had been captured and tortured on a mission that went very badly.

“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.”

It was difficult getting my arms around both of them but I managed to pull them close. Their faces were pressed into my chest and I felt their hot, wet tears. And mine.

All was well in Amityworld. We were more than whole. 

That night, I went on several trips from Gage’s magic fingers while My Cop laid over the waist bar until I fed him dessert.

My inner voice was silent while we slept with our arms locked together. 

We were complete.
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