
        
            
                
            
        

    
Planet Domicon

Auction

By Blard Hans

After fifteen years as an ambassador, I thought I was prepared for anything.  As I sat on the ground naked, arms and legs in chains, I realized that I had a lot to learn.  The woman in front of me was beautiful.  Even at 40 something, her body was tanned and toned.  Her large breasts were only partially hidden by her formal dress.  She watched me intently with those deep blue eyes of hers.  Queen Uesama had been listening to her security council brief her on the recent attack against the House of Tor.

Chloe sat on an ornate chair next to me.  She had not stop touching me during the entire meeting.  I glanced up at her, seeing concern on her otherwise gorgeous face.  She caught me looking at her and winked. 

“I’m so glad you’re safe,” she whispered for the dozenth time.

Even after the events of the last day, I still found myself checking out the wonderful curves of her body.

Once the generals had spoken their piece, Queen Uesama addressed Peterson. “This is not the first time a lessor house has attempted to change the balance of power by kidnapping an intact male; nor will it be the last.  This situation does raise some issues for an alliance between our two worlds however.”

I looked over at Lieutenant Peterson.  From the expression on her face, I could tell she had no idea what to do.

“The issue I need to resolve is whether or not to quarantine our world so that we’re not dealing with the same situation in the future but this time with hundreds or thousands of unaltered males from your world.”

Although she had not said so, I knew the other issue would be what to do with Peterson and me.  We obviously knew how to destabilize this planet’s political system which is not something Queen Uesama would want to risk us sharing with anyone.  I was grateful that Peterson had already called for a rescue ship from Home World.

“I...uh...” Peterson stammered.

I coughed softly.  When Lieutenant Peterson looked over at me, I looked at the door then back to her.

“Your Majesty, may I speak privately with Brion in the hallway for a moment?” she asked.

“If the man has something to say, then let him say it as my decision will affect both of you as well.”

I stood up out of habit, forgetting for the moment that I was nude and shackled.  “Your Majesty, if this has happened before and will happen again then there may well be time to carefully consider all options before making a decision.  There are another three months before our diplomatic exchange is scheduled to conclude.  If you’re worried that another attempt will be made to kidnap me then we will, of course, abide by any security arrangements that you deem appropriate.  In terms of larger issues like whether you will allow more people from both our worlds to visit one another, there may be alternatives to quarantine.  For example, setting up a visa program where men from my world must register before coming and as a part of that registration agree to a medical procedure that would temporarily render them unable to conceive.”

Queen Uesama leaned towards me. “Is that possible?” she asked.

“Yes.  You can have your two emissaries confirm the process on Home World.”

“And do you think that the men on your world would agree to undergo training at the K’turn as a condition precedent to being allowed to stay on our world?”

“With such big issues as potentially opening your world to new cultures there is nothing wrong with taking small steps.  First, just allow a few people to come.  As issues arrive so will solutions.  Once confidence is established then if you choose to allow more people or choose not to allow anyone, you can.  You can change the process anytime you wish.  Being a part of the League of planets is always a voluntary proposal.”

“Come here.”

I walked over to the Queen and knelt in front of her.  She lifted my chin with one finger and looked into my eyes.

“Have you told me the truth?”

I heard myself answer before I even realized that I responded.  “Yes.”

“You are like no man I have ever met before,” she said as she gestured for me to return to the mat.  “I will consider all that I have heard today.  You are all excused.”

I stood up to follow Chloe out of the room when Queen Uesama spoke again.

“I want him to stay.”

Chloe turned towards her mother with a questioning look on her face.  “May I have a word with you first?”

Uesama nodded and I was ushered out into the corridor with Lieutenant Peterson.

When we were alone, she leaned over and said, “That was wonderful.  I had no idea what to do.”

“Don’t worry. It will come with experience.  Don’t forget this is your first away mission being the lead.”

She smiled at me.  “You’re a good mentor.”

The door opened a few minutes later and Chloe walked out.  “She wants me to leave you with her for a while.”  She was biting down softly on her lower lip and wasn’t really looking at me.

“Anything wrong?” I asked.

“She’s worried about something and I don’t think it was the kidnapping.”  Chloe turned slightly to face me full on.  “You must promise to do anything she asks without hesitation.”

“I’m not sure I can disobey at this point,” I said.

“It’s not that.  She knows you’re smart.  I’m concerned that if she believes you are trying to manipulate her then something bad will happen and I don’t want to lose you.”  She hugged me tightly.

Although I didn’t say anything, the ominous warning took me by surprise.  “Of course,” I said.

Chloe kissed me on the cheek and pressed my back towards the door.

When I entered the main hall again, it was just Queen Uesama and her usual cadre of guards.  The mat was pulled closer to her throne and one of the guards guided me to it.

“My family has run this planet for over four hundred years.  In all that time, no man has ever spoken so clearly or offered advice so well founded as you just did.”

“Thank you,” I said.  From the expression on her face, I knew this was the wrong thing to say.

“Are you a typical example of the men on your world?”

“Like people everywhere, some are better and some are worse,” I said.  I tried to speak as honestly as I could knowing the entire diplomatic mission could rest on the next few minutes.

“Chloe is in love with you,” she said matter-of-factly.  “Having a man with that kind of control over a woman is every bit as dangerous to our world order as the kidnapping could have been.”

I sat quietly and waited for her to ask for my opinion.

“What would you have me do?” she asked.

“I would have you judge the situation with your own eyes.  The behavior that Peterson and I have displayed over the last three months tells the truth more eloquently that I ever could.”

Queen Uesama gave me an appraising look.  “As long as you can be controlled, you could be a great benefit to our House.  Stand.”

I stood up immediately.

“We questioned Tanya.  She told us that she was unable to break the encryption on your implants.  She also said that she flogged you for over an hour and that you seemed to enjoy it.”

I heard a metal rack being wheeled into place behind me but I did not turn around.

Two guards approached me and attached me to the rack.  Once I was completely immobile, Queen Uesama spoke to me again. 

“You are not to tell anyone that I have already taken you.  Do you understand?”

“Yes.”  ‘Why would she be worried about that?’ I wondered.

I heard a door open and looked over to see Claire walk in.  She was holding a heavy looking black flogger.  With my arms and legs locked into the rack, all I could do was mentally prepare myself for a beating.

“I’ve had your control collar set so that you will not be forced to obey Claire’s commands.  Since flogging is more common in the lesser houses, I have not witnessed its effect on an off worlder.  I want you to resist Claire as long as you can.”

I wanted to cry out; wanted to ask Queen Uesama not to do this to me when I remembered Chloe’s warning.  “Yes, your majesty,” I said.

Claire stood in front of me and began to drag the flogger falls over my skin.  They felt soft like the gentle touch of a lover.  She walked behind me and draped the falls across my back.

I felt the air move a moment before I was struck.  Unlike my experience with Tanya, there was no soft warm up.  The first blow forced me to exhale hard.  I didn’t cry out but I did grunt.  Blow after blow hit my back.  I was grateful that she didn’t hit me in the same spot over and over.

After a while I started to get used to the force she was using.  I felt her gently touch my back with her hands, could feel her body press up against mine.  She reached around and began to play with my nipples then began to caress my junk.

I felt myself becoming erect when she suddenly stopped.  Nothing happened for a moment then the flogger hit me again.  I tried not to react but was soon grunting again with each strike.

She kept hitting me until I stopped reacting.  My breathing was coming in heaves but I was able to tolerate what she was doing.

Claire walked in front of me and began to squeeze my balls while stroking me with her other hand. 

When our eyes met, she winked at me. 

She walked around me again and began to hit me harder.  This went on for a long time before she stopped again. 

I glanced up at Queen Uesama.  Her mouth was open slightly and I saw her massaging herself.

A forceful blow struck me and my eyes rolled back.  I was trying to regain control of my breathing but it was becoming more difficult.  I began feeling like I was floating.  I knew I was still being hit but it started to feel more like a deep tissue massage rather than painful.

Claire walked in front of me again.  This time the flogger was not in her hands, however.  “Kiss me here,” she said pointing to her breasts.

I leaned forward and began to kiss the exposed parts of her chest.

“If I let you down, will you fuck me?”

I nodded. “I’ll do anything you want.”

She motioned to one of the guards, who unchained my right arm.

“Touch it.”

I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to do.

Claire grabbed my arm and placed my hand on my dick.  “Touch it.”

I began to stroke my cock.

“Harder.”

I did as instructed.  If I was in my normal mind, I would have been mortified to masturbate in front of the leader of this planet.  As I was, I could only focus on the beautiful form of Queen Uesama.  The way that a bright red patch appeared on her chest combined with the lecherous look on her face, made me want to do her right then and there.

Claire stepped back and stood by the Queen.

I was hoping that Claire would tell me to stop but she didn’t.  I began to feel my penis become slippery as the pre-cum began to flow.  I stroked it even harder.

Claire walked over to me and said, “Tell me the secret.”

Even through the fog in my mind, I realized that she wanted me to tell her that Queen Uesama had slept with me before.  I stopped stroking myself. “I can’t.” 

“Don’t stop touching yourself,” Claire said.  I immediately started again.

She leaned into me and whispered, “You are not to tell anyone that the color is red.”

I didn’t understand what was going on, so I just nodded.

“I want to watch you cum,” Claire said.  She walked back to where the Queen was and watched me.

I continued to stroke myself, dreading the inevitable.  A minute later I orgasmed hard.  Semen squirted out and coated my hand and the floor in front of me.  I stood there, trying to get my breathing back under control.  I felt lightheaded and was thankful that the chains kept me from falling over.

The guards released me and walked me over to Queen Uesama.  She motioned for me to lean into her then said, “Tell me the color.”

“Red.”

“Thank you, Claire.  You may return to the K’turn,” said Queen Uesama.

The Queen looked at me and said, “Very well.  You will be placed up for auction.”

One of the guards took me back to the center of the room and attached chains to my wrists and ankles.  A leather lead was snapped onto my collar and I was led out of the main room.  I expected to be taken back to my room but instead I was taken to another facility.

The guard locked my collar to a short chain on the wall and I was told to sit on the bench until someone came for me.  I started to regain control of my senses after a while when a cute girl approached me.

“You’re going to be put up for auction.  The next one is scheduled in a couple of days.  You’ll be kept here until that time.”  She led me to a small room and locked me into a padded cage.

No one came in to see me other than at mealtimes and daily workouts.  I noticed that I would fall asleep almost immediately after eating.  ‘Are they drugging my food?’ I wondered.  After a couple of days another woman came in and let me out of the cage.

“My name is Abigail,” said the young woman with the jet-black hair and perfect teeth.  She was a little taller than I was.  She wore a low-cut shirt that drew my attention to her perfect skin and sizable breasts.

“Are you in charge of the auction?” I asked.

“Kind of.  My job is to protect you during the initial viewing and try to help you get the best price possible.”

“Why the auction?” I asked.

Abigail looked at me strangely.  “So, it’s true, you’re really not from here are you?”  Her face relaxed and a grin emerged.  “When you are too old to be put up for auction, you’ll need a way to support yourself.  The money goes into a retirement account for you.”

“What happens if no one bids on me?”  I didn’t mention that on Home World concepts like money had been gone for over a century.

Abigail laughed.  “I’m here to make sure that doesn’t happen.”

“What do I need to do?”

She took my hand and led me to a hallway one level below the main entrance.  Several small rooms were evenly spaced out along the length of the hallway.  I estimated there were at least twenty of them.

The rooms appeared to have two compartments.  One only had a small window but looked otherwise comfortable.  The other made me more concerned.  Instead of traditional doors, this compartment had floor to ceiling metal bars like jail cells.  Inside was a small bench and several metal rings attached to the walls.

Abigail led me to the closest room.  Once inside, she attached a lightweight chain to my collar.  There was enough length so that I could sit on the bench or walk to the cell door but not any farther.  I was afraid she was going to chain my arms and legs to the metal rings.

“Sit on the bench.  I’ll be in the adjoining room getting ready.  The preview will start in about an hour and I need to get you ready.”

“What happens when someone buys me?”

A brief look of disbelief flashed across her face then she said, “You become her property.”  She didn’t say “duh” but it was implied.

“Don’t they handle sales this way where you come from?” she asked.

“No, this is all new to me.”  I didn’t mention that on Home World we didn’t buy and sell people.

Abigail began working on some papers at the small desk in her compartment.  After a few minutes she walked over to me.  “Stand,” she said.

I stood up, a little surprised that the control spikes didn’t force me to do it.

She must have read the expression on my face because she said, “Your control spikes won’t be calibrated to your new mistress until after we have a winning bid.  This part of the auction allows potential bidders to take a look at you and check your function.  Your job is to be as appealing as possible.  Just do whatever they request.  I’m here to make sure that they don’t sample the merchandise too much before the bidding.”

Abigail began to massage my neck and shoulders.  She worked her way down my left arm and fingers. 

“Tell me about you,” I said.

She stopped and looked intensely into my eyes.  “You are different.  Usually, the men don’t say anything.” 

She started massaging my other arm and I began to relax.

“This is my tenth year as an auctioneer's assistant.”

“Do you like it?”

She smiled at me.  “Yes.  I really enjoy helping Mistresses find their Ka’sur.”  She looked at me again for a long second.  “You intrigue me.  I haven’t bid on someone for a long time.  I might make an exception for you.”

She started massaging my chest and worked her way down to my legs, avoiding my genitals.  “The potential Mistresses will want to play with you a little, so I won’t get you warmed up down there until we’re a little closer to the preview.”

A few minutes later she nudged me closer to the cell door.  She attached chains to my wrists and ankles, making it impossible for me to move away from the door.

“The ladies will start their walk through in a few minutes.  I’ll be in the next room keeping an eye on things.  I’ll be in charge of your control spikes during this time.  Just relax and try to enjoy the experience.”

Abigail walked back into the adjoining room.  I heard a soft chime from Abigail’s desk.  It reminded me of the sound Claire’s training devices made when she calibrated my collar to Chloe’s voice command.

When she came back her shirt was off.  I made a mental note of the way her tits swayed as she moved.  She opened the cell door and walked out.  After closing the door, she attached a paper to the bars then turned to face me again.  She immediately began caressing my chest then reached down and began rubbing my cock.

Her breasts were a perfect teardrop shape.  I couldn’t help staring at them.  When I looked up, she grinned at me. “Do you like what you see?”

“Yes.  You’re beautiful.”

She blushed a little and began stroking my cock harder.

It’s not like I could have done anything to stop her but I found myself entranced by her.  My breathing became more labored as I was getting into the sensation she was giving me.  I was disappointed when she stopped.

“Kiss me.”

I leaned up against the metal bars and kissed her.  Time seemed to stop for that instant then it was over.

Abigail fanned her face and exhaled slowly.  “We’re going to get a good price for you.”

She walked through the cell door and sat in the adjoining room.

I tried to get my breathing under control, not sure if it was the control spikes or just lust that was driving my feelings. 

I heard footsteps coming down the stairs.  Two women approached me.  One was older, wearing a floral dress.  The other was significantly younger.  She wore tight fitting workout pants and black leather corset.  Her face bore a strong resemblance to the older one, who I assumed was her mother.

“Karissa, what do you think of this one?” asked the mother.

“He’s cute but don’t you think he’s too old for me?”

I tried not to be obvious but inside I was grateful that I was being considered for the daughter as the mother looked weathered and hard.

“For your first Ka’sur, you’ll want one that is more experienced.”  She lifted the paper and glanced through it.  “Oh, this is his first auction.  Let’s keep moving.”

I didn’t know if I should be relieved or not and I began to wonder what was on the paper.

Abigail came out after they left.  “I wrote your summary to try and eliminate first time buyers.  They never bid very high,” she whispered. 

I felt her caressing my ass. 

“Don’t worry.  There will be a lot more bidders coming through.”

Even after slut training, I had never felt as much like a piece of meat as I did right now.

Another set of footsteps echoed down the hallway and Abigail disappeared again.   I watched as a beautiful redheaded woman wearing a pearl-colored corset and tight leggings approached me.  She stopped and looked me up and down.  She dragged her top teeth across her bottom lip then reached in and began to fondle my partially erect penis. 

I became hard and she started stroking me, never taking her eyes off mine as she did.  I started rocking in time with her and I could feel myself breathing harder.

“I love how responsive you are.” 

I found myself getting lost in her deep blue eyes.

She stepped back and glanced through the paperwork on the door.  She wrote something down on a small card she was carrying then left.

This process was repeated a dozen or so more times.  Sometimes the women would just look at me other times they would touch me all over.  I started to check out mentally; overwhelmed by the experience.

Another woman walked up to me.  It took a moment to realize that the young blonde woman in front of me was Lieutenant Peterson.

“Please get me out of here,” I mouthed to her.

Peterson appeared not to notice.  Instead, she began to fondle me.  “I want you,” she said.  As she continued to stroke me, my dick became wet with pre-cum.

Abigail walked out and separated us.  “You can play with him, but you cannot make him cum until you buy him.”

Peterson’s expression changed.  She looked hungry.  I saw her write something onto the card she was holding.  She winked at me before she left.

Abigail whispered into my ear again.  “This will be a great auction.  I understand we have a couple of private bidders already signed up.  That always means high bids.”

After a few more potential bidders came by Abigail walked out again.  “That’s the end of the preview.”  She undid my chains and told me to sit on the bench.

“I think the bids are going to be out of my budget but I want to try you before you  leave.”  She knelt in front of me and told me to spread my legs.

My legs parted as if on their own accord.  In a moment of insight, I realized that she was using my control spikes. 

She began pulling downward on my scrotum while stroking me.  Once I was erect, she leaned in and put my dick in her mouth. 

I immediately felt the warmth of her mouth on my junk.  Pleasure spread out from there, seemingly taking over the whole of my awareness.  Her face took on an even more lovely appearance as she sucked on me.  Her left hand held on tight to my rigid schlong while her right hand pulled and caressed my balls.  She would occasionally glance up at me and the sparkle in her eyes was mesmerizing.  I started to moan softly in response to the pressure and warmth of her mouth.  I could feel the pre-cum flowing into her.  I tried to fight it at first but lost control and began to just react to her.

She looked up at me; her dark eyes seemingly caressing my face. 

I felt the pressure building up inside of me.  My breathing was labored and I was starting to perspire.

Abigail pulled back and looked as though she were deciding something.  She kept stroking on my penis as she watched me.  Suddenly she smiled at me then shoved my junk back inside her mouth.

‘Did she realize how close I was to cumming?’ I wondered.

Her head began to thrust up and down.  The sensation turned from good to incredible.  I could feel myself beginning to orgasm and inwardly hoped that she would not leave me like this.  A moment later, I exploded into her.  My body convulsed and shuddered as I came.

Abigail continued to suck on me until I was done.  Then she pulled back with a shocked look on her face.  I could see a white sticky wad of semen in her mouth.  She rolled it with her tongue; seemingly playing with it in her mouth.

I sat there, entranced, just watching her.

She closed her eyes and swallowed, slowly as though she were savoring the experience.

“Well, that changes things.  I can see why there was an instruction not to allow the potential bidders to make you cum.”

She walked back into the small room.  A soft chime sounded and I wondered if the control spikes were now off.  I sat on the bench for a few more minutes when a bell sounded.  Abigail walked over to me and undid the chain from my collar.

“Let’s get you hooked back up and ready to go on stage,” she said. 

I stood up on command and allowed her to connect chains to my wrists and ankles.  “Can you chain my arms so that they are in front of me?” I asked.

Abigail grinned then said, “No.”  She attached a vertical chain to keep the one between my legs from dragging on the ground.  I could walk as long as I walked slowly.

“You won’t need to speak,” she said and held out a black ball gag.  She pushed the ball into my mouth then buckled it behind my head.  I was a little surprised when she pulled out a small padlock and locked the gag in place.  She pulled on the band to make sure it was snug.

Abigail pulled a leather leash from her waist and clipped it onto my collar.  “Let’s go.”  She started walking towards the stairs.  Once the leash was taught, I was pulled forward and began to follow her.

“I’ll drop your paperwork off with the auctioneer while you’re in line.”

I felt a little bit of drool run down my cheek.  With my hands tied behind me, there was nothing I could do about it.

Abigail led me to the back of the stage.  There were several other men chained up and waiting. 

“Wait here,” she said.

None of the other men addressed me even though I was the only one gagged.  After a few minutes Abigail came back and stood by me.  I thought this was strange since no one else had a trainer with them.

One by one the other men were called forward and disappeared beyond a thick curtain.  I could hear someone calling out over a loudspeaker.  She was identifying the man by what I assumed was a lot number.  The disembodied voice would point to physical features on the man.  I could hear a lot of cat calling and laughter from a large group of women.

I felt my heart racing but with the chains, I couldn’t go anywhere.

“There’s nothing to be nervous about,” Abigail said.  “The women will love you.”

I nodded but my heart continued to pound.  Eventually I heard the auctioneer call out lot number 1.  Abigail started walking towards the curtain and I was forced to follow her.

The curtains parted and I was momentarily disoriented by bright lights.  I was up on a stage and because of the lights it was difficult to see more than two or three rows into the audience.  On stage was a leather padded table about the size of a gurney.  To one side was a raised podium with an older woman standing near a microphone.

The auctioneer called out, “What bids to we have for lot number 1?” 

The auctioneer would point to people in the crowd then call out more numbers.  This went on for several minutes when suddenly there was an explosion behind me.  Abigail grabbed hold of my arm and kept me still.

“You just broke the record for a first timer,” she said.  Shiny pieces of paper rained down on the stage.  Abigail had a huge smile on her face as she gave me a side hug.

Two guards came forward and helped Abigail remove the chains from my wrists and ankles.  I was hoping they would remove the gag too, but they left it in place.

The three women helped me onto the leather padded table.  I was pushed up until I was on all fours then my shackles were locked into rings on the table.

Abigail placed a blindfold on me and buckled it into place.

“Will the final four please come on stage,” the auctioneer called out.

I heard footsteps and more cat calls from the audience.

Someone began to caress my ass while someone else began to lightly touch my genitals.  I was surprised that I was becoming erect since I had just orgasmed a few minutes ago.  Whoever was playing with my ass began to press against my butt with what I hoped was a finger.  I tried to move away but the chains held fast.

I felt the finger trace the inside of my butt cheeks.  Even without wanting to, I began to push back slightly.  Someone was spreading my butt cheeks apart.  I felt the finger move inside of me.  I was embarrassed both by being violated in public like this but also because I was enjoying it.

The table shook a little as someone climbed on top of it.  Whoever it was sat in front of me.  The audience was apparently enjoying the show since the cat calls and whistling increased.  The gag was removed and my head was pressed downward.  I was surprised to feel soft skin pressing against my face.  I heard Abigail say, “Lick it.”

I began to nuzzle my mouth against the soft skin of a woman’s labia.  Slowly I started to trace her lips with my tongue.  The lips began to part as I worked my way inside.  I could feel her body rocking into me.  Someone’s hand held my head down against this woman’s junk.  I could feel her fingers begin to grind into the back of my head.

Something larger was pressed into my ass.  It hurt a little at first but then felt slippery.  It was being pushed in then pulled out over and over.

I started to suck on her clit.  The crowd seemed to disappear as I got into it.  After a few minutes I could hear her start to moan and then her body convulsed against mine.  The bed rocked again and she was gone.

I started to notice the noise from the crowd again and heard the auctioneer call out more numbers.

The hands that had been fondling me suddenly stopped.  I felt myself being released from the table then stood upright and walked a short distance from the table.

“Final bids ladies,” called out the auctioneer.

I heard clapping then I was walked off the stage.

Abigail removed the blindfold and gave me a big hug.  “You did great!”

The auctioneer walked over to us.  “We have special instructions from the winning bidder.”

I saw Abigail cock her head to one side briefly.  “Did they just want delivery?”

“Yes.  Package him up.”  She held up a small device to my collar and it chimed almost immediately.  “You will not need to speak.”

I felt the familiar pinching from my collar and knew my vocal cords had been shocked into uselessness.

One of the guards handed Abigail a metal band.  She locked it around my waist then attached my wrist shackles to it.  Another chain was locked onto my ankles.  One of the guards rolled a moving dolly over to us and I was forced to step up onto the flat platform at its base.

Abigail locked my collar to the top of it and I was forced to stand at attention.  She was handed a large roll of clear film and began wrapping it around me. 

It became harder to breathe as layer after layer of clear film held me in place on the dolly.  After a few minutes I could not move at all.

Abigail took out a black leather hood and pulled it down over my head.  There were no eye holes and I was soon unable to see or hear anything.  I felt soft plastic being pressed into my mouth.  Something long was being pressed down my throat.  I coughed and tried to move my head but it was held in place.  The tube cleared the back of my throat and I calmed down a little.  It was uncomfortable but I was able to breathe.

Some kind of liquid began flowing through the tube.  I couldn’t taste it but I could feel it running down my throat.  I felt more pressure on my mouth as though a cap was being pressed into the open end of the tube.  Within a couple of minutes, I began to feel like the room was spinning.  At some point I passed out.  I remember thinking that the next person I saw was probably going to be my new owner.
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